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Such  were  the  notes  thy  once  lov'd  poet  fung, 
Till  death  untimely  ftopp'd  his  tuneful  tongue ! 
Oh  !  juft  beheld  and  loft,  admir'd  and  mourn'd  1 
With  fweeteft  manners,  gen  deft  artsadorn'd! 
Bleft  in  each  fcicnce,  blcft  in  every  (train, 
Dear  to  the  mufe,  to  Harley  dear  in  vain  ! — 
Recal  thofe  nights,  which  clos'd  thy  toilfome  days, 
Still  hear  thy  PARNEJ.L  in  his  living  lays. 
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LIFE  OF  PARNELL 


FOR  the  life  of  Parnell,  the  world  is  obliged  to  Goldfmith,  a  biographer' worthy  of  his  virtue  and 
his  genius.  It  is  much  to  be  regretted,  that  fo  mafterly  a  writer  had  not  the  means  of  being  more 
completely  informed.  Goldfmith  not  only  did  not  know  him  himfelf,  but  was  "  obliged  to  take  his 
character  from  fuch  as  knew  but  little  of  him,  or  who  perhaps  could  have  given  very  little  informa 
tion  if  they  had  known  more," 

The  fads  ftated  in  the  prefent  account  of  Parnell,  are  principally  taken  from  Goldfmith,  whofe 
narrative  is  written  with  an  activity  of  refearch,  that  leaves  little  to  be  fupplied,  and  an  agreeable 
manner  of  communication,  that  approaches  fo  near  perfection,  as  to  preclude  the  moil  diftant  hope 
of  improvement. 

"  The  life  of  Parnell  is  a  talk,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  which  I  fhould  very  willingly  decline, 
fince  it  ha«  been  lately  written  by  Goldfmith,  a  man  of  fuch  variety  of  powers,  and  fuch  felicity 
of  performance,  that  he  always  feemed  to  do  beft,  that  which  he  was  doing ;  a  man  who  had  the 
art  of  being  minute  without  tedioufnefs,  and  general  without  comfufion  ;  whofe  language  was  co 
pious  without  exuberance,  exaiSl  without  coniiraint,  and  eafy  without  weaknefs.  What  fuch  an  au 
thor  has  told,  who  would  tell  again  ?" 

Thomas  Parnell  was  defcended  from  an  ancient  family,  that  had  for  fome  centuries  been  fettled 
at  Congleton,  in  Chefhire.  His  father,  Thomas  Parnell,  who  had  been  attached  to  the  Common 
wealth  party,  upon  the  Reftoration  went  over  to  Ireland,  where  he  purchafed  an  eftate,  which, 
with  his  lands  in  Chefhire,  defcended  to  the  poet,  who  was  his  eldeft  fon,  and  ftill  remain  in  the 
family.  , 

He  was  born  in  Dublin,  in  1679,  and  received  the  firft  rudiments  of  his  education  at  the  fchool  of 
Dr.  Jones,  in  that  city. 

When  he  was  only  thirteen  years  old,  he  was  admitted  a  member  of  Trinity  College,  Dublin, 
which  may  be  confidered  as  a  prefumption,  that  he  had  made  great  progrefs  in  learning  at  a  very 
early  age  ;  for  young  men,  propofed  to  be  entered  at  that  Univerfity,  are  expe&ed  to  be  well  ac 
quainted  with  the  Latin,  and  to  have  attained  fome  proficiency  in  the  Greek. 

"  His  progrefs,"  fays  GoldfTnith,  "  through  the  College  courfe  of  ftudy  was  probably  marked 
with  but  little  fplcndor  ;  his  imagination  might  have  been  too  warm  to  relifh  the  cold  logic  rf  Bur- 
gerdicius,  or  the  dreary  fubtleties  of  Smiglefins ;  but  it  is  certain,  that  as  a  claffical  fcholar,  few  could 
equal  him.  His  own  compofitions  fhew  this,  and  the  deference  which  the  mo  -  eminent  men  of  his 
time  paid  him  upon  that  head,  put  it  beyond  a  doubt." 

He  was  admitted  to  the  degree  of  Mafter  of  .\ns,  July  9.  1700,  and  was  the  fame  year  ordained 
a  deacon  by  Dr.  King,  Bifhop  of  Derry,  having  obtained  a  difpenfation  from  the  Primate,  as  being 
under  the  canonical  age. 

About  three  years  afterwards,  he  was  made  a  prieft  by  Dr.  King,  then  Archbifhop  of  Dublin,  and 
in  1705,  Dr.  St.  George  Afhe,  Bifhop  of  Clogher,  conferred  on  him  the  Archdeaconry  of  Clog- 
her. 

About  the  fame  time,  he  married  Mifs  Anne  Minchin,  a  young  lady  of  great  merit  and  beauty, 
upon  whom  he  wrote  the  fong  beginning,  My  day*  l/ave  been  fa  -wotid' 'reus  free, 
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His  firft  excurfions  to  England  began  about  the  year  J;o6,  where  his  company  was  defired,  and 
bis  friendship  was  fought  by  perfons  of  every  rank  and  party,  even  before  he  made  any  figure  io 
the  literary  world. 

He  had  been  bred  a  Whig,  and  for  fomc  time  adhered  to  that  party ;  but  afterwards  attached 
himfelf  to  the  Tories.  Private  affection  and  friendfliip,  have  often  a  very  powerful  influence  on  poli 
tical  prin  iples.  Men  of  vigorous  underftandings,  and  of  upright  intentions,  frequently  approve  of 
meafures  and  fyftems,  meiely  becaufe  they  are  embraced  or  fupported  by  men  whom  they  love  and 
efteem. 

He  was  the  intimate  friend  of  Pope,  Gay,  Arbuthnot,  and  Swift,  and  was  probably  induced  to 
join  the  Tories  by  the  ptrfuafions  and  arguments  of  the  latter ;  who,  after  he  had  joined  that  party 
hiir.felf,  was  very  eager  to  make  converts  of  other  men  of  geniu«. 

It  is  certain,  whatever  was  the  caufe,  that,  at  the  difmjffion  of  the  Whig  Miniftry,  in  the  end 
of  Queen  Anne's  reign,  Ije  changed  his  party,  not  without  much  cenfure  from  thofe  whom  he  de- 
ferted,  and  was  received,  by  the  new  Miniftry,  as  a  valuable  reinforcement. 

Swift  introduced  him  to  Harley,  whom  he  had  before  highly  prepoffc,fled  in  his  favour.  When 
Harley  was  told,  that  Pafnell  waited  among  the  crowd  in  an  outer-room,  he  went,  by  the  per- 
fuafion  of  Swift,  with  his  Freafurcr's  fluff  in  his  hand,  to  bid  him  welcome ;  and  admitted  him  as  a 
favourite  companion  of  his  convivial  hours.  Pope  compliments  Harley  OB  the  delicacy  of  his  choice 
gf  intimate  friends,  and  mentions  Parnell  among  the  Dumber. 

For  him,  thou  oft  haft  bid  the  world  attend, 
Fond  to  forget  the  Itatefman  in  the  friend ; 
For  Swift  and  him,  defpis'd  the  farce  of  Hate, 
The  fober  follies  of  the  wife  and  great ; 
Dext'rous,  the  craving,  fawning  fool  to  quit, 
And  pleas'd  to  'fcape  from  flattery  to  wit. 

His  companionable  talents,  and  claflical  erudition,  procured  him  admiflion  into  the  fociety,  called 
the  Scriblerus  Club,  formed  by  Pope,  Gay,  Arbuthnot,  Swift,  and  Jervas.  It  is  probable,  the  club 
began  with  Parnell;  for  it  is  not  mentioned,  during  his  intimacy  with  Addifon,  Steele,  and  Con- 
greve,  previous  to  his  connection  with  the  Tory  Miniftry.  How  long  it  lafted  is  not  exactly  afcer- 
tained.  Few  focieties  have  been  productive  of  a  greater  variety  of  frolics  and  whimfical  conceits. 
They  wrote  many  things  in  conjunction  ;  and,  according  to  Goldfmith,  Gay  ufually  was  amannenfis. 
Of  thofe  joint  productions,  in  which  Parnell  had  a  principal  fhare,  the  Origin  of  tit  Sciences  from  tit 
Monkiu  in  Ethiopia  is  particularly  mentioned. 

The  connexion  between  thefe  wits  advanced  the  fame  and  intereft  of  them  all.  They  fubmit- 
ted  their  productions  to  the  review  of  each  other,  and  readily  adopted  alterations,  dictated  by 
tafte  and  judgment,  unmixed  with  envy  or  any  finifter  motive.  With  thofe  friends  Parnell  conti 
nued  intimately  connected  during  his  life.  Every  year,  as  foon  as  he  had  collected  the  rents  of  his 
eftate,  and  the  revenue  of  his  benefices,  he  came  over  to  England,  and  fpentfomc  months.  He  lived 
in  an  elegant  ftyle,  when  he  was  in  the  world,  and  rather  impaired  than  improved  his  eftate. 

Pope  was  particularly  fond  of  Parnell's  company,  and  feems  to  have  been  under  feveral  literary 
obligations  to  him,  for  his  affiftance  in  the  tranflatioii  of  Homer. 

"  My  bafinefs,"  fays  he,  '*  depends  entirely  upon  you.  The  moment  I  loft  yon,  Euft*thius,  with 
nine  thoufand  contractions  of  the  Greek  character,  arofe  to  view !  Spedanus,  with  all  his  auxiliaries, 
in  number  a  thoufand  pages,  (value  three  (hillings)  and  Dacier's  three  volumes,  Barnes's  two,  Val. 
teries  three,  Cuperus,  half  in  Greek,  Leo  Allatius,  three  parts  in  Greek,  Scaliger,  Macrobius, 
and  (worfe  than  them  all)  Anlus  Gcllius !  All  thefc  rufhed  upon  my  foul  at  once,  and  whelmed 
me  under  a  fit  of  the  headach.  Dear  Sir,  not  only  as  you  are  a  friend  and  a  good  natured  man, 
but  as  yon  are  a  Chriftian  and  a  divine,  come  back  fpeedily,  and  prevent  the  increafe  of  my  fins; 
for  at  the  rate  I  have  began  to  rave,  I  (hall  not  only  damn  all  poets  and  commentators  who  have 
gone  before,  but  be  damned  myfelf  by  all  who  come  after  me.  In  fhort,  come  down  forthwith, 
or  give  me  good  reafons  for  delaying,  though  but  for  a  day  or  two,  by  the  next  poft.  If  I  find 
them  juft.'I  will  come  up  to  you,  though  you  know  how  precious  my  time  is  at  prefent;  my  houjj 
trere  ftever  worth  fo  much  money  before.'' 
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{Jay  was  obliged  to  Parnell  on  another  account ;  for,  being  always  poor,  he  was  not  above  receiv 
ing  from  him  the  copy-money  which  he  got  for  his  writings. 

"  Your  Zotlus"  fays  Fope, "  really  tranfcends  the  expectation  I  had  conceived  of  it.  I  have  put 
it  into  the  prefs,  beginning  with  the  poem  Batracbom.  Inform  me  upon  what  terms  I  am  to  deal 
with  the  bookfellcr,  and  whether  you  defign  the  copy-money  for  Gay,  as  you  formerly  talked.  I 
fcarce  fee  any  thing  to  be  altered  in  the  whole  piece.  In  the  poam  you  fent,  I  will  take  the  li 
berty  you  allow  me.  The  ftory  of  Pandera,  and  tbe  Eclogue  ufon  Health,  arc  the  moft  beautiful  thing* 
I  ever  read." 

The  Life  of  Homer,  prefixed  to  the  tranflation  of  the  Iliad,  was  written  by  Parnell,  and  corrected 
by  Pope;  and  he  affures  ua,  the  correction  was  not  effected  without  great  labour.  "  It  is  ftill 
ftiff,"  fays  he,  "  and  wa»  written  ftill  ftifler ;  as  it  is,  I  verily  think,  it  coft  me  more  pains  in  the 
correcting  than  the  writing  would  have  done."  In  one  of  his  letters  to  Parnell,  he  treats  the 
Life  of  Homer  with  much  greater  refpeft.  "  If  I  were  to  tell  you,"  lays  he,  "  the  thing  I  wifh 
above  all  things,  it  is  to  fee  you  again ;  the  next  is  to  fee  your  treatife  of  Zollus,  with  the  Batra- 
tlomuomachia,  and  the  Pervigiliut*  Generis,  both  which  poems  are  mafter-pieces  in  their  feveral  kinds, 
and  I  queftion  not,  the  profe  is  as  excellent  in  its  fort  as  the  £/fay  en  Homer." 

Pope,  in  this  inftance,  is  almoft  inexcufable  ;  as  what  he  feems  to  condemn  .in  one  place,  he  very 
much  applauds  in  another.  What  he  fays  in  both  places  may  very  eafily  be  reconciled  to  truth  ;  for 
every  thing  of  Parnell's,  that  has  appeared  in  profe,  is  written  in  a  very  awkward  inelegant  man 
ner;  but  who  can  defend  his  candour  and  his  fincerity  ? 

It  would  be  hard,  however,  to  fuppofe,  that  there  was  no  real  friendship  between  thefe  great 
men.  The  benevolence  of  Parnell's  difpofition  remains  unimpeached,  and  Pope,  though  fubject  to 
ftarts  of  paffion  and  envy,  yet  never  miffed  an  occafion  of  being  ferviceable  to  him.  When  he  had 
a  mifcellany  to  publifti,  he  applied  to  Parnell  for  poetical  affiftance,  and  the  latter  as  implicitly  fub- 
mitted  to  him  for  correction. 

Parnell  feems  to  have  beea  one  of  thofe  poets  who  take  delight  in  writing.  He  was  one  of  th« 
contributors  to  the  Spefiator  and  GaaraVan,  and  probably  publifhed  more  than  he  owned,  and  certainly 
wrote  more  than  he  publifhed. 

As  he  expected  very  rcafonably  to  rife  to  high  preferment  in  the  Church,  he  applied  himfclf 
to  preaching,  and  difplayed  his  elocution  with  great  applaufe  in  the  pulpits  of  London ;  but  the 
Queen's  death  putting  an  end  to  his  expectations,  he  abated  in  his  diligence. 

Amidft  his  expectations,  he  had  the  affliction  to  lofe  his  wife,  by  whom  he  had  two  font  whs 
died  young,  and  a  daughter,  who  was  living  in  1770.  Swift,  in  his  "  Journal  to  Sttlla,"  Aug.  24^ 
J7IZ,  fays, "  I  am  heartily  forry  for  poor  Mrs.  Parnell's  death ;  fhe  feemed  to  be  an  excellent 
good-natured  young  woman,  and  I  believe  the  poor  lad  is  much  afflicted ;  they  appeared  to  live 
perfectly  well  together."  This  event  is  fuppofed  to  have  made  an  indelible  impreffion  on  his  fpi- 
rit«,  and  Pope  reprefents  him  as  falling  from  that  time  into  intemperance  of  wine. 

He  was  now  to  derive  every  future  addition  to  his  preferments  from  his  perfonal  intereil  witk 
his  private  friends.  He  was  warmly  recommended  by  Swift  to  Archbifhop  King,  who  gave  him  a 
prebend  in  1713,  and  the  vicarage  of  Finglafs,  in  the  diocefe  of  Dublin,  worth  400!.  a  year,  May 
31.  1716.  His  gratitude  is  beautifully  cKprefied  in  an  encomiallic  poem  on  Swft'i  birth  day,  1715. 

"  Such  notice  from  fuch  a  man,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  inclines  me  to  believe,  that  the  vice  of 
which  he  has  been  accuied  was  not  grofs  or  notorious." 

During  the  two  or  three  lait  years  ot  his  life,  he  was  more  fond  of  company  than  ever,  and  could 
fcarce  bear  to  be  alone.  The  death  of  his  wife  was  a  lofs  to  him,  that  he  was  unable  to  fupport 
or  recover.  "  From  that  time,"  fays  Goldfmith,  "  he  could  never  venture  to  court  the  mufe  iU 
folitude,  where  he  was  fure  to  find  the  image  of  her  who  firft  infpired  his  attempts.  He  beganf 
therefore,  to  throw  himfelf  into  every  company,  and  to  feck  from  wine,  if  not  relief,  at  leaft  infen- 
fibility.  Thofe  helps,  that  ferrow  firft  called  in  for  afliilance,  habit  foon  rendered  ncceflary,  au4 
he  died  before  his  fortieth  year,  in  fome  meafure,  a  martyr  to  conjugal  fidelity." 

His  end,  whatever  was  the  caufe,  was  now  appn  aching.  He  enjoyed  his  preferment  little  mere 
tjhan  a  year.  The  whole  of  his  poetical  exigence  waj  net  of  more  than  ten  years  continuance.  la 
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this  fhort  fpace,  he  attained  a  fliare  of  fame,  equal  to  what  moft  of  his  contemporaries  wertf  A  long  life 
in  acquiring.  He  died  at  Chefter,  on  his  way  to  Ireland,  in  July  1717,  in  the  38thyear  of  his  agc4 
and  was  buried  in  Trinity  Church  in  that  city,  without  any  monument  to  mark  the  place  of  his  in 
terment. 

As  he  died  without  male  iffue,  hi*  eftate  devolved  to  his  only  nephew.  Sir  John  Parnell,  Bart, 
whofe  father  was  younger  brother  to  the  Archdeacon,  and  one  of  the  juftices  of  the  King's  Bench  in 
Ireland. 

He  left  many  compofitions  behind  him,  of  which  Pope  fele&ed  thofe  which  he  thought  heft,  and 
publiftied  them  in  one  volume  8vo.,  1741,  with  a  dedication  to  the  Earl  of  Oxford.  A  pofthumou* 
volume  was  printed  at  Dublin,  in  17.58.  And  both  thefe  volumes  united,  with  feveral  additional 
poems,  collected  by  Mr.  Nichols,  were  printed  in  the  collection  of  the  "  Englift  Poets,"  1779  an^ 
1790. 

Parnell  was  a  man  of  very  great  benevolence,  and  of  very  agreeable  manners.  His  converfatlon 
is  faid  to  have  been  extremely  pleafing,  but  in  what  its  peculiar  excellence  confifted,  is  now  unknown. 
His-conne<5tions  were  extenfive,  and  his  friends  numerous  and  refpe<Sable.  He  was  intimately  ac 
quainted  with  Addifon,  Steele  and  Congreve,  and  with  Pope,  Swift  and  Arbuthnot.  Joined  by 
kindred  talents,  and  qualities,  he  loved,  efteemed,  and  revered  his  friends ;  and  was  by  them  loved, 
efteemed,  and  revered.  He  was  refpe&ed  by  the  world  as  a  man  of  fuperior  endowments.  To 
talents,  learning,  and  virtue  were  joined  an  ample  eftate,  and  conOderable  preferments  in  the 
church.  Though  not  a  very  great  ceconomift,  he  was  by  no  means  fo  profufe,  as  to  have  mate 
rially  reduced  his  fortune.  Goldfmith  fays,  "  he  was  the  moft  capable  man  in  the  world  to  make 
the  happinefs  of  thofe  he  converfed  with,  and  the  leaft  able  to  fecure  his  own.  He  wanted  that 
evennefs  of  difpofition,  which  bears  difappointment  with  phlegm,  and  joy  with  indifference.  He 
was  ever  very  much  elated  or  deprefled,  and  his  whole  life  ipent  in  agony  or  rapture.  But  the  tur 
bulence  of  thefe  paflions  only  affected  himfelf,  and  never  thofe  about  him  ;  he  knew  the  ridicule  of 
his  own  character,  and  very  effectually  raifed  the  mitth  of  his  companions,  as  well  at  his  vexa 
tions  as  at  his  triumphs.  Indeed  he  took  care,  that  'his  friends  fhould  fee  him  to  the  beft  advan 
tage  ;  for  when  he  found  his  fits  of  fjileen  and  uneafinefs,  which  ibmetimes  lafted  for  weeks  toge 
ther,  he  returned,  with  all  expedition,  to  the  remote  parts  of  Ireland,  and  then  made  out  a  gloomy 
kind  of  fatisfadlton,  in  giving  hideous  defcriptions  of  the  folitude  to  which  he  retired.  Scarce  a  bog 
in  his  neighbourhood  was  left  without  reproach,  andfcarce  a  mountain  reared  its  head  vrifung." 

41  I  have  been  once  witnefs,"  fays  Pope  in  one  of  his  letters  to  him,  "  of  fome,  I  hope  all  your 
fplenetic  hours ;  come  and  be  a  comforter  to  me  in  mine."  In  anfvrer  to  one  of  his  dreary  defcrip-* 
tions,  lie  fays, "  I  can  eafily  image  to  my  thoughts,  the  folitary  hours  of  your  eremetical  life  in  the 
mountains,  from  fomething  parallel  to  it  in  my  own  retirement  at  Binfieid  ;"  and  in  another  place, 
"  We  are  both  tniferable  enough  fituated,  God  knows;  but  of  the  two  evils,  I  think  the  folitudes  of 
the  fouth  are  to  be  preferred  to  the  deferts  of  the  weft  "  In  this  manner,  Pope  anfwered  him  in  the 
tone  of  his  own  complaints,  and  thefe  defcriptions  of  his  imaginary  ditrrefles  fcrved  to  relieve  him 
felf,  yet  thty  were  not  fo  eafily  endured  by  the  gentlemen  of  the  neighbourhood,  who  did  not  care 
to  conftfa  themfelves  his  fellow  fufferers.  He  received  many  mortiikations  on  that  account  among 
them;  for  being  naturally  fond  of  company,  he  could  not  endure  to  be  without  even  theirs,  which, 
however,  among  his  Englifti  friends,  he  affeclcd  to  defpiie  His  condud,  in  this  particular,  waa 
father  fpiendid  than  wife  ;  he  had  either  loft  the  art  to  engage,  or  did  not  employ  his  feill  in  fecur- 
ing  thofe  more  prrinanrut,  though  more  humble  connections;  and  facrilked,  lor  a  munth  or  two, 
in  England,  a  whole  year':-,  happinefs  by  his  country  fircfide. 

The  profe  writing?  of  Harnell,  are  his  papers  in  the  •S/.-.-v.iaw  and  Guardian^  Ffcy  on  Huner,  Life  of 
Zcitui,  a.nd  Remarks  tf  Zulus.  In  general  they  diCcovcr  no  very  g'cat  degree  01  forte  or  compre- 
henfivenefs  of  mind;  but  they  teem  with  imagination,  and  fliow  great  learning,  good  fenfe,  and 
knowledge  of  mankind.  The  Lift  of  Zoiltn  wa*  written  at  the  rrijuett  of  his  friends,  and  deligncd 
as  a  fatiie  againft  Theobald  and  .Dennis,  with  whom  his  club  had  been  long  at  variance. 

ConfidereJ  AS  »  poet,  P-undl  is  ni.t  diftinguiflicvl  i'-jr  lircagth  of  imcllttf  or  fertility  of  invectian. 
I 
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His  tafte  was  delicate,  and  refined  by  a  careful  perufal  of  the  ancient  claffics.  Hl»  admiration  of 
thofe  models  of  fine  writing,  led  to  an  imitation  fo  clofe,  as  often  to  preclude  originality.  There  is 
little  of  novelty  in  the  thoughts,,  the  imagery,  or  the  fentiments  of  Parnell.  But  the  thoughts  arc 
juft  ;  the  images,  though  not  great,  are  beautiful,  well  felected,and  happily  applied;  the  fentiment*, 
though  not  bold  or  impaflioned,  are  natural  and  agreeable.  The  moral  tendency  is  excellent,  the 
vcrfification  is  fweet  and  harmonious,  and  the  language  pure,  proper,  and  correct. 

The  Rife  ef  Woman  was  one  of  bis  earlieft  produ<5lions.  Ft  is  a  very  fine  illuflration  of  a  hint  from 
Uejtod,  The  Anacreontic,  Wkenfpring  comes  on  -with  frefk  delight,  is  taken  from  the  French,  but  fu- 
perior  to  the  original.  The  imagery  is  beautiful,  and  the  ientiments  natural  and  pleafing.  Gay 
£accJms,  &c.  is  a  tranflation  from  Augurellus  ,•  but  the  latter  part  is  purely  Parnell's.  The  fairy  Tale 
is  inconteftibly  one  of  the  fineft  pieces  in  any  language.  Perhaps  none  of  his  performances  difcover 
more  genius.  Wit  and  virtue,  without  beauty,  becoming  amiable  in  the  eyes  of  a  miftrefs,  in 
preference  to  beauty  without  wit  and  virtue,  is  finely  defcribed.  The  old  dialect  ia  not  per 
fectly  well  preferved ;  but  that  is  a  very  flight  defect  where  all  the  reft  is  fo  excellent.  The 
Ptrvigilium  Pencris,  afcribed  to  Catullus,  is  very  well  tranflated.  It  is  replete  with  natural  and 
impaflioned  defcription,  and  the  verfification  is  eafy,  flowing,  and  harmonious.  In  general,  all  Par 
nell's  tranflations  are  excellent.  Goldfmith  has  very  properly  remarked,  that  in  the  Battle  of 
the  ¥r»gs  and  Mice,  the  Greek  names  have  not  in  Englifh  their  original  eiFect.  The  'Epiftle  to 
Pope  is  one  of  the  fineft  compliments  that  was  ever  paid  to  any  pact.  The  praife  is  high,  but  dif- 
crimiuative  and  appropriate.  That  part  of  it  where  he  deplores  his  being  far  from  wit  and  learn 
ing,  as  being  far  from  Pope,  gave  particular  offence  to  his  friends  at  home.  The  panegyric  on 
S-wift  is  not  exceeded  by  it  in  difcrimination  of  character,  felection  of  imagery,  and  felkity  of  ex- 
preftion. 

1  he  Sool-wcrm  is  a  tranflation  from  Beza,  with  modern  applications.  The  tranflation  of  the 
defcription  of  Belinda  at  her  toilet  in  the  Rape  of  the  Lock,  into  monkifh  verfe,  (hows  what  a  mafter 
JParnell  was  of  the  Latin  language.  The  Eclogue  on  Health  is  fimple  and  beautiful.  The  £kgy  an  an 
did  Beauty  has  little  point  or  novelty.  The  Allegory  on  Man  fhows  a  vigour  of  genius,  and  com- 
prcffion  of  thought,  fuperior  to  what  appears  in  moft  of  Parnell's  pieces.  The  Hymn  to  Content- 
meat,  Dr.  Johnfon  fufpects  to  have  been  borrowed  from  Cleveland.  The  Night  Piece  on  Death 
deferves  every  praife.  It  is  indirectly  preferred  by  Goldfmith  to  Gray's  "  Elegy ;"  but,  in  Dr. 
Johnfon's  opinion,  Gray  ha&tix-advantage  in  dignity,  variety,  and  originality  of  fentiment.  The 
fabulous  characters  in  the  Elyfwm  are  finely  defcribed,  and  the  numbers  are  exquifitely  harmoni 
ous.  The  Hermit  is  the  moft  popular  of  his  performances.  The  object  of  the  poem  de- 
ferves  high  praife  for  its  piety  and  conducivenefs  to  human  happinefs.  It  is  confpicuous  for 
beautiful  defcriptivc  narration.  The  meeting  with  a  companion,  and  the  houfes  in  which  they  are 
fucceffively  entertained,  of  the  vain  man,  the  covetous  man,  and  the  good  man,  are  pieces  of  very 
iine  painting.  It  may  be  doubted  whether  the  means  employed  for  correcting  the  two  firft  cha 
racters  were  altogether  adequate  to  the  purpofe  intended.  It  is  not  probable  that  a  vain  man 
•would  abftain  from  a  cuftomary  gratification  of  his  vanity  merely  for  the  lofs  of  an  inftrument  of 
it,  to  a  man  of  his  wealth  fo  eafily  fupplied.  Habitual  avarice  is  not  ufually  removed  by  unexpected 
acquifitions.  The  general  doctrine  inculcated  by  the  Hermit's  companion  is  founded  in  the  bed 
philofophy.  The  ftory  is  in  Honvdfs  Letters  and  Mare's  Dialogue! ;  and  Goldfmith  fuppoles  it  to 
have  been  originally  Arakimn.  Among  his  pofthumous  piece*,  the  EJfay  on  the  different  Styles  of 
Poetry,  and  the  Vifton  of  Piety,  have  fome  paflage*  which  deferve  commendation.  Few  of  the 
Scripture  Pieces  require  particular  criticifra ;  and  fome  of  them  have  been  made  public  with  very 
little  credit  to  his  reputation. 

"  Parnell  appears  to  me,"  fays  Goldfaiith,  "  to  be  the  laft  of  that  great  fchool  that  had 
modelled  itfelf  upon  the  ancients,  and  taught  Englifh  poetry  to  referable  what  the  generality  of 
mankind  have  allowed  to  excel.  A  ftudious  and  correct  obferver  of  antiquity,  he  fet  himfelf  to 
confider  nature  with  the  light  it  lent  him  ;  and  he  found  that  the  more  aid  he  borrowed  from  the 
one,  the  more  delightfully  he  refembled  the  other.  Parnell  is  ever  happy  in  the  fckction  of  his 
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images,  and  fingnlarly  careful  in  the  choice  of  hi*  fubjedts.  His  poetical  language  is  not'lefs  CCN 
red  than  his  fubjcds  are  pleating.  He  has  confidered  the  language  of  poetry  as  the  language  of 
life,  and  conveys  the  warmeft  thoughts  in  the  flmpleft  eipreflions." 

•*  The  general  character  of  Parnell,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  is,  not  great  extent  of  comprehenfion, 
«r  fertility  of  mind  ;  of  the  Iktle  that  appears,  ftill  lefs  is  his  own.  His  praife  muft  be  derived  from 
the  eafy  fweetnef&of  his  didtion  ;  in  his  verfes  there  is  more  happinefs  than  pains  ;  he  i$  fprightly 
Without  effort,  and  always  delights  though  he  never  ravifhes ;  every  thing  is  proper,  yet  every 
thing  feems  cafual.  If  there  is  f  .me  appearance  of  elaboration  in  the  Hermit,  the  narrative,  as  it  is 
lefs  airy,  is  lefs  pleafing.  Of  his  other  composition*,  it  is  impoffible  to  fay  whether  they  are  the 
productions  of  nature  fo  excellent  as  not  to  want  the  help  of  art,  or  of  art  fo  refined  as  to  refemble 
pature. 

•*  This  crlticifm  relates  only  to  the  pieces  published  by  Pope.  Of  the-  large  appendages  which 
1  found  in  the  lad  edition,  I  can  only  fay  I  know  not  whence  they  came,  cor  have  ever  inquire^ 
^hither  they  are  going.  They  {land  upon  the  faith  of  the  compilers," 
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HESIOD:   OR,  THE  RISE  OF  WOMAN. 


WHAT  ancient  times  (thofe  times  we  fancy  wife) 
H^ve  left  on  long  record  of  woman's  rife, 
•\ynat  morals  teach  it,  and  what  fables  hide, 
•\yhat  author  wrote  it,  how  that  author  dv'd, 
All  thefe  I  {ing.     In  Greece  they  fram'd  the  tale 
(In  Greece  'twas  t  ought  a  woman  might  be  frail); 
Ye  modern  beauties '.  where  the  poet  drew 
His  fofteft  pencil,  think  he  dreamt  of  you  ; 
And,  warn'd  by  him,  ye  wanton  pens  beware 
How  heav'n's  concern'd  to  vindicate  the  fair.         ' 
The  ca&  was  Hefiod's;  he  the  fable  writ ; 

-Some  think  with  meaning,  fome  with  idle  wit : 
Perhaps  'tis  either,  as  the  ladies  pleafe ; 
I  wave  the  conteft,  and  commence  the  lay. 

In  days  of  yore  (no  matter  where  or  when, 
'Twas  ere  the  low  creation  fwarm'd  with  men) 

That  one  Prome&heus,  fprung  of -heavenly  birlh, 
(Our  author's  fong  can  witnefs)  liv'd  on  earth  : 

He  carv'd  the  turf  to  mold  a  mnnly  frame, 

And  flole  from  Jove  his  animating  flame. 

The  fly  contrivance  o'er  Olympus  ran, 

Whea  thus  the  monarch  of  the  ftars  began  : 

O  vers'd  in  arts!  whofe  daring  thoughts  afpire, 

To  kindle  clay  with  never-dying  fire  ! 

Enjoy  thy  glory  part,  that  gift  was  thine; 

The  next  thy  creature  meets,  be  fairly  mine  : 

And  fuch  a  gift,  a  vengeance  fo  defign'd, 

As  fuits  the  counfel  of  a  god  to  find  ; 

A  pleafing  bofom-cheat,  a  fpecious  ill, 

Which  felt  the  curfe,  yet  covets  ftill  to  feel. 
He  faid,  and  Vulcan  (trait  the  Sire  commands, 

To  temper  mortar  with  setherial  hands; 

In  fuch  a  fliape  to  mold  a  rifing  fair, 

As  virgin  goddeffes  are  proud  to  wear; 

To  make  her  eyes  with  diamond-water  (hine, 

And  form  her  organs  for  a  voice  divine. 

Twas  thus  the  Sire  ordain'd ;  the  power  obey'd; 

And  work'd,  and  wsnder'd  it  the  work  he  made; 

The  faireft,  fofteft,  fweeteft  frame  beneath, 

Now  made  to  fcem,now  more  than  feem  to  breathe. 
As  Vulcan  ends,  the  cheerful  queen  of  charms 

Clafp'd  the  new-panting  creature  in  her  arm' : 
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From  that  embrace  a  fine  complexion  fpread, 
Where  mingled  whitenefs  glow'd  with  Cotter  red, 
Then  in  a  kifs  fhc  breath'd  her  various  arts, 
Of  trifling  prettily  with  wounded  hearts; 
Vmind  for  love,  but  ftill  a  changing  mind ; 
The  lifp  affedtcd,  and  the-glance  defign'd; 
The  fweet  confuting  blnfli,  the  fecret  wink, 
The  gentle  fwimming  walk,  the  courteous  fink ; 
The  flare  for  flrangenefs  fit,  for  fcorn  the  frown  j 
For  decent  yielding,  looks  declining  down  ; 
The  practis'd  languifh,  where  well  feign'd  defire 
Would  own  its  melting  in  a  mutual  fire  ; 
Gay  fmiles  to  comfort ;  April  fliowers  to  move; 
And  all  the  nature,  all  the  art  of  love. 

Gold  fcepter'd  J<mo  next  exalts  the  fair; 
Her  touch  endows  her  with  imperious  air, 
Self-valuing  fancy,  highly-crefted  pride, 
Strong  fovereign  will,  and  fome  defire  to  chide; 
For  which,  an  eloquence,  that  aims  to  vex, 
With  native  tropes  of  anger,  arms  the  fex. 
Minerva,  fkilful  goddef*,  train'd  the  maid 
To  twirle  the  fpindle  by  the  twifting  thread; 
To  fix  the  loom,  inftrucl  the  reeds  to  part, 
Cr'ifs  the  long  weft,  and  clofe  the  web  with  art. 
An  ufeful  gift ;  but  what  profufe  expence, 
What  world  of  fafnions,  took  its  rife  from  hence  \ 

Young  Hermes  next,  P.  clofe  contriving  god, 
Her  brows  encircled  with  his  ferpent  rod  ; 
Then  plots  and  fair  excufes.fill'd  her  br^in, 
The  views  of  breaking  amorous  vows  for  gain  ; 
The  price  of  favours ;  the  defigning  arts 
That  aim  at  riches  in  contempt  of  hearts; 
And,  for  a  comfort  in  the  marriage  life, 
The  little  pilfering  temper  of  a  Wife. 

Full  on  the  fair  hrs  beams  Apollo  flung, 
And  fond.pcrfuafion  tipp'd  her  eafy  tongue; 
He  gave  her  words,  where  oily  flattery  lays 
The  pleafing  colours  of  the  art  of  praile  ; 
And  wit,  to  fcandal  exquifitely  prone, 
Which  frets  another's  Ipleen  to  cure  its  own. 

-Thofe  facred  virgins  whom  the  bards  revere, 

Turi'd  all  her  voice,  and  Ihcd  a  fweetnefs  there.,  . 
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To  make  her  fcnfc  with  double  charms  abound, 
Or  make  her  lively  nonfenfe  pleafe  by  found. 

To  cirefs  the  maid  the  decent  graces  brought 
A  robe  in  all  the  dies  of  beauty  wrought. 
And  plac'd  their  boxes  o'er  a  rich  brocade, 
Where  pi&ur'd  loves  on  every  cover  play'd  ; 
Then  fpread  thofe  implements  that  Vulcan's  art 
Had  fram'd  to  merit  Cytherea's  heart ; 
The  wire  to  curl,  the  clofc  indented  comb 
To  call  the  locks,  that  lightly  wander,  home  ; 
And  chief,  the  mirror,  where  the  ravifh'd  maid 
Beholds  and  loves  her  own  reflected  {hade. 

Fair  Flora  lenr  her  {lores;  the  purpled  hours 
Confin'd  her  trcfle«  with  a  wreath  of  flowers; 
Within  the  wreath  arofe  a  radiant  crown  ; 
A  veil  pellucid  hung  depending  down  ; 
Back  roll'd  her  azure  veil  with  ferpent  fold, 
The  purfled  border  deck'd  the  floor  with  gold. 
Her  robe  (%vhich  clofcly  by  the  girdle  brac'd 
Reveal'd  the  beauties  of  a  {lender  waift) 
FlowM  to  the  feet,  to  copy  Venus'  air, 
When  Venus'  flatues  have  a  robe  to  wear. 

The  ncw-fprung  creature,fini(h'd  thus  for  harms, 
Adjufts  her  habit,  pracfcifes  her  charms, 
"With  blufhcs  glows,  or  fliines  with  lively  fmiles, 
Confirms  her  will,  or  recollects  her  wiles  : 
Then,  confcious  of  her  worth,  with  eafy  pace 
Glides  by  ths  g'afis,  and  turning  views  her  face. 

A  finer  flax  than  what  they  wrought  before, 
Through  time's  deep  cave,  the  fitter  fates  explore, 
Then  fix  the  loom,  their  fingers  nimbly  weave, 
And  thus  their  toil  prophetic  fongs  deceive. 

Flow  from  the  rock,  my  flax !  sind  fwiftly  flow, 
Purfue  thy  thread  ;  the  fpindle  runs  below. 
A  creature  fond  and  changing,  fair  and  vain, 
The  creature  woman,  rifes  now  to  reign. 
Hew  beauty  blooms,  a  beauty  form'd  to  fly; 
>Jew  love  begins,  a  love  produc'd  to  die; 
New  parts  diftrefs  the  troubled  fcenes  of  life, 
The  fondling  miftrefs,  and  the  ruling  wife. 

Men  born  to  labour,  all  with  pains  provide; 
Women  have  time  to  Sacrifice  to  pride  : 
They  want  the  care  of  man,  their  want  they  know, 
And  drefs  to  pleafe  with  heart-alluring  (how  ; 
The  (how  prevailing,  for  the  i'way  contend, 
And  make  a  fervant  where  they  meet  a  friend. 

Thus  in  a  thouland  wax-ercded  forts 
A  loitering  race  the  painful  bee  rapports ; 
From  fun  to  fun,  from  bank  to  bank  he  flies, 
With  honey  loads  his  bag,  with  wax  his  thighs  ; 
J-'ly  where  he  will,  at  home  the  race  remain, 
Prune   the   lilk   drefs,   aud   murmariug   eat   the 
gain. 

Yet  here  and  there  we  grant  a  gentle  bride, 
Whcfe  temper  betters  by  the  father's  fide  ; 
Unlike  the  reft  that  double  human  care, 
Fond  to  relieve,  or  reiolute  to  fhare  : 
Happy  the  man  whom  thus  his  ftarg  advance ! 
The  c.urfe  is  general,  but  the  bleiling  chance. 

Thus  fung  the  filters,  while  the  gods  admire 
Their  beauteous  creature,  made  for  man  in  ire ; 
The  young  Pandora  (he,  whom  all  contend 
To  make  too  perfect  rot  to  gain  her  end : 
Then  biJ  the  winds,  that  fly  to  bieathe  the  fjpnng, 
bear  her  on  a  gentle  v/injr; 


With  wafting  airs  the  winds  obfequious  blow, 

And  land  the  fiiining  vengeance  fafe  below. 

A  golden  coffer  in  her  hand  {he  bore, 

The  prefect  treacherous,  but  the  bearer  more ; 

'  Twas  fraught  with  pangs;  for  Jove  ordain'd  abovcs 

That  gold  fhould  aid,  and  pangs  attend  on  love. 

Her  gay  defcent  the  man  perceiv'd  afar, 
Wondering  he  ran  to  catch  the  falling  ftar : 
But  fo  furpris'd,  as  none  but  he  can  tell, 
Who  lov'd  fo  quickly,  and  who  lov'd  fo  well. 
O'er  all  his  veins  the  wandering  paflion  burns, 
He  calls  her  nymph,  and  every  nymph  by  turns. 
Her  form  to  lovely  Venus  he  prefers, 
Or  fwears  that  Venus*  muft  be  fuch  as  hers. 
She,  proud  to  rule,  yet  ftrangely  fram'd  to  teaze, 
Negle&s  his  offers  while  her  airs  fhe  plays, 
Shoots  fcornful  glances  from  the  bended  fiown, 
In  brifk  difcrder  trips  it  up  and  down  ; 
Then  hums  a  carelefs  tune  to  lay  the  dorm, 
And  fits,  and  blufhcs,  fmiles,  and  yields,  in  form. 

"  Now   take   what  Jove    defign'd,    flie  foftly 

cry'J, 

"  This  box  thy  portion,  and  myfelf  the  bride." 
Fir'd  with  the  profpeci  of  the  double  charms, 
He  fnatch'd  the  box,  and  bride,  with  eager  arms. 
Unhappy  man  !  to  whom  fo  bright  flie  ihone, 
The  fatal  gift,  her  tempting  felf,  unknown ! 
The  winds  were  filent,  all  the  wave*  aflecp, 
And  heaven  was  trac'd  upon  the  flattering  deep  : 
But,  whilft  he  look»  unmindful  of  a  ftorm, 
And  thinks  the  water  wears  a  ftablc  form, 
What  dreadful  din  around  his  ears  {hall  rife  ! 
What  frown*  confufe  his  picture  of  the  flcies! 

Ac  firfl  the  creature  man  was  fram'd  alone, 
Lord  of  himfclf,  and  all  the  wotld  his  own. 
For  him  the  nymphs  in  green  forf.>ok  the  woods, 
For  him  the  nymphs  in  blue  forfook  the  floods  ; 
In  vain  the  fdtyrs  rage,  the  tritons  rave, 
They  bore  him  heroes  in  the  fecrtt  cave. 
No  care  dcftr%'d,  HO  fick  difoidtr  prey'd, 
No  bending  age  his  fprightly  form  dtcay'd, 
No  wars  were  known,  no  females  heard  to  rage, 
And,  poets  tell  us,  'twas  a  golden  age. 

When  woman  came,  thoft:  ills  the  box  confm'ct 
Burft  furious  out,  and  poifon'd  all  the  wind, 
From  point  to  point,  from  pole  to  pole  they  flevf, 
Sprtad  as  they  went,  and  in  the  progrefs  grew  :   . 
The  nymphs  regretting  left  the  mortal  race, 
And  altering  nature  wore  a  fickly  face : 
New  terms  of  folly  role,  new  ftates  of  care  ; 
New  plagues,  to  luffer,  and  to  pleafe,  the  fair  ! 
The  days  of  winning,  and  of  wild  intrigues, 
Commenced,  or  finifh'd,  with  the  breach  of  leagues; 
The  mean  dtfigns  of  well-diffembled  love  ; 
The  fordid  matches  never  join'd  above  ; 
Abroad  the  labour,  and  at  home  the  noife, 
(Man's  double  fufferings  f<;r  domeflic  joys) 
The  curfc  of  jealouf'y;  expence  and  flrife  ; 
Divorce,  the  public  brand  of  fliamcful  life  ; 
The  rival's  fword  ;  the  qualm  that  takes  the  fair  j 
Difdain  for  pafllon,  pafllon  in  defpair — 
Thefe,  and  a  thoufatid  yet  unnam'd,  we  find; 
Ah  fear  the  thouland  yet  unr.am'd  behind.'. 

Thus  on  Parmffus  tuneful  Hetiod  fung, 
The  tr.cur.tixhi  echoed,  zsd  the  valley  rung, 
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The  facred  groves  a  fix'd  attention  fliow, 
The  cryllal  Helicon  forbore  to  flow. 
The  flcy  grew  bright,  atid  (if  his  verfe  be  true) 
The  mufcs  came  to  give  the  laurel  too. 
But  what  avail'd  the  verdant  prize  of  wit, 
If  love  fvvore  vengeance  for  the  tales  he  writ  ? 
Ye  fair  offended,  hear  your  friend  relate 
What  heavy  judgment  prov'd  the  writer's  fate, 
Though  when  it  happen'd  no  relation  clears, 
Tis  thought  in  five,  or  five  and  twenty  years. 

Where,  dark  and  filent,  with  a  twilled  fhade 
The  neighbouring  woods  a  native  arbour  made, 
There  oft  a  tender  pair,  for  amorous  p'ay 
Retiring,  toy'd  the  ravifh'd  hours  away; 
A  Locrian  youth,  the  gentle  Troilus  he, 
A  fair  Milefian,  kind  Evanthe  fhe  : 
But  (welling  nature  in  a  fatal  hour 
Betray'd  the  fecrets  of  the  confcious  bower ; 
The  dire  difgrace  her  brothers  count  their  own, 
And  track  her  fteps,  to  make  its  author  known. 
It  chanc'd  one  evening,  't  was  the  lover's  day, 
Conceal'd  in  brakes  the  jealous  kindred  lay  ; 
When  Hefiod,  wandering,  mus'd  along  the  plain, 
And  fix'd  his  feat  where  love  had  fix'd  the  Icene  ; 
A  ftrong  fufpicion  ftrait  poflefs  their  mind 
(For  Poets  ever  were  a  gentle  kind), 
But  when  Evanthe  near  the  paffage  flood,' 
Flung  back  a  doubtful  look,  and  fhot  the  wood, 
"  Now  take  (at  once  they  cry)  thy  due  reward." 
And,  urg'd  with  erring  rage,  aflatilt  the  bard. 
His  corpfe  the  fea  receiv'd.     The  dolphins  bore 
('  Twas  all  the  gods  would  do)  the  corpl'e  to  ftore. 

Methinks  I  view  the  dead  with  pitying  eyes, 
And  fee  the  dreams  of  ancient  wifdom  rife  ; 
I  fee  the  mufes  round  the  body  cry, 
But  hear  a  cupid  loudly  laughing  by; 
He  wheels  his  arrow  with  infu'ting  hand, 
And  thus  infcribes  the  moral  on  the  fand. 

Here  Hefiod  lies  :  yc  future  bards,  beware 
"  How  far  your  moral  tales  incenfe  the  fair. 

Uniov'd,  unloving,  *t  was  his  fate  to  bleed  ; 
"   Without  his  quiver,  Cupid  caus'd  the  deed  : 
"   He  judg'd  this  turn  of  malice  juftly  due, 
"  And  Hefiod  dy'd  for  joys  he  never  knew." 


SONG. 

WHEN  thy  beauty  appears 
Tn  its  graces  and  airs, 

All  bright  as  an  angel  new  dropt  from  the  fky ; 
At  diftance  I  gaze,,  and  am  aw'd  by  my  fears, 
So  ftrangely  you  dazzle  my  eye  ! 

But  when  without  art, 
Your  kind  thought  you  impart, 
When  your  love  runs  in  blufhes  through  evefy  vein ; 
.    When  it  darts  from  your  eyes,  when  it  pants 

in  your  heart, 
Then  I  know  you're  a  woman  again. 

There's  a  pafilon  and  pride 
In  our  fex,  fhe  reply'd, 


And  thus,  might,  I  gratify  both,  I  would  do  : 
Still  an  angel  appear  to  each  lover  bcfide, 
But  Hill  be  a  woman  to  you. 


SONG. 

THYRSIS,  a  young  and  amorous  f.vain, 
Saw  two.  the  beauties  of  the  plain, 

Who  both  his  heart  fubdue  ; 
Gay  Celia's  eyes  were  dazzling  fair, 
Sabina's  eafy  ft  ape  and  air 

With  foftcr  magic  drew. 

He  haunts  the  ftream,  he  haunts  the  grove. 
Lives  in  a  furid  romance  of  love, 

And  feems  for  each  to  die  ; 
Till,  each  a  little  fpiteful  grown, 
Sabina  Cxlia's  mape  ran  down, 

And  (lie  Sabina's  eye. 

Their  envy  made  the  ftiepherd  find 
Thofe  eyes  which  love  could  only  blind 5 

So  fct  the  lover  free  : 
No  more  he  haunts  the  grove  or  flrcam, 
Or  with  a  true-love  knot  and  name 

Engraves  a  wounded  tree. 

Ah,  Cxlia  !  fly  Sibina  cry'd, 
Though  neither  love,  we're  both  deny'd  j 
Now  to  fupport  the  fex's  pride, 
Let  either  fix  the  dart. 

Poor  girl,  fays  Cxlia,  fay  no  more; 
For  fhould  the  fwain  but  one  adore, 
That  fpi'te,  which  broke  his  chains  before, 
Would  break  the  other's  heart. 


SONG. 

LOVE  AND  INNOCENCE. 

MY  days  have  been  fo  wondrous  free, 

fhe  little  birds,  that  fly 
With  carelcfs  eafe  from  tree  to  tree, 
Were  but  as  blefs'd  as  I. 

Aflc  gliding  waters,  if  a  tear 
Of  mine  increas'd  their  ftream  ? 

Or  aik  the  flying  gales,  if  e'er 
I  lent  one  figh  to  them  ? 

But  now  my  former  days  retire, 
And  I'm  by  beauty  caught, 

The  tender  chains  of  fweet  defire 
Are  fix'd  upon  my  thought. 

Ye  nightingales,  ye  twifling  pines! 

Ye  fwain-  that  haunt  the  grove  ! 
Ye  gentle  echoes,  breezy  winds  1 

Ye  clofe  retreats  of  love  ! 
A  ij 
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With -all  of  nature,  all  of  art, 

Aflitl  the  dear  dcfign ; 
O  teach  a  young,  unpractis'd  hearty 

To  make  fair  Nancy  mine. 

The  very  thought  of  change'I  hate, 

As  much  as  of  defpair  ; 
NOI  ever  covet  t-  be  great, 

Unlefs  it  be  for  her. 

'Tistrue,  t^e  paffion  in  my  mind 
Is  -mx'd  with  fit  diftrefs; 

Ytt  "-hi!e  the  fair  I  lr<ve  is  kind, 
1  cannot  wifh  it  lefs. 
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ANACREONTIC. 

WHEN  fpring  came  on  with  frefh  delight, 

To  cheer  the  foul,  and  charm  the  fight, 

While  caly  breezes,  fofter  rain, 

And  warmer  funs,  faiute  the  plain ; 

"1'was  the'-,  in  y»nder  piny  prove, 

That  nature  went  to  meet  with  love. 

Green  was  her  rc.be,  and  green  her  wreath, 

Where'er  fhe  trod,  '.'was  jj-re^n  beneath; 

Wi-rre'er  fhe  turn'd,  the  puifes  beat 

With  new  recruits  of  genial  heat ; 

An.    in  her  train  the  birds  appear, 

To  match  for  all  the  comiRg  year. 
Rais'd  on  a  bank  where  daifies  grew, 

Ai:d  violets  intermix'd  a  blue,     s^ 

She  find>  the  boy  fhe  went  to  find ; 
A  thoufand  pleafures  wait  behind, 
Afuie   a  thoufand  arrows  lie, 
But  all  ur.feather'd,  wait  to  fly. 

When  they  met,  the  dame  and  boy, 
Dancing  graces,  idle  joy, 
Wanton  fmiles,  and  airy  play 
Confpir'd  to  make  the  fccue  be  gay ; 
Love  pair'd  the  birds  through  all  the  grove, 
And  nature  bid  them  fing  to  Jove, 
Sitting,  hopping,  fluttering,  fing, 
And  pay  their  tribute  from  the  wing, 
To  fledge  the  fhafts  that  idly  lie, 
And  yet  unfeather'd  wait  to  fly. 

"Tis  th*;,  when  fpring  renews  the  blood, 
They  meet  in  every  trembling  wood, 
And  thrice  they  make  the  plumes  agree, 
And  every  dart  they  mount  with  three, 
And  every  dart  can  heart  a  kind, 
"Which  fuits  each  proper  turn  of  mind. 

From  the  towering  eagle's  plume 
The  generous  hearts  accept  their  doom; 
Shot  by  the  peacock's  painted  eye, 
The  vain  and  airy  lovers  die  : 
3-'or  careful  dames  and  frugal  p.ien, 
The  fhafts  are  fpecklecl  by  the  hen. 
The  pycs  and  parrots  deck  the  darts, 
When  prattling  wins  the  panning  hearts  ; 
When  from  the  voice  the  pafiions  fpring, 

:rb!ing  finch  affords  a  wing  : 
Tojjct   c  ,  by  the  fparrow  ftung, 

the  wanton  and  the  young  ; 


And  fledg'd  by  geefe  the  weapons  fly, 
When  others  love  they  know  not  why. 

Ail   his  :'as  late  1  chanc'd  to  rove) 
I  learn'd  in  yonder  waving  prove, 
And  fee,  fays  love,  who  call'd  me  near, 
How  much  [  deal  with  nature  here ; 
How  both  fuppi-Tt  a  proper  part, 
She  gives  the  feather,  t  the  dart : 
'I  hen  ceafc  for  fouls  averfe  to  figh, 
If  nature  crofs  you,  fo  do  I ; 
My  weapon  there  unfeather'd  flics, 
And  (hakes  and  fhufHes  through  the  ikies. 
Put  if  the  mutual  charms  I  find 
By  which  fhe  links  you  mind  to  mind, 
They  wing'  my  fhafts,  I  poize  the  darts. 
And  fir  ike  from  both,  through  both  your  heart*. 


ANACREONTIC. 

GAY  Bacchus,  liking  Eftcourt's  *  wine, 

A  noble  meal  befpoke  us ; 
And  for  the  guefls  that  were  to  dine, 

Brought  Comus,  Love,  and  Jocus. 

The  god  near  Cupid  drew  his  chair, 

Near  Comus,  Jocus  plac'd  ; 
For  wine  makes  love  forget  its  care, 

And  mirth  exalts  a  ft  aft. 

The  more  to  pleafe  the  fprightly  god, 

Each  fweet  engaging  grace 
Put  on  fome  clothes  to  come  abroad, 

And  took  a  waiter's  place. 

Then  Cupid  nam'd  at  every  glafs 

A  lady  of  the  flcy  ; 
While  Bacchus  fwore  he'd  drink  the  lafs, 

And  had  it  bumper-high. 

Fat  Comus  toft  his  brimmrrs  o'er, 

And  always  got  the  moft  ; 
Jocus  took  care  t(>  fill  him  more, 

Whene'er  he  mifs'd  the  toaft. 

They  call'd,  and  drank  at  every  touch  ; 

He  fill'd  and  drank  again  ; 
And  if  the  gods  can  take  too  much, 

'Tisfaid,  they  did  fo  then. 

Gay  Bacchus  little  Cupid  ftung, 

By  reckoning  hi=  decf  its  ; 
And  Cupid  mock'd  his  hammering  tongue,- 

With  all  his  daggering  gaits: 

And  J'">cns  droll'd  on  Comus'  ways, 

And  tales  without  a  jeft  ; 
While  C  mus  call'd  his  witty  plays 

But  waggeries  at  brfh 

Such  talk  foon  fet  them  all  at  odds; 
And  had  I  Homer's  pen, 

*  A  celebrated  comedian  anil  tavern  keeper. 
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I'd  fing  ye,  how  they  drank  like  gods, 
And  how  they  fought  like  men. 

To  part  the  fray,  the  graces  fly, 

Who  make  them  foon  agree  : 
Nay,  had  the  furies  felves  been  nigh, 

They  ftill  were  three  to  three. 

Bacchus  appeas'd,  rais'd  Cupid  up, 

And  gave  him  back  his  bow  ; 
But  kept  fonie  darts  to  ftir  the  cup, 

Where  fack  and  fugar  flow. 

Jocus  took  Comus'  rofy  crown, 

And  gayly  wore  the  prize, 
And  thrice,  in  mirth,  he  pufli'd  him  down, 

As  thrice  he  drove  to  rife. 

Then  Cupid  fought  the  myrtle  grove, 

Where  Venus  did  recline  ; 
And  Venus  clofe  embracing  love, 

They  join'd  to  rail  at  wine. 

And  Comus  loudly  curfing  wit, 

Roil'd  off  to  fome  retreat ; 
Where  boon  companions  gravely  fit 

In  fat  unwieldy  ftate. 

Bacchus  and  Jocus  ftiil  behind, 

For  one  frefh  glais  prepare  ; 
They  kifs,  and  are  exceeding  kind, 

And  vow  to  be  fincere. 

But  part  in  time,  whoever  hear 

This  our  inttruclivc  fong; 
For  though  fuch  friendfhips  may  be  dear, 

They  can't  continue  long. 


A    FAIRY   TALE. 

IN  THE  ANCIENT  ENGLISH  STYLE. 

IN  Britain's  ifie,  and  Arthur's  days, 
When  midnight  fairies  daunc'd  the  maze, 

Liv'd  Edwin  of  the  Green  ; 
Edwin,  I  wis,  a  gentle  youth, 
Endow'd  with  courage,  leiiie,  and  truth, 

Though  badiy  fhap'd  he'd  been. 

His  mountain  back  mote  well  be  faid,] 
To  meafure  height  againft  his  head, 

And  lift  itfeli  above ; 
Yet,  fpite  of  all  that  Nature  did 
To  make  his  uncouth  form  forbid, 

This  creature  dar'd  to  love. 

He  felt  the  charms  of  Edith's  eyes, 
Nor  waited  hope  to  gain  the  prize, 

Could  ladies  look  within  ; 
But  one  Sir  Topaz  drtfs'd  with  art, 
And,  if  :i  fhape  could  win  a  heart, 

He  had  a  fhape  to  win. 
a 


Edwin,  if  right  I  read  my  fong, 
With  flighted  paflion  j-ac'd  along 

All  in  the  moony  light : 
'Twas  near  an  old  enchanted  court, 
Where  fportive  fairies  made  refort 

To  revel  out  the  night. 

His  heart  was  drear,  his  hope  was  crofs'd, 
'Twas  late,  'twas  far,  the  path  was  loft 

That  reach'd  the  neighbour  town  j 
With  weary  fteps  he  quits  the  {hades, 
Refolv'd,  the  darkling  dome  he  treads, 

And  drops  his  limbs  adown. 

But  fcant  he  lays  him  on  the  floor, 
When  hollow  winds  remove  the  door, 

And  trembling  rocks  the  ground  : 
And,  well  I  ween  to  count  aright, 
At  once  a  hundred  tapers  light 

On  all  the  walls  around. 

Now  founding  tongues  aflail  his  ear, 
Now  founding  feet  approachen  near, 

And  now  the  founds  increafe  : 
And  from  the  corner  where  he  lay 
He  fees  a  train  profuiely  gay 

Come  prankhug  o'er  the  place. 

But  (truft  me,  Gentles  !)  never  yet 
Was  dight  a  mafquing  half  lo  neat, 

Or  half  fo  rich  before  ; 
The  country  lent  the  fweet  perfumes, 
The  fea  the  pearl,  the  flcy  the  plumes, 

The  town  its  filken  ttore. 

Now  whilft  he  gaz'd,  a  gallant  dreft 
In  flaunting  robes  above  the  reft, 

With  awful  accent  ciy'd  ; 
What  mortal  of  a  wretched  mind, 
Whole  fighs  mfeA  the  balmy  wind, 

Has  here  prefum'd  to  hide  ? 

At  this  the  fwain,  whofe  venturous  foul 
No  fears  of  magic  art  controul, 

Advanc'd  in  open  fight ; 
'  Nor  have  I  caufe  of  dread,  he  faid, 
'  Who  view,  by  no  prefumption  led, 

"   Your  revels  of  the  night. 

'  'Twas  grief,  for  fcorn  of  faithful  love, 
"  Which  made  my  fteps  unweeting  rove 

"  Amid  the  nightly  dew." 
"  'Tis  well,  the  gallant  cries  again, 
"   We  faiiies  never  injure  men 

"  Who  dare  to  tell  us  true. 

"  Exalt  thy  love-dejedted  heart, 

"  Be  mine  the  talk,  or  trc  we  part, 

"  To  make  thee  grief  refign; 
"  Now  take  the  picaiure  of  thy  chaunce  ; 
"  Whilft  I  with  Mab,  my  partnei ,  daur.ce, 

"  Be  little  Mable  thine." 

He  fpoke,  and  all  a  fudden  there 
Light  mufic  fioars  iu  wanton  air  ; 

The  monarch  leads  the  cueen  : 
A  iij 
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The  reft  their  fairy  partners  found  : 
And  Mable  trimly  tript  the  ground 
With  Edwin  of  the  Green. 

The  dauncinp  part,  the  board  was  laid, 
And  liker  fuch  a  fend  was  made, 

As  heart  and  lip  defire, 
Withouten  hands  the  dimes  fly, 
The  glaffes  with  a  wifh  come  nigh, 

And  with  a  wifli  retire. 

But,  now  to  pleafe  the  fairy  king1, 
Full  every  deal  they  laugh  and  fing, 

And  antic  feats  devifc ; 
Some  wind  and  tumble  like  an  ape, 
And  other  fome  tranfmute  their  fhape 

In  Edwin's  wondering  eyes. 

Till  one  at  laft,  that  Robin  bight, 
Renown'd  for  pinching  maids  by  night, 

Has  bent  him  up  aloof; 
And  full  againft  the  beam  he  flung, 
\Vhere  by  the  back  the  youth  he  hung 

To  fprawi  Uneath  the  roof. 

From  thence,  "  Reverfe  my  charm,  he  cries, 
"  And  let  if  fairly  now  fuffice 

"  The  gambol  has  been  {hewn." 
33ut  Oberon  anfwers  with  a  fmile, 
*'  Content  tliee  Edwin  for  a  while, 

"  The  vantage  is  thine  own." 

Here  ended  all  the  phantonvplay  ; 
They  fmelt  thejrefh  approach  of  day, 

And  heard  a  cock  to  crow  ; 
The  whirling  wind  that  bore  the  crowd 
Has  clapp'd  the  door,  and  whjftled  loud, 

To  warn  them  all  to  go. 

Then  fcreaming  all  at  once  they  fly, 
And  all  at  once  the  tapers  die ; 

Pocj-  Edwin  fails  to  floor  ; 
Forlorn  his'ftate,  and  dark  the  place. 
"Was  jicver  wight  in  fuch  a  cafe 

Through  all  the  land  before. 

But  foon  as  Dan  Apollo  rofe, 
Full  jolly  creature  home  he  goe.«, 
He  feels  his  back  the  lefs ; 
His  honeft  tongue  and  fteady  mind 
Had  rid  him  of  the  lump  behind, 

Which  made  him  want  fuccefs, 
\ 

With  lufty  livelyhed  he  talks, 
He  feems  a  dancing  as  he  walks, 

His  flory  foon  took  wind  ; 
And  beauteous  Edith  fees  the  youth 
Endow'd  with  courcge,  ferfe,  and  truth, 

Without  a  bunch  'behind. 

The  ftory  told,  Sir  Topaz  mov'd, 
The  youth  of  Edith  erft  approv'd, 

To  fee  the  revel  fcene  : 
At  clofe  of 'eve  he  leaves  his  home, 
And  wends  to  find  the  ruin'd  dom« 

All  on  the  gloomy  plain. 


At  there  he  bides,  it  fo  bcfel, 

The  wind  came  ruflling  down  a  dell, 

A  making  feiz'd  the  wall ; 
Up  fpring  the  tapers  as  before, 
The  fairies  hragly  foot  the  floor, 

And  mniic  fills  the  hall. 

But  certes  forely  funk  with  woe 
Sir  Topas  fees  the  Elphin  fhi  w, 

Hi'  fpirits  in  him  die  : 
When  dberon  ciys,  "  A  man  is  near, 
"  A  mortal  paffion,  cleepcd  fear, 

"  Hangs  flagging  in  the  flcy." 

With  that  Sir  Topaz,  haplcfs  youth  ', 
In  accents  faultering,  ay  for  ruth, 

Fntrcats  them  pity  grant ; 
For  als  he  been  a  mifter  wight 
Betray'd  by  vandering  in  the  night 

To  tread  the  circled  haunt ; 

"  A  I-ofell  vile,  at  once  they  roar  : 
"  And  little  flcill'd  of  fairy  lore, 

"  Thy  caufe  to  come,  we  know : 
"  Now  has  thy  keftrel  courage  fell ; 
"  And  fairies,  fince  a  lie  you  tell, 

"  Are  free  to  work  thec  woe." 

Then  Will,  who  bears  the  wifpy  fire 
To  ttail  the  fwains  among  the  mire, 

The  caitiff  upward  flung  ; 
There,  like  a  tortoifc,  in  a  (hop 
He  dangled  from  the  chamber-top, 

Where  whilome  Edwin  hung. 

The  revel  now  proceeds  apace, 
Deftly  they  fnfk  it  o'er  the  place, 

Tin  y  fit,  they  drink,  and  eat ; 
The  time  with  frolic  mirth  beguile, 
And  poor  Sir  Topaz  hangs  the1  while 

Till  all  the  rout  letreat. 

Ey  this  the  ftar?  began  to  wink, 
They  fhriek,  they  fly,  the  tapers  fink, 

And  down  y-dropsthe  knight': 
For  never  fpell  by  fairy  Uid 
With  flrong  enchantment  bound  a  glade, 

Beyond  the  length  of  night. 

Chill,  dark,  alone,  adrecd,  he  lay, 
Till  tip  the  welkin  rofe  the  clay, 

Then  deem'd  the  dole  was  o'er  : 
But  wot  ye  well  his  harder  lot  ? 
His  feely  back  the  bunch  had  got 

Which  Edwin  loft  afore. 

This  tale  a  Sybi!-nu:fe  ared  ; 

She  fc.ftly  ftroak'd  my  youngling  head, 

And  when  the  talc  was  done, 
"  Thus  fome  are  born,  my  fon,  fhe  cries, 
"  With  bafe  impediments  to  rife, 

"  And  fome  are  born  with  none. 

"  But  virtue  can  itfelf  advance 
"  To  what  the  favourite  fools  of  chance 
"  By  fortune  fccm'd  tlefign'd-j 
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'•  Virtue  can  gain  the  odds  of  fate, 
'«  And  from  itfelf  fhake  off  the  weight 
"  Upon  th'  unworthy  mind." 


THE  VIGIL  OF  VENUS. 

Written  in  tie  time  of  Julius  Csfur,  and  iy 
fame  afcribed  to  Catullus. 


tbofe  love  noiv,  ivbo  never  lov'd  if/are  ; 
Let  tLofe  it/bo  alwayj  Uvd,  noiv  love  the  more. 

The  fpring,  the  new,  the  warbling  fpring  ap 

pears, 

The  youthful  feafon  of  reviving  years  ; 
Ir>  fpring  the  loves  enkindle  mutual  heats, 
The  feather'd  nation  choofe  their  tuneful  mates, 
The  trees  grow  fruitful  with  defcending  rain, 
And  drcft  in  differing  greens  adorn  the  plain. 
S!ie  comes;  to-rnorrow  Beauty's  emprefs  roves 
Through   ^vaiks    that   winding   run    within    the 

groves  ; 

She  twines  the'  (hooting  myrtle  into  bowers, 
And  ties  their   meeting    tops  with   wreaths  of 

flowers, 

Then,  rais'd  fublimely  on  her  eafy  throne, 
From  Nature's  powetful  dictates  draws  her  own. 

Let  tbofe  noiv  I'j'oe^  -who  never  lov'J  btfore  ; 
Let  tb:fe  ivbo  al-wayi  iov'd,  noiv  love  the  more. 

'Twas  on  that  day  which  faw  the  teeming  flood 
Swell  round,  impregnate  with  celeftia)  blood  ; 
Wandering  in  circles  flood  the  finny  crew, 
The  midft  was  left  a  void  expanie  of  blue, 
There  parent  ocean  work'd  with  heaving  throes, 
And  dropping  wet  th^  fair  Dione  rofe. 

Let  tbofe  love  now,  ivbo  never  Iwvd  before  ; 
Let  tbofe  ivbo  always  /ot»V,  now  luve  the  more- 

She  paints  the  purple  year  with  vary'd  fhow, 
Tips  the  green  gem,  and  makes  the  blciTbm  glow. 
he  makes  the  turgid  buds  receive  the  breeze, 
ixpand  to  leaves,  arid  fhade  the  naked  trees. 
when  gathering  damps  the  mifty  nights  diffufe, 
jhe  fyrinkles  all  the  morn  with  balmy  dews; 
aright  trembling  pearls  depend  at  every  ipray, 
And,  kept  from  falling,  feem  to  fill  away. 
A  gloffy  frefhncfs  hence  the  rofe  reteivts, 
And  blufhes  fweet  through  all  her  filkcn  leaves 
The  drops  defcending  through,  the  fileut  night, 
While  ftars  feienely  roll,  their  golden  light)  : 
lofe  till  the  morn,  h,er  humid  yeil  flie  holds  ; 
Then  deckt  with  virgin  pomp  the  flower  unfolds. 
Soon  will  the  morning  blufh  :  ye  maids  !  prcpatc, 
In  rofy  garlands  bind  your  flowing  hair; 
'Tis  Venus'  plant  :  the  blood  fair  Venus  fhed, 
O'er  the  gay  beauty  pour'd  immortal  red  ; 
Prom  love's  foft  kifs  A  fwcct  ambrofial  faiell 
Was  taught  for  ever  on  the  leave^  to  dwell  ; 
From   gems,  from   flames,   from    orient    rays  of 

light, 

Tbe  richeft  luftre  makes  her  purple  bright  ; 
And  fhe  to-morrow  weds;  the  fporting  gale 
Unties  her  zone,  fhe  burfts  the  verdant  veil; 
Through  all  her  fweets  the  rifling  lover  flics, 
^ind  as  be  brvathcs,  her  glowing  fires  ariie. 


Let  lliofe  noiv  love,  i»tio  netar  lo-v'd bcfort ; 
Let  tbofe  -who  alivays  loii'd,  notv  love  the  more. 

Now  fair  Dione  to  the  myrtle  grove 
Sends  the  gay  nymphs,  and  fends  her  tender  love. 
And  fhall  they  venture  ?  Is  it  fafe  to  go, 
While  nymphs  have  hearts,  and  Cupid  wears  a  bow? 
Yes,  fdfcly  venture,  'tis  his  mother's  will  ; 
He  walks  unarm'd,  and  undefigning  ill, 
His  torch  extinct,  his  quiver  ufelefs  hung, 
His  arrows  idle,  and  his  bow  unftrung. 
And  yet,  ye  nymphs,  beware,  his  eyes  have  charms 5 
And  love  that's  naked,  (till  is  love  in  arms. 

2 jet  ibofe  love  note,  ivbo  never  lo-vdbeforr  ; 
Let  ti^ofe  ivbo  al-ways  loti  d,  notiu  love  tbc  more. 

From  Venus'  bower  to  Delia.'s  lodge  repairs 
A  virgin  train,  complete  with  modeft  airs  : 
"  Chafte  Delia,  grant  our  fuit !  or  fnun  the  wood, 
"   Nor  flain  this  facred  lawn  with  favage  blood. 
"  Venus,  O  Delia  !  if  fhe  could  peifuade, 
"  Wpuld  afk  thy  prefence,  might  fhe  afk  a  maid." 
Here  cheerful  quires  for  three  auipicinus  nights 
With  fongs  prolong  the  pic  afurable  rites  : 
Here  crowds  in  meaiure  lightiy-clecent  rove; 
Or  feek  by  pairs  the  covert  of  the  grove, 
Where  meeting  greens  ior  arbours  arch  above, 
And  mingling  flow'rets  flrow  the  fcenes  of  love. 
Here  dancing  Ceres  fhakes  her  golden  fheaves; 
Here  Bacchus  revels,  deck'd  with  viny  leaves: 
Here  Wit's  enchanting  god,  in  laurel  crown'd, 
Wakes  all  the  raviih'd  hours  with  {liver  found. 
Ye  fields,  ye  forefts,  own  Dione's  reign, 
And  De;ia,  huntrtlb  Dflia,  fliun  the  plain. 

Let  tbofe  lo'vc  naiv,  ivbo  never  lo'v'd  irfnrc  ; 
Let  tljoje  -who  alivays  /«vV,  i'.a-w  love  tie  more. 

Gay  with  the  bloom  of  all  her  opej.ing  year, 
The  Queen  at  Hybla  bids  her  throne  appear  ; 
And  tticre  prefides ;  and  th<^re  the  favourite  band 
(Her  finding  graces)  (hare  the  great  command. 
Now,  beaiueous  Hybla!  drefs  thy  flowery  becis 
With  all  the  pride  the  lavifh  feafon  fheds  ; 
Now  all  thy  colours,  all  thy  fragrance  yield, 
And  rival  Enna's  aromatic  field. 
To  fill  the  prefence  of  the  gent's  court, 
From  every  quarter  rural  nymphs  refort,      [vales, 
Fr«m  woods,  from  mountains,  from  their  humltie 
From  waters  curling  with  the  wanton  gales. 
Plcas'd  with  the  joyful  train,  the  laughing  queen 
In  circles  feats  them  round  the  bank  of  green  j 
And,  "  Lovely  girls,    fhe  whifpcrs,  guard  your 
•'  hearts :  [arts : 

"  My   boy, 'though   ftript  of  arms,  abounds  in 

Let  tbofe  loi'e  Mtv ,  ivbo  never  loifd  lefore  ; 
Lt't  tbofe  ivbo  alivays  lo'udl  noir  Lve  tie  more. 
Let  tender  grafs  in  fhaded  alleys  Spread, 
Let  early  flowers  cre6t  their  painted  head, 
To-moi row's  giory  be  to-motrow  f'een,      ,, 
That  day,  old  Ether  wedded  Earth  in  green, 
The  vernal  father  bid  the  fpring  appear, 
In  clouds  he  coupled  to  produce  the  year, 
The  fap  defcending  o'er  her  bofom  ran, 
And  all  the  various  forts  of  foul  began. 
By  wheels  unknown  to  fight,  by  lecret  veins 
Diftilling  life,  the  fruitful  goddc-fs  reigns, 
Through  all  the  lovely  realms  of  native  day, 
Through  all  th:  ciicled  land,  and  circling  l«\; 
A  iiij 
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With  fertile  feed  fhe  fill'd  the  pervious  earth, 
And  ever  fix'd  the  myftic  ways  of  birth. 

Let  tbofe  love  no-w,  -who  never  lav 'd  before  ; 
Let  tbofe  -who  aiivays  lo-v'd,  nvw  love  the  more. 

'Twas  fhe  the  parent  to  the  JLatian  (horc 
Through  various  dangers  Troy's  remainder  bore. 
She  won  Lavinia  for  her  warlike  Ion, 
And,  winning  her,  the  Latian  empire  won. 
She  gave  to  Mars  the  maid,  whofe  honour'd  womb 
Swell'd  with  the  founder  of  immortal  Rome. 
Decoy'd  by  (hows,  the  Sabine  dames  fhe  led, 
And  taught  our  vigorous  youth  the  way  to  wed. 
Hence  fprung  the  Romans,  hence  the  race  divine 
Through    which   great    Cxfar  draws  his  Julian 
line. 

Let  tbofe  love  no-w,  -who  never  lo-v'd  before  ; 
Let  tbofe  'who  aiivays  lav'd,  noiv  love  the  more, 

In  ruial  ieats  the  foul  of  plcalure  reigns; 
The  life  of  beauty  fills  the  rural  fcenes ; 
Ev'n  love  (if  fame  the  truth  of  love  declare) 
Drew  firft  the  breathings  of  a  rural  air. 
Some  pleafing  meadow  pregnant  beauty  preft, 
She  laid  her  infant  on  its  flowery  breaft, 
From  Nature's  fwects  he  fipp'd  the  fragrant  dew, 
He  fmil'd,  he  kifs'd  them,  and  by  kiffing  grew. 

Let  tbofe  love  noiv,  -who  never  loii'd  before  ; 
Let  tbofe  -who  al-wttys  lov'd,  noiv  love  tbe  more. 


fc  Now   bulls  o'er  ftalks  of  broom  extend  their 

fides, 

Secure  of  favours  from  their  lowing  brides. 
Now  (lately  rams  their  fleecy  conforts  lead, 
Who  bleating  follow  through  the  wandering  fhade. 
And  now  the  goddefs  bids  the  birds  appear, 
Raif'e  all  the  mufic,  and  falute  the  year : 
Then  deep  the  fwan  begins,  and  deep  the  fong 
Runs  o'er  the  water  where  he  fails  along  : 
While  Philomela  tv.rns  a  treble  drain, 
And  from  the  poplar  charm-  the.  liftcning  plain, 
We  fancy  love  expreft  at  every  note, 
It  melts,  it  warbles,  in  her  liquid  throat. 
Of  barbarous  i Vrcus  fhe  complains  no  more, 
But  fmgs  for  pleafure,  as  for  grief  before. 
And  ftill  her  graces  rife,  her  airs  extend, 
And  all  is  filcnce  till  the  Syren  end. 

How  long  in  coming  is  my  lovely  Spring  ! 
And  when  fhal!  I,  and  when  the  fwallow  fing  f 
Sweet  Philomela,  ceafe  : — Or  here  I  fit, 
And  filent  lofe  my  rapturous  hour  of  wit : 
'Tis  gone,  the  fit  retires,  the  flames  decay, 
My  tuneful  Phoebus  flies  averfe  away. 
His  own  Amycle  thus,  as  (lories  run, 
But  once  was  filent,  and  that  once  undone. 

Let  tbofe  love  noiv,  ivbt  never  lov'd  before  ; 
Let  tbofe  ivbti  always  lov'J,  ntrtv  lave  the  more. 


HOMER'S   BATRACHOMUOMACHIA: 
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THE  BATTLE  OF  THE  FROGS  AND  MICE. 


NAMES  OF  THE  FROGS. 

PHTSIGNATHUS,  one  who  fwells  his  cheeks. 
PELUS    a  name  from  mud. 
HYDROMEDUSE,  a  ruler  in  the  waters. 
HYPSIBOAS,  aloud  hauler. 
PELION,  from  mud. 
SCUTL.PEUS,  called  from  .the  bees. 
POLYPHONUS,  a  great  babltr. 
J.TMNociiAi'.is,  one  who  loves  the  lake. 
CRAMBOPHAGUS,  a  cabbage-c 
•  isios,  'called  from  the  : 
CALAMINTUIOS,  from  the  herb. 
HYDKOCARIS',  who  l>,ve«  the  water. 
BORBUROCATES,  who  lies  in  the  mud. 
PRAJSgOPHAGUS,  a:i  e;:ter  bl'  garlic.     • 
PEI.USIUS,  from  n:u;i. 
PK--OBATES,  who  walks  in  the  dirt. 
PKLSS.SUS,  calhd  tr<  m  <;::lic. 
ESj  from  croaking. 


NAMES  OF  THE  MICE. 

PSYCARPAX,  one  wfio  plunders  granaries. 
TROXAKTAS,  a  bread-eater. 
LYCHOMILE,  a  licker  of  meal. 
P  i  ERNO  i  RACTAS,  a  bacon-eater. 
l.YcnorvNAx,  a  licker  of  difhes. 
E.MEAticiiYTROs,  a  creeper  into  pots. 
LYCUENOR,  a  name  for  licking. 
THOGI.ODYTES,  °ne  who  run-  into  holes. 
ARTOPUA<;US,  who  feeds  on  bread. 
'1'YRooLyrnus,  a  clu'eic-fLoopcr. 
PTEKNOOLYPH'  s,  a  bacon-icoopcr. 
PrtRNoi'iiAGus,  a  bacon-eater. 
CNISSODIOCTE  •,  one  who  follows  the   fleam  of 

kitchen*. 

SiToruAr.u  ,  an  eater  of  wheat. 
MERIDARVAX,  one  who  plunders  his  fhare. 
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BOOK 


I. 


To  fill  my  rifing  fong  with  facred  fire, 
Ye  tuneful  Nine,  ye  fweet  celeftial  quire  ! 
From  Helicon's  embowering  height  repair, 
Attend  my  labours,  and  reward  my  prayer  ; 
The  dreadful  toils  of  raging  Mars  I  write, 
The  Iprings  of  conteft,  and  the  fields  of  fight ; 
How   threatening   mice   advanc'd  with    warlike 

grace. 

And  wag'd  dire  combats  with  the  croaking  race. 
Not  louder  tumults  fhook  Olympus,'  towers, 
When  earth-born  giants  dar'd  immortal  powers. 
Thefe  equal  ads  an  equal  glory  claim, 
And  thus  the  mufe  records  the  tale  of  fame. 

Once  on  a  time,  fatigued  and  out  of  breath, 
And  juft  efcap'd  the  ftretching  claws  of  death, 
A  gentle  moufe,  whom  cats  purfued  in  vain, 
Fkdfwift  of  foot  acrofs  the  neighbouring  plain, 
Hung  o'er  a  brink,  his  eager  thirft  too  cool, 
And  dipp'd  his,  whiflcers  in  the  {landing  pool ; 
When  near  a  courteous  frog  advanc'd  his  head, 
And  from  the  waters,  hoarfe  relbunding,  faid, 

What  art   thou,  flranger  ?  what  the  line  you 

boaft  ? 

What  chance  has  cafl  thee  panting  on  our  coaft  ? 
With  ftricfteft  truth  let  all  thy  words  agree, 
Nor  let  me  find  a  faithlefs  moufe  in  thee. 
If  worthy,  friendfhip,  pioffer'd  friendfliip  take, 
And  entering  view  the  pleafurable  lake ; 
Range  o'er  my  palace,  in  my  bounty  {hare, 
And  glad  return  from  hofpitable  fare  : 
This-  filver  realm  extends  beneath  my  fway, 
And  me,  their  monarch,  all  its  frogs  obey. 
Great  Phyfignathus  I,  from  Peltus'  race, 
Begot  in  fair  Hydromede's  embrace, 
Where,  by  the  nuprial  bank  that  paints  his  fide, 
The  iwift  Eridanus  delights  to  glide.  [claim 

Thee  too,  thy  form,  thy  ftrength,  and  port,  pro- 
A  fctprer'd  king  ;  a  {'on  of  martial  fame  ; 
Then  trace  thy  line,  and  aid  my  guefling  eyes. 
Thus  ceas'd  the  frog,  and  thus  the  moufe  replies. 

Known  to  the  gods,  the  men,  the  birds  that  fly 
Through  wild  expanfes  of  the  midway  fky, 
My  name  refounds  ;  and  if  unknown  to  thee, 
The  foul  of  great  Piycarpax  lives  in  me. 
Of  brave  Troxartas"  line,  whole  fleeky  down 
In  love  comprefs'd  Lychomile  the  brown. 
My  mother  fhe,  and  princel'sof  the  plains 
Where'er  her  father  Pternotra&as  rtigns. 
Born  where  a  cabbin  lifts  its  airy  fhed, 
With  figs,  with  nuts,  with  vary'd  dainties  fed. 
But,  fince  our  natures  nought  in  common  know, 
From  what  foundation  can  a  frieudihip  grow  ? 
Thefe  curling  waters  o'er  thy  }  alacc  roil  ; 
But  man's  high  food  fupports  n,y  princely  foul : 
In  vain  the  circled  loaves  atteni;  t  >.e/  lie 
Conceai'd  in  fiaJkcts  from  my  curious  eye. 


In  vain  the  tripe  that  boafts  the  whiteft  hue, 

In  vain  the  gilded  bacon  fhuns  my  view, 

In  vain  the  cheefes,  offspring  of  the  pail, 

Or  honey'd  cakes,  which  gods  themfclves  regale  ; 

And  as  in  arts  I  fhine,  in  arms  I  fight, 

Mix'd  with  the  braveft,  and  unknown  to  flight, 

Though  large  to  mine,  the  human  form  appear, 

Not  man  himfelf  can  finite  my  foul  with  fear, 

Sly  to  the  bed  with  iilent  fteps  I  go, 

Attempt  his  finger,  or  attack  his  toe, 

And  fix  indented  wounds  with  dextrous  {kill, 

Sleeping  he  feels,  and  only  feems  to  feel. 

Yet  have  we  foes  which* direful  dangers  caufe, 

Grim  owls  with  talons  arm'd.and  cats  with  claws, 

And  that  falfe  trap,  the  den  of  filent  fate, 

Where  death  his  ambufii  plants  around  the  bait  ; 

All  dreaded  thefe,  and  dreadful  o'er  the  reft 

The  potent  warriors  of  the  tabby  veft, 

If  to  the  dark  we  fly,  the  dark  they  trace, 

And  rend  our  herees  of  the  nibbling  race, 

But  me,  nor  {talks  nor  watenfh  herbs  delight, 

Nor  can  the  crimfon  radifh  charm  my  fight, 

The  lake-rtfounding  frogs  fel.-dted  fare, 

Which  not  a  moufe  of  any  tafte  can  bear. 

As  thus  the  dcwny  prince  his  mind  exp'  eft, 
His  anfwer  thus  the  croaking  king  addrelt : 

Thy  words  luxuriant  on  thy  dainties  rove, 
And,  ftranger,  we  can  boaU  of  bounteous  Jove  : 
We  fport  in  water,  or  we  dance  on  land, 
And,  born  amphibious,  food  from  both  command. 
But  truft  thyfelf  where  wonders  afk  thy  view, 
And  fafely  tempt  thole  feas,  I'll  bear  thee  through: 
Afcend  my  moulders,  firmly  keep  thy  leat, 
And  reach  my  marfoy  court,  and  feaft  in  llate. 
Ht  faid,  and  bent  :iis  back ;  with  ninible  bound 
Leaps  the  light  moiil'e,and  clafps  his  arm-  around, 
Then  wondering  floats,  and  fees  with  glad  lurvey 
The  winding  banks  refembling  ports  at  fea. 
But  when  aloft  the  curling  water  rides, 
And  wets  with  azure  wave  his  downy  fides, 
His  thoughts  grow  conlcio«=  of  approaching  woe, 
His  idle  tears  with  vain  repentance  flow, 
His  locks  he  rends,  his  trembling  fett  he  rears, 
Thick  beats  his  heart  wi.h  unaccufr'jm'd  fears; 
He  fighs,  and,  chill'd  with  danger,  l.'iigs  lor  fhore: 
His  tail  extended,  fornis  uiruitlcfs  oar, 
Half  drench'd  ii:  liquid  death  Lis  prayers  he  fpake, 
And  thus  bcmoan'c  hitn  from  the  ditaufui  lake  : 

Jjo  pals' d  Luropa  through  the  rapid  {ea, 
Trembling  anu  faming  dl  the  venturous  way ; 
With  oary  feet  thebul!  tiit;:i:j,hai:t  rode, 
And  laie  in  Crete  upo.s'cl  hii  io\,\,y  load. 
Ah,  lafc  at  lall,  n.iy  :hus  the  frog  lu^port 
My  trembling  iin.b  to  re'aeh  Ju.uir.pk-  court! 
As  thu^  lie  {oirow},  ilca  h  anibiyu.ju-  glows, 
Lo  '.  f:xm  the  dee.)  n  \\uter-hydrii  role  ; 
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He  rolls  hie  faaguin'd  ey«,  his  bofom  heaves, 
And  darts  with  active  rage  along  the  waves. 
Confus'd  the  monarch  fees  his  hifiing  foe, 
And  dives,  to  fhun  the  fable  fates  below. 
Forgetful  frog  !  the  friend  thy  flioulders  bore, 
Unflcill'd  in  fwimming,  floats  remote  from  ihore. 
He  grafps  with  fruitlefs  hands  to  find  relief, 
Supinely  falls,  and  grinds  his  teeth  with  grief; 
Plunging  he  finks,  and  ftruggling  mounts  again, 
And  finks,  and  ftrives,  but  drives  with  fate  in 

vain. 

The  weighty  moifture  clogs  his  hairy  veft, 
And  thus  the  prince  his  dying  rage  expreft  : 

Nor  thou,  that  fling'ft  me  flound'ring  from  thy 

back, 

As  from  hard  rocks  rebounds  the  fluttering  wrack, 
JJor  thou  (halt  'feape  thy  due,  perfidious  king  ! 
Purfued  by  vengeance  on  the  fwifteft  wing ! 
At  land  thy  ftrength  could  never  equal  mine, 
At  fea  to  conquer,  and  by  craft,  was  thine. 
But  heaven  has  gods,  and  gods  have  fearching  eyes: 
Ye  mice,  ye  mice,  my  great  avengers  rife  ! 

This  faid,  he  fighing  gafp'd,  and  gafping  dy'd, 
His  death  the  young  Lychopynax  efpy'd, 
As  on  the  flowery  brink  he  pafs'd  the  day, 
Balk'd  in  the  beams,  and  loiter'd  life  away. 
Loud  flirieks  the  moufe,  his  fhrieks  the  fhorcs 

icpeat ; 

The  nibbling  nation  learn  their  heroe's  fate  ; 
Gri^f,  difmal  grief  enfues ;  deep  murmurs  found, 
And  fliriller  fury  fills  the  deafen'd  ground. 
From  lodge  to  lodge,  the  facred  heralds  run, 
To  fix  their  council  with  the  riling  fun  ; 
Where  great  Troxartas  crown'd  in  glory  reigns, 
And    winds   his  lengthening   court   beneath  the 
Pfycarpax'  father,  father  now  no  more  !      [plains. 
For  poor  Pfycarpax  lies  remote  from  ihorc  ; 
Supine  he  lies '.  the  filent  waters  {land, 
And  no  kind  billow  wafts  the  dead  to  land ! 


BOOK    il. 

WHEN  rofy-finger'd  morn  hadting'd  the  clouds, 
Around  their  monarch-mcufe  the  nation  crowds, 
Slow  rofe  the  fovereign,  heav'd  his  anxious  breaft, 
And  thus  the  council,  fill'd  with  rage,  addreft : 

For  loft  Pfycarpax  much  my  foul  endures, 
'Tis  mine  the  private  grief,  the  public  yours. 
Three  warlike  forts  adorn'd  m}  nuptial  bed, 
Three  fons,  alas,  before  their  .'ather  dead  ! 
Our  eldeft  perifh'd  by  the  ravening  cat, 
As  near  my  court  the  prince  unheedful  fat. 
Our  next,  an  engine  fraught  with  danger  drew, 
The  portal  gap'd,  the  bait  was  hung  in  view, 
Dire  arts  aflift  the  trap,  the  fat:s  decoy, 
And  men  unpityingkill'd  my  jallant  hoy  ! 
The  laft,  his  cour.try's  hope,  Hs  parent's  pride, 
Plung'd  in  the  lake  by  Phyfigrathus  dy'd; 
Roufe  all  to  war,  my  friends  !  avenge  the  deed  ; 
And  bleed  that  monarch,  and  kis  nation  bleed. 

His  words  in  every  breaft  irfpir'd  alarm?, 
And  careful  Mars  fupply'd  the  r  hoft  with  arms. 
In  vefdant  hulls  defpoil'd  of  al  their  beans, 
The  bufeiij'd  warriors  ftalk'd  a.png  the  plains : 


Quills  aptly  bound  their  bracing  eoifelet  made, 
Fac'd  with  the  plunder  of  a  cat  they  flay'd  : 
The  lamp's  round  bof»  afford*  them  ample  ihield  ; 
Large  {hells  of  nut§  their  covering  helmet  yield  ; 
And  o'er  the  region,  with  reflected  rays, 
Tall  groves  of  needles  for  their  lances  blaze, 
Dreadful  in  arms  the  marching  mice  appear ; 
The  wondering  frogs  perceive  the  tumult  near, 
Forfake  the  waters,  thickening,  form  a  ring, 
And  aflc,  and  hearken,  whence  the  noifes  fpring. 
When  near  the  crowds,  difclos'd  to  public  view, 
The  valiant  chief  Embafichytros  drew  : 
The  facred  herald's  fceptre  grac'd  his  hand, 
And  thus  his  word  exprefs'd  his  kings  command: 

Ve  frogs !  the  mice,  with  vengeance  fir'd,  ad 
vance, 

And  deck'd  in  armour  make  the  {hining  lance  : 
Their  haplefs  prince  by  Phyfignathus  {lain, 
Extends  incumbent  on  the  watery  plain. 
Then  arm  your  hoft,  the  doubtful  battle  try  : 
Lead  fonh  thofe  frogs  that  have  the  foul  to  die. 

The   chief    retire's,   the   crowd   the   challenge 

hear, 

And  proudly  fwelling,  yet  perplex'd  appear  : 
Much  theyrefent,  yet  much  their  monarch  blame, 
Who,  rifing,  fpoke  to  clear  his  tainted  fame  : 

O  friends !   1  never  forc'd  the  moufe  to  death, 
Nor  faw  the  gafping  of  his  lateft  breath. 
He,  vain  of  youth,  our  art  of  fwimming  try'd, 
And,  ventrous,  in  the  lake  the  wanton  dy'd. 
To  vengeance  now  by  falfe  appearar.ce  led, 
They  point  their  anger  at  my  guiltlefs  head, 
But  wage  the  rifing  war  by  deep  device, 
And  turn  its  fury  on  the  crafty  mice. 
Your  king  directs  the  way ;  my  thoughts,  elate 
With  hopes  of  conqueftform  defigns  of  fate. 
Where  high  the  bairks  their  verdant  furface  heave, 
And  the  ftecp  fides  confine  the  fleeping  wave, 
There,  near  the  margin,  clad  in  armour  bright, 
Suftain  the  firft  impetuous  {hocks  of  fight  : 
Then,  where  the  dancing  feather  joins  the  creft, 
Let  each  brave  frog  his  obvious  moufe  arreft  ; 
F.ach,  ftrongly  grafting,  headlong  plunge  a  foe, 
Till  countlcfs  circles  whirl  the  lake  below  ; 
Down  fink  the  mice  in  yielding  waters  drown 'd  ; 
Loud  flafti  the  waters;  and  the  {hores  refound  : 
The  frogs  triumphant  tread  the  conquer 'd  plain, 
Andraife  their  glorious  trophies  of  the  flain. 

He  fpake  no  more,  his  prudent  fclieme  imparts 
Redoubling  ardour  to  the  boldeft  hearts. 
Green  was  the  fuit  his  arming  heroes  chofe ; 
Around  their  legs  the  greaves  of  mallows  clofe  ; 
Green  were  the  beets  about  their  ihoulders  laid. 
And  green  the  colcwort,  which  the  target  made. 
Form'd  of  the  vary'd  {hells  the  waters  yield, 
Their  giofly  helmets  gliften'd  o'er  the  held  : 
And  tapering  lea-reeds  for  the  polifh'd  fp car, 
With  upright  order  pierc'd  the  ambient  air. 
Thus  drefs'd   for   war,    they  take  ih'  appointed 

height, 
Poife  the  long  arms,  and  urge  the  promis'd  fight. 

But  now,  where  Jove's  irradiate  fpires  arife, 
With  ftars  furrounoed  in  setherial  ikies, 
(A  folemn  council  call'd)  the  biazen  gates 
Unbar;  the  gods  ailiimc  their  golden  leats : 


POEMS. 


The  6te  fuperlor  leans,  and  points  to  fhow 
What  wondrous  combats  mortals  wage  below  : 
How   ftrong,    how  large,    the  numerous  heroes 
ftridc,  [pride ! 

What  length  of  lance  they  fhake  with  warlike 
What  eager  fire,  their  rapid  march  re-,  ~als '. 
So  the  fierce  Centaurs  ravag'd  o'er  the  dales ; 
And  fo  confirm'd,  the  daring  Titans  rofe, 
Heap'd  hills  on  hills,  and  bid  the  gods  be  foes. 
This  leen,  the  power  his  facred  vifage  rears  ; 
He  cafts  a  pitying  fmile  on  worldly  cares, 
And_  afks  what  heavenly  guardians  take  the  lift, 
Or  who  the  mice,  or  who  the  frogs  aflift  ? 

Then  thus  to  Pallas  :     If  my  daughter's  min4 
Have  join'd  the  mice,  why  ftays  fhe  ftill  behind ; 
Drawn  forth  by  fayory  fteatns  they  wind  their 
And  fure  attendance  round  thine  altar  pay,   [way, 
Where  while  the  victims  gratify  their  tafte, 
They  fport  to  pleafe  the  goddefs  of  the  feaft. 

Thus  fpake  the  Ruler  of  the  fpacious  Ikies. 
But  thus,  refolv'd,  the  blue-ey'd  maid  replies : 
In  vain,  my  father  !  all  their  dangers  plead, 
To  fuch  thy  Pallas  never  grants  her  aid. 
My  flowery  wreaths  they  petulantly  fpoil, 
And  rob  my  cryftal  lamps  of  feeding  oil. 
(Ills  following  ilk  '.)  but  what  afflidls  me  more, 
My  veil  that  idle  race  profanely  tore. 
The  web  was  curious,  wrought  with  art  divine; 
Relentlefs  wretches !  all  the  work  was  mine  ! 
Along  the  loom  the  purple  warp  I  fpread, 
Caft  the  light  fhoot,  and  croft  the  filver  thread ; 
In  this  their  teeth  a  thoufand  breaches  tear, 
The  thoufand  breaches  ikilful  hands  repair, 
For  which,  vile  earthly  dunns  thy  daughter  grieve 
(The  gods,  that  ufe  no  coin,  have  none  to  give ; 
And  learning's  goddefs  never  lefs  can  owe, 
Veglecled  learning  gains  no  wealth  below). 
Nor  let  the  frogs  to  win  my  fuccour  fue, 
Tliofe  clamorous  fools  have  loft  my  favour  too: 
For  late,  when  all  the  conflict  ceas'd  at  night, 
When    my   ftretch'd  finews  work'd  with  eager 

fight, 

When  fpent  with  glorious  toil,  I  left  the  field, 
And  funk  for  flumber  on  my  fwelling  fhicld ; 
JLo  from  the  deep,  repelling  fv/eet  repofe, 
With  noify  croakicgs  half  the  nation  rofe  : 
Devoid  of  reft,  with  aching  brows  I  lay, 
Till  cocks  proclaim'd  the  crimfon  dawn  of  day. 
Let  all,  like  me,  from  either  hoft  forbear, 
Nor  tempt  the  flying  furies  of  the  fpear ; 
Let  heavenly  blood  (or  what  for  Wood  may  flow) 
Adorn  the  conqueft  of  a  meaner  foe. 
Some  daring  moufo  may  meet  the  wondrous  odds, 
Though  gods  oppofe,  and  brave  the  wounded  gods. 
O'er  gilded  clouds  reclin'd,  the  danger  view, 
And  be  the  wars  of  mortals  fcenes  for  you. 

So  mov'd  the  blue-ey'd  queen  ;   her  words  per- 
Great  Jove  affented,  and  the  reft  obey'd.    [luade, 


BOOK     III. 

Now  front  to  front  the  marching  armies  fhine, 
Halt  ere  they  meet,  and  form  the  lengthening 
line : 


The  chiefs,  confpicuous  fccn  and  heard  afar, 

Give  the  loud  fignal  to  the  rufhing  war ; 

Their   dreadful  trumpets   deep-mouth'd  hornets 

found  ; 

The  founding  charge  remurmurs  o'er  the  gromd: 
Ev'n  Jove  proclaims  a  field  of  b,orror  nigh, 
And  rolls  low  thunder  through  the  troubled  ty. 

Firft  to  the  fight  large  Hypfiboas  flew, 
And  brave  Lychenor  with  a  javelin  flew. 
The  lucklefs  warrior,  fill'd  with  generous  flame, 
Stood  foremoft  glittering  in  the  poft  of  fame , 
When,  in  his  liver  ftruck,  the  javelin  hung, 
The  moufe  fell  thundering,  and  the  target  ring  j 
Prone  to  the  ground,  he  fink=,  his  clofing  eyt, 
And  foil'd  in  duft  his  lovely  treffes  lie. 
A  fpear  at  Pelion  Troglodytes  caft  ; 
The  miffive  fpear  within  the  bofom  paft  : 
Death's  fable  fhades  the  fainting  frog  furround, 
And  life's  red  tide  runs  ebbing  from  the  would. 
Embafichytros  felt  Scutlseus'  dart 
Transfix,  and  quiver  in  his  panting  heart ; 
But  great  Artophagus  aveng'd  the  flain, 
And  big  Scutlseus  tumbling  loads  the  plain; 
And  Polyphonus  dies,  a  frog  renown'd 
For  boaftful  fpeech  and  turbulence  of  found; 
Deep  through  the  belly  pierc'd,  fupine  he  lay, 
And  breath'd  his  fouj  againft  the  lace  of  day. 

The  ftrong  Lymnocharj?,  who  view'd  with  ire 
A  viiSlor  triumph,  and  a  friend  expire  ; 
With  heaving  arms  a  rocky  fragment  caught, 
And  fiercely  flung  where  Troglodytes  fought 
(A  warrior  vers'd  in  arts,  of  fure  retreat; 
But  arts  in  vain  elude  impending  fate) ; 
Full  on  his  finewy  neck  the  fragment  fell, 
And  o'er  his  eye-lids  clouds  eternal  dwell. 
Lychenor  (fccond  of  the  glorious  name) 
Striding  advanc'd,  and  took  no  wandering  aim ; 
Through  all  the  frogs  the  fhining  javelin  flies, 
And  near  the  vanquifti'd  moufe  the  vicftor  dies. 
The  dreadful  ftroke  Qrambophagus  affrights, 
Long  bred  to  banquets,  lefs  inur'd  to  fights, 
Heedlefs  he  runs,  and  ftumbles  o'er  the  fteep,  ' 
And  wildly  floundering  flafhes  up  the  deep ; 
Lychenor,  following  with  a  downward  blow, 
Reach'd  jn  the  lake  his  unrecover'd  foe; 
Gafping  he  rolls,  a  purple  ftream  of  blood 
Diftains  the  furface  of  the  filver  flood  ; 
Through    the   wide  wound  the  rulhing  entrails 

throng, 
And  flow  the  breathlefs  carcafe  float?  along. 

Lymnifius  good  Tyroglypiius  alTails, 
Prince  of  the  mice  that  haunt  the  flowery  vales, 
Loft  to  the  milky  fares  and  rural  feat, 
He  came  to  perifh  on  the  bank  of  fate. 

The  dread  Pterncjilyphus  demands  the  fight, 
Which  tender  CalamiKthius  fhuns  by  flight, 
Drops  the  green  targtt,  fpringing  quits  the  foe, 
Glides  through  the  lake,  and  i'afely  dives  below. 
But  dire  Pternophagus  divides  his  way 
Through  breaking  ranks,  and  leads  the  dreadful 

day. 

No  nibbling  prince  excell'd  in  fiercenefs  more, 
His  parents  fed  him  on  tlvj  lavage  boar  ;    . 
But  where  his  lance  the  field  with  blood  imbrued, 
Swift  as  he  mov'd  Hydrocharispurfucd; 
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Till  fallen  in  death  he  lies,  a  fhattering  (lone 
Souids  on  the  neck,  ..nd  ctufties  all  the  bone  : 
His  'jlood  pollutes  the  verdure  of  the  plain, 
And  from  his  noStrils  burfts  the  gufhing  brain. 

L,'copinax  with  Borborocates  fights, 
A  bhmchfs  frog,  whom  humbler  life  delights; 
The  fatal  javelin  unrelenting  flies, 
Anddarkncfs  feals  the  gentle  croaker's  eyes. 

Iiicens'd  Praflbphagus,  with  Sprightly  bound, 
Bean  Cniflodioctes  off  the  rifing  ground, 
Theii  drags  him  o'er  the  lake  depriv'd  of  breath, 
And.  downward  plunging,  finks  his  foul  to  death. 
But  sow  the  great  Pfycarpax  (bines  afar 
(Scarce  he  fo  great  whofe  loi's  provok'd  the  war); 
Swifi  to  revenge  his  fata!  javelin  fled, 
And  through  the  liver  {truck  Pelufius  dead  ; 
His  freckled  corpfe  before  the  victor  fell, 
His  foul  indignant  fought  the  (hades  of  hell. 

T.iii  faw  Pelobates,  and  from  the  flood 
Heav'd  with  both  hands  a  mon(trous  mafs  of  mud; 
The  cloud  obfcene  o'tr  all  the  hero  flies, 
Dishonours  his  brown  face,  and  blots  hi*  eyes. 
Enrag'd,  and  wildly  (puttering,  fr.  m  the  Ihore 
A  (lone,  immei  fe  of  fize,  the  warrior  bore, 
A  load  for  labouring  earth,  whoft  bulk  to  raife 
Afks  ten  degenerate  mice  of  modern  days. 
Full  on  the  leg  arrives  the  crufhing  wound  : 
The  frog,  fupportlefs,  writhes  upon  the  ground. 

Thus  flufh'd,    the  victor  wars  with  matchlefs 
Till  loud  Craugafides  arrefts  hiscourfe.         [force, 
Hoarfe  croaking  threats  precede  !   with  fatal  fpeed 
Deep  through  the  belly  ran  the  puiri.td  reed, 
Then,    ftrongly   cugg'd,   return'd   imbrued  with 

gore, 
And  on  the  pile  his  reeking  entrails  bore. 

The  lame  Sitophagus,  opprelVd  with  pain, 
Creeps  from  the  dcSperate  dangers  of  the  plain  ; 
And  where  the  ditches  rifing  weeds  fupply 
To  fpread  their  lowly  fhades  beneath  the  Iky, 
There  lurks  the  filent  moufe  reliev'd  from  heat, 
A'~<\,  fafe  embower'd,  avoids  the  chance  of  fate. 

But  htre  Troxarta*,  Phyfignathus  there, 
Whirl  the  dire  furies  of  the  pointed  (pear  ; 
But  where  the  fo  t  around  its  ankle  plies, 
Troxartas  wounds,  and  Phyfignathus -flies, 
Jialts  to  the  pool,  a  fafe  retreat  to  find, 
And  trails  a  dangling  length  of  leg  behind. 
The  moufe  fhll  urges,  {till  the  frog  retires, 
And  half  in  anguilh  of  the  flight  expires. 

Then  pious  ardour  young  Prefiaeus  brings, 
Betwixt  the  fortunes  of  contending  kings  : 
Lank  lurmlefs  ftog  ;  with  forces  hardly  grown, 
Ht  darts  the  reed  in  combat  not  his  own, 
Which,  faintly  tinkling  on  Troxartas'  fhield, 
Hangs  at  the  point,  and  drops  upon  the  field. 

Now  nobly  towering  o'er  the  reU  appears 
A  gallant  prince,  tint  far  t.anfcemis  liU  years, 
Pride  of  his  fire,  and  g!ory  of  his  hcuie, 
And  more  a  Mars  in  combat  than  a  moufe  : 
His  action  bold,  robuft  Ins  ample  frame, 
And  Maridurpax  his  refuunding  name. 
The  \\arnor,  fingled  from  the  Sighting  crowd, 
]:>  ;.;(<•  the  cint  honours  <•(  hi.<  arms  aloud  ; 
Then  ftrutrir.g  near  the  lake,  with  looks  elate, 
To  all  its  nations  threats  approaching  fate  : 


And  fuch  his  Strength,  the  filver  lakes  around 
Might  roll  their  waters  o'er  unpeopled  ground. 
But  powerful  Jove,  who  {hews  no  lefs  his  grace 
To  frogs  that  perilh,  than  to  human  race, 
Felt  foft  compaffion  rifing  in  his  foul, 
And  (hook  his  (acred  head,  that  (hook  the  "pole. 
Then  thus  to  all  the  gazing  powers  began 
The  fire  of  gods,  and  frogs,  and  mice,  and  man  : 
What  (eas  of  blood  1  view!    what  world*  of 

Slain! 

An  Iliad  rifing  from  a  day's  campaign  ; 
How  fierce  his  javelin  o'er  the  trembling  lakes 
The  black-furr'd  hero  Metidarpax  (hakes! 
UnletV  Come  favouring  deity  defcend, 
Soon  will  the  frogs  loquacious  empire  end. 
Let  dreadful  Pa, las  wing'd  with  pity  fly, 
And  make  her  asgis  blaze  before  his  eye ; 
While  Mars  refulgent  on  his  rattling  car, 
ArreSls  his  raging  rival  of  the  war. 

He  ceas'd,  reclining  with  attentive  head, 
When  thus  the  glorious  god  of  combats  faid : 
Nor  Pallas,  Jove  1  though  Pallas  take  the  field, 
With  all  the  terrors  of  her  hiding  (hicld; 
Nor  Mars  himfelf,  though  Mars  in  armour  bright 
Attend  his  car,  and  wheel  amidlt  the  tight ; 
Not  thefe  can  drive  the  delperate  mouie  afar, 
Or  change  the  fortunes  »f  ihe  bleeding  war. 
Let  ail  go  forth,  all  heaven  in  arms  arife, 
Or  launch  thy  own  red  thunder  from  the  fkies, 
Such  ardent  bolts  as  flew  thai  wondrous  day, 
When  heaps  of  Titans  mix'd  with  mountains  lay; 
When  all  the  giant  race  f  n  rmous  fell, 
And  huge  £nceladus>  was  hurl'd  to  hell. 

"T was  thus  th'  armipotent  advis'd  the  gods, 
When  from  his  throne  the  cloud-compeller  nods, 
Deep-lengthening  thunders  run  from  pole  to  pole, 
Olympus  trembles  as  the  thunders  roll. 
Then  fwift  he  whirls  the  brandiih'd  bolt  around, 
And  headlong  dans  it  at  the  diflant  ground ; 
The  bolt  difcharg'd  inwrap'd  with  lightning  flies, 
And  rends  its  filming  paflagc  through  the  (kies  : 
Then  earth's  inhabitants,  the  nibbiers,  (hake, 
And  frcgs,  the  dwellers  in  the  waters,  quake. 
Yet  (till  the  mice  advance  their  dread  dcfign, 
And  the  laSt  dangei  threats  the  croaking  line; 
Till  Jove,  tha:  inly  mourn'd  the  lofs  they  bore, 
With  Strange  affifUnts  fill'd  the  (righted  Shore. 
Pour'd  from  the  neighbouring  Strand,  dcform'd 

to  view, 

They  march,  a  fudden  unexpected  crew  ! 
Strong  Suits  of  armour  round  their  bodies  clofe, 
Which,  like  thick  anvils,  blut:t  the  force  of  blows;. 
In  wheeling  maiches  torn  oblique  they  go; 
Wnh  harpy  claws  their  limbs  divide  below; 
Fell  fheers  the  paffage  to  their  mouth  command; 
From  out  the  fltih  thei:  bones  by  nature  Stand  ; 
Broad  Spread  their  backs,  then  (billing  Shoulders 

nSe ; 

Unnumber'd  joints  diftort  their  lengthen'd  thighs; 
With  ncivous  cords  their  hands  are  lirmly  brac'd ; 
Their  round  black  eye-bails  in  their  boi'om  jlac'd; 
On  eight  long  Sect  the  v\ onerous  warriors  tread; 
And  cither  end  iilikc  Supplies  a  head. 
Theft,  mortal  vi:s>  to  mil  the  crabs  agree; 
The  gods  have  ether  names  for  things  than  we. 


POEMS. 


Now  where  the  jointures  from  their  loins  de 
pend, 

The  heroe«  tail  with  fevering  grafps  they  rend. 

H?re,  ftiort  of  feet,  depnv'd  the  power  to  fly, 

There,  without  hands,  upon  the  field  'nty  lie. 

Wrench'd  fron  their  holds,  and  fcatter'd  all  a- 
round, 

The  bended  lances  heap  the  cumber'd  ground. 


Hclpltfs  amazement,  fear  purfuing  fear, 
And  mad  c-mtufion,  through  their  hoft  appear  : 
OVr  the  wild  wafte  with  headlong  flight  they  go. 
Or  creep  conceaPd  in  vaulted  holes  below. 
But  d.'Wn  Olympus  to  the  weftem  feas 
Far-fhooting  Phcehus  drr>ve  with  fainter  rays; 
And  a  whole  war  Mb  Jove  ordain'd't  begun, 
Was  fought,  and  ceas'd,  in  one  revolving  fun. 


TO     MR.     POPE. 


To  praife,  yet  ftill  with  due  refpect  to  praife, 
A  bard  triumphant  in  immortal  bays, 
The  learn'd  to  (hew,  the  fenfible  commend, 
Yet  ftill  preferve  the  province  of  the  friend. 
What  life,  what  vigour,  muft  the  lines  require  ? 
What  mufic  tune  them  .'  what  affedli^n  fire  ? 

O  might  thy  genius  in  my  bofom  mine  ! 
Thou  ftiould'ft  not  fail  of  numbers  worthy  thine, 
The  brigheft  ancients  might  at  once  agree 
To  fing  within  my  lays,  and  fing  of  thee. 
Horace  himfelf  would  own  thou  doft  excel 
In  candid  arts  to  play  the  critic  well. 
Ovid  himfelf  might  wifh  to  {ing  the  dame 
Whom  Windfor  Foreft  fees  a  gliding  ftream, 
On  filver  feet,  with  annual  oficr  crown'd, 
She  runs  for  ever  through  poetic  ground. 

How  flame  the  gl-.ries  of  Belinda's  hair, 
Made  by  thy  mufe  the  envy  of  the  fair  ! 
Lefs  (hone  the  trefles  ./Egypt's  princefs  wore, 
Which  fweet  Callimachus  fo  fung  before. 
Here  courtly  trefles  fet  the  world  at  odds, 
Belles  war  with  beaux,  and  whims  defcend  for 

gods. 

The  new  machines,  in  names  of  ridicule, 
Mock  the  grave  frenzy  of  the  chemic  fool. 
But  know,  ye  fair,  a  point  conceal'd  with  art, 
The  fylphs  and  gnomes  are  but  a  woman's  heart  : 
The  graces  ftand  in  fight ;  a  fatyr  train 
Peep  o'er  their  heads,  and  laugh  behind  the  fccne. 

In  Fame's  fair  temple,  o'er  the  boldetl  wits 
Infhrin'd  on  high    he  facred  Virgil  fits, 
And  fits  in  meaf.:  -es,  fuch  as  Virgil's  mufe 
To  place  *hee  n^\-  him  might  be  fond  to  choofe. 
How  might  he  tune  th'  alternate  reed  with  thec, 
Perhaps  a  Strephon  thou,  a  Daphnls  he, 
While  fome  old  Damon,  o'er  the  vulgar  wife, 
Thinks  he  deferves,  and  thou  dcferv'ft,  the  prize. 
Rapt  with  the  thought,  my  fancy  fecks, the  p'ains, 
And  turns  me  fiicp.'ierd  while  1  hear  the  itrains. 
Indulgent  nurfe  of  :;very  tender  gate, 
Parent  of  flow  n  r      old  .Viv.dia,  hail  ! 
Here  in  the  co-i|  m     .mil,         <  •  •'..•  ;  •]-..    :,d, 
Here  let  thy  poplars  whUper  o'er  my  Head, 


Still  fiide  thy  waters  foft  among  the  trees, 
Thy  afpins  quiver  in  a  breathing  breeze, 
Smile  all  thy  vallies  in  eternal  fpring, 
Be  hum'd,  yc  winds !  while  Pope  and  Virgil  fing, 

In  Englifti  hys,  and  all  fublimely  great, 
Thy  Homer  warms  with  all  his  ancient  heat, 
He  (bines  in  council,  thunders  in  the  fight, 
And  flames  with  every  fenfe  of  great  delight. 
Long  has  that  poet  reign'd,  and  long  unknown, 
Like  monarchs  fparkling  on  a  diftant  throne; 
In  all  the  rnajefty  of  Greece  retir'd, 
Himfelf  unknown,  his  mighty  name  admir'd, 
Hii  language  failing,    wrapp'd  him  round  with 

night, 

Thine,  rais'd  by  thee,  recalls  the  work  to  light. 
So  wealthy  mines,  that  ages  long  before 
Fed  the  large  realms  around  with  golden  ore, 
When  choak'd  by  finking  banks,  no  more  appear, 
And  fliepherds  only  fay,  The  mines  were  here  ! 
Should  fome  rich  youth  (if  nature  warm  his  heart, 
And  all  his  projects  ftand  inform'd  with  art) 
Here  clear  the  caves,  there  ope  the  leading  vein ; 
The  mines  detected  flame  with  gold  again. 

How  vaft,  how  copious,  are  thy  new  defigns ! 
How  every  mufic  varies  in  thy  lines  '. 
Still  as  1  read,  I  feel  my  bofom  beat, 
And  rife  in  raptures  by  another's  heat. 
Thu-,  in  the  wood,  when  fummer  drefs'd  the  days, . 
When  Windfor  lent  us  tuneful  hours  of  eafe, 
Our  ears  the  lark,  the  thiufh,  the  turtle  bleft; 
And  Philomela  fweeteft  o'er  the  reft  : 
The  fhudcs  refound  with  fong — O  foftly  tread  1 
While  a  whole  feafon  warbles  round  my  head. 

This  to  my  friend — and  when  a  friend  infpires, 
My  filtnt  harp  its  matter's  hand  requires, 
Shakes  off7 the  'iuft,  and  mikes  tiiefe  rocks  refound, 
For  lortunc  plac'd  me  in  unfertile  ground. 
Far  from  the  joys  thar  with  my  foul  agree, 
From  wit,  from  learning, — far,  oh  tar  from  thee! 
Here  mnls-grown  trees  expand  tru-  fmalieft  L-af, 
il    'e  halt    ;n  .ic.  A  cum  i.s  half  a  fh-^f, 
l"re  lulls    .  i-h  -Kikcd  heads  tne  tetup'cft  meet, 
Rocks  at  their  iidc,  and'torrcnts  at  tneir  feet. 


THE    WORKS    OF    PARNELL. 


Or  lazy  lakes,  unconfcious  of  a  flood, 
Whofe  dull  brown  Naiads  ever  deep  in  mud. 

Yet  here  content  can  dwell,  ai'.d  learned  eafe, 
A  friend  delight  me,  and  an  author  pleafe; 
Ev'n  here  I  fing,  while  Pope  fupplies  the  theme, 
Shew  my  own  love,  though  not  increafc  his  fame. 


A   TRANSLATION 

OF    PART    OF    THE    FIRST    CANTO    OF    THE 

RAPE    OF   THE   LOCK, 

INTO    LEONINE    VERSE, 

After  tat  Manner  of  tbt  undent  Monks. 

ST  mine  dile«3um  fpeculum,  pro  more  retedtum, 
tmicat  in  mensa,  qux  fplendet  pyxide  densa : 
Turn  primum  lympha,  fe  purgat  Candida  nympha ; 
Jamque  fine  menda,  cceleftis  imago  videnda, 
Nuda  caput,  bellos  retinet,  rcgit,  implet,  ocellos. 
Hac  ftupet  explorans,  feu  cultus  numen  adorans. 
Inferior  claram  Pythoiiiffa  apparet  ad  aram, 
Fertque  tibi  caut^,  dicatque  fuperbia  1  laute, 
Dona  venufta ;  oris,  quae  cundtis,  plena  laboris, 
Excerpta  explorat,  dominamque  deamque  decorat. 
Pyxide  devotS,  le  pandit  hie  India  tota, 
Et  tota  ex  ifia  tranfpirat  Arabia  cilia  : 
Teftudo  hie  fle<5lit,  dum  fe  rriea  Lefbia  peiftit ; 
Atque  elephas  Icnte,  te  peclit  Lefbia  dente; 
Hunc  maculis  noris,  nivei  jacet  ille  coloris. 
Hie  jacet  et  munde,  mundus  muliebris  abunde ; 
b'pinula  refplendens  sens  longo  ordine  pendens, 
Pulvis  fuavis  odore,  tt  epiftola  fuavis  amore. 
In  lait  arma  ergo,  Veneris  pulcherrima  virgo ; 
Pulchrior  in  prtcfens  tempus  dc  tempore  crcfcens ; 
Jam  reparat  rifus,  jam  furgit  gratia  visus, 
Jam  proniit  cuhu,  mirac'la  latentia  vultu. 
Pigmina  jam  mifcet,  quo  plus  fua  purpura  felifcet, 
Et  geminans  bellis  fplendet  mage  fulgor  ocellis. 
Stant  Lemures  muti,  Nymph»  intentique  faluti, 
Hie  figit  zonam,  capiti,  locat  ille  coronam, 
Hxc  manicis  formam,  plicis  dat  et  altera  normam; 
Et  tibi  vel  Betty,  tibi  vel  nitidiflima  Letty  J 
Gloria  faclorum  temere  conceditur  horum. 


HEALTH.     AN  ECLOGUE. 

Now  early  fhcpherds  o'er  the  meadow  pafj, 
Av.d  print  long  footfteps  in  the  glittering  grafs ; 
The  cows  neglectful  of  their  pafture  iland, 
By  turns  obfequious  to  the  milker's  hand. 

When  Damon  foftly  trod  the  fhaven  lawn, 
Damon  a  youth  from  city  cares  withdrawn, 
Long  was  the  pleafing  walk  he  wander'd  through, 
A  cover'd  arbour  clos'd  the  diftant  view ; 
There  refts  the  youth,  and,  while  the  feather'd 

throng 
Raife  their  wild  mufic,  thus  contrives  a  fong. 

Here,  wafted  o'er  by  mild  Etcfian  air, 
Thou  country  godilefs,  beauteous  Health!  repair; 
Here  let  my  breaft  through  quivering  trees  inhale 
Thy  rofy  bkffi:igs  with  the  morning  g'lle. 


What  are  the  fields,  or  flower?,  or  all  I  fee? 
Ah  !  taftelefs  all,  if  riot  enjoy'd  with  thee. 

Joy  to  my  foul !  I  feel  the  goddefs  nigh, 
The  face  of  nature  cheers  as  well  as  1 ; 
O'er  the  flat  green  refrefting  breezes  run, 
The  fmiling  daizies  blow  beneath  the  fun, 
The  brooks  run  purling  down  with  filver  waves< 
The  planted  lanes  rejoice  with  dancing  leaves, 
The  chirping  birds  from  all  the  compafs  rove 
To  tempt  the  tuneful  echoes  of  the  grove : 
High  funny  fummtts,  deeply-fhaded  dales, 
Thick  moffy  banks,  and  flowery  winding  vales, 
With  various  profpefl  gratify  the  fight, 
And  fcatter  fix'd  attention  in  delight. 

Come,  country  goddefs,  come;  nor  thou  fuffice, 
But  bring  thy  mountain-Gfter,  Exercife. 
Call'd  by  thy  lovely  voice,  flie  turns  her  pace, 
Her  winding  horn  proclaims  the  finilh'd  chace  ; 
She  mounts  the  rocks,  me  fkims  the  level  plain, 
Dogs',  hawks,  arid  horfes,  crowd  her  early  train. 
Her  hardy  face  repels  the  tanning  wind, 
And  lines  and  meihes  loofely  float  behind. 
All  thefe  as  means  of  toil  the  feeble  fee, 
But  thefe  are  helps  to  pleafure  join'd  with  thed. 

Let  Sloth  lie  foftcning  till  high  noon  in  down, 
Or  lolling  fan  her  in  the  fultry  town, 
Unnerv'd  with  reft  ;  and  turn  her  own  difeafe, 
Or  fofter  others  in  luxurious  eafe  : 
I  mount  the  courfer,  call  the  deep-mouth'd  hounds, 
The  fox  unkennell'd  flies  to  covert  grounds ; 
I  lead  where  ftags  through  tangled  thickets  tread, 
And  make  the  faplings  with  their  branching  head; 
I  make  the  falcons  wing  their  airy  way, 
And  foar  to  feize,  or  ftooping  ftrike  their  prey  ; 
To  fnare  the  fifli,  I  fix  the  luring  bait ; 
To  wound  the  fowl,  I  load  the  gun  with  fate. 
"Tis  thus  through  change  of  exercife  I  range, 
And  ftrength  and  pleafure  rife  from  every  change. 

Here,  beauteous  Health,  for  all  the  year  remain, 

When  the  next  comes,   I'll  charm  thee  thus  a- 
Oh  come,  thou  goddefs  of  my  rural  fong,     [gain. 
And  bring  thy  daughter,  calm  Content,  along, 
Dame  of  the  ruddy  cheek  and  laughing  eye, 
From  wh'ife  bright  prefence  clouds  of  forrow  fly: 
For  her  I  mow  my  walks,  I  plat  my  bowers, 
Clip  my  low  hedges,  and  fupport  my  flowers; 
To  welcome  her,  this  fummer-feat  1  dreft, 
And  here  I  court  her  when  fhe  comes  to  reft ; 
When  fhe  from  exercife  to  learned  eafe 
Shall  change  again,  and  teach  the  change  to  pleafe 

Now  friends  converfing  my  foft  hours  refine, 
And  Tally's  Tufculum  revives  in  mine  : 
Now  to  grave  books  I  bid  the  mind  retreat, 
And  fuch  as  make  me  rather  good  than  great ; 
Or  o'er  the  works  of  eafy  fancy  rove, 
Where  flutes  and  innocence  aniufe  the  grove  : 
The  native  bard,  that  on  Sicilian  plains 
Firft  lung  the  lowly  manners  of  the  fwains ; 
Or  Maro's  mufe,  that  in  the  faireft  light 
Paints  rur?.l  profpedts  and  the  charms  of  fight; 
Thtfe  fi;ft  amufcments  bring  content  along, 
And  fancy,  void  of  forrow,  turiis  to  f<>r>g. 

Here,   beauteous  Health,  for  all  the  year  re- 
i-Vciiu ;  [ga'"- 

When  the  next  ccmes,  I'll  charm  thec  thus  2- 
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THE  FLIES.     AN  ECLOGUE. 

WHEN  in  the  river  cows  for  coolnefs  ftand, 

And  flieep  for  breezes  leek  the  lofty  land, 

A  youth,  whom  .ffifop  taught  that  every  tree, 

Each  bird  and  infecl,  fpoke  as  well  as  he, 

Walk'd  calmly  mufing  in  a  fhady  way, 

Where  flowering  hawthorns  broke  the  funny  ray, 

And  thus  inftruds  his  moral  pen  to  draw 

A  fcene  that  obvious-in  the  field  he  faw. 

Near  a  low  ditch,  where  {hallow  waters  meet, 
Which  never  learn'd  to  glide  with  liquid  feet ; 
Wh;.'fe  Naiacis  never  prattle  as  they  play, 
But  fcreen'd  with  hedges  {lumber  out  the  day, 
There  fbands  a  flender  fern's  afpiring  fhade, 
Whofe  anfwering  branches  regularly  laid 
Put  forth  their  anfwering  boughs,  and  proudly  rife 
Three  ftories  upward,  in  the  nether  fkies. 

For  fhelter  here,  to  fhun  the  noon-day  heat, 
An  airy  nation  of  the  flies  retreat ; 
Some  in  foft  airs  their  filken  pinions  ply, 
And  fome  from  bough  to  bough  delighted  fly  ; 
Some  rife,  and  circling  light  to  perch  again ; 
A  pleafing  murmur  hums  along  the  plain. 
So,  when  a  fiage  invites  to  pageant  fhews, 
(If  great  and  fnjall  are  like)  appear  the  beaux; 
In  boxes  fome  with  fpruce  pretenfion  fit, 
Some  change  from  feat  to  feat  within  the  pit, 
Some  roam  the  fcenes,  or  turning  ceafe  to  roam ; 
Preluding  mufic  fills  the  lofty  dome. 

When  thus  a  fly  (if  what  a  fly  can  fay 
Deferves  attention)  rais'd  the  rural  lay. 

Where  late  Atnintor  made  a  nymph  a  bride, 
Joyful  I  flew  by  young  Favonia's  fide, 
Who,  mindlefs  of  the  feafting,  went  to  fip 
The  balmy  pleafure  of  the  fhepherd's  lip, 
t  faw  the  wanton,  where  I  floop'd  to  fup, 
And  half  refolv'd  to  drown  me  in  a  cup ; 
Till,  btufh'd  by  care'.efs  hands,  fhe  foar'd  above  : 
Ceafe,  beauty,  ceafe  to  vex  a  tender  love. 

Thus  ends  the  youth,  the  buzzing  meadow  rung, 
And  thus  the  rival  of  his  mufic  fung. 

When  funs  by  thoufands  fhone  on  orbs  of  dew, 
I  wafted  foft  with  Zephyretta  flew; 
Saw  the  clean  pale,  and  fought  the  milky  cheer, 
While  little  Daphne  feiz'd  my  roving  dear. 
Wretch  that  I  was !  I  might  have  warn'd  the  dame, 
Yet  fate  indulging  as  the  danger  came. 
But  the  kind  huntrefs  left  her  free  tofoar  : 
Ah  !  guard,  ye  lovers,  guard  a  miilrefs  more. 

Thus  from  the  fern,  whofe  high  projecting  arms 
The  fleeting  nation  bent  with  dufky  fwarms, 
7'he  fwains  their  love  in  eafy  mufic  breathe, 
When  tongues  and  tumult  flun  the  field  beneath : 
Black  ants  in  teams  come  darkening  all  the  road, 
Some  call  to  march,  and  fume  to  lift  the  load  ; 
They  {train,  they  labour  with  inceflant  pains, 
Prefs'd  by  the  cumbrous  weight  of  fingle  grains. 
The  flies  (truck  lilent  gaze  with  wonder  down  : 
The  bufy  burghers  reach  their  earthy  town  ; 
Where  lay  the  burthens  of  a  winrery  ftore, 
And  thence  unwearied  part  in  fearch  of  more. 
Yet  one  grave  fage  a  moment's  fpace  attends, 
And  th«  f:nall  city's  loftieit  poiin  alwids, 


Wipes  the  fait  dew  that  trickles  down,  his  face, 
And  thus  harangues  them  with  the  graved  grace. 

Ye  foolifh  nurflings  of  the  fummer  air, 
Thefe  gentle  tunes  and  whining  fongs  forbear  ; 
Your  trees  and  whilpering  breeze,  your  grove  and 

love, 

Your  Cupid's  quiver,  and  his  mother's  dove; 
Let  bards  to  bufinefs  bend  their  vigorous  wing, 
And  fing  but  leldom,  if  they  love  to  fing  : 
Elfe,  when  the  flowerets  of  the  fcafon  fail, 
And  this  your  ferny  fhade  forfakes  the  vale, 
Though  one  would  fave  you,  not  one  grain  of 

wheat, 
Should  pay  fuch  fongfters  idling  at  my  gate. 

He  ceas'd  :  the  flies,  incorrigibly  vain, 
Heard  the  mayor's  fpcech,  and  fell  to  fing  again* 


AN  ELEGY  TO  AN  OLD  BEAUTY. 

IN  vain,  poor  nymph,  to  pleafe  our  youthful  fight 
You  fleep  in  cream  and  frontlets  all  the  night, 
Your  face  with  patches  foil,  with  paint  repair, 
Drefs  with  gay  gowns,  and  fhade  with  foreign  hair. 
If  truth,  in  fpite  of  manners,  muft  be  told, 
Why  really  fifty-five  is  fomething  old.  [long 

Once  you  were  young ;  or  one,  whofe  life's  fo> 
She  might  have  borne  my  mother,  tells  me  wrong. 
And  once,  fince  envy's  dead  before  you  die, 
The  women  own,  you  play'd  a  fparkling  eye, 
Taught  the  light  foot  a  modifh  little  trip, 
And  pouted  with  the  prettieft  purple  lip. 

To  fome  new  charmer  arc  the  rofes  fled, 
Which  blew,  to  damafk  all  thy  cheek  with  red; 
Youth  calls  the  graces  there  to  fix  their  reign, 
And  airs  by  thoufands  fill  their  eafy  train. 
So  parting  fummer  bids  her  flowery  prime, 
Attend  the  fun  to  drefs  fome  foreign  clime, 
While  withering  feafons  in  fucceflion,  here, 
Strip  the  gay  gardens,  and  deform  the  year. 

But  thou,  fince  nature  bids,  the  world  refign, 
'Tis  now  thy  daughter's  daughter's  time  to  fhiae,, 
With  more  addrefs,  cr  fuch  as  pleafes  more, 
She  runs  her  female  exercifes  o'er, 
Unfurls  or  clofes,  raps  or  turns  the  fan, 
And  fniiles,  or  blufhes  at  the  creature  man. 
With  quicker  life,  as  gilded  coaches  pafs, 
In  fideling  courtcfy  fhe  drops  the  glafs. 
With  better  ftrength,  on  vifit-day*  fne  bears 
To  mount  her  fifty  flights  of  ample  flairs. 
Her  mein,  her  fhape,  her  temper,  eyes,  and  tongue, 
Are  fure  to  conquer — for  the  rogue  is  young  : 
And  all  that's  madly  wild,  or  oddly  gay, 
We  call  it  or.ly  prttty  Fanny's  way. 

Let  time,  that  makes  you  homely,  make  you  fage3 
The  fplicre  of  wiidoai  is  the  Inhere  of  age. 

'Tis  true,  when  beauty  dawns  with  early  fire,, 
And  hears  the  flattering  tongues  of  foft  defire, 
If  not  from  virtue,  from  its  gravcft  ways 
The  foul  with  pleafing  avocation  ftrays. 
But  beauty  gone,  'tis  oafier  to  be  wile ; 
As  harpers  bt/tter_by  the  lofs  of  eyes.  //  /VV$.  6. 

Henceforth  retire,  reduce  your  roving  airs, 
Haunt  Icfs  the  plays,  and  more  the  public  prayeiSj 
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Reject  the  Mechlin  head,  and  gold  brocade, 
Go  pray,  in  fober  Norwich  crape  array'd. 
Thy  pendant  diamonds  let  thy  Fanny  take 
(Their  trembling   ludre   Ihows  how  much  you 

fliake); 

Or  hid  her  wear  thy  necklace  row'd  with  pearl, 
YouTl  find  your  Fanny  an  obedient  girl. 
So  for  the  reft,  with  lefs  incumbranci:  hung, 
You   walk    through    life,    unmingled    with    the 

young, 

And  view  the  (hade  and  fubdance  as  you  pafs, 
With  joint  endeavour  trifling  at  the  glafs, 
Or  folly  dreft,  and  rambling  all  her  days, 
To  meet  her  counterpart,  and  grow  by  praife  : 
Yet  dill  fedate  yoiirfelf,  and  gravely  plain, 
You  neither  fret,  nor  envy  at  the  vain. 
'Twas  thus,  if  man  with  woman  we  compare, 
The  wife  Athenian  croft  a  glittering  fair, 
Unmov'dby  tongue  and  fights,  he  walk'd  the  place, 
Through   tape,  toys,  tinfel,  gimp,  perfume,  and 

lace ; 

Then  bends  from  Mar's  hill  his  awful  eye?, 
And — Whar  a  World  I  never  want  ?  he  cries  : 
But  cries  unheard  :  for  f>lly  will  be  free. 
So  parts  the  buzzing  gaudy  crowd  and  he  : 
As  tarelefs  he  for  them,  as  they  for  him  : 
He    wrapt    in    wifdom,    and    they    whirl'd  by 
whim. 


THE    BO  OK- WORM. 

COME  hither,  boy,  we'll  hunt  to-day, 
The  book-worm,  ravening  bead  of  prey, 
Produc'd  by  parent  earth,  at  odds, 
As  fame  revorts  it,  with  the  gods. 
Him  frantic  hunger  wildly  drives 
Againd  a  the  ufand  authors  lives : 
Through  all  the  fields  of  wit  he  flies ; 
Dreadful  his  head  with  cindering  eyes, 
With  horns  without,  and  tuflc-s  within, 
And  fcalts  to  ferve  him  for  a  fkin. 
Obferve  him  nearly,  left  he  climb 
To  wound  the  bards  of  ancient  time, 
Or  down  the  vale  of  fancy  go 
To  tear  fome  modern  wretch  below. 
O:i  every  corner  fix  thine  eye, 
Or  ten  to  one  he  flips  thcc  by. 
See  where  his  teeth  a  paffage  eat : 
We'll  roufe  him  from  the  deep  retreat. 
B'.it  who  the  flicker's  forc'd  to  give  i 
'  1'is  facred  Virgil,  as  I  live  ! 
From  leaf  to  leaf,  from  for.g  to  fong, 
He  draws  the  tadpole  form  along, 
He  mounts  the  glided  edge  bcf  :;•, 
He's  up,  he  feu  us  t!u  cover  o'er. 
He  turns,  he  doubles,  there  h«  pad, 
And  here  we  have  him,  caught  at  lad. 
Infatiate  brute,  whofe  teeth  abufe 
The  fweeteft  fervants  of  the  mufc. 
(Nay  never  offer  to  deny, 
1  took  tl-.ec  in  I'M  f.'.di  to  fly.) 
I  Its.  roll  s  nipt  in  cv.  ry  ; 
iY7y  pour  A::acrtc:-.  '  "  rage  ; 


By  thce  my  Ovid  wounded  lies ; 
By  thee  my  Lefbia's  fparrow  dies; 
Thy  rabid  teeth  have  half  dedroy'd 
The  work  of  love  in  Biddy  Floyd, 
They  rent  Belinda's  locks  away, 
And  fpoil'd  the  blouzelind  of  Gar. 
For  all,  for  every  fingle  deed, 
Relentlefs  judice  bids  thce  bleed. 
Then  fall  a  vi<ftim  to  the  nine, 
Myfelf  the  pried,  my  deflt  the  fhrine. 

Bring  Homer,  Virgil,  Faflb  near, 
To  pile  a  facred  altar  here  ; 
Hold,  boy,  thy  hand  out-runs  thy  wit, 
You  reach'd  the  plays  that  Dennis  writ ; 
You  reach'd  me  Philips'  rudic  drain  ; 
Pray  t^ke  your  mortal  bards  again. 

Come,  bind  the  victim, — there  he  lies, 
And  here  between  his  numerous  eyes 
This  venerable  dud  I  lay, 
From  manufcripts  jud  fwept  away. 

The  goblet  in  my  hand  I  take, 
(For  the  libation's  yet  to  make) 
A  health  to  poets  !  all  their  days 
May  they  have  bread,  as  well  as  praife ; 
Senfe  may  they  feek,  and  lefs  engage 
In  papers  fill'd  with  party-rage 
But  if  their  riches  fpoil  their  vein, 
Ye  mufes,  make  them  poor  again. 

Now  bring  the  weapon,  yonder  blade, 
With  which  my  tuneful  pens  are  made. 
I  drike  the  fcales  that  arm  thee  round, 
And  twice  and  thrice  I  print  the  wound; 
The  facred  altar  floats  with  red, 
And  now  he  dies,  and  now  he's  dead. 

How  like  the  fon  of  Jove  I  dand, 
This  Hydra  dretch'd  beneath  my  hand'. 
Lay  bare  the  mender's  entrails  here, 
To  fee  what  dangers  threat  the  year  : 
Ye  gods  !  what  fonnets  on  a  wench  ! 
What  lean  tranflations  out  of  French  ! 
"Fis  plain,  this  lobe  is  fo  unfound, 

.  prints,  before  the  months  go  round. 

But  hold,  before  I  clofe  the  fcene, 
The  facred  altar  fhould  be  clean. 
Oh  had  I  Shadwell's  fecond  bays, 
Or,  Tate  !  thy  pert  and  humble  lays  ! 
'Ye  pair,  forgive  me,  when  1  vow 
[  never  mifs'd  your  works  till  now) 
I'd  tear  the  leaves  to  wipe  the  fhrinc, 
'That  only  way  you  pleafc  the  nine) 
But  fince  I  chance  to  want  thefe  two, 
'11  make  the  fongs  of  Durfey  do. 

Rent  from  the  corps,  on  yonder  pin,  - 
1  hang  the  fcales  that  brac'd  it  in ; 
hang  my  dudious  morning-gown, 
And  write  my  own  infcriptii  n  down. 
"   This  trophy  from  the  Python  won, 
This  robe,  in  which  the  deed  was  done, 
Thefe,  Parnell,  glorying  in  :he  feat, 
'  Hung  on  thefe  Ihelves,  the  mufes  feat. 
Here  ignorance  and  hunger  found 
Large  realms  of  wit  to  ravage  round  : 
Here  ignorance  and  hunger  ftll : 
Two  foo  in  one  I  fent  to  hell. 
Yc  poers,  who  my  lab •;!.;- 
Corn-  fh  -TS  the  triumph  ;ill  with  me  '• 


'*  Ye  Critics !  born  to  vex  the  mufe,    . 
e<   Go  mourn  the  grand  ally  you  lofe." 


AN  ALLEGORY  ON  MAN, 

A  THOUGHTFUL  being,  long  and  fpare, 
Our  race  of  mortals  call  him  C.tre 
(  Were  Homer  living,  well  he  knew 
What  name  the  gods  have  call'd  him  too)J 
With  fine  mechanic  genius  wrought, 
And  lov'd  to  work,  though  no  one  bought. 
This  being,  by  a  model  bred 
In  Jove's  eternal  fable  head, 
Contriv'd  a  fhape  .empowered  to  breathe, 
And  be  the  worldling  here  beneath. 

The  man  rofe  flaring,  like  a  ftake; 
Wondering  to  fee  himfelf  awake  ! 
Then  look'd  fo  wife,  before  he  knew 
The  bufinefs  he  was  made  to  c!o  ; 
That,  pleas'd  to  fee  with  what  a  grace 
He  gravely  fhew'd  his  forward  face, 
Jove  talk'd  of  breeding  him  on  high, 
An  under-fomething  of  the  Iky. 

But  ere  he  gave  the  mighty  nod, 
Which  ever  binds  a  poet's  god 
(For  which  his  curls  ambrofial  fhake, 
And  mother  earth's  oblig'd  to  quake),1 
He  favv  old  mother  earth  arife, 
She  flood  confefs'd  before  his  eyes ; 
Hut  not  with  what  we  read  (he  wore, 
A  caftle  for  a  crown  before, 
Nor  with  long  ftreets  and  longer  roads 
Dangling  behind  her,  like  commodes  : 
As  yet  with  wreaths  alone  fhe  dreft, 
And  trail'd  a  Jandfkip-painted  veft. 
Then  thrice  fhe  rais'd,  as  Ovid  faid, 
And  thrice  (he  bow'd  her  weighty  head. 

Her  honours  made,  great  Jove,  fhe  cry'd, 
This  thing  was  faihion'd  from  my  fide  : 
His  hands,  his  heart,  his  head,  are  mine  ; 
Then  what  haft  thou  to  call  him  thine  ? 

Nay  rather  afk,  the  monarch  fdid, 
What  boots  his  hand,  his  heart,  his  head, 
Were  what  I  gave  remov'd  away  ? 
Thy  part's  an  idle  fhape  of  clay. 
.    Halves,  mo're  than  halves  !  cry'd  honed  Care, 
Your  pleas  would  make  your  tides  fair, 
You  claim  the  body,  you  the  foul, 
But  I  who  join'd  them,  claim  the  whole. 

Thus  with  the  gods'  debate  began, 
On  fuch  a  trivial  caufe,  as  man. 
And  can  celefiial  tempers  rage  ? 
Quoth  Virgil,  in  a  later  age. 

As  thus  they  wrangled.  Time  came  by  ; 
(There's  none  that  paint  him  fuch  as  I, 
For  what  the  fabling  ancients  fuug 
Makes  Saturn  old,  when  Time  was  young.) 
As  yet  his  winters  had  not  med 
Their  filver  honours  on  his  head  ; 
He  juft  had  got  his  pinions  free, 
From  his  old  fire,  Eternity. 
A  ferpent  girdled  round  he  wore, 
he  tail  within  the  mouth,  before : 
VOL.  VU. 
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By  which  our  almanacks  ard  clear 

That  learned  Egypt  meant  the  year, 

A  ftaff  he  carry 'd,  wlrere  on  high 

A  glafs  was  fix'd  to  meafurc  by, 

As  amber  boxes  made  a  (how 

For  headsjof  canes  an  age  ago. 

His  veft,  for  day  and  night,  was  py'd ; 

A  bending  fickle  arm'd  his  fide  ; 

And  fprhig's  new  months  his  train  adorn  ! 

The  other  feafons  were  unborn. 

Known  by  the  gods,  as  near  he  draws, 
They  make  him  umpire  of  the  caufe. 
O'er  a  low  trunk  his  arm  he  laid, 
Where  fince  his  hours  a  dial  made  ; 
1'hen  leaning  heard  the  nice  debate, 
And  thus  pronounc'd  the  words  of  fate  : 

Since  body  from  the  parent  earth, 
And  foul  from  Jove  receiv'd  a  birth, 
Return  they  where  they  firft  began  ; 
But  fince  their  union  makes  the  man, 
Till  Jove  and  earth  fhall  part  thefe  two, 
To  Care  who  join'd  them,  man  is  due. 

He  faid,  and  fprung  with  fwift  career 
To  trace  a  circle  for  the  year; 
Where  eVer  fince  the  feafons  wheel, 
And  tread  on  one  another's  heel 

'  1'is  well,  Faid  Jove,  and  for  confent 
Thiind'ring  he  (hook  the  firmament. 
Our  umpire  Time  fhall  have  his  way, 
With  care  I  let  the  creature  ftay  : 
Let  bufinef:.  vex  him,  avarice  blind, 
Let  doubt  and  knowledge  rack  his  mind, 
Let  error  acl  opinion  fpeak, 
And  want  afflict,  and  ficknefs  break, 
And  anger  burn,  dejection  chill, 
And  joy  diftract,  and  forrow  kill. 
Till,  arm'd  by'Care,  and  t-iUght  to 
Time  draws  the  long  deftrucxiye 
And  waft-cd  man,  wln.fc  quick  decay 
Comes  hurrying  on  before  his  day, 
Shall  cnly  find  by  this  decree, 
The  foul  flies  fooner  back  to  me. 


IMITATION  OF  SOME  FRENCH  VERSES. 

RELENTLESS  time  !  deilroying  power, 

Whom  ftone  and  brafs  obey, 
Who  giv'ft  to  every  flying  hour 

To  work  ibme  new  decay ; 

Unheard,  unheeded,  andunfeent 

Thy  lecret  faps  prevail, 
And  ruin  man,  a  nice  machine, 

By  nature  form'd  to  fail. 

My  change  arrives ;  the  change  I  meet, 

Before  I  th  ught  it  nigh. 
My  fprinjr,  my  years  of  pleafure  fleet, 

And  all  their  beauties  die, 
•      B 
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In  age  I  fearch,  and  only  find 

A  poor  unfruitful  gain, 
Grave  wifdom  (talking  flow  behind, 

Opprels'd  with  loads  of  pain. 

My  ignorance  could  once  beguile, 

And  fancy'd  joys  infpire ; 
My  errors  cherifh'd  hope  to  Imile 

On  newly  born  defire. 

But  now  experience  fhews,  the  blifs 

For  which  I  fondly  fought 
Not  worth  the  long  impatient  wifh, 

And  ardour  of  the  thought. 

My  youth  met  fortune  fair  array'd, 

In  all  her  pomp  (he  fhone, 
And  might  perhaps  have  well  efTay'd 

To  make  her  gifts  my  own  : 

But  when  I  faw  the  bleffings  fhower 

On  fome  unworthy  mind, 
I  left  the  chace,  and  own'd  the  power 

Was  juftly  painted  blind. 

I  pafs'd  the  glories  which  adorn 
The  fplendid  courts  of  kings, 

And  while  the  perfons  mov'd  my  fcorn, 
I  rofe  to  fcorn  the  things. 

My  manhood  felt  a  vigorous  fire 
By  love  encreas'd  the  more  ; 

But  years  with  coming  years  confpire 
To  break  the  chains  1  wore. 

In  weaknefs  fafe,  the  fex  I  fee 

With  idle  luftre  fhine ;  » 

For  what  are  all  their  joys  to  me, 
Which  cannot  now  be  mine  ? 

But  hold — I  feel  my  gout  decreafc, 

My  troubles  laid  to  reft, 
And  truths  which  would  difturb  my  peace 

Are  painful  truths  at  beft. 

Vainly  the  time  I  have  to  roll 

In  fad  reflection  flies ; 
Ye  fondling  paflions  of  my  foul ! 

Ye  fweet  deceits  1  arife. 

I  wifely  change  the  fcene  within, 
To  things  that  us'd  to  pleafc  ; 

In  pain,  philofophy  is  fpleen, 
In  health,  'tis  only  eal'e. 


A  NIGHT-PIECE  ON  DEATH. 

BY  the  blue  taper's  trembling  light, 
No  more  I  wafte  the  wakeful  night, 
Intent  with  endlels  view  to  pore 
The  fchoolmen  and  the  fages  o'er  : 
Their  books  from  wifdom  widely  ftray, 
Or  point  at  beft  the  longeft  way. 


I'll  feek  a  readier  path,  and  go 
Where  wifdom's  furely  taught  below. 
How  deep  yon  azure  dyes  the  flcy  ! 
Where  orbs  of  gold  unmmiber'd  lie, 
While  through  their  ranks  in  filvcr  pride 
The  nether  crefcent  fcems  to  glide. 
The  flumh:  ring  breeze  forgets  to  breathe, 
The  lake  is  fmooth  and  clear  beneath, 
Where  onc:c  again  the  fpangled  fhow 
Defceiith  to  meet  our  eyes  below. 
The  grounds,  which  on  the  right  afpire. 
In  dimneis  from  the  view  retire  : 
The  left  prefents  a  place  of  graves, 
Whofe  wall  the  filent  water  laves. 
That  fteeple  guides  thy  doubtful  fight 
Among  the  livid  gleams  of  night. 
There  pafs  with  melancholy  ftate 
By  all  the  folemn  heaps  of  fate, 
And  think,  as  foftly-fad  you  tread 
Above  the  venerable  dead, 
Time  -was,  Hie  tkce,  they  lifefojjtjl, 
And  timejball  be,  that  tboujbalt  reft. 

Thofe  with  bending  ofier  bound, 
That  namelefs  have  the  crumbled  ground, 
Quick  to  the  glancing  thought  difclofe, 
Where  toil  and  poverty  repofe. 

The  flat  fmooth  ftones  that  bear  a  name, 
The  chiffel's  {lender  help  to  fame 
(Which  ere  our  fet  of  friends  decay 
Their  frequent  fteps  may  wear  away) ; 
A  middle  race  of  mortals  own, 
Men,  half  ambitious,  all  unknown. 

The  marble  tombs  that  rife  on  high, 
Whofe  dead  in  vaulted  arches  lie, 
Whofe  pillars  fvvell  with  fculptur'd  ftones, 
Arms,  angels,  epitaphs,  and  bones, 
Thefe,  all  the  poor  remains  of  ftate, 
Adorn  the  rich,  or  pratfe  the  great ; 
Who,  while  on  earth  in  fame  they  live, 
Are  fenfelefsof  the  fame  they  give. 

Ha  !  while  I  gaze,  pale  Cynthia  fades, 
The  burfting  earth  unveils  the  fhadcs  1 
All  flow,  and  wan,  and  wrap'd  with  fhrouu:, 
They  rife  in  vifionary  crowd?, 
And  all  with  fober  accent  cry, 
Think,  mortal,  iuhat  it  is  tu  t'ie. 

Now  from  yon  black  and  funeral  yew, 
That  bathes  the-  charnel-houfe  with  dew, 
Methinks,  I  hear  a  voice  begin  ; 
(Ye  ravens,  ceafe  your  croaking  din, 
Ye  tolling  clocks,  no  time  refound 
O'er  the  long  lake  and  midnight  ground  '.) 
It  fenda  a  peal  of  hollow  groans, 
Thus  fpcaking  from  among  the  bone*. 

When  men  my  fcythe  and  darts  fupply, 
How  great  a  king  of  fear  a  am  I  ! 
They  view  me  like  the  laft  of  things ; 
They  make,  and  then  they  draw,  my  firings 
Fools  !  if  you  lefs  provok'd  your  fears, 
No  more  my  fpedre  form  appears. 
Death's  but  a  path  that  muft  be  trod, 
If  man  would  ever  pafs  to  God: 
A  port  of  calms,  a  ftate  to  cafe 
From  the  rough  rage  of  fwelling  feas. 
Why  then  thy  flowing  fable  ftoles, 
Deep  pendant  cyprefs,  mourning  poles, 


I,opfe  'raris  to  tail  a'J>\v;.r;  ';iy  weeds, 
.Long  pulls,  drawn  hearfes,  tover'd  ftecds, 
And  plumes  of  black,  thar,  as  they  tread, 
Nod  o'er  the  Tcutcheons  of  the  dead  ? 

Nor  can  the  parted  boc'y  know, 
Nor  wants  the  foul,  thefe  forms  of  woe  ; 
As  men  who  long  in  pnfon  dwell, 
With  lamp*  that  glimmer  round  the  cell, 
Whene'er  their  fuffering  years  are  run, 
Spring  forth  to  greet  the  glittering  fun : 
Such  joy,  though  far  tra'nfcending  fenfe, 
Have  pious  fouls  at  parting  hence. 
On  earth,  and  in  the  body  plac'd, 
A  few,  and  evil  years,  they  wafte  : 
But  when  their  chains  are  caft  afide, 
See  the  glad  fcene  unfolding  wide, 
Ciap  the  glad  wing,  and  tower  away, 
Aed' mingle  with  the  blaze  of  day. 


HYMN  TO  CONTENTMENT, 

L'ovELt",  falling  peace  of  mind  '. 
Sweet  delight  or  human  kind  '. 
Heavenly  born,  and  bred  on  high, 
To  crown  the  favourites  of  the  iky 
With  more  of  happinefs  beluw, 
Than  victors  in  a  triumph  know  ! 
Whither,  O  whither  art  thou  fled, 
To  lay  thy  meek  contented  head ; 
What  happy  region  doft  thou  pleafe 
To  make  the  f«t  of  calms  and  eafc  ! 

Ambition  Marches  all  its  fphere 
Of  pomp  and  ftate,  to  meet  thee  there. 
Fncreafing  avarice  would  find 
Thy  prefencc  in  i:s  gold  inlhrin'd. 
The  bold  adventurer  ploughs  his  way, 
Through  rocks  amidft  the  foaming  fea, 
To  gain  thy  love;  and  (lien  perceives 
Thou  wert  not  in  the  rocks  and  waves. 
The  filent  hearr,  which  grief  affails, 
Treads  foft  and  lonefome  o'er  the  vales, 
Sees  daifies  open,  rivers  run, 
And  feeks  (as  I  have  vainly  done) 
Amufing  thought ;  but  learns  to  know 
That  folitude's  the  nurfe  of  woe. 
No  real  happinefs  is  found 
In  trailing  purple  o'er  the  ground  : 
Or  in  a  foul  exalted  high, 
To  range  the  circuit  of  the  Iky, 
Converfe  with  ftars  above,  and  know 
All  nature  in  its  forms  below ; 
The  reft  it  feeks,  in  fceking  dies, 
And  doub's  at  laft,  for  knowledge,  rife. 

Lovely,  lading  peace,  appear  '. 
This  world  itfelf,  if  thou  art  here, 
Is  once  again  with  Eden  bleft, 
And  man  contains  it  in  his  breaft. 

"Twas  thus,  as  under  fhade  I  flood, 
[  fung  my  wifbes  to  the  wood, 
And,  loft  in  thought,  no  more  percciv'd 
IThe  branches  whifper  as  they  wav'd  : 
Ht  feem'd  as  all  the  quiet  place 
Coafefs'd  the  prefence  of  his  grace. 


When  thus  {he  fpoke — Go  rule  thy  will, 
Bid  thy  wild  palfions  all  be  ftill, 
Know  God — and  bring  thy  heart  to  know 
The  joys  which  from  religion  flow  : 
Then  every  grace  (hall  prove  itsgueft, 
Arid  I'll  be  there  to  crown  the  reft. 

Oh  !  by  yonder  mofly  leaf, 
In  my  hours  of  fweet  retreat, 
Might  I  thus  my  foul  employ, 
With  fenfe  of  gratitude  and  joy  : 
Rais'd  as  ancient  prophets  were, 
In  heavenly  vifion,  praife,  and  prayer  ; 
Pleafing  all  men,  hurting  none, 
Pieas'd  and  blefs'd  with  God  alone  : 
Then  while  the  gardens  take  my  fight, 
With  all  the  colours  of  delighr; 
While  filver  waters  glide  along, 
To  pleafe  my  ear,  and  court  my  fong  : 
I'll  lift  my  voice,  ai;d  tune  my  firing, 
And  thee,  great  fource  of  nature,  fii\g. 

The  fun  that  walks  his  airy  way, 
To  light  the  world,  and  give  the  day ; 
The  moon  that  ihincs  with  borrow'd  light; 
The  flars  that  gild  the  gloomy  night; 
The  feas  that  roll  unnumbcr'd  waves ; 
The  wood  that  fpreads  its  fhady  leaves; 
The  field  whofe  ears  conceal  the  grain, 
The  yellow  treafure  of  the  plain  ; 
All  of  thefe,  and  all  I  fee, 
Should  be  fung,  and  fung  by  me  : 
They  fpeak  their  Maker  as  they  can, 
But  want  and  aflc  the  tongue  of  man. 

Go  fearch  among  your  idle  dreams, 
Your  bufy  or  your  vain  extremes  ; 
And  find  a  life  of  equal  blifs, 
Or  own  the  next  begun  in  thi;. 


THE    HERMIT. 

FAR  in  a  wild,  unknown  to  public  view, 
From  youth  to  age  a  reverend  hermit  grew; 
The  mcfs  his  bed,  the  cave  his  humble  cell, 
His  food  the  fruits,  his  drink  the  cryftal  well : 
Remote  from  men,  with  God  he  pafs'd  the  daye, 
Prayer  all  his  bufmels,  all  his  pleafure  praife. 

A  life  fo  fa:red,  fuch  fetene  repofe, 
Seem'd  heaven  itfelf,  till  one  fuggcftion  rofe; 
That  vice  fhould  triumph,  virtue  vice  obey, 
This  fprung  fome  doubt  of  Providence's  fway  : 
His  hopes  no  more  a  certain  profpeft  boaft, 
And  all  the  tcnour  of  his  foul  is  loft  : 
So  when  a  fmooth  expanfe  receives  impreft 
Calm  nature's  image  on  its  watery  breaft, 
Down  bend  the  banks,  the  trees  depending  grow, 
And  flcies  beneath  with  anfwering  colours  glow  : 
But  if  a  (lone  the  gentle  fea  divide, 
Swift  ruffling  circles  curl  on  every  fide, 
And  glimmering  fragments  of  a  broken  fun, 
Banks,  trees,  and  ikies,  in  thick  diforder  run. 

To  clear  this  doubt,  to  know  the  world  by  fight, 
To  find  if  books,  or  fwains,  report  it  right, 
(For  yet  by  fwains  alone  the  world  he  knew, 
Whofe  ftet  tame  wandering  o'er  the  nightly  dew) 
Bij 


THE   WORKS    OF    PARNELL. 


He  quits  his  cell ;  the  pilgram  ftaff  he  bore, 
And  fix'd  the  fcallop  in  his  hat  before ; 
Then  with  the  fun  a  rifing  journey  went, 
fiedate  to  think,  and  watching  each  event. 

The  morn  was  wafted  in  the  pathlefs  graft, 
And  long  and  lonefome  was  the  wild  to  pafs ; 
But  when  the  fouthern  fun  had  warm'd  the  day, 
A  youth  came  porting  o'er  a  eroding  way; 
His  raiment  decent,  his  complexion  fair, 
And  foft  in  graceful  ringlets  wav'd  his  hair. 
Then  near  approaching,  Father,  hail  1  he  cry'd, 
And  hail,  my  fon,  the  reverend  fire  reply'd  ; 
"Words  follow'd    words,   from    queftion    aufwer 

flow'd, 

And  talk  of  various  kind  deceiv'd  the  road ; 
Till  each  with  other  pleas'd,  and  loth  to  part, 
\Vhile  in  their  age  they  differ,  join  in  heart. 
Thusftands  an  aged  elm  in  ivy  bound, 
Thus  youthful  ivy  clafps  an  elm  around. 

Now  funk  the  fun  ;  the  clofing  hour  of  day 
Came  onward,  mantled  o'er  with  fobrr  grey; 
Nature  in  iilence  bid  the  world  repofe ; 
"When  near  the  road  a  (lately  palace  rofe  :        [pafs, 
There,  by  the  moon,  through  ranks  of  trees  they 
Whofe  verdure  crown'd  their  Hoping  fides  of  grafs. 
It  chanc'd  the  noble  mafter  of  the  dome 
Still   made    his   houfe    the    wandering   flranger's 

home  : 

Yet  ftill  the  kindnefs,  from  a  thirft  of  praife, 
Prov'd  the  vain  flourifh  of  expenfive  cafe. 
The  pair  arrive  :  the  livery'd  fervants  wait; 
The,ir  lord  receives  them  at  the  pompous  gate. 
The  table  groans  with  coftly  piles  of  food, 
And  all  is  more  than  hofpitably  good. 
Then  led  to  reft,  the  day's  long  toil  they  drown, 
Deep  funk  in  ileep,  and  filk,  and  heaps  of  down. 
At  length  'ti*  morn,  and  at  the  dawn  of  day, 
Along  the  wide  canals  the  zephyrs  play  : 
Frefh  o'er  the  gay  parterres  the  breezes  creep, 
And  (hake  the  neighbouring  wood  to  banifli  fleep. 
Up  rife  the  guefts,  obedient  to  the  call : 
An  early  banquet  deck'd  the  fplendid  hall ; 
Rich  lufcious  wine  a  golden  goblet  grac'd, 
Which  the  kind  mafter  forc'd  the  guefts  totafte. 
Then,  fleas' d  and  thankful,  from  the  porch  they 

go; 

And, but  the  landlord,  none  had  canfeof  woe; 

His  cup  wasvanifh'd;  for  in  fecret  guife 

The  younger  gueft  purloin'd  the  glittering  prize. 

As  one  who  fpies  a  ferpent  in  his  way, 
GliftcninjT  and  balking  in  the  fummer  ray, 
Diforder'd  flops  to  fhun  the  danger  near, 
Then  walks  with  fatntnefs    on,    and  looks  with 

fear ; 

So  fe*m'd  the  fire;  when  far  upon  the  road, 
The  (Tuning  fpoil  his  wiley  partner  fhow'd. 
He  ftop'd  with  filence,  walk'd  with  trembling 

heart, 

And  much  he  wifli'd,  but  durft  not  aik  to  part : 
Murmuring  he  lifts  his  eyes,  and  thinks  it  hard, 
That  generous  actions  meet  a  bafe  reward. 

While  thus  they  paf?,  the  fun  his  glory  fhrouds, 
The  changing  flats  hang  out  their  fable  clouds; 
A  found  in  air  prefag'd  approaching  rain, 
And  bealb  to  cuvui  feud  acrof*  the  plain. 


Warn'd  by  the  figns,  the  wandering  pair  retread, 
To  feek  for  fhelter  at  a  neighbouring  feat. 
'  Twas  built  with  turrets,  on  a  rifing  ground, 
And  ftrong,  and  large,  and  unimprov'd  around; 
Its  owner's  temper,  timorous  and  fevere, 
Unkind  and  griping,  caus'd  a  defert  there. 

As  near  the  mifer's  heavy  doors  they  drew, 
Fierce  rifing  gulls  with  fudden  fury  blew; 
The  nimble  lightning  mix'd  with  (bowers  began, 
And  o'er  their  heads  loud  rolling  thunders  ran. 
Here  long  they  knock,  but  knock  or  call  in  vain, 
Driven  by  the  wind,  and  batter' d  by  the  rain. 
At  length  fome  pity  warm'd  the  mafter's  breaft 
('  ['was  then  his  threfhold  firft  receiv'd  a  gueft) ; 
Slow  creeking  turns  the  door  with  jealous  care, 
And  half  he  welcomes  in  the  fhivcring  pair; 
One  frugal  faggot  lights  the  naked  walls, 
And  nature's  fervour  through  their  limb*  recall", : 
Bread  of  the  coarfeft  fort,  with  eager  wine, 
(Each  hardly  granted)  ferv'd  them  both  to  dine; 
And  when  the  tempeft  firft  appear'd  to  ceafe, 
A  ready  warning  bid  them  part  in  peace. 

With  ftill  remark  the  pondering  hermit  view'd, 
In  one  fo  rich,  a  life  fo  poor  and  rude  ; 
And  why  (hould  fuch,  within  himfelf  he  cry'd, 
Lock  the  loft  wealth  a  thoufand  want  befide  ? 
But  what  new  marks  of  wonder  foon  took  place, 
In  every  fettling  feature  of  his  face  ; 
When  from  his  veft  the  young  companion  bore 
That  cup,  the  generous  landlor'down'd  before, 
And  paid  profufely  with  the  precious  bowl 
The  ftinted  kindnefs  of  this  churlifti  foul. 

But  now  the  clouds  in  airy  tumult  fly  ; 
The  fun  emerging  opes  an  azure  Iky; 
A  frefher  green  the  fmelling  leavesdifplay, 
And,  glittering  as  they  tremble,  cheer  the  day: 
The  weather  courts  them  from  the  poor  retreat, 
And  the  glad  mafter  bolts  the  wary  gate. 

Whiie  hence  they  walk,  the  pilgrim's  bofom 

wrought 

With  all  the  travel  of  uncertain  thought; 
His  partner's  a<fts  without  their  caule  appear, 
Twas  there  a  vice,  and  feem'd  a  madnels  here  : 
Detefting  that,  and  pitying  this,  he  goes, 
Loft  and  confounded  with  the  various  (hows. 

Now  night's  dim  (hades  again  involve  the  iky,  "^ 
Again  the  wanderers  want  a  place  to  lie,  > 

Again  they.fearch,  and  find  a  lodging  nigh.        j 
The  foil  improv'd  around,  the  manfion  neat, 
And  neither  poorly  low,  nor  idly  great  : 
It  feem'd  to  fpeak  its  mafter's  turn  of  mind, 
Content,  and  not  to  praife,  but  virtue  kind. 

Hither  the  walkers  turn  with  weary  feet, 
Then  blefs  the  manfion,  and  the  mafter  greet : 
Their  greeting  fair,  beftow'd  with  mo-.'.dl  guile, 
The  courteous  mafter  hears,  and  thi:^  replies : 

Without  a  vain,  without  a  gmdging  heart, 
To  him  who  gives  us  all,  1  yield  a  part ; 
From  him  you  come,  for  him  accept  it  here, 
A  frank  and  fober,  more  than  coftly  cheer. 
He  fpok'e,  and  bid  the  welcome  table  fprcaJ, 
Then  talk  of  virtue  till  the  time  of  i>cd, 
When  the  grave  houfehold  round  his  hall  repair, 
Warn'd   by  a   bell,    and    tlof:    th*    iwirs   \ 
prayer, 


POEM     S. 


At  length  the  world,  rencw'd  hy  calm  repofe, 
Was  ftrong  for  toil,  the  dappled  morn  arofe ; 
Before  the  pilgrims  part,  the  younger  crept, 
Near  the  clos'd  cradle  where  an  infant  flept, 
And  writh'd  his  neck  :  the  landlord's  little  pride, 
O  ftrange  return !    grew  black,  and  gafp'd,  and 

dy'd. 

Horror  of  horrors !  what '.  his  only  fon  ! 
How  look'd  our  hermit  when  the  facl:  was  done  ; 
Not  hell,  though  hell's  black  jaws  in  funder  part, 
And  breathe  blue  fire,  could  more  affault  his  heart. 

Confus'd,  and  ftruck  with  filence  at  the  deed, 
rle  flies,  but  trembling  fails  to  fly  with  fpeed. 

is  fteps  the  youth  purfues ;  the  country  lay 
?erplex'd  with  roads,  a  fervant  fhow'd  the  way  : 
A  river  crofs'd  the  path ;  the  paflage  o'er 
Was  nice  to  find  ;  the  fervant  trod  before ; 
,-ong  arms  of  oaks  an  open  bridge  fupply'd, 
And  deep  the  waves  beneath  the  bending  glide. 
The  youth,  who  feem'd  to  watch  a"  time  to  fin, 
Approach'd  the  carelefs  guide,  and  thruft  him  in  ; 
Plunging  he  falls,  and  riling  lifts  his  head, 
Then  flafhing  turns,  and  finks  among  the  dead. 
Wild,  fparkling  rage  inflames  the  father's  eyes, 
c  burfts  the  bands  of  fear,  and  madly  cries, 
3etefted  wretch  ! — But  fcarce  his  fpeech  began, 
en  the  ftrange  partner  feem'd  no  longer  man  : 
youthful  face  grew  more  ferenely  fweet  j 
iis  robe  turn'd  white,  and  flow'd  upon  his  feet ; 
rair  rounds  of  radiant  poi»ts  inveft  his  hair; 
>leftial  odours  breathe  through  purpled  air  ; 
And  wings,  whofe  colours  glitter'd  on  the  day, 
Wide  at  his  hack  their  gradual  plumes  difplay. 
The  form  etherial  burft  upon  his  fight, 
And  moves  in  all  the  majefty  of  light. 

Though  loud  at  firft  the  pilgrim's  pafiion  grew, 
Sudden  he  gaz'd,  and  wift  not  what  to  do ; 
Surprife  in  fecret  chains  his  words  fufpends, 
And  in  a  calm  his  fettling  temper  ends. 
But  filence  here  the  beauteous  angel  broke 
The  voice  of  mufic  raviih'd  as  he  fpoke).    . 
Thy    prayer,  thy    praife,  thy  life  to  vice  unr 

known, 

n  fweet  memorial  rife  before  the  throne  : 
Thefe  charms,  fuccefs  in  our  bright  region  find, 
And  force  an  angel  down,  to  calm  thy  mind; 
<oi  this,  commiflion'd,  I  forfook  the  Iky, 
Nay,  ceafe  to  kneel — Thy  fellow-fervant  I. 

Then  know  the  truth  of  government  divine, 
And  let  thefc  fcruples  be  no  longer  thine. 

The  Maker  juftly  claims  that  world  he  made, 
In  this  the  right  of  Providence  is  laid  ; 
ts  facred  majefty  through  all  depends 
)n  ufing  fecond  means  to  work  his  ends : 
Tis  thus,  withdrawn  in  flate  from  human  eye, 
The  Power  exerts  his  attributes  on  high, 
four  actions  ufes  nor  controls  your  will, 
,\nd  bids  the  doubting  ions  of  men  be  ftill. 
What   ftrange    events    can    ftrike   with  more 

furpriie, 

hjin  thofe  which  lately  ftruck  thy  wondering  eyes? 
Sfet,  taught  by  thefe,  confefs  th'  Almighty  juft, 
A.nd  where  you  can't  unriddle,  learn  to  truft  ! 

The  great,  vain  man,  who  far'd  on  coftly  food, 
RThofs  life  was  too  luxurious  to  be  good  j 


Who  matle  his  ivory  ftanJs  with  goblets  fliine, 
And  forc'd  his  guefts  to  morning  draughts  of  wine, 
Has,  with  the  cup,  the  gracelefs  cuftom  lott, 
And  ftill  he  welcomes,  but  with  lefs  of  coft. 

The  mean,  fufpicious  wretch,  whofe  bolted  door 
Ne'er  mov'd  in  duty  to  the  wandering  poor  ; 
With  bim  I  left  the  cup,  to  teach  his  mind 
Tiiat  heaven  can  blefs,  if  mortals  will  be  kind. 
Confcious  of  wanting  worth,  he  views  the  bowl, 
And  feels  compaffion  touch  his  grateful  foul. 
Thus  artifts  melt  the  fullen  ore  of  lead, 
With  heaping  coals  of  fire  upon  its  head  ; 
In  the  kind  warmth  the  metal  learns  to  glow, 
And  loofe  from  drofs  the  filver  runs  below. 

Long  had  our  pious  friend  in  virtue  trod, 
But  now  the  child  half  wean'd  his  heart  from  Godj 
(Child  of  his  age)  for  him  he  liv'd  in  pain, 
And  meafur'd  back  his  fteps  to  earth  again. 
To  what  exceffes  had  his  dotage  run  ? 
But  God,  to  fave  the  father,  took  the  fop. 
To  all  but  thee,  in  fits  he  feem'd  to  go, 
(And  'twas  my  miniftry  to  deal  the  blow) 
The  poor  fund  parent,  humbled  in  the  duli, 
Now  owns  in  tears  the  punifliment  was  juft. 

But  now  had  all  his  fortune  felt  a  wrack, 
Had  that  faife  fervant  fped  in  fafety  back  ; 
This  night  his  treafur'd  heaps  he  meant  to  fteal, 
And  what  a  fund  of  charity  would  fail ! 
Thus  Heaven  inftrucls  thy  mind  :  this  trial  o'er, 
Depart  in  peace,  refign,  and  fin  no  more. 

On  founding  pinions  here  the  youth  withdrew, 
The  fage  ftood  wondering  as  the  (eraph  flew. 
Thus  look'd  Elifha  when,  to  mount  oa  high, 
His  mafter  took  the  chariot  of  the  fky ; 
The  fiery  pomp  afcendiiig  left  to  view  ; 
The  prophet  gaz'd,  and  wiih'd  to  follow  too. 

The  bending  hermit  here  a  prayer  begun, 
Lord !  ss  in  heaven,  on  earth  tljy  ivill  Ic  done  : 
T,hen,  gladly  turning,  fought  his  ancient,  place, 
A,nd  pafs'd  a  life  of  piety  and  peace. 


PIETY,  OR  THE  VISION. 

'TWAS  when  the  night  in  filent  fable  fled, 
When  cheerful  morning  fprung  with  rifing  red, 
When  dreams  and  vapours  leave  to  crowd  the  brain; 
And  beft  the  vifion  draws  its  heavenly  fcene  ; 
"Twas  then,  as  {lumbering  on  my  couch  I  lay, 
A  fudden  fplendor  feem'd  to  kindle  day, 
A  breeze  came  breathing  in  a  fweet  perfume, 
Blown  from  eternal  gardens,  fill'd  the  room  ;. 
And  in  a  void  of  blue,  that  clouds  inveft, 
Appear'd  a  daughter  of  the  realms  of  reft ; 
Her  head  a  ring  of  golden  glory  wore, 
Her  honour'd  hand  the  facred  volume  bore, 
Her  raiment  glittering  feem'd  a  filver  white, 
And  all  her  fweet  companions  fons  of  light. 

Straight  as  I  gaz'd,  my  fear  and  wonder  grew, 
Fear  barr'd  my  voice,  and  wonder  fix'd  my  view  j 
When  lo  !  a  cherub  of  the  fhining  crowd 
That  fail'd  as  guardian  in  her  azure  cloud, 
Fann'd  the  fot't  air,  and  downwards  feem'd  to  glide,. 
And  to  my  lips  a  living  coal  apply'*!. 
B  iij 
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Then  while  the  warmth  o'er  all  my  pulfes  ran 
DifFufing  comfort,  thus  the  maid  began  : 

"  Where  glorious  manfions  are  prepar'd  above, 
"  The  feats  of  mufic,  and  the  feats  oi  love, 
"Thence  I  defcend,  and  Piety  my  name, 
"  To  warm  thy  bofnm  with  celeAial  flame, 
"  To  teach  thee  pra.fes  mix'd  with  humble  prayere, 
«*  And  tune  thy  foul  to  fir.g  feraphic  airs. 
"  Be  thou  my  bard."     A  vial  here  fhe  caught 
(An  angel's  hand  the  cryftal  vial  brought); 
And  as  with  awful  found  the  word  was  f*id, 
She  pour'd  a  facred  unction  on  my  head  ; 
Then  thus  proceeded  :  "  Be  thy  mufe  thy  zeal, 
"  Dare  to  be  good  and  all  my  j^ys  reveal. 
"  While  other  pencils  flattering  forms  crtate, 
"  And  paint  the  gaudy  plumes  that  deck  the  great ; 
While  other  pen?  exalt  the  vain  delight, 
Whofe  wafteful  revel  wakes  the  depth  of  night ; 
Or  others  foftly  fing  in  idle  lines 
'  How  Damon  couits,  or  Amaryllis  fhines ; 
'  More  wifely  thou  felect  a  theme  divine, 
'  Fame  is  their  recompence,  'tis  heaven  is  thine. 

Defpife  the  raptures  of  difcorded  fire, 
"  Where  wine,  or  paffion,  or  applaufe  infpire 
"  Low  reftlefs  life,  and  ravings  born  of  earth, 
"  Whofe  meaner  fubject«  fpeak  their  humbletirth, 
"  Like  working   feas,  that,  when   loud  winters 

"  blow, 

"  Not  made  for  rifing,  only  rage  below. 
"  Mine  is  a  warm  and  yet  a  lambent  heat, 
"  More  lafting  ftill,  as  more  intenfely  great, 
"  Produc'd  where  prayer,  and  praiff ,  and  pleafure 

"  breathe, 

"  And  ever  mounting  whence  it  fhot  beneath. 
<!  Unpaint  the  love,  that,  hovering  over  beds, 
"  From  glittering  pinions  guilty  pleafure  Iheds; 
*'  Reftore  the  colour  to  the  golden  mines 
"  With  which  behind  the  feather'd  idol  fhines; 
*'  To  flowering  greens  give   back   their  native 

"  care, 

*'  The  rofe  and  lily,  never  his  to  wear ; 
"  To  fweet  Arabia  fend  the  balmy  breath ; 
"  Strip  the  fair  flefh,  and  call  the  phantom  death  : 
"  His  bow  he  fabled  o'er,  his  fhafts  the  fame, 
51  And  fork  and  point  them  with  eternal  flame. 
"  But  urge  thy  powers,  thine  uunoft  voice  ad- 

"  vance, 

"  Make  the  loud  firings  againft  thy  fingers  dance : 
"  'Tis  love  that  angels  praife  and  men  adore, 
"  'Tis  love  divine  that  aiks  it  all  and  fnore. 
"  Fling  back  the  gates  of  ever-blazing  day, 
"  Pour  floods  of  liquid  light  to  gild  the  way ; 
"  And  all  in  glory  wrapt,  through  paths  untrod, 
"  Purfue  the  great  unfeen  defcent  of  God. 
"  Hail  the  meek  virgin,  bid  the  child  appear, 
"  The  child  is  God,  and  call  him  Jefug  here. 
"  He  comes,  but  where  to  reft  ?  A  manger's  nigh, 
"  Make  the  great  Being  in  a  manger  lie  ; 
"  Fill  the  wide  fky  with  angels  on  the  wing, 
"  Make  thoufands  gaze,  and  make  ten  thoufand 

"  fing ; 

"  Let  men  afflict  him,  men  he  came  to  fave, 
4<  And  ftill  afflict  him  till  he  reach  the  grave ; 
"  Make  him  refign'd,  his  loads  of  forrow  meet, 
ct  And  me,  like  Mary,  weep  beneath  his  feet ; 


"   I'll  bathe  my  trcflcs  the.re,  my  prayers  reheaffe, 
"   And  glide  in  flame*  ol"  love  along  my  verfe. 

'•   Ah !  while  1  fpeak,  1  feel  my  hofom  iwell, 
''  IVly  raptures  fmother  what  I  long  to  tell. 
"  'Tis  God  !  a  prefent  God  !  through  cleaving  air 
"  I  fee  the  throne,  and  fee  the  Jefus  the»e 
"  Plac'd  on  the  right.     He  fhews  the  wounds  he 

bore 

"   (My  fervours  oft  have  won  him  thus  before) : 
"   How  pleao'd  he  looks  1  my  words  have  reach'd 

"  his  ear ; 

"  He  bids  the  gates  unbar;  and  calls  me  near." 
She  ceas'd.     The  cloud  on  which  fhe  feetn'd  to 

tread 

Its  curls  unfolded,  and  around  her  fpre^d  ; 
Bright  angels  waft  their  wings  to  raife  the  cloud, 
And  fweep  their  ivory  lutes,  and  fing  aloud  ; 
The  fcene  moves  off,  while  all  its  ambient  fky 
Is  turn'd  to  wondrous  mufic  as  they  fly; 
And  foft  the  fwelling  founds  of  mufic  grow, 
And  faint  their  foftnefs,  till  they  fail  below. 

My  downy  fleep  the  warmth  of  Phoebus  broke, 
And  while  my  thoughts  were  fettling,  thus  I  fpoke. 
Thou  beauteous  vifion  !  on  the  foul  imprefj'd, 
When  moft  my  reafon  would  appear  to  reft, 
'Twas  fure  with  pencils  dipt  in  various  lights 
Some  curious  angel  limn'd  thy  facred  fights; 
From  blazing  funs  his  radiant  gold  he  drew, 
While  moons  the  filver  gave,  and  air  the  blue. 
I'll  mount  the  roving  winds  expanded  wing, 
And  feek  the  facred  hill,  and  light  to  fing; 
('Tis  known  in  Jewry  well)  I'll  make  my  lays, 
Obedient  to  thy  fummons,  found  with  praife. 
But  ftill  I  fear,  unvvarm'd  with  holy  flame, 
I  take  for  truth  the  flatteries  of  a  dream ; 
And  barely  wifh  the  wondrous  gift  I  boaft, 
And  faintly  pradife  what  deferves  it  moft. 

Indulgent  Lord  !   whofe  gracious  love  difplays 
Joy  in  the  light,  and  fills  the  dark  with  eafe  ! 
Be  this,  to  blefs  my  days,  no  dream  of  blifs ; 
Or  be,  to  blefs  the  nights,  my  dreams  like  this. 


BACCHUS; 

OR, 
"THE  DRUNKEN  METAMORPHOSIS. 

As  Bacchus,  ranging  at  his  kifure, 

(Jolly  Bacchus,  king  of  pleafure  !) 

Charm'd  the  wide  world  with  drink  and  dances, 

And  all  his  thcufand  airy  fancies, 

Alas  !   he  quite  forge, t  the  while 

His  favourite  vines  in  Lefbos  ifle. 

The  god,  returning  ere  they  dy'd, 
Ah  1  fee  my  jolly  fauns,  he  cry'd, 
The  leaves  but  hardly  borne  are  red, 
And  the  bare  arms  fur  pity  fpread : 
The  beads  afford  a  rich  manure  ; 
Fly,  my  boys,  to  bring  the  cure; 
Up  the  mountains,  o'er  the  vales, 
Through  the  woods,  and  down  the  dales; 
For  this,  if  full  the  clufter  grow, 
Your  bowls  lhall  doubly  overflow. 
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So  cheer'd  with  more  officious  hafte 
They  bring  the  dung  of  every  beaft; 
The  loads  they  wheel,  the  roots  they  bare, 
They  lay  the  rich  manure  with  care  ; 
While  oft  he  calls  to  labour  hard, 
And  names  as  oft  the  red  reward. 

The  plants  refrefh'd,  new  leaves  appear, 
The  thickening  clufters  load  the  year ; 
The  feafon  fwiftly  purple  grew, 
The  grapes  hung  dangling  deep  with  blue* 

A  vineyard  ripe,  a  day  ferene 
Now  calls  them  all  to  work  again. 
The  fauns  through  every  furrow  fhoot 
To  load  their  flafkets  with  the  fruit ; 
And  now  the  vintage  early  trod, 
The  wines  invite  the  jovial  god. 

Strow  the  rofes,  raife  the  fong, 
See  the  mafter  comes  along  ; 
Lufty  revel  join'd  with  laughter, 
"Whim  and  frolic  follow  after  : 
The  fauns  afide  the  vats  remain, 
To  fhow  the  work,  and  reap  the  gain. 
All  ar«und,  and  all  around, 
They  fit  to  riot  on  the  ground ; 
A  veflel  Hands  amidft  the  ring, 
And  here  they  laugh,  and  there  they  fing  { 
Or  rife  a  jolly  jolly  band, 
Arfid  dance  about  it  hand  in  hand ; 
Dance  about,  and  Ihout  amain, 
Then  fit  to  laugh  and  fing  again. 
Thus  they  drink,  and  thus  they  play 
The  fun  and  all  their  wits  away. 

But,  as  an  ancient  author  fung, 
The  vine  manur'd  with  every  dung, 
From  every  creature  ftrangely  drew 
A  twang  of  brutal  nature  too  ; 
'Twas  hence  in  drinking  on  the  lawns 
New  turns  of  humour  feiz'd  the  fauns. 

Here  one  was  crying  out,  By  Jove  ! 
Another,  Fight  me  in  the  grove  ; 
This  wounds  a  friend,  and  that  the  trees  5 
The  lion's  temper  reign'd  in  thefe. 

Another  grins,  and  leaps  about, 
And  keeps  a  merry  world  of  lout, 
And  talks  impertinently  free, 
s\nd  twenty  ulk  the  fame  as  he  : 
Chattering,  idle,  airy,  kind  : 
Thefe  take  the  monkeys  turn  of  mind, 

Here  one,  that  law  the  nymphs  which  flood 
To  peep  upon  them  from  the  wood, 
Skulks  off  to  try  if  any  maid 
Be  lagging  late  beneath  the  lhadc; 
"While  loofe  difcouife  another  raifes 
In  naked  Nature's  plaineft  phrafes, 
And  every  glafs  he  drinks  enjoys, 
"Which  change  of  nonfenfe,  luft,  and  noife  j 
Mad  and  carelefs,  hot  and  vain  : 
Such  as  thefe  the  goat  retain. 

Another  drinks  and  cafts  it  up, 
And  drinks,  and  wants  another  cup; 
Solemn,  filent,  and  fedate, 
Ever  long,  and  ever  late, 
Full  of  meats,  and  full  of  wine  : 
This  takes  his  temper  from  the  fwinC. 

Here  fome  who  hardly  feem  to  breathe, 
Prink,  ^nd  hang  the  jaw  beneath. 


Gaping,  tender,  apt  to  weep  : 
Their  nature's  alter'd  by  the  fheep. 

Twas  thus  one  autumn  all  the  crew 
(If  what  the  poets  fay  be  true) 
While  Bacchus  made  the  merry  feaft, 
Inclin'd  to  one  or  other  bcaft : 
And  fince,  'tis  faid,  for  many  a  mile 
He  fpread  the  vines  of  Lelbos  ifle. 


THE  HORSE  AND  THE  OLIVE. 

WITH  moral  talc  let  ancient  wifdom  move, 
Whilft  thus  I  fing  to  make  the  moderns  wife. 

Strong  Neptune  once  with  fage  Minerva  ftrove, 
And  rifing  Athens  was  the  victor's  prize. 

By  Neptune,  Plutus  (guardian  power  of  gain)  ; 

By  great  Minerva,  bright  Apollo  flood  : 
But  Jove  fuperior  bade  the  fide  obtain, 

Which  beft  contriv'd  to  do  the  nation  good. 

Then  Neptune  flriking,  from  the  parted  ground 
Tho  warlike  horfe  came  pawing  on  the  plain, 

And  as  it  toft  its  mane,  and  pranc'd  around, 
By  this,  he  cries,  I'll  make  the  people  reign. 

The  goddefs,  fmiling,  gently  bow'd  her  fpear, 
And  rather  thus  they  fhall  be  blefs'd,  fhe  faid  : 

Then  upwards  fliooting  in  the  vernal  air, 

With  loaded  boughs  the  fruitful  olive  fpread. 

Jove  faw  what  gift  the  rural  powers  defign'd ; 

And  took  th"  impartial  fcales,  refolv'd  to  fhow, 
If  greater  blifs  in  warlike  pomp  we  find, 

Or  in  the  calm  which  peaceful  times  beftow. 

On  Neptune's  part  he  plac'd  victorious  days, 
Gay  trophies  won,  and  fame  extending  wide; 

But  plenty,  fafety,  fcience,  arts,  and  cafe, 

Minerva's  fcale  with  greater  weight  fupply'd. 

Fierce  war  devours  whom  gentle  peace   would 
favc : 

Sweet  peace  reftores  what  angry  war  deftroys  ; 
War  made  for  peace  with  that  rewards  the  brave, 

While  peace  its  plcafures  from  itfeif  enjoys. 

Hence  vanquifh'd  Neptune  to  the  fea  withdrew, 
Hence  wife  Minerva  rul'd  Athenian  lands  ; 

Her  Athens  hence  in  arts  and  honours  grew, 
And  ftill  her  olives  deck  pacific  hands. 

From  fables,  thus  difclos'd,  a  monarch's  mind 
May  form  juft  rules  to  choofe  the  truly  great, 

And  fubjecSs  weary'd  with  diftrtffes  find, 

Whole  kind  endeavours  moft  befriend  the  ftate. 

Ev'n  Britain  here  may  learn  to  place  her  love, 
If  cities  won  her  kingdom's  wealth  have  coft  ; 

If  Anna's  thoughts  the  patriot  fouls  approve, 
Whofe  care  refloie  that  wealth  the  wars  had 
loft. 

But  if  we  afk,  the  moral  to  difclofe, 
Whom  her  beft  patronefs  Europa  calls, 
Biiij 
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Great  Anna's  title  no  f  jccption  knows, 
And  unapply'd  in  this  the  fable  falls. 

With  her  nor  Neptune  or  Minerva  vies  : 

Whene'er  {he  pleas'd,  her  troops  to  conqueil 
flew; 

Whene'er  fhr  pleafe«,  peaceful  times  arife  : 
She  gave  the  horfe,  and  gives  the  olive  too, 


DR.  DONNE'S  THIRD  SATIRE  VERSIFIED. 

COMPASSION  checks  my  fpleen,  yet  fcorn  denies, 

The  tears  a  pafiage  through  my  fwelling  eyes  ; 

To  laugh  or  weep  at  fins,  might  idly  {how 

Unheedful  paffion,  or  unf'  nitful  woe. 

Satire  !  arife,  and  try  thy  (harper  ways, 

If  ever  farire  pur'd  an  clddifeafe. 

Is  not  Religion  (heaven-defcended  dame) 

As  worthy  all  our  foul's  devouteft.fiame, 

As  moral  virtue  in  her  early  fway, 

"When  the  heft  heathens  faw  by  doubtful  day  ? 

Are  not  the  joys,  the  promisM  joys  above, 

As  great  and  ftrong  to  var.quifh  earthly  love, 

As  earthly  glory,  fame,  refj  tcl,  and  fhow, 

As  all  rewards  their  virtue  found  below  ? 

Alas  !  religion  proper  means  prepares, 

Thefe  means  are  ours,  and  muft  its  end  be  theirs  ? 

And  {hall  thy  father's  fpirit  meet  the  fight 

Of  heathen  fages  cloth'd  in  heavenly  light, 

Whofe  merit  of  liricl  life,  feverely  fuited 

To  reafon's  dictates,  may  be  faith  imputed, 

Wh.il.ft  thon,  to  whom  he  taught  the  nearer  road, 

Art  ever  bamih'd  from  the  bleft  abode  ? 

Oh  :   if  thy  temper  fuch  a  fear  Can  find, 
This  fear  were  valour  of  the  noblefl  kind. 

Dar'ft  thou  provoke,  when  rebel  fouls  afpirc, 
Thy  Maker's  vengeance,  and  thy  Monarch's  ire, 
Or  live  entomb'd  in  fhips,  thy  leader's  prey, ' 
Sp<<il  of  the  war,  the  famine,  or  the  ft-a  ; 
In  fearch  of  pearl,  in  depth  of  ocean  breathe, 
Or  live,  exil'd  the  fun,  in  mines  beneath, 
Or,  where  in  tempefts  icy  mountains  roll, 
Attempt  a  patiage  by  the  northern  pole  ? 
Or  dar'ft  thou  parch  within  the  fires  of  Spain, 
Or  burn  beneath  the  line,  f.-r  Indian  gain  ? 
Or  for  fome  idol  of  thy  fancy  draw  [ftraw  ? 

Some  loofe-gown'd   dame ;    O  courage  made    of 
Thus,  defperate  coward,  would'ft  thoa  bokl  ap 
pear, 

Yet  when  thy  God  has  plac'd  thee  centry  here, 
To  thy  own  foes,  to  his,  ignoble  yield ; 
And  leave,  for  wars  forbid,  th*  appointed  field  ? 

Know  thy'  own  fo<;s ;  th'  apoilate  angel ;  he 
You  ilrive  to  pleui'e,  the  formotl  of  the  three ; 
He  makes  the  pieafures  of  his  realm  the  bait, 
But  can  he  give  for  love  that  acls  in  hate  ? 
The  world's  thy  fccond  love,  thy  fecosd  foe, 
The  world,  whole  beauties  periih  as  they  blow, 
They  fly,  {he  fades  herielf,  and  at  the  beft, 
You  grafp  a  wither'd  ftrumpet  to  your  hrcufl; 
The  flefli  is  ncxf,  winch  in  fruition  waftes, 
High  flulh'd  with  all  the  ienlual  joys  it  taftcs. 
While  men  the  fair,  the  goodly  foul  deflroy, 
From  whence  the  flcfa  has  power  to  tuftc  a  joy, 


Seek  thou  religion  primitively  found — 

Will,  gentle  friend,  but  where  may  the  be  found? 

By  faith  implicit  blind  Ignaro  led, 
Thinks  the  bright  feraph  from  his  country  fled, 
And  feeks  her  feat  at  Rome,  becaufe  we  know, 
She'  there  was  feen  a  thoufand  years  ago  ; 
And  loves  her  relic  rags,  as  men  obey 
The  foot-cloth  where  the  prince  fat  yefterday. 
I'hefe  pageant  forms  are  whining  Obed's  fcorn, 
Who  feeks  religion  at  Geneva  born, 
A  fullen  thing,  whofe  coarfenefs  fuits  the  crowd  : 
Though    young,    unhandfome ;    though    unhand- 

frme,  proud  ; 
Thus,  whh  the  wanton,  fome  perverfely  judge 
All  girls  unhealthy  but  the  country  drudge. 

No  foreign  fchemcs  make  eafy  C'rcpio  roam, 
The  man  contented  takes  his  church  at  home, 
Nay,  fhould  fome  preachers,   fcrvile    bawd*    of 
gain,    '  [reign, 

Should  fome  new  laws,  which   like   new   fafliiont 
Command  his  faith  to  count  falvation  ty'd, 
To  vitit  his,  and  vifit  none  befide  ; 
He  grants  falvation  centres  in  his  own, 
And  grants  it  centres  but  in  his  alone  ; 
From  youth  to  age  he  grafps  the  profier'd  dame, 
And  they  confer  his  faith,  who  give  his  name  ; 
So  from  (he  guardian's  hands  the  wards,  who  live. 
Enthrall'd  to  guardians,  take  the  wives  they  give, 

From  all  profeflions  carelefs  Airy  flies, 
For  all  profeflions  can't  be  good,  he  cries; 
And  here  a  fault,  and  there  another  views, 
And  lives  unfix'd  for  want  of  heart  to  choofe ; 
So  men,  who  know  what  fome  loofe  girls  have 

done, 

For  fear  of  marrying  fuch,  will  marry  none. 
The  charms  of  all  obfcquious  courtly  ftrike  ; 
On  each  he  dotes,  on  each  attends  alike  ; 
And  thinks,  as  different  countries  deck  the  dame, 
The  drefies  altering,  and  the  fex  the  fame  : 
So  fares  religion,  chang'd  in  outward  {how, 
But  'tis  religion  ftill  where'er  we  go  : 
This  blindnefs  fprings  from  an  cxcefs  of  light, 
And  men  embrace  the  wrong,  to  choofe  the  right. 
But  thou  of  force  muft  one  religion  own, 
And  only  one,  and  that  the  right  alone; 
To  find  that  right  one,  aik  thy  reverend  fire, 
Let  his  of  him,  and  him  of  his  enquire ; 
Though  truth  and  falfehood  feem  as  twins  ally'd, 
There's;  eldtrfliip  on  truth's  delightful  fide  ; 
Her  feck  with  heed — who  feck*  the  founded:  firft, 
Is  not  of  no  religion,  nor  the  worft. 
T"  adore  or  fcorn  the  image,  or  proteft, 
May  all  be  bad ;  doubt  wifely  for  the  beft, 
'Twere  wrong  to  fleep,  or  headlong  run  aftray  ; 
It  is  not  wandering  to  inquire  the  wuy. 

On  a  large  mountain,  at  the  bafis  wide, 
Steep  to  the  top,  and  craggy  at  the  fide, 
Sits  facrcd  truth  enthron'd ;   and  he  who  means 
To  reach  the  fummit,  mounts  with  weary  pains, 
Winds  round  and  roui<d,  and  every  turn  eflays, 
Whtre  fudden  breaks  rtilft  the  {horter  way*. 
Yet  labour  fo,  that  ere  faiut  age  arrive, 
Thy  Searching  foul  pofleft  her  reft  alive  : 
To  work  by  twilight  were  to  ^ork  too  late, 
ArA  ag'j  is  twilight  to  th»  i.ight  of  late, 


POEMS. 


To  will  alone,  is  but  to  mean  de  toy, 

To  work  at  prefent  is  the  ufe  of  day. 

For  man's  employ  much  thought  and  deed  remain, 

High  thoughts  the  foul,  hard  deeds  the  body's 

drain, 

And  myftcries  afk  believing,  which  to  view, 
Like  the  fair  fun,  are  plain,  but  dazzling  too, 

Be  truth,  fo  found,  with  facred  heed  poffeft, 
Not  kings  have  power  to  tear  it  from  thy  bread. 
By  no  blank  charters  harm  they  where  they  hate, 
Nor  are  they  vicars,  but  the  hands  of  fate. 
Ah  !  fool  and  wretch,  who  let'ft  thy  foul  be  ty'd 
To  human  laws  !  or  muft  it  fo  be  try'd  ? 
Or  will  it  boot  thee,  at  the  lateft  day, 
When  judgment  fits,  and  juftice  ajks'thy  plea, 
That  Philip  that,  01  Gregory  taught  thee  this, 
Or  John  or  Martin  ?  all  may  teach  amifs  : 
For  every  contrary  in  each  extreme 
This  holds  alike,  and  each  may  plead  the  fame. 

Wouldft  thovi  to  power  a  proper  duty  fhow  ? 
'Tis  thy  iirft  talk  the  bounds  of  power  to  know  ; 
The  bounds  once  paft,  it  holds  the  fame  no  more, 
Its  nature  alters,  which  it  ownrd  before, 
Nor  were  fubmiffion  humblenefs  expreft, 
But  all  a  low  idolatry  at  beft. 
Power  from  above,  fubordinately  fpread, 
Streams  like  a  fountain  from  th'  eternal  head : 
There,  calm  and  pure,  the  living  waters  flow, 
But  roars  a  torrent  or  a  flood  below, 
Each  flower  ordain'd  the  margins  to  adorn, 
Each  native  beauty,  from  its  roots  is  torn, 
And  left  on  deferts,  rocks  and  fands,  are  toft, 
All  the  long  travel,  and  in  ocean  loir. 
So  fares  the  foul,  which  more  that  power  reveres. 
jVlan  claims  from  God,  than  what  in    God  in 
heres. 


THE  GIFT  OF  POETRY. 

FROM  realms  of  never-interrupted  peace, 
From  thy  fair  ftation  near  the  throne  of  grace, 
From  choirs  of  angels,  joys  in  endlefs  round, 
And  endlefs  harmony's  enchanting  found, 
Charm'd  with  a  zeal  the  Maker's  praife  to  fhow, 
Bright  gift  of  verfe  defcend,and  here  below 
My  ravifh'd  heart  with  rais'd  affection  fill, 
And  warbling  o'er  the  foul  incline  my  will. 
Among  thy  pomp,  let  rich  expreffion  wait, 
Let  raging  numbers  form  thy  train  complete, 
While  at  thy  motions  over  all  the  fky 
Sweet  founds,  and  echoes  fweet,  refounding  fly ; 
And  where  thy  feet  with  gliding  btauty  tread, 
Let  fancy's  flowery  fpring  erecl  its  head. 

It  comes,  it  comes,  with  unaccuftom'd  light, 
The  tracts  of  airy  thought  grow  wondrous  bright, 
Its  notions  ancient  memory  reviews, 
And  young  invention  new  defigns  purfues. 
To  feme  attempt  my  will  and  wifhes  prefs, 
And  pleafu^e,  rais'd  in  hope,  forbodes  fucccis. 
My  God  !  from  whom  proceed  the  gifts  divine. 
My  God !   I  think  I  feel  the  gift  is  thine. 
Be  this  no  vain  illufion  which  I  find, 
Nor  nature's  impuLfe  on  the  pafiive  mind. 


But  reafon's  nc%  produe'd  by  good  dafwe, 
Py  grace  enliven'd  with  celeftial  fire; 
While  bafe  conceit*,  like  mifty  fons  of  night, 
Before  fuch  beams  of  glory  take  their  flight, 
And  frail  affection?,  born  of  earth,  decay, 
Like  weeds  that  wither  in  the  warmer  ray. 

I  thank  thee,  Father !   with  a  grateful  mind  : 
Man's  undeitrving,  and  thy  mercy  kind. 
I  now  perceive,  I  long  to  ling  thy  praife, 
I  now  perceive,  1  long  to  find  my  lays 
The  fweet  incentives  of  another's  love, 
And  Cure  fuch  longings  have  their  rile  above. 
My  refolution  ftands  confirm'd  within, 
My  lines  afpiring  eagerly  begin  ; 
Begin,  my  lines,  to  fuch  a  fubject  due, 
That  aids  our  labours,  and  rewards  them  too  ! 
Begin,  while  Canaan  opens  to  mine  eyes, 
Where  fouls  and  fongs,  divinely  form'd,  arife. 

As  one  whom  o'er  the  fweetly-vary'd  meads 
Entire  recefs  and  lonely  pieafure  lead?, 
To  verdur'd  banks,  to  paths  adorn'd  with  floweri, 
Tii  fhady  trees,  to  clofely  waving  bowers, 
To  bubbling  fountains,  and  afide  the  ftream 
That  foftly  gliding  fooths  a  waking  dream, 
Or  bears  the  thought  infpir'd  with  heat  along, 
And  with  fair  images  improves  a  fong; 
Through  facred  anthems,  fo  may  fancy  range, 
So  ftill  from  beauty,  ftill  to  beauty  change, 
To  feel  delights  in  all  the  radiant  way, 
And,  with  fweet  numbers,  what  it  feels  repay. 
For  this  I  call  that  ancient  time  appear, 
And  bring  his  rolls  to  ferve  in  method  here  ; 
His  rolls  which  acts,  that  endlefs  honour  claim, 
Have  rank'd  in  order  for  the  voice  of  fame. 
My  call  is  favour'd  :  Time  from  firft  to  lafl 
Unwinds  his  years,  the  prefent  fees  the  paft ; 
I  view  their  circles  as  he  turns  them  o'er, 
And  fix  my  footfteps  where  he  went  before. 

The  page  unfolding  would  a  top  difclofe, 
Where  founds  melodious  in  their  birth  arofe. 
Where  firft  the  morning  flars  together  fung, 
Where  firft  their  harps  the  fons  of  glory  ftrung, 
With  fhouts  of  joy  while  hallelujahs  rife 
To  prove  the  chorus  of  eternal  ficies. 
Rich  fparkling  (Irokes  the  letters  doubly  gild, 
And  all's  with  love  and  admiration  iili'd. 


MOSES. 

To  grace  thofe  lines,  which  next  appear  to  fight, 
The  pencil  ihoue,  with  mor*  abated  light ; 
Yet  ftill  the  pencil  fhone,  the  lines  were  fair, 
And  awful  Mofes  ftands  recorded  there  ; 
Let  his,  replete  with  flames  and  praife  divine, 
Let  his,  the  firft-rememher'd  fong  be  mine, 
Then  life  my  thought,*  and  in  thy  prophet  find 
What  joy  fhould  warm  thee,  for  the  work  defign'd. 
To  that  great  act,  which  rais'd  his  heart,  repair, 
And  find  a  portion  ef  his  fpirit  there. 

A  nation  helplefs  and  unarm'd  I  view, 
Whom  ftrong  revengeful  troops  of  war  purfue, 
Seas  flop  their  flight,  their  camp  muft  prove  their 

grave, 
Ah  '.  what  can  favc  them  ?  God  alone  can  favc. 


THE    WORKS    OF    P  A  R  N  E  L  L. 


jGod's  wondrous  voice   proclaims  his  high  com 

mand, 

He  bids  their  leader  wave  the  facrec!  wand, 
And  where  the  billows  flow'd,  they  flow  no  more, 
A  road  lies  naked,  and  they  march  it  o'ir 
Safe  may  the  ions  of  Jacob  travel  through, 
BBS  why  will  harden'd  Egypt  venture  too  ? 
Vain  in  thy  rage,  to  think  thofe  waters  flee 
And  rife  like  walls,  on  either  hand,  for  thee. 
The  night  conies  on,  the  (eafon  for  furprile, 
Yet  fear  not,  Ifrael,  God  direcls  thine  eyes. 
A  fiery  cloud  I  fee  thine  angel  ride, 
His  chariot  is  thy  light,  and  he  thy  guide. 
The  day  comes  on,  and  half  the  fuccoursfaH, 
Yet  fear  not,  I>frael,.God  will  ftiil  prevail. 
]  fee  thine  angel  from  before  thee  go, 
To  make  the  wheels  of  venturous  Egypt  flow, 
His  rolling  cloud  inwarps  its  beams  of  light, 
And  what  fupply'd  thy  day,  prolongs  their  night. 
At  length  the  dangers  of  the  deep  are  run, 
The  further  brink  is  paft,  the  bank  is  won ; 
The  leader  turns  to  view  the  foes  behind, 
Then  waves  his  foiemn  wand  within  the  wind, 
Oh  !  nation  freed  by  wonders,  ceafe  thy  fear, 
And  (land,  and  lee  the  Lord's  falvation  here. 

Ye  tempefls,  now,  from  every  corner  fly, 
And  wildly  rape  in  all  my  fancied  &y, 
Roll  on,  ye  waters,  as  they  roll'd  before, 
Ye  billows  of  my  fancied  ocean,  roar  ; 
Daft  high,  ride  foaming,  mingle,  all  the  main, 
*Tis  done,  and  Pharaoh  can't  afllicl  again. 
The  work,  the  wondrous  work  of  freedom's  done, 
The  winds  abate,  the  clouds  reftore  the  Inn, 
The  wreck  appears,  the  threatening  army  drown'd 
Floats  o'er  the  waves,  to  ftrevv  the  fatidy  ground, 
Then,  place  thy  Moies  near  the  calming  flood, 
Majeflically  mild,  ferenely  good  ;      ' 
Let  meeknefs,  lovely  virtue,  gently  ftream 
Around  his  vifage,  like  a  lambent  flame ; 
Let  grateful  fentiments,  let  fenfe  of  love, 
Let  holy  zeal,  within  his  bofom  move; 
And  while  his  people  gaze  the  watery  plain, 
And  fear's  laft  touches  like  to  doubts  remain  ; 
While  bright  aftonifhment,  that  fecms  to  raife 
A  qucftioning  belief,  is  fond  to  praif'c ; 
Be  thus  the  rapture  in  the  prophet's  breaft, 
Be  thus  the  thanks  fcr  freedom  gain'd  exprefs'd  : 

I'll  fmg  to  God,  I'll  fing  the  longs  of  praife, 
To  God,  triumphant  in  his  wondrous  ways, 
To  God,  whofe  glories  in  the  feas  excel, 
\Vhere  the  proud  horfe,  and  prouder  rider  fell. 

The  Lord,  in  mercy  kind,  in  juftice  ftrong, 
Is  now  my  ftrength  ;  this  flrength  be  now  my  fong. 
This  fure  falvation  fuch  he  proves  to  me, 
From  danger  refcued,  and  from  bondage  free; 
The  Lord's  my  God,  and  I'll  prepare  his  feat, 
Thy  father's  God,  and  I'll  proclaim  him  great; 
Him  Lord  of  battles,  him  renown'd  in  name, 
Him  ever-faithful,  evermore  the  lame. 
His  gracious  aids  avenge  his  people's  thrall, 
They  make  the  pride  of  boafting  Pharaoh  fall. 
Within  the  feas  his  ftately  chariots  lie, 
Within  the  feas  his  chofen  captains  die. 
The  rolling  deeps  have  cover'd  o'er  the  foe, 
They  funk  like  flcnes,  they  fwiftly  funk  below  : 


Thine  hand,  my  God!  thine  Land  confefs'd  thf 

care, 

Thine  hand  was  glorious  in  thy  power  there, 
It  broke  their  troops,  unequal  for  the  fight, 
In  all  the  greatnefs  of  excelling  might : 
Thy  wrath  fent  forward  o'er  the  raging  ftream, 
Swift,  fure,  and  fudden,  their  deftrudlion  came. 
They  fell  as  ftubble  burns,  while  driving  flues 
Provoke  and  whirl  a  flame,  and  ruin  flies. 

When  blafts,  difpatch'd  with  wonderful  intent, 
On  fovereign  orders  fiom  thy  noftrils  went, 
For  .our  accounts,  the  waters  were  afraid, 
Perceiv'd  thy  prefence,  and  together  fled  ; 
In  heaps  uprightly  plac'd,  they  learn  to  (land, 
Like  banks  of  cryftal,  by  the  paths  of  fand. 
Theft,  fondly  fluih'd  with  hope,  and  fwell'd  with 

pride, 

And  fill'd  with  rage,  the  foe  profanely  cry'd, 
Secure  of  conqueft,  I'll  purfue  their  way, 
I'll  overtake  them,  I'll  divide  the  prey, 
My  luft  I'll  fatisfy,  mine  anger  cloy, 
My  fword  I'll  brandiih,  and  their  name  deftroy. 
How  wildly  threats  their  anger,  hark  !  above, 
New  Wall*  of  wind  on  new  commiflion  move, 
To  loofe  the  fetters  that  confin'd  the  main, 
And  make  its  mighty  waters  rage  again. 
Then,  oyerwhelm'd  with  their  refiftlefs  fway, 
They  funk  like  lead,  they  funk  beneath  the  fea. 

Oh,  who's  like  thee, thou  dreaded  Lord  of  Hoft! 
Among  the  gods,  whom  all  the  nations  boaft, 
Such  adts  of  wonder  and  of  ftrength  difplays  ? 
Oh  great,  oh  glorious  in  thine  holy  ways  ! 
Deferving  praife,  and  that  thy  praife  appear 
In  figns  of  reverence,  and  fenfe  of  fear. 
With  juftice  arm'd.thou  ftretchedft  out  thine  hand, 
And  earth  between  its  gaping  jaws  of  land 
Receiv'd  its  waters  of  the  parted  main, 
And  fwallow'd  up  the  dark  Egyptian  train. 
With  mercy  rifing  on  the  weaker  fide, 
Thyfelf  became  the  refcued  people's  guide  '. 
And  in  thy  ftrength  they  paft  th   amazing  road 
To  reach  thine  holy  mount,  thy  blefs'd  abode. 

What  thou  haft  done  the  neighbouring  realms 

fhall  hear, 

And  feel  the  ftrarige  report  excite  their  fear. 
What  thou  haft  done  fh.iil  Edom's  Duke  amaze, 
And  make  defpajr  on  PaJeftina  fdze; 
Shall  make  the  warlike  fons  of  Moab  (hnke, 
And  all  the  melting  hearts  of  Canaan  weak. 
In  heavy  damps,  diffiis'd  on  every  breaft, 
Shall  cold  difiruft  and  hopelefs  terror  reft, 
The  matchlefs  greatnefs,  which  thine  hand  has 

(hewn, 

Shall  keep  their  kingdoms  as  unmov'd  as  ftone, 
While  Jordan  ftops  above,  and  fails  below, 
And  all  thy  flock  acrofs  the  channel  go. 
Thus  on  thy  mercy's  filver-fhiuing  wing, 
Through  feas  and  flreams  thou  wik  the  nation. 

bring. 

And  as  the  rocted  trees  fecurely  ftand, 
So  firmly  plant  it  in  the  promia'd  land  ; 
Where  for  thyfelf  thou  wilt  a  place  prepare, 
And  after-ages  will  thine  altar  rear, 
There  reign  victorious  in  thy  facred  feat, 
Oh,  Lord  !  for  ever  and  for  ever  great. 


POEMS. 


Look  where  the  tyrant  was  but  lately  feen, 
The  feas  gr/e  backward,  and  he  ventur'd  in  : 
In  yonder  gulf  with  haughty  pomp  he  ftiow'd, 
Here  march'd  his  horfcmen,  there   his   chariots 

rode, 

And  when  our  God  reftor'd  the  floods  again, 
Ah,  vainly  flrong,  they  perifh'd  in  the  main  ; 
But  Ifrael  went  a  dry  furprifing  way, 
Made  fafe  by  miracles,  amidft  thefea.  [j°y- 

Here  ceas'd  the  fong,  though  not  the  Prophet's 
Which  others  hands  and  others  tongues  employ; 
For  ftiil  the  lays,  with  warmth  divine  expreft, 
Inflani'd  his  hearers  to  their  inmofl  breaft. 
Then  Miriam's  notes  the  chorus  fweetly  raife, 
And  Miriaro's  timbrel  gives  new  life  to  praife. 
The  moving  founds,  like  foft  delicious  wind, 
That  breath'd  from  paradife,  a  paffage  find, 
Shed  fympathies  for  odours  as  they  rove, 
And  fan  the  rifings  of  enkindled  love. 

O'er  all  the  crowd  the  thought  infpiring  flew, 
The  women  i'ollow'd,  with  their  timbrels  too, 
And  thus  from  Mofes,  where  his  ftrains  arofe, 
They  catch'd  a  rapture,  to  perform  the  clofe. 

We'll  fmg  to  God,  we'll  fing  the  fongs  of  praife, 
To  God  triumphant  in  his  wondrous  ways, 
To  God,  whofe  glories  in  the  feas  excel, 
Where  the  proud  horfe  and  prouder  rider  fell. 

Thus  Ifrael,  raptur'd  with  the  pleating  thought, 
Of  freedom  wifh'd,  and  wonderfully  got, 
Made  cheerful  thanks  from  every  bank  refound, 
Exprefs'd  by  fongs,  improv'd  in  joy  by  found. 
Oh,facred  Mofcs,  each  infufing  line, 
That  mov'd  their  gratitude,  was  part  of  thine  ; 
Arid  ftill  the  Chriftians  in  thy  numbers  view, 
The  type  of  baptifm,  and  of  heaven  too. 
So  fouls  from  water  rife  to  grace  below, 
So  faints  from  toil  to  praife  and  glory  go. 

Oh,  grateful  Miriam,  in  thy  temper  wrought, 
Too  warm  for  filence,  or  inventing  thought ; 
Thy  part  of  anthem  was  to  warble  o'er. 
In  fweet  refponfe  what  Mofes. fung  before. 
Thou  ledll  the  public  voice  to  join  his  lays, 
And  words  redoubling,  well  redoubled  praife. 
Receive  thy  title,  prophctefs  was  thine, 
When  here  thy  practice  fhevv'd  thy  form  divine. 
The  fpirit  thus  approval,  refign'd  in  will, 
The  church  bows  down,  and  hears  refponfes  ftill. 

Nor  flightly  fuffcr  tuneful  JubaA  name 
To  mifs  his  place  among  the  Ions  of  fame ; 
Whole  fw.-et.  infufions  could  of  old  infpire 
The  breathing  organs,  and  the  trembling  lyre. 
Father  of  thefe  on  eaith,  whofe  gentle  foul, 
By  fuch  engagements,  could  the  miud  controul, 
If  holy  verfes  aught  to  mufic  owe, 
Be  that  thy  large  account  of  thanks  below  : 
W/iilfb,  then,  the  timbrels  lively  pleafure  gave, 
And,  r,ow,  whilft  organs  found  fedately  grave. 

My  firft  attempt  the  finifti'd  courfe  commends, 
Now,  Fancy,  flag  not,  as  that  fubjec"l  ends, 
But,  charm'd  with  beauties  which  attend  thy  way, 
Afcend  harmonious  in  the  next  effay. 
So  flies  the  lark,  and  learn  from  her  to  fly ; 
She  mounts,  ftie  warbles  on  the  wind  on  high, 
She  falls  from  thence,  and  feems  to  drop  her  wing, 
But,  ere  Hie  lights  to  reft,  remounts  to  fing. 


It  is  not  far  the  days  have  roll'd  their  year* 
Before  the  fecond  brighten'd  work  appears, 
It  is  not  far,  alas  !   the  faulty  caufe, 
Which,  from  the  prophet,  fad  reflection  draws : 
Alas !  that  blefllngs  iu  poffeffion  cloy, 
And  peevifh  murmurs  are  preferr'd  to  joy; 
That  favoar'd  Ifrael  could  be  faithlefs  ftill, 
Or  qneftion  God's  protecting  power  or  will, 
Or  dread  devoted  Canaan's  warlike  men, 
And  long  for  Egypt  and  their  bonds  again. 
Scarce  thrice  the  fun  fince  harden'd  Pharaoh  dy'd, 
As  bridegrooms  iffue  forth  with  glittering  pride, 
Rejoicing  rofe,  and  let  the  nation  fee 
Three  fliining  days  of  eafy  liberty, 
Ere  the  mean  fears  of  want,  produc'd  within, 
Vain  thought,  repleaifh'd,  with  rebellious  fin. 

Oh  look  not,  lirael,  to  thy  former  way  ; 
God  cannot  fail;  and  either  wait  or  pray. 
Within  the  borders  of  thy  promis'd  lands, 
Lot's  haplefs  wife  a  ftrange  example  ftands, 
She  turn'd  her  eyes,  and  felt  her  change  begin, 
And  wrath  as  fierce  may  meet  refembling  fin. 
Then  forward  move  thy  camp,  and  forward  ftill, 
And  let  fweet  mercy  bend  thy  ftubborn  will. " 

At  thy  complaint,  a  branch  in  Marah  caft, 
With  fweetening  virtue  mends  the  water's  tafte. 
At  thy  complaint,  the  labouring  tempeft  fails. 
And  drives  before  a  wondrous  fhower  of  quails. 
In  tender  grafs  the  falling  manna  lies, 
A<id  heaven  itfelf  the  want  of  bread  fupplies. 
The  rock  divided,  flows  upon  the  plain 
At  thy  complaint,  and  ftill  thou  wilt  complain. 
As,  thus  employ'd,  thou  went  the  defert  through, 
Lo  !  Sinai  mount  uprear'd  its  head  to  view. 
Thine  eyes  perceiv'd  the  darkly-rolling  cloud, 
Thine  ears  the  trumpet  ihrill,  the  thunder  loud, 
The  forky  lightning  fhot  in  livid  green. 
The  fmoke  arofe,  the  mountain  all  a  flame 
Quak'd  to  the  depths,  and  work'd  with  figns    of 

awe, 

While  Gpd  defcended  to  difpenfe  the  law. 
Yet  neither  mercy,  manifeft  in  might, 
Nor  power  in  terrors  could  preferve  thee  right. 

Provok'd  with  crimes  of  fuch  an  heinous  kind, 
Almighty  juftice  fware  the  doom  defign'd  : 
That  they  fhould  never  reach  the  promis'd  feat ; 
And  Mofes  greatly  mourns  their  haften'd  fate. 

I'll  think  how  now  retir'd  to  public  care, 
While  night  in  pitchy  plumes  flides  foft  in  air, 
I'll  think  him  giving  what  the  guilty  fleep, 
To  thoughts  wheie  forrow  glides,  and  numbers. 

weep, 

Sad  thoughts  of  woes  that  reign  where  fuch  prevail, 
And  man's  fhort  life,  though  not  fo  fhort  as  frail. 
Within  this  circle  for  his  inward  cy^s, 
He  bids  the  fading  low  creation  rife, 
And  ftrait  the  train  of  mimic  fenfes  brings 
The  duflcy  fhapes  of  tranfitory  things, 
Through    penfive    fhades,    the    vifion    feem    tQ 

range, 

They  fecm  to  flourifh,  and  they  feem  to  change ; 
A  moon  decreafing  runs  the  filent  fky, 
And  fickly  birds  on  moulting  feathers  fly ; 
Men  walking  count  their  days  of  bleffing  o'er, 
The  blefllngs  vanifli,  and  the  tale's  no  more, 
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Still  hours  of  nightly  watches  fteal  away, 
Big  waters  roll,  green  blades  of  grafs  decay, 
Then  all  the  penfive  fhadei>,  by  juft  degrees, 
Grow  faint  in  profpect,  and  go  off  with  thcfc  : 
But  while  th*  affecting  notions  pals  along, 
He  choofes  luch  as  bell  adorn  his  fong  ; 
And  thus  with  God  the  riling  lays  began, 
God  ever  reigning,  God  compar'd  with  man  : 
And  thus  they  move  to  man  beneath  his  rod, 
Man  deeply  finning,  man  chuftis'd  by  God. 

Oh  Lord  '.  Oh  Saviour  !  though  thy  chofen  band 
Have  ftay'd  like  ftrangers,  in  a  foreign  land, 
Through  number'd  ages,  which  have  run  their 

race, 

Still  has  thy  mercy  been  our  dwelling-place  : 
Before  the  mod  exalted  duft  of  earth, 
The  ftately  mountains  had  receiv'd  a  birth  ; 
Before  the  pillars  of  the  world  were  laid  ; 
Before  the  habitable  parts  were  made ; 
Thou  wert  their  God,  from  thee  their  rife  they 
Thou  great  for  ages,  great  for  ever  too.        [drew, 

Man  (mortal  creature)  fram'd  to  feel  decays, 
Thine  unrefifled  power  at  pleui'ure  (ways; 
Thou  fay'ft  return,  and  parting  fouls  obey, 
Thou  fay'ft  return,  and  bodies  fall  to  clay. 
For  what's  a  thoufand  fleeting  years  with  thee  ? 
Or  time,  compar'd  with  long  eternity, 
Whofe  wings  expanding  infinitely  vaft 
O'erftretch  its  utmoft  ends  of  firft  and  laft ; 
Tis  like  thofe  hours  that  lately  faw  the  fun  ;      - 
He  rofe,  and  fet,  and  all  the  day  was  done  : 
Or  like  the  watches  which  dread  night  divide, 
And  while  we  Cumber  unregarded  glide, 
When  all  the  prefent  feems  a  thing  of  nought, 
And  pall  and  future  clofe  to  waking  thought. 
As  raging  floods,  when  rivers  fwell  with  rain, 
Bear  down  the  groves,  and  overflow  the  plain, 
So  fwifc  and  ftrong  thy  wondrous  might  appear*, 
So  life  is  carried  down  the  rolling  year*. 
As  heavy  fleep  purfues  the  day's  retreat, 
With  dark,  with  filent,  and  unactive  ftate, 
So  life's  attended  on  by  certain  doom, 
And  death's  their  reft;  their  refting-place,  a  tomb. 
It  quickly  riles,  and  it  quickly  goes; 
And  youth  its  morning,  age  its  evening  ihews. 
Thus  tender  blades  of  grafs,  when  beams  diflufe, 
Rife  from  the  preffure  of  their  early  dews, 
Point  tow'rds  the  ikies  their  elevated  fpires, 
And  proudly  flourifh  in  their  green  attires; 
But  foon  (ah  fading  ftate  of  things  below  !) 
The  fcythe  deftructive  mows  the  loveiy  fhew. 
The  rifing  fun  thus  faw  their  glories  high  ; 
That  fun  defcended,  fees  their  glories  die. 

We  ftill  with  more  than  common  hafte  of  fate 
Are  doom'd  to  perifh,  in  thy  kindled  hate. 
Our  public  fins  for  public  juftice  call,  [fall ; 

And   {land  like  marks,  on  which  thy  judgments 
Our  fecret  fins,  that  folly  thought  conccal'd, 
Are  in  thy  light  for  punifhment  rtveal'd. 
Beneath  the  terrors  of  thy  wrath  divine 
Our  days  unmix'd  with  happinefs  decline, 
Like  empty  ftories,  tcuious,  fhort,  and  vain, 
And  never,  never  more  recail'd  again. 
Yet  what  were  liie,  if  to  the  longed  date, 
v\Y"hich  we  have  nam'd  a  life,  we  backen'd  fate, 


Alas,  its  moft  computed  length  appears 
To  reach  the  limits  but  of  feventy  years, 
Ar.d  if  by  ftreiigth  to  fourl'core  years  we  go, 
That  ftrengih  is  labour,  and  that  labour  woe. 
Then  will  thy  term  expire,  and  thou  muft  fly, 
Oh  man  !  oh  creature  furc-ly  born  to  die  ! 
But  who  regards  a  truth  fo  throughly  known  ? 
Who  dreads  a  wrath  fo  manifeiHy  iaewn  ? 
Who  feenis  to  fear  it,  though  the  danger  vies 
With  any  pitch  to  which  our  fear  can  rife  ? 
O  teach  us  fo  to  number  all  our  days, 
That  thtfe  reflections  may  correct  our  ways, 
That  thcfe  may  lead  us  from  delufive  dream* 
To  walk  in  heavenly  wifdom's  golden  beams. 

Return,  oh  Lord  :    how  long  fhall  Ilrael  fin  ? 
How  long  thine  anger  be  preferv'd  within? 
Before  our  time's  irrevocably  paft, 
Be  kind,  be  gracious,  and  return  at  laft  ; 
Let  favour  foon  difyens'd  our  fouls  employ, 
And  ftill  remenibtr'd  favour  live  in  joy. 
Send  years  of  comforts  for  our  years  of  woes, 
Send  thefe  at  leaft  of  equal  length  with  thofe,, 
Shine  on  thy  flock,  and  on  their  offspring  fhiuc4 
With  tender  mercy  (fweeteft  act  divine); 
Bright  rays  of  majefty  ferenely  fhed 
To  reft  in  glories  on  the  nation's  head. 
Our  future  deeds  with  approbation  blefs. 
And  in  the  giving  them  give  us  fuccefs. 

Thus  with  forgivenefs  earneftly  defir'd, 
Thus  in  the  raptures  of  a  blifs  requir'd, 
The  man  of  God  concludes  his  facrcd  ftrain. 
Now  fit  and  fee  the  fubject  once  again ; 
See  ghaftly  death,  where  deferts  all  around 
Spread  forth  the  barren  undelightful  ground  I 
There  ftalks  the  filent  melancholy  fhadc, 
His  naked  bones  reclining  on  a  fpade  ; 
And  thrice  the  fpa.de  with  folcmn  fadncfs  heaves^ 
And  thrice  earth  opens  in  the  form  of  graves, 
His  gates  of  darknels  gape,  to  take  him  in  ; 
And  where  he  foon  would  fink,  he's  pufli'd  by  fin. 

Poor  mortals!  here,  your  common  picture  know, 
And  with  yourfelves  in  this  acquainted  grow, 
Through  life,   with   airy,  thoughtkfs  pride   you 

range, 

And  vainly  glitter  in  the  fphere  of  change, 
A  fphere  where  all  things  but  for  time  remain, 
Where  no  Sx'd  ftars  with  endlefs  glory  reign, 
But  meteors  only,  fhort-liv'd  meteors  rife, 
To  fhine,  Ihoot  down,  and  die  beneath  the  flcies. 
There  is  an  hour,  ah  !   who  that  hour  attends  i 
When  man,  the  gilv'ed  vanity,  deftends ; 
When  foreign  force,  nr  wafte  of  inward  heat, 
Conftrain  the  foul  to  leave  its  ancient  feat ; 
When  banifh'd  beauty  from  her  empire  flies, 
And  with  a  languifh  leaves  the  fparkliug  eyes ; 
When  foftening  mufic  and  perfuafion  fail, 

d  all  the  charms  that  in  the  tongue  prevail ; 
When  fpirits  ftop  their  courle,  when  nerves  un 
brace,^ 

And  outward  action  and  perception  ceafe  ; 
Pis  th-:n  the  poor  dtibna'd  remains  fhall  be 
That  naked  (kcieton  we  feem'd  to  fee. 

Make   this  thy  mirror,  it'  thou  would'ft  have 

Mils, 
No  flattering  image  fhews  itfelf  in  this , 
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But  fuch  as  lays  the  lofty  looks  of  pride, 
And  makes  cool  thought  in  humble  channel  glide; 
But  fuch  as  clears  the  cheats  of  error's  den, 
Whencs  magic  mifts  furr ound  the  fouls  of  men  ; 
Whence  felf-delufion's  trains  adorn  their  flight, 
As  fnow's  fair  feathers  fleet  to  darken  fight ; 
Then  reft,  and  in  the  work  of  fancy  fpread, 
To  gay-wav'd  plumes  for  every  mortal's  head. 
Thefe  empty  forms,  when  death  appears,  difperfe, 
Or  melt  in  tears,  upon  its  mournful  hearfe  ; 
The  fad  refle<Shion  forces  men  to  know, 
Life  furely  fails,  and  fwifrly  flies  below. 
Oh,  left  thy  folly  lofe  the  profit  fought, 
Oh  never  touch  it  with  a  glancing  thought,  • 
As  men  to  glaffes  come,  and  ftraight  withdraw, 
And  ftraight  forget  what  fort  of  face  they  faw  : 
But  fix,  intently  fix,  thine  inward  eyes, 
And  in  the  ftrength  of  this  great  truth  be  wife. 
If  on  the  globe's  dim  fide  our  fenles  ftray, 
Not  tis'd  to  perfect  light,  we  think  it  day : 
Death  feems  long  fleep ;    and  hopes  of  heavenly 

beams, 

Deceitful  wifiies,  big  with  diftant  dreams ; 
But  if  our  reafon  purge  the  carnal  fight. 
And  place  its  objects  in  their  jufter  light, 
We  change  the  fide,  from  dreams  on  earth  we 

move, 
And  wake  through  death,  to  rifing  life  above. 

Here  o'er  my  foul  a  folenin  filence  reigns, 
Preparing  thought  for  new  celeftial  ftrains, 
The  former  vanifh  off,  the  new  begin, 
The  folemn  filence  ftands  like  night  between, 
In  whofe  dark  bofom  day  departing  lies, 
And  day  fucceeding  takes  a  lovely  rife. 
But  though  the  fong  be  chang'd,  be  ftill  the  flame, 
And  ftill  the  prophet,  in  my  lines  the  fame ; 
With  care  renew'd,  upon  the  children  dwell, 
Whofe  finful  fathers  in  the  defert  fell, 
With  care  renew'd,  if  any  care  can  do, 
Ah  !  left  they  fin,  and  left  they  perifh  too. 

Go  feek  for  Mofes  at  yon  facred  tent, 
On  which  the  Prefence  makes  a  bright  defcent. 
Behold  the  cloud,  with  radiant  glory  fair, 
Like  a  wreath'd  pillar,  curl  itfelf  in  air  ! 
Behold  it  hovering  juft  above  the  door, 
And  Mofes  meekly  kneeling  on  the  floor. 
But  if  the  gazing  turn  thy  edge  of  fight, 
And,  darknefs  fpn'ng  from  unsupported  light, 
Then    change    the    fenfe,    be    fight    in    hearing 

drown'd, 
While  thefe  ftrange  accents  from  the  vifion  found: 

The  time,  my  fervant,  is  approaching  nigh, 
When  thou  fhalt  gather'd  with  thy  fathers  lie  ; 
And  foon  thy  nation,  quite  forgetful  grown 
Oi  all  the  glories  which  mine  arm  has  fhewn, 
Shall  through  my  covenant  pervcrfely  break, 
Defpife  my  worihip,  and  my  name  forfake, 
By  cuftoms  couquer'd,  where  to  rule  they  go, 
And  ferving  gods  that  can't  protect  their  foe. 
Difpleas'd  at  this,  I'll  turn  my  face  afide 
Till  (harp  Affliction's  rod  reduce  their  pride  ; 
Till,  brought  to  better  mind,  they  feck  rdicf, 
By  good  conftffions  in  the  midft  of  grief.  > 

Then  write  thy  fong,  to  ftnrul  a  witjicfs  ftill 
Of  favour;  part,  and  of  my  future  will, 


For  I  their  vain  conceits  before  difcern, 
Then  write  thy  fong  which  Ifrael's  fons  fhall  learn. 
As  thus  the  wondrous  voice  its  charge  repeats, 
The  prophet  mufing  deep  within  repeats, 
He  feems  to  feel  it  on  a  dreaming  ray, 
Pierce  through  the  foul  enlightening  all  its  way. 
And  much  obedient  will,  and  free  defire, 
And  much  his  love  of  Jacob's  feed  infpire  ; 
And  much,  oh !  much  above  the  warmth  of  tho&, 
The  facred  fpirit  in  his  bofom  glows, 
Majeftic  Notion  feems  decrees  to  nod, 
And  holy  Tranfport  fpeaks  the  words  of  God.1 
He  now  retains,  the  finifh'd  roll  he  brings, 
•Enrich'd  with  ftrains  of  paft  and  future  thiugsj 
The  priefts  in  order  to  the  tent  repair, 
The  gather'd  tribes  attend  the  elders  there  : 
Oh  !  facred  Mercy's  inexhaufted  (lore  ! 
Shall  thefe  have  warning  of  their  faults  before, 
Shall  thefe  be  told  the  recompences  due, 
Shall  heaven  and  earth  be  call'd  to  witnefs  to  '. 
Then  ftill  the  tumult,  if  it  will  be  fo, 
Let  fear,  to  lofe  a  word,  its  caution  fliew; 
Let  clofe  attention  in  dead  calm  appear, 
And  foftly,  foftly  fteal  with  fileoce  near ; 
While  Mofes,  rais'd  above  the  liftening  throng, 
Pronounces  thus  in  all  their  ears  the  fong : 

Hear,  Oh  ye  heavens,  Creation's  lofty  fhcw, 
Hear,  Oh  thou  heaven-encompafs'd  earth  belowr 
As  Clver  fliowers  of  gently  dropping  rain, 
As  honey  dews  diftilling  on  the  plain, 
As  rain,  as  dews,  for  tender  grai'g  defign'd, 
So  fhall  my  fpeeches  fink  within  the  mind, 
So  fweetly  turn  the  foul's  enlivening  food, 
So  fill  and  cheriftx  hopeful  feeds  of  good, 
For  now  my  numbers  to  the  world  abroad 
Will  loudly  celebrate  the  name  of  God. 

Afcribe,  thou  natien,  every  favour'd  tribe, 
Excelling  greatuefs  to  the  Lord  afcribe, 
The  Lord  1  the  rock  on  whom  we  fafely  truft, 
Whofe  work  is  perfect,  and  whofe  ways  arc  juftj 
The  Lord  !   whofe  promife  ftands  for  ever  true  ; 
The  Lord  !   moft  righteous,  and  moft  holy  too. 
Ah,  worfe  election !    Ah,  the  bonds  of  fin  ! 
They  choofe  themfelves,  to  take  corruption  in  : 
They  ftain  their  fouls  with  vice's  deepeft  blot*, 
When  only  frailties  are  his  children's  fpots. 
Their  thoughts,  words,  actions,  all  arc  run  aftray, 
And  none  more  crooked,  more  perverfe,  than  they. 

Say,  rebel  nation,  and  unwilejy  light, 
Say,  will  thy  folly  thus  the  Lord  requite  ? 
Or  is  he  not  the  God  who  made  thee  free, 
Whofe  mercy  purchas'd  and  eftablifh'd  thee  I 
Remember  well  the  wondrous  days  of  old, 
The  years  of  ages  long  before  thee  told, 
Afk  all  thy  fathers,  who  the  truth  will  fhew, 
Or  aik  thine  elders,  for  thine  elders  know,  [down, 
When   the   Moft    High,    with  fceptre  pointed 
Defcril/d  the  realms  of  each  beginning  crown, 
When  Adam's  offspring  providential  care, 
To  people  countries,  fcatter'd  here  and  there  ; 
He  to  the  limits  of  their  lands  confm'd, 
That  favonr'd  Ifracl  has  its  part  affign'd, 
For  llruel  is  the  Lord's,  and  gains  the  place 
Refer v'd   for   thc,<fe,    whom  he   would   choofc  ta 
grace* 
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Him  in  the  defert,  him  his  mercy  found, 
Where    famine    dwells    and    howling   deafs   the 

ground, 

Where  dread  is  felt  by  favage  noife  increaft, 
Where  folitude  ere<5ts  its  feat  on  wafte  : 
And  there  he  led  him,  and  he  taught  him  there, 
And  fafely  kept  him  with  a  watchful  care; 
The  tender  apples  of  our  heedful  eye, 
Not  more  in  guard,  nor  more  fecurely  lie. 

And  as  an  eagle,  that  attempts  to  bring 
Her  unexperienc'd  young  to  truft  the  wing, 
Stirs  u'p  her  neft,  and  flutters  o'er  their  head*, 
And  all  the  forces  of  her  pinions  fpreads, 
And  takes  and  bears  them  on  her  plumes  above, 
To  give  peculiar  proof  of  royal  love ; 
'Twas  fo  the  Lord,  the  gracious  Lot'd  alone, 
With  kmdnefs  moll  peculiar,  led  his  own : 
As  no  fit  ange  God  concurr'd  to  make  him  free, 
So  none  had  power  to  lead  him  through  but  he. 
To  lands  excelling  lands  and  planted  high, 
That  boafts  the  kindeft  influencing  flcy, 
He  brought,  he  bore  him,  on  the  wings  of  grace, 
To  tafte  the  plenties  of  the  ground's  increafe ; 
Sweet  dropping  honey  from  the  rocky  foil, 
From  flinty  rocks  the  fnioothly  flowing  oil, 
The  gilded  butter  from  the  (lately  kine, 
The  milk  with  which  the  duggs  of  fheep  decline, 
The  marrow  fatnefs  of  the  tender  lambs, 
The  bulky  breed  of  Bafan's  goats  and  rams ; 
The  fineft  flowery  wheat  that  crowns  the  plain' 
Diftends  its  hufk,  and  loads  the  blade  with  grain, 
And  ftill  he  drank  from  ripe  delicious  heaps 
Of  clufters  prefs'd,  the  purcft  blood  of  grapes. 
But  thou  art  wanton,  fat,  and  kickeft  now, 
Oh,  well  directed,  Oh,  Jefhuron  thou : 
Thou  foon  wert  fat,  thy  fides  were  thickly  grown, 
Thy  fatnefs  deeply  cover'd  every  bone  ; 
Then  wanton  fulnefs  vain  oblivion  brought, 
And  God,  that  made  and  fav'd  thee,  was  forgot ; 
While  gods  of  foreign  lands,  and  rites  abhorr'd, 
To  jealouftes  and  anger  mov'd  the  Lord  ; 
While  gods  thy  fathers  never  knew  were  own'd, 
And  fiends  themfelves  with  facrifice  aton'd. 
Oh!  fools,  unmindful  whence  your  order'd  frame, 
And  whence  your  life-infufmg  fpirit  came  ; 
Such  ftrar.ge  corruptions  could  his  hate  provoke, 
And  thus  their  fate  his  indignation  fpoke  : 

It  is  decreed,  I'll  hide  my  face,  and  fee, 
When  I  forfake  them,  what  their  end  fhall  be ; 
For  they're  a  froward,  very  froward  train, 
They  promife  duty,  but  return  difdain. 
Within  my  foul  they've  rais'd  a  jealous  flame, 
By  new-nam'd  gods,  and  only  gods  in  name  ; 
They  make  the  burnings  of  my  anger  glow, 
By  guilty  vanity's  difpleafing  fhew  ; 
I'll  alfo  teach  their  jcaloufy  to  fret, 
At  fuch  as  are  not  form'd  a  people  yet, 
I'll  make  their  anger  vex  their  inward  breaft, 
When  fuch  as  have  not  known  my  laws  arc  bleft. 
A  fire,  a  fire  that  nothing  can  affuage, 
Is  kindled  in  the  fiercenefs  of  my  rage, 
To  burn  the  depths,  confume  the  land's  increafe, 
And  on  the  mountains'  ftrong  foundations  feize. 
Thick  heaps  of  mifcbief  on  their  heads  I  fend, 
And  all  mine  arrows,  wing'd  with  fury,  fpend ; 


Slow-parching  death,  and  peftilentiai  !, •':.*, 
Shall  bring  the  bitter  pangs  of  lingering  Fate. 
The  teeth  of  beafts  fhall  fwift  deftruclion  bring, 
The  ferpents  wound  them  with  invenom'd  ft  ing, 
The  fword  without,  and  dread  within,  continue 
The  youth  and  virgin,  in  their  lovely  bloom, 
Weak  tender  infancy,  by  fuckling  fed, 
And  lielplefs  age,  with  hoary  frofted  head. 
I  faid  I'd  fcatter  all  the  fmful  race, 
I  faid  I'd  make  its  mere  remembrance  ceafe, 
But  that  I  fear'd  the  foe's  unruly  pride, 
Their  glory  vaunted,  and  their  power  deny'd, 
While  thus  they  bcaft,  our  arm  has  fhcwn  us 

brave, 

And  God  did  nothing,  for  he  could  not  fave. 
So  fond  their  thoughts  are,  fo  remote  of  fenfe, 
And  blind  in  every  courfe  of  Providence. 
O  did  they  know  to  what  my  judgments  tend  ! 

0  would  they  ponder  on  their  latter  end ! 
They  foon  would  find,  that  when  upon  the  field 
One  makes  a  thousand,  two,  ten  thoufand  yield. 
The  Lord  of  Hofts  has  fold  a  rebel  ftate, 

And  fure  enclos'd  it.  in  the  nets  of  Fate ; 
For  what's  another's  rock  compar'd  with  ours, 
Let  them  be  judges  that  have  prov'd  their  powtrs, 
That  on  their  own  have  vainly  call'd  for  aid, 
While  ours  to  freedom  and  to  glory  led. 
Their  vine,  indeed,  may  feem  to  fiourifh  fair, 
But  yet  it  grows  in  Sodom's  tainted  air, 
It  fucks  corruption  from  Gomorrah's  fields, 
And  galls  for  grapes  in  bitter  clufters  yields, 
And  poifon  fheds  for  wine,  like  that  which  comes 
From  afps,  and  dragons  tleath-infeifted  gums. 
And  are  not  thtfe  their  hateful  fins  reveal'd, 
And  in  my  treaf  ires  for  my  juftice  feal'd? 
To  me  the  province  of  revenge  belongs, 
I'o  me  the  certain  recompence  of  wrongs. 
Their  feet  fhall  totter  in  appointed  time, 
And  threatening  danger  overtake  their  crime ; 
For,  wing'd  with  feather'd  hafle,  fhe  minutes  fly 
To  brinr  thofc  things  that  mult  afflict  them  nigh. 
The  Lord  will  judge  his  own,  and  bring  them  low, 
And  then  recent,  and  turn  upon  the  foe. 
And  when  the  judgments  from  his  own  remove 
Will  thus  the  foe  convincingly  reprove  : 
Where  are  the  gods,  the  rock,  to  whom  in  vain 
Your    offerings    have  been  made,    your   vitftin;* 

flain? 

Let  them  arifc,  let  them  afford  their  aid. 
And  with  protection's  (hield  lurround  your  Lead. 
Know  then  your  Maker,  I  the  Lord  am  he, 
Nor  ever  was  there  any  God  with  me; 
And  death,  or  life,  or  wounds,  or  health,  I  give, 
Nor  can  another  from  my  power  reprieve. 
With  folemn  ftate  I  lift  my  arm  on  high, 
Above  the  glories  of  the  lofty  fky : 
And  by  myfelf  majeftically  fwear, 

1  live  for  ever,  and  for  ever  there. 

If  in  my  rage  the  glittering  fword  I  whet, 
And,  fternly  fitting,  take  the  judgment- feat, 
My  juft  awarding  fentence  dooms  my  foe, 
And  vengeance  wields  the  blade,  and  gives  the 

blow, 

And  deep  in  flefh  the  blade  of  fury  bites 
And  deadly  deep  my  bearded  arrow  lights, 
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Arxl  both  grow  drunk  with  blood  dcfil'd  in  fin, 
When  executions  of  revenge  begin. 

Then  let  his  nation  in  a  common  voice, 
And  with  his  nation  let  the  world  rejoice  : 
For  whether  he  for  crimes  or  trials  fpill 
His  fervants  blood,  he  will  avenge  it  Mill ; 
He'll  break  the  troops,  he'll  fcatter  them  afar, 
Who  vex  our  realm  with  clefolating  war, 
And  on  the  favour'd  tribes  and  on  the  land, 
Shed  victories  and  peace,  from  Mercy's  hand. 

Here  ceas'd  the  fong,  and  Ifrael  look'd  behind, 
And  gaz'd  before,  with  unconfining  mind, 
And  fix'd  in  filence  and  amazement  faw 
The  ftrokes  of  all  their  ftate  beneath  the  law. 
Their  recollection  does  its  light  prefent 
To   fhevv  the  mountain  blcfs'd  with  God's  <Ie- 

fcent, 

To  ftiew  their  wanderings,  their  unfis'd  abode, 
And  all  their  guidance  in  the  defcrt  road. 
Then  where  the  beams  of  recollection  go, 
To  leave  the  fancy  difpoffefs'd  of  fhcw, 
The  fairer  light  of  prophecy's  begun, 
Which,  opening  future  days,  fupplies  their  fun, 
By  fuch  a  fun  (and  fancy  needs  no  more) 
They  fee  the  coming  times,  and  walk  them  o'er, 
And  now  they  gain  that  reft  their  travail  fought, 
Now  milk  and  honey  ftream  along  the  thought, 
Anon  they  feel  their  fouls  the  bletling  cloy, 
And  God's  forgot  in  full  excefs  of  joy  : 
And  oft  they  fin,  and  oft  his  anger  burns, 
And  every  nation's  made  their  fceurge  by  turns, 
Till,  oft  repenting,  they  convert  to  God, 
And  he,  repenting  too,  deftroys  the  rod. 

O  nation  timely  warn'd  in  lacred  ftrain, 
0  never  let  thy  Mofes  fing  in  vain  ! 
Dare  to  be  good,  and  happinefs  prolong, 
Or,  if  thy  folly  will  fulfil  the  fong, 
At  leaft  be  found  the  feldomer  in  ill, 
And  ftill  repent,  and  foon  repent  thee  ft  ill; 
When  fuch  fair  paths  thou  fhalt  avoid  to  tread, 
Thy  blood  will  reft  upon  thy  finful  head  ; 
Thy  crime,  by  lafting,  will  fecure  thy  fee, 
The  gracious  warning  to  the  Gentiles  go, 
And  all  the  world,  that's  call'd  to  witnefs  here, 
Convinc'd  by  thine  example,  learn  to  fear. 
The  Gentile  world,  a  myftic  Ifrael  grown, 
Will  in  thy  firffc  condition  find  their  own, 
A  God's  defcent,  a  pilgrimage  below, 
And  promis'd  reft  where  living  vvaters  flow. 
They'll  fee  the  pen  defcribe  in  every  trace 
The  frowns  of  anger,  or  the  fmiles  of  grace ; 
Why  mercy  turns  afide,  and  leaves  to  mine, 
What  caufe  provokes  the  jealoufy  divine  ; 
Why  juftice  kindles  dire  avenging  flames, 
What  endlefs  power  the  lifted  arm  proclaims; 
Why  mercy  fhines  again  with  cheerful  ray, 
And  glory  double-gilds  the  lightfome  day. 
Though  nations  change,  and  Ifrael's  empire  dies, 
Yet  ftill  the  cafe  on  earth  again  may  rife; 
Eternal  Providence  its  rule  retains, 
And  ftill  prefervcs,  and  ftill  applies  the  ftrains. 
'Twas  fuch  a  gift,  the  prophet's  facred  pen, 
On  his  departure,  left  the  fons  of  men  ; 
Thus  he,  and  thus  the  fwan  her  breath  refigns, 
(Within  the  beauty  of  poetic  lines), 


tie  white  with  innocence,  his  fig'Jre  ft?,- 
And  both  harmonious,  but  the  fweeter  he. 
Death  learns  to  charm,  and,  while  it  leads  to  blifs,' 
Has  found  a  lovely  circumftance  in  this, 
To  fuit  the  meekeft  turn  of  eafy"  mind, 
And  actions  cheerful  in  an  air  refign'd. 

Thou  flock  whom  Mofes  to  thy  freedom  led, 
How  wilt  thou  lay  the  venerable  dead  ? 
Go  .(if  thy  fathers  taught  a-  work  they  knew) 
Go  build  a  pyramid  to  glory  due, 
Square  the  broad  bafe,  with  doping  fides  arife, 
And  let  the  point  dimiaiih  in  the  fkies. 
There  leave  the  corpfe,  impending  o'er  his  hca<l 
The  wand  whofc  motion  winds-and  waves  obey'd, 
On  fable  banners  to  the  fight  defcribe 
The  painted  arms  of  every  mourning  tribe. 
And  thus  may  public  grief  adorn  the  tomb, 
Deep-ftreaming  downwards  through  the  vaulted 

room. 

On  the  black  ftone  a  fair  infcn'ption  raiie, 
That  fums  his  government  to  fpeak  his  praife, 
And  may  the  ftyle  as  brightly  worth  proclaim-, 
As  if  affection,  with  a  pointed  beam, 
Engrav'd  or  fir'd  the  words,  or  honour  due 
Had  with  itlelf  inlaid  the  tablet  through. 

But  flop  the  pomp  that  is  not  man's  to  pay, 
For  God  will  grace  him  in  a  nobler  way. 
Mine  eyes  perceive  an  orb  of  heavenly  ftate, 
With  fplendid  forms  and  light  ferene  replete  ; 
I  hear  the  found  of  fluttering  wings  in  air, 
I  hear  the  tuneful  tongues  of  angels  there  : 
They  fly,  they  bear,  they  reft  on  Nebo's  head, 
And  in  thick  glory  wrap  the  reverend  dead  ; 
This    errand    crowns    his  focgs,    and    tends   to 

prove 

His  near  communion  with  the  quire  above. 
Now  fwifrly  down  the  fteepy  mount  they  go, 
Now  fwiftly  glides  their  fhining  orb  below, 
And  now  moves  off,  where  rifing  grounds  deny 
To  fpread  their  valley  to  the  diftant  eye. 
Ye  blefs'il  inhabitants  of  glittering  air, 
You've  borne  the  prophet,  but  we  know  not  where. 
Perhaps,  left  Ifrael,  over-fondly  led, 
In  rating  worth  when  envy  leaves  the  dead, 
Might  plant  a  grove,  invent  new  rites  divine, 
Make  him  their  idol,  and  his  grave  the  fhrine- 
But  what  diforder  ?  what  repels  the  light  ? 
And  ere  its  feafon  forces  on  the  night  ? 
Why  fweep  the  fpectrcs  o'er  the  blafted  ground  ? 
What    fhakes    the    mount    with    hollow-roaring 

found  ? 

Hell  rolls  beneath  it,  terror  ftalks  before 
With  fhrieks  and  groans,  and  horror  burfts  a  door; 
And  Satan  riles  in  infernal  ftate, 
Drawn  up  by  malice,  envy,  rage,  and  hate, 
A  darkening  vapour  with  fulphureous  fteam, 
In  pitchy  curlings  edg'd  by  fullen  flame, 
And  fram'd  a  chariot  for  the  dreadful  form. 
Drives  whirling  up  on  mad  coufufion's-ftorm. 

Then  fiercely  burning  where  the  prophet  dy'd, 
Nor  fhall  thy  nation  '1'cape  my  wrath,  he  cry'dj 
This  corpfe  I'll  enter,  and  thy  flock  miflead, 
And  all  thy  miracles  my  lies  fhall  aid. 
But  where  ? — He's  gone,  and,  by  the  fcented  fky. 
The  favourite  courtiers  have  been  lately  nigh  ; 
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Oh,  flow  to  bufmefs,  «urs'd  in  mifchief 's  hour, 
Trace  on  their  odours,  and  if  hell  has  power—* 
This  faid,  with  fpite  and  with  a  bent  for  ill, 
He  fhot  with  fury  from  the  trembling  hill. 

In  vain,  proud  fiend,  thy  threats  are  half  expreft, 
And  half  lie  choking  in  thy  fcornful  brcaft, 
His  fhining  bearers  have  perform'd  their  rite, 
And  laid  him  foftly  down  in  fhadesof  night, 
A  warrior  heads  the  band,  great  Michael  he,  • 
HenownTfor  vi»ftories  in  wars  with  thee, 
A  fword  of  flame  to  ftop  thy  courfe  he  bears, 
Nor  has  thy  rage  avail'd,  nor  can  thy  fnares; 
The  Lord  rebuke  thy  pride !  he  meekly  cries : 
The  Lord  has  heard  him,  and  thy  project  dies. 

Here  Mofes  leaves  my  fong,  the  tribes  retire,' 
The  defert  flies,  and  forty  years  expire  ; 
And  now,  my  fancy,  for  a  while  be  ftill, 
And  think  of  coming  down  from  Nebo's  hill. 
Go  fearch  among  thy  forms,  and  thence  prepare 
A  cloud  in  folds  of  foft  furruunding  air  ! 
Co  find  a  breeze  to  lift  thy  cloud  on  high, 
To  waft  thee  gently-rock'd  in  open  fky, 
Then  Healing  back  to  leave  a  filent  calm, 
And  thee  repofing  in  a  grove  of  palm, 
The  place  will  fuit  my  next  fucceeding  ftrain, 
And  I'll  awake  thee  loon  to  fing  again. 


DEBORAH. 

TIME,  fire  of  years,  unfold  thy  leaf  anew, 
And  ftill  the  paft  recall  to  prefent  view, 
Spread  forth  thy  circle*,  fwiftly  gaze  them  o'er, 
But  where  an  action's  nobly  iung  before, 
There  ftop  and  flay  for  me,  whofe  thoughts  defign 
To  make  another's  fong  refound  in  mine. 
Pafs  where  the  prieft's  procefiion  bore  the  law, 
"When  Jordan's  parted  waters  fix'd  with  awe, 
"While  Ifrael  march'd  upon  the  naked  fand, 
Admir'd  the  wonder,  and  obtain'd  the  land; 
Slide    through    the    numerous  fates  of  Canaan's 

kings, 

While  conquefts  rode  on  expedition's  wings, 
Glance  over  lirael  at  a  (ingle  view, 
In  bondage  oft,  and  oft  unbound  anew, 
Till  Jabin  rife,  and  Deborah  ftand  enroll'd, 
Upon  the  gilded  leaf's  revolving  fold. 

Oh,  king  fubdued !    Oh,  woman  born  to  fame! 
Oh,  wake  my  fancy  for  the. glorious  theme  ; 
Oh,  wake  my  fancy  with  the  fenfe  of  praife, 
Oh,  wake  with  warblings  of  triumphant  lays. 
The  land  you  rife  in  fultry  funs  invade  ; 
But,  when  you  rife  to  ling,  you'll  find  a  {hade. 
Thofe  trees  in  order,  and  with  verdure  cunvn'd, 
The  facred  prophetess  tent  furround, 
And  that  fair  palm  a  front  exaclly  plac'd, 
That  overtops  and  overfpreads  the  reft, 
Near  the  firm  root  a  moffy  bank  fupports, 
\Vhere  Jullice  opens  unexpenfive  courts  : 
There  Deborah  fits,  the  willing  tribes  repair, 
Refer  their  caufes,  and  ihe  judges  there  ; 
Nor  needs  a  guard  to  bring  her  fubje&s  in, 
Each  grace,  each  virtue,  proves  a  guard  unicen  ; 
Nor  wants  the  penalti«x  enforcing  Jaw, 
While  great  Opinion  gives  effectual  awe. 


Now  twenty  years,  that  roll'd  in  heavy  fain, 
Saw  Jabin  gall  them  with  Oppreffion's  chain, 
When  fhe,  fubmiflive  to  divine  command, 
Proclaims  a  war  for  Freedom  o'er  the  land, 
And  bids  young  Barack  with  thofe  men  defcend, 
Whom  in  the  mountains  he  for  battle  train'd. 
Go,  fays  the  prophetefs,  thy  foes  aflail, 
Go  make  ten  thoufand  over  all  prevail, 
Make  Jabin's  captains  feel  thine  edged  fword, 
Make  all  his  army,  God  has  fpoke  the  word. 
He,  fit  for  war,  and  Ifrael's  hope  in  fight, 
Yet  doubts  the  numbers,  and  by  that  the  fight. 
Then  thus  replies  with  wiih  to  ftand  fecure, 
Or  eager  thought  to  know  the  conqueft  fure; 
Belov'd  of  God,  lend  thou  thy  prelence  too, 
And  I  with  gladnefs  lead  th'  appointed  few ; 
But,  if  thou  wilt  not,  let  thy  fon  deny, 
For  what's  ten  thouiand  men,  or  what  am  I  ? 
If  fo,  fhe  cries,  a  fhare  of  toil  be  mine, 
Another  fhare,  and  fome  (iifhonour  thine ; 
For  God,  to  pnnifh  doubt,  refolves  to  fhew 
That  left  than  numbers  can  fupprefs  his  foe  ; 
You'll  move  to  conquer,  and  the  foes  to  yield, 
But  'tis  a  •woman's  act  fecures  the  field. 

Now  feem  the  warriors  in  their  ranks  aflign'J,' 
Now  furling  banners  flutter  in  the  wind  : 
Her  words  encourage,  and  his  ad:  ions  lead,' 
Hope  fpurs  them  forward,  Valour  draws  the  blade, 
And  Freedom,  like  a  fair  reward  for  all, 
Stands  reaching  forth  her  hands,  and  feems  to  call. 

On  t*  other  fide,  and  almoft  o'er  the  plain, 
Proud  Sifera,  Jabin's  captain,  brings  his  men, 
As  thick  as  locufts  on  the  vintage  fly, 
As  thick  as  fcatter'd  leaves  in  autumn  lie, 
Bold  with  fuccefs  againft  a  nation  try'd, 
And  proud  of  numbers,  and  fecure  in  pride. 

Now    founds    the    trumpet,    now    my    fane/ 

warms, 

And  now  methinks  I  view  their  toils  in  arms, 
The  lively  phantoms  tread  my  boundlefs  mind, 
And  no  faint  colours  or  weak  ftrokes  defign'd  : 
See  where  in  diftant  conqueft  from  afar, 
The  pointed  arrows  bring  the  wounds  of  war  ; 
See  where  the  lines  with  clofer  force  engage, 
And  thruft  the  fpear,  and  whirl  the  fword  of  ragej 
Here  break  the  files,  and  vainly  ftrive  to  dole, 
There  on  their  own  repell'd  affift  their  foes. 
Here  Deborah  calls,  and  Jabin's  loldier*  fly, 
There  Barack  fights,  and  Jabin's  foldiers  die, 
But  now  nine  hundred  chariots  roll  along, 
Expert  their  guiders,  and  their  horfes  ftrong  ; 
And  Terror,  rattling  in  their  fierce  array, 
Bears  down  on  lirael  to  reftore  tlit  day. 
Oh,  Lord  of  battle,  Oh,  the  danger's  near  J 
Affift  thine  Ifrael,  or  they  perifh  here. 
How  fwift  is  Mercy's  aid,  behold  it  fly 
On  rufhing  tempefts  through  the  troubled  ftf; 
With  dafhing  rain,  with  yetting  hail  they  blow, 
And  fharply  drive  them  on  the  facing  f.>e. 
Thus  blefs'd  with  help,  and  only  touch'd  behind, 
The  favourite  nation  prefles  in  the  wind. 
But  heat  of  action  now  difturbs  the  fi»ht, 
And  wild  contufion  mingles  ail  the  fight; 
Coid-whiftling  winds,  and  fhricks  of  dying  men, 
And  groans  and  armour,  found  in  all  the  plain. 
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The  bands  of  Canaan  fate  no  longer  dare, 
Upi.rela'd  by  weather,  and  deftn.y'cl  by  war; 
And,  from  his  chaiiot  whence  lie  rul'd  the  fight, 
Their  haughty  leader  leaps  to  join  theflight. 
See  where  he  flies,  and  fee  the  victor  near; 
See  rapid  conqueft  in  purfuic  «>f  fear. 
Sec,  fee,  they  both  make  off,  the  work  is  t>'cr; 
And  fancy  clear 'd  of  vifion  as  before. 
Thus  (if  the  mind  of  man  may  feem  to  move 
With  fome  refemblance  of  the  fkies  above) 
When  wars  are  gathering  in  our  hearts  below, 
We've  feen  their  battles  in  ethereal  {how  : 
The  long  diftended  tracl*  of  opening  iky, 
The  phantoms  azure  field  of  fight  fupply; 
The  whitilh  clouds  an  argent  armour  yield, 
A  radiant  blazon  gilds  their  argent  fhield ; 
Young  glittering  comets  point  the  level'd  fpear, 
Which  for  their  ptnnons  hang  their  flaming  hair, 
And  o'er  the  helms  for  gallant  glory  dreft 
Sit  curls  of  air,  and  nod  upon  the  creft. 
Thu*,  arm'd,  they  feem  to  march,  and  feem  to  fight, 
And  feeming  wounds  of  death  delude  the  fight. 
The  ruddy  thunder-clouds  look  ftain'd  with  gore, 
And  for  the  din  of  war  within  they  roar. 
Then  fliee  afide,  and  then  afide  purfues, 
Till  in  their  motion  all  their  fhapes  they  loofc, 
Difperfing  air  concludes  the  mimic  fcens, 
The  fky  (huts  up,  and  fwiftly  clears  again. 
But  does  their  Sifera  {hare  the  ccmmoii  fate, 
Or  mourn  his.humbled  pride  in  dark  retreat  ? 
With  fuch  inquiry  near  the  palm  repair, 
Victorious  honour  knows  and  tells  it  there, 

To  that  fair  type  of  Ifrael's  late  fucceP, 
Which  nobly  riles  as  its  weights  depots, 
To  that  fair  type  returns  the  joyful  band, 
Whofe  courage  rofe  to  free  their  groaning  land  ; 
There  ftands  the  leader  in  the  pomp  of  arms, 
There  ftands  the  judge  in  beauty'sawful  charms; 
And  whilft,  reclin'd  upcn  the  refting  fpear,     , 
He  pants  with  chace  and  breathes  in  caUmr  air, 
Her  thoughts  are  working  with  a  backward  view, 
And  would  in  fong  the  great  exploit  renew. 
She  fees  an  arrii'd  oppremon*s  hundred  hands 
Impofe  its  fetters  on  the  promis'd  lands, 
8hc  fees  their  nation  ftruggling  in  the  chains, 
And  wars  arifing  with  unequal  trains. 
She  fees  their  fate  in  arms,  the  field  imbrued, 
The  foe  diforder'd,  and  the  foe  purfued, 
Till  conqtieft,  dreft  in  rays  of  glory,  come 
With    peace   and    freedom,    brought   in   triumph 

home. 

Then  round  her  heart  a  besmy  gladnefs  plays, 
Which,  darting  forward,  thus  converts  to  praife. 

For  Ifrael's  late  averaging*  on  the  foe, 
When  ied  by  no  compelling  power  below, 
When  each  fpnng  forward  of  their  o\vn  accord, 
for  this,  for  all  the  mercy,  praife  the  Lord. 

Hear,  O    ye  kings ;    ye   neighbouring    princes, 

hear  ; 

My  fong  triumphant  fhall  inftrudt  your  foar  : 
My  fong  triumphant  bids  your  glory  bow, 
To  God  coni'cfVd,  the  God  of  Jncob  now. 

O  glorious  Lord  !    when,   with   thy  fovereign 

hand, 
Thou  leiAl  the  nation  off  from  Edcm's  land, 
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Then  trembled  earth,  and  flicok  the  heavens  on 

high,       • 

And  clouds  in  dr6ps  forfook  the  melted  Iky, 
With  tumbling  waters,  hills  were  heard  to  roar, 
And  felt  fuch  fhocks  as  Sinai  felt  before. 
But  fear  abating,  which  by  time  decays, 
The  kings  of  Canaan  rofe  in  Shamgar's  days, 
And  ftill  continued  ev'n  in  Jael's  times, 
Their  empire  fixing  with  fuccefsful  crimes. 
OpprefliorJ  ravag'd  all  our  loft  abodes, 
Nor  dare  the  people  truft  the  common  roads; 
But  parhs  perplex'd  and  unfrequented  elide, 
To  fhtm  the  danger  of  perplexing  foes. 
Thus  direful  was  deform'd  the  Country  round, 
Unpeopled  towns,  and  difimprov'd  the  ground. 
Till  I,  refolving  in  the  gap  to  ftand, 
I,  Deborah,  rofe  a  mother  of  the  land, 
Where  others,  flaves  by  fettled  cuftom  grown. 
Could  ferve,   and   choofe  to  ferve,  the  gods  un 
known  ; 

Where  others  fuffer'd  with  a  tame  regret, 
Deftruclion  fpilling  blood  in  every  gate, 
And  forty  tlioufand  had  not  for  the  field 
One  fpear  offenfive,  or  defenfive  fhield. 

O  towards  the  leaders  of  my  nation  move^ 
O  beat  my  warming  heart  with  fenfe  of  love, 
Commend  th'  affcrters  on  their  own  accord, 
And  blefs  the  fovereign  ca.ifer,  blefs  the  Lor.!. 

Speak   ye,  that  ride  with   power  return'd  in 

ftatf, 

Speak  ye  the  praife,  that  rule  the  judgment- fear, 
•>peak  ye  the  praife  to  God,  that  walk  the  road*, 
While  fafety  brings  you  to  reftor'd  abodes. 

The  refcued  villagers,  no  more  afraid 
Of  archers  lurking  in  the  faithlefs  fhade, 
And  fuddcn  death  convey'cl  from  founding  firings, 
Shall  fafe  approach  the  water's  rifing  fprings; 
And,  whili  their  turns  of  drawing  thcrsj  they  waifc, 
Loitering  in  cafe  upon  a  mcffy  feat, 
Call  all  the  blejfingsof  the  Lord  to  mind, 
And  ling  the  Lord  in  all  the  bleflings  kind. 
The  townfmen  icfcued  from  the  tyi  ant's  reign 
Shall  flock  with  joy  to  fill  their  walls  again, 
See  juflice  in  the  gates  the  balance  bear, 
And  none  but  her  unfhcath  a  weapon  there. 

Awake,  O  Deborah  !  O  awake  to  praife  ! 
Awake,  and  utter  forth  triumphant  lays. 
Arife,  O  Barack!  be  thy  pomp  begun, 
Lead  on  thy  triumph  thou  Abinoam's  fen ; 
Thy  captivrs  bound  in  chains,  when  God's  decree 
Made  humbled  princes  ftodp  their  necks  to  thee, 
When  he,  the  giver  of  fuccefs  in  fight, 
Advanc'd  a  woman  o'er  the  fons  of  might. 
Againil  this  Amaleck,  of  banded  foes, 
I,  Deborah,  root  of  all  the  war,  arofe, 
From  Ephraim  fprung,  and  leading  Kphraim's  line  J 
The  next  in  riling,  Benjamin,  was  thine. 
The  ruling  heads  of  half  Manafleh's  land, 
To  fervs  in  danger,  kft  their  fafe  command. 
The  tribe  of  Zebulun's  unadlive  men 
For  glorious  arms  forfook  the  peaceful  pen. 
The  lords  of  Iffachar  with  Dtborah  went, 
The  tribe  with  Barack  to  the  vale  was  tent, 
Where  he  on  foot  perform'd  the  general's  part, 
And  ihai'd  the  fuldiei's  toil  to  raii'e  their  buar:. 
C 
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But  Reuben's  Grange  divifions  juftly  wrought 
Amongft  his  brethren  deep  concern  of  thought. 
Ah!  while  the  nation  in  affliction  lay, 
How  could'ft  thou,  Reuben,  by  the  flieepfolds  flay 
And  let  thy  bleanng  flock  divert  thy  days 
That  idly  pafs'd  thce  with  inglorious  cafe  ? 
Divided  tribe,  without  thy  dangers  free, 
Beep  were  the  fearchings  of  our  heart  for  thee. 
Our  Gilead  too,  by  fuch  example  fway'd, 
With  unconcern  beyond  the  river  ftay'd, 
And  Dan  in  fhips  at  fea  for  fafctyrode, 
And  frighten'tl  Alber  in  its  rock's  abode. 

Now  ling  the  field,  the  feats  of  war  begun, 
And  praife  thy  Napthali  with  Zebulun, 
To  deaths  cxpos'd,  in  ports  advanc'd  they  ftood 
With  fouls  refolv'd,  and  gallant  rage  of  blood. 
Then  came  the  kings  and  fought,  the  gather'd 

kings 

B*y  waters  dreaming  from  Megiddo's  fprings; 
In  Taanach  vale  fuftain'd  the  daring  toil, 
Yet  neither  fought  for  pay,  nnr  won  the  fpoil. 
The  fkiee,  indulgent  in  the  caufe  of  right, 
On  Ifniel's  fide,  againft  their  army  fighr, 
In  evil  afpeds,  ftar?  and  planets  range, 
And  by  the  weather  in  tempeftuous  change 
Promote  the  dire  diftrefs,  and  make  it  known 
That  God  has  hofts  above  to  fave  his  own. 
The  Kifhon  fwell'd,  grew  rapid  as  they  fled, 
And  roll'd  them  finking  down  its  fandy  bed. 
O  river  Kifhon,  river  of  renown  ! 
And,  O  my  foul,  that  trod  their  glory  down  ! 
The  ftony  paths,  by  which  diforder'd  flight 
Convey 'd  their  troops  and  chaiiots  from  the  fight, 
"With  rugged  points  their  horfes  hoofs  diftrefs'd, 
And  broke  them  prancing  in  impetuous  hafte. 

Curfe,  curfe  ye  Meroz,  curfe  the  town  abhorr'd, 
(So  fpake  the  glorious  angel  of  the  Lord) 
For  Meroz  came  not  in  the  field  prepar'<l, 
To  join  that  fide  on  which  the  Lord  dcddr'd. 
But  blefs  ye  Jae),  be  the  Kenite's  name 
Above  our  women's  blefs'd  in  cndlefsfame, 
The  captain,  faint  with  fore  fatigue  of  flight, 
Implor'd  for  water  to  fupport  his  might, 
And  milk  fhe  pour'd  him,  while  he  water  fought, 
And  in  her  Wdly  di(h  her  butter  brought. 
With  courage  well-deferving  to  prevail, 
One  hand  the  hammer  held,  and  one  the  nail, 
And  him,  rec'in'd  to  flecp,  flie  boldly  fle-.v, 
She  irnote,   fhe  pierc'd,   fhe   ftruck   the  temples 

through. 

Before  her  feet,  reluftant  on  the  c!ny, 
He  bow'd,  he  fell ;  he  bow'd,  he  fell,  he  lay; 
He  bo\vrd,  he  fell,  he  dy'd.     By  fuch  degrees 
As  thrice  flie  ftruck,  each  flrokc's  tffcA  fhe  fees. 
His  mother  gaz'd  with  long-expeding  eyes; 
And,  grown  impatient,  through  the  lattice  cries, 
"Why  moves  the  chariot  of  my  fon  fo  flow  ? 
Or  what  affairs  retard  his  coming1  fo  ? 
Her  ladies  anfwer'd — but  fhe  vould  not  ftay, 
(For  pride  had  taught  what  flattery  meant  to  fay) 
Mhey've  fpcd,  flic  fays,  and  now  the  prey  they 

fhare, 

Tor  cadi  a  damfel,  or  a  lovely  pair, 
]  <it  Siftra'is  part  a  rt>Sc  of  ga!'a:;t  »tace, 
"Where  divcrfc  Colours  rich  tmbr^Hvry  trice, 


Meet  for  the  necks  of  thcfe  who  win  the  fpoil 
When  triumph  offers  its  reward  f>r  toil. 

Thus  perifh  all  whom  God's  decrees  oppofe, 
Thin,  like  the  vanquifh'd,  perifh  all  thy  toes; 
But  let  the  men  chat  in  thy  name  delight 
Be  like  the  fun  in  heavenly  glory  bright, 
When  mounted  on  the  dawn  he  pofts  away, 
Anil  with  full  ftrexigth  encreafcs  on  the  day. 

Twas'here  the  prophetefs  refpir'd  from  fong, 
Then  loudly  fhouted  al!  the  cheerful  throng, 
By  freedom  gain'd,  by  viclory  complete, 
Prepar'd  for  mirth  irregularly  great. 
The  frowns  of  forrow  gave  their  ancient  place 
To  pleafure,  drawn  in  fmiles  of  every  face. 
The  groans  of  flavery  were  no  longer  wrung, 
But  thoughts  of  comfort  from  the  bleffing  fprung. 
And  as  they  fhouted  from  the  breezy  weft, 
Amongft  the  plumes  that  deck  the  finger's  crcft, 
The  fpirit  of  applaufe  itfelf  convey'd 
On  wafted  air,  and  lightly  waving  play'd  : 
Such  was  the  cafe  (or  fuch  ideas  flow 
From  theught  replenifh'd  with  triumphant  fhow). 
What  rais'd  their  joy  their  love  could  alfo  raife, 
And  each  contended  in  the  words  of  praife, 
And  every  word  proclaim'd  the  wonders  part, 
And  God' was  ftill  the  firft,  and  (till  the  laft  ; 
Deep  in  their  fouls  the  fair  impreffion  lay, 
Deep  trac'd,  and  never  to  be  worn  away. 

From  hence  the  refcued  generation  ftill 
Abhorr'd  the  practice  of  rebellious  ill, 
And  fear'd  the  punifhment  for  ill  abhorr'd, 
And  lov'd  repentance,  and  ador'd  the  Lord. 

From  hence  in  all  their  days  the  Lord  was  kind, 
His  face  fer-ie  with  fettled  favour  fhin'd, 
Fair  banifh'd  Order  was  recall'd  in  ftate, 
The  laws  reviv'd,  the  princes  rul'd  the  gate, 
Peace  checr'd  the  vale.*,  Contentment  laugh'd  with 

Peace, 

Gay  blooming  Plenty  rofe  with  large  increafe, 
Sweet  Mercy  thufe  who  thought  on  mercy  blefl, 
And  fo  ft>r  forty  years  the  land  had  reft. 

Reft,  happy  land,  a  while ;  ah  longer  fo, 
Didft  thou  thine  happinefs  fincerely  know  ! 
But  loon  thy  quiet  with  thy  jj<,«dnefs  paft, 
And  in  the  long  alone  obtain'd  to  laft. 

Live,  fong  triumphant,  live  in  fair  record, 
And  teach  fucceeding  times  to  fear  the  Lord; 
For  t'ancy  moves  by  bright  example  woo'd, 
And  wins  the  mind  with  images  of  good. 
Touched  with  a  facrcd  rage  and  heavenly  flame,- 
1  ftrive  to  fing  thine  univerfal  aim, 
fo  quit  the  fubjedl,  and  in  lays  fublime, 
The  moral  fit  for  any  point  of  time. 
Then  go,  my  verfes,  with  applying  ftrain, 
Go  form  a  triumph  not  al'crib'd  to  men. 

Let  all  the  clouds  of  grief  inr,. ending  lie, 
And  ftorms  of  trouble  drive  along  the  fky, 
Then  humbled  Piety  thine  accents  raife, 
For  prayer  will  prove  the  powerful  charm  of  eafc 

Lo,  no\y  my  frul  has  fpoke  its  beft  di-firc*, 
rlow  blcfiings  anfwer  what  the  prayer  requires! 
f  fore  thy  lighs  the  clouds  of  grief  retreat, 
The  ftorms  of  trouble  by  thy  tears  abate, 
Viul  radiui.t  ^lory,  from  her  upper  fphcre, 

.'.ov-ii  and  wii'.tcra  in  I'.'lor.tcd  air, 
e  « 
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,    Jilife,  lovely  Piety ,  from  earthy  bed, 
Tne  parted  flame  defcends  upon  thine  head, 
This  wondrous  mitre,  fram'd  by  facred  love, 
And  for  thy  triumph  fent  thee  from  above, 
In  two  bright  point-;  with  upper  rays  afpires, 
And  rounds  thy  temples  with  innocuous  fire-. 
Rife,  lovely  Piety,  with  pomp  appear, 
And  fi  ou,  kind  Mercy,  lend  thy  chariot  here  ; 
On  either  fide,  fair  Fame  and  Honour  place, 
Pehind  let  Plenty  walk  in  hand  with  Peace ; 
[While  Irreligion,  muttering  horrid  found,  •    .    .  ,    . 
(Vith  fierce  and  proud  Oppreffion  backward  bound, 
rag'by  the  wheels  along  the  dufty  plain, 
3  gnafhing  lick  the  ground,  and  curfe  with  pain. 
Now  come,  ye  thoufands,  and  more  thoufands 

yet, 

ith  order  join  to  fill  the  train  of  (rate, 
uls  tun'd  for  praifing  to  the  temple  bring, 
nd  thus  amidfl  the  facred  mufic  ling  .• 
ail,  Piety  !   triumphant  goodnefe,  hail ! 
il,  O  prevailing,  ever  O  prevail ! 
t  thine  entreaty,  Juftice  leaves  to  frown, 
nd  wrath  appealing  lays  the  thunder  down; 
he  tender  heart  of  yearning  Mercy  burn?, 
ove  afks  a  blefling,  and  the  Lord  returns, 
n  his  great  name  ^h.at  heaven  and  earth  has  made, 
n  his  grear  name  alone  we  find  our  aid; 
hen  bkfs  the  Name,  and  let  the  world  adore, 
'rom  this  time  forward,  and  for  evermore. 


HANNAH. 

ovv  croxvds  move  off,  retiring  trumpets  found, 
ln  echoes  dying  in  thtir  laft  rebound  ; 
'he  notes  of  fancy  feem  no  longer  ftrcng, 
|ut  fweetening  clofes  fit  a1  private  long. 

when  the  ftorms  forfake  the  fea's  command, 
'o  break  thtir  forces  in  the  winding  land, 
'o  more  their  blafts  tumultuous  rage  proclaim, 
it  fwcep  in  murmurs  o'er  a  murmuring  ftream. 
Then  leek  the  fubjecl:,  and  its  fong  be  mine, 
'hole  numbers,  mixt  in  facred  ftory,  mine  : 
;o,  brightly  working  thought,  prcpur'd  to  fly, 
toove  the  page  on  hovering  pinions  lie,    • 
lid  beat  with  flronger  force,  to  make  thee  rife 
'here  beauteous  Hannah  meets  the  fcr.rching  eyes. 
There  frame  a  town, and  fix  a  tent  with  cords, 
ie  town  be  Shiloh  calfd,  the  tent  the  Lord's, 
irv'd  pillars,  filletted  with  filver,  rear, 
clofe  the  curtains  in  aii  outward  fquare, 
t  thofe  within  it,  which  'the  porch  uphold, 
finely  wrought,  and  overlaid  with  gold. 

Here  Eii  comes  to  take  the  refb'ng  (, »k 

moving  forward  with  arevcruid  y«It  : 
:rcd  in  office,  venerably  fage, 
id  venerably  great  in  iilver'd  age. 
re  Hannah  comes,  a  melancholy  wife,' 
iproach'J  fer  barren  injhe  marriage  life;' 
ke  fummer  morning*  ihe  to  fi^ht  appear , 
devv'd  and  Ihinhig  in  the  mldfl  of  rear's. 
:r  Jii-.irt  in  biiternefs  of  grief  Ihe  bow'J, 
id  thus  her  wifhes  to  th.  JLi/ru  ihe  vmvM  ; 
:hou  thine  handmaid  with  comp  liVun  fee, 
',  nVy  G-'jd.  !  aai  not  forge:  ly  i:;tx  ; 


If  in  mine  offspring  thou  prolong  my  line, 
The  child  I  wifh  for  all  his  days  be  thine; 
His  life  devoted,  in  thy  courts  he  led, 
And  not  a  razor  come  upon  his  head. 

.So,  from  receffes  of  her  inmoft  foul, 
Through  moving  lips  her  ftill  devotion  (role  : 
As  filent  w'ateiirglide  through  parted  trees, 
Whofe  branches  tremble  with  a  riling  breeze. 
The  words  were  loft  becauie  her  heart  was  low, 
But  free  defire  had  taught  the  mouth  to  go; 
This  Eli  mark'd,  and,  with  a  voice  fevere, 
While  yet  fhe  mukiply'd  her  thoughts  in  prayer,  , 
How  long  fliall  wine,  he  crie!-,  diflraci  thy  breaft  ?' 
Be  gone,  and  lay  the  drunken  fit  by  reft. 

Ah  !   fays  the  mourner,  count  not  this  for  fin, 
Tt  is  not  wine,  but  grief,  that  works  within  ; 
The  fpirit  of  thy  wretched  handmaid  know, 
Her  prayer's  complaint,  and  her  condition  woe. 
Then  fpake  the  facred  prieft,  in  peace  depart, 
And  with  thy  comfort  God  fulfil  thine  heart  ! 
His  bleffmg  thus  proriounc'd  with  awful  found, 
The  votary  bending  leaves  the  folemn  ground, 
She  feems  confirm'd  the  Lord  ha*  heard  her  cries,' 
And  cheerful  hope  the  tears  of  trouble  dries, 
And  makes  her  alter'd  eyes  irradiate  roll, 
With  joy  that  dawns  iu  thoughi  upon  the  foul. 

Now  let  the  town,  and  tent,  and  court  remain, 
And  reap  the  time  till  Hannah  comes  again. 
As  paTnted  profpedts  Ikip  alung  the  green, 
From  hills  to  mountains  eminently  feen, 
And  leave  their  intervals  that  fink  below, 
In  deep  retreat,  and  unexprefs'd  to  fhow. 

Behold  !  fhe  comes  (but  not  as  once  (he  came, 
To  grieve,  t>  figh,  and  teach  her  eyes  to  flreamj  $ 
Content  adorns  her  with  a  lively  fece, 
An  open  look,  and  fmiiing  kind  of  grace  ; 
Her  little  Samuel  in  her  arms  (he  bears, 
The  vvifii  of  long  defire,  and  child  of  prayers; 
And  as  the  facrifice  fhe  brought  b^gUn, 
To  reverend  Eli  fhe  prcfcnts  her  fon.  j 

Here,  cries  the  mother,  here  my  Lord  may  fee 
The  woman  come,  who  pray'd  in  grief  by  thee; 
The  child  I  fued  for,  God  in  bounty  gave  ; 
And  what  he  granted,  let  him  now  receive. 

But  ffill  the  votary  feels  her  temper  move, 
With  all  the  tender  violence  of  love^ 
That  dill  enjoys  the  gift,  ind  inly  burns 
To  fearck  for  larger,  or  for  more  returns. 
Then,  fill'd  with  bleffings  which  allure  to  praife, 
And  rais'd  by  joy  to  fouUenchintjrig  lays, 
Thus  thanks  the  Lord,  beneficently  kind, 
In  fw'eet  effufioti?  of  the  *ratcfu'l  mind  : 
My  lifting  htar  t,  v/ith  mure  than  common  heat, 
Sends  up  its  thanks  to  Gcj  on  every  beat, 
my  glory,  rais'd  above  the  reach  of  fcorn, 
T'.  God  exalts  its  highly  planted  horn  ; 
My  rrrouth  enhrg'd,  mine  enemies  defies, 
And  finds  fn  God's  ialv.uinn  full  replies. 
Oh,  bright  in  holy  beauty's  power  divine, 
Thtre's  none  whofe  glory  can  compare  with  tKlnc  I 
None   fhare    tlJiie    honcyrc,    nay,    there's  none 


No  rock  on  which  thy  creature:,  can  confide, 
Ye  pi.jjd  in  fjiirhs,  who  your  gift  adore, 
Unlflam  the  JEj'ufts,  and  fpealc  -,vith  pride  nu  .-acre) 
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No  more  your  wrds  in  arrogance  be  fliown, 
^Jorcall  the  works  of  Providence  your  own, 
Since  he  that  ruks  us  infinitely  knows, 
And,  as  he  wills,  his  acts  of  power  difpofe. 

The  ftrong,  whcfe  fmewy  forces  arch'd  the  bow, 
Have  feen  it  fhatter'd  by  the  conquering  foe  ; 
The  weak  have  felt  their  nerves  more  firmly  brace, 
And  new  fprunjj  vigour  in  the  limbs  encreafe. 
The  full,  whom  vary'd  taftes  of  plenty  fed, 
Have  let  their  labour  out  to  gain  their  bread. 
The  poor,  that  languifh'd  in  a  ftarving  {late, 
Content  and  full,  have  ceas'd  to  beg  their  meat. 
.The  barren  womb,  no  longer  barren  now, 
(Oh,  be  my  thanks  accepted  with  my  vow  !) 
In  pleafure  wonders  at  a  mothers  pain, 
And  fees  her  offspring,  and  conceives  again  ; 
While  fhe  that  glory'd  in  her  numerous  heirs, 
Now  broke  by  feeblenefs,  no  longer  bear*. 

Such  turns  their  rifing  from  the  Lord  derive, 
The  Lord  that  kills,  the  Lord  that  makes  alive; 
He  brings  by  ficknefs  down  to  gaping  graves, 
And,  by  refloring  health,  from  ficknefs  faves. 
lie  makes  the  poor  by  keeping  back  his  ftore, 
And  makes  the  rich  by  bleffing  men  with  more  ; 
He  finking  hearts  with  bitter  grief  annoys, 
Or  lifts  them  bounding  with  enliven'd  joys. 

Hs  takes  the  beggar  from  his  humble  clay, 
From  off  the  dunghill  where  defpis'd  he  lay, 
To  mix  with  princes  in  a  rank  fupreme, 
Fill  thrones  of  honour,  and  inherit  fame  : 
For  all  the  pilhrs  of  exalted  ftate, 
So  nobly  firm,  fo  beautifully  great, 
Whofe  various  orders  bear  the  rounded  ball, 
Which  would  without  them  to  confufion  fall, 
All  are  the  Lord's,  at  his  difpofure  (land, 
And  prop  the  govern'd  world  at  his  command. 

His  mercy,  fHH  more  wonderfully  fweet, 
Shall  guard  the  righteous,  and  uphold  their  feet, 
While,  through  the  darknefs  of  the  wicked  foul, 
Amazement,  dread,  and  defperation  roll ; 
While  envy  flops  their  tongues,  and  hopelefs  grk-f, 
That  fees  their  fears,  but  not  their  fears  relief. 
And  they  their  ftrength  as  unavailing  view, 
Since  none  fhall  truft  in  that  and  fafety  too. 

The  foes  of  Ifrael,  for  Ifraei's  fake, 
God  will  to  piects  in  his  anger  break  ; 
His  bolts  of  thunder,  from  an  openM  flcy, 
Shall  on  their  heads,  with  force  unerring,  fly. 
His  voice  fhall  call,  and  all  the  world  fhall  hear, 
And  all  for  fentence  at  his  feat  appear. 

But  mount  to  gentler  praifes,  mount  again, 
My  thought?,  prophetic  of  Meffiah's  reign  ; 
1'ticcive  the  glorias  which  around  him  fhine, 
And   thus  thine  hymn   be   crown'd   with  grace 
divine. 

'Tishere  the  numbers  find  a  bright  repofe, 
The  vows  accepted,  and  the  votary  goes. 
But  then,  niy  foul,  ,upon  her  accents  hung, 
And  fwtir'y  pitits'd  with  what  fhe  fvveetly  fling, 
Prolong  the  plrafure  with  thine  inward  ; 
Turn  back  thy  thought?,  and  fee  the  fubjecl:  rife. 

In  her  peculiar  caic,  the  lung  begun, 
Ard  for  a  \vhiie  through  privut?  bltffmgsrun, 
As  thn.i'^!.  their  banks  the  curlii:  ;  waters  j  !  iy, 
Aud  left  '.r.  n-.urmurs  kifs  the  flowery  way, 


With  force  encreafing  then  fhe  leaps  the  bounds 
And  largely  flows  on  more  extended  grounds ; 
Spreads  wide  and  wider,  till  vaft  feas  appear, 
And  boundiefs  views  of  Providence  are  here. 
How  fwift  thefe  view*  along  her  anthem  glide, 
As  waves  on  waves  pufh  forward  in  the  tide  '. 
How  fwift  thy  wonders  o'er  my  fancy  fweep, 
O  Providence,  thou  great  unfathom'd  deep  !* 
Where  refignation  gently  dips  the  wing, 
And  learns  to  love  and  thank,  admire  and  fing ; 
But  bold  prefumptuous  reafonings,  diving  down 
To  reach  the  bottom,  in  their  diving  drown. 

Neglecting  man,  forgetful  of  thy  ways, 
Nor  owns  thy  care,  nor  thinks  of  giving  praife, 
But  from  himfelf  his  happinefs  derives, 
And  thanks  his  wifdom,  when  by  thine  he  thrives: 
His  limbs  at  eafe  in  foft  repofe  he  fpreads, 
Bewitch'd  with  vain  delights,  on  flowery  beds  ; 
And,  while  his  fenfe  the  fragrant  breezes  kifs, 
He  meditates  a  waking  dream  of  blifs ; 
He  thinks  of  kingdoms,  and  their  crowns  are  near; 
He  thinks  of  glories,  and  their  rays  appear; 
He  thinks  of  beauties,  and  a  lovely  face 
Serenely  fmiles  in  every  taking  grace; 
He  thinks  of  riches,  and  their  heaps  arife, 
Difplay  their  glittering  forms^hd  fix  his  eyes ; 
Thus  drawn  with  pleafures  in  a  charming  view, 
Rifing  he  reaches,  and  would  fain  purfue. 
But  ftill  the  fleeting  fhadows  mock  his  care, 
And  dill  his  fingers  grafp  at  yielding  air; 
Whate'er  our  tempers  as  their  comforts  want, 
It  is  not  man's  to  take,  but  God's  to  grant. 
If  then,  perfifting  in  the  vain  defign, 
We  look  for  blifs  without  an  help  divine, 
We  ftill  may  fcarch,  and  fearch  without  relief, 
Nor  only  want  a  blifs,  but  find  a  grief. 
That  fuch  conviction  may  to  fight  appear, 
Sit  down,  ye  fons  of  men,  (peclators  here  ; 
Behold  a  fcene  uf  on  your  folly  wrought, 
And  let  this  lively  fcene  inftrucl:  the  thought. 

Boy,  blow  the  pipe  until  the  bubble  rile, 
Then  caft  it  off  to  float  upon  the  fkies  ; 
Still  fwell  its  fides  with  breath — O  beauteous  frame 
It  grows,  it  (bines  :  be  now  the  world  thy  name  '. 
Methinks  creation  forms  itfclf  within, 
The  men,  the  towns,  the  birds,  the  trees,  are  fee 
The  fkics  above  prefcnt  an  azure  fhow, 
And  lovely  verdure  paints  an  earth  below. 
I'll  wind  myfelf  in  this  delightful  fphere, 
And  live  a  thoufand  years  of  j  leaiure  there  ; 
Roll'd  up  in  bliffes,  which  an  und  me  clofc, 
And  now  regal'd  with  thefe,  a:ul  row  with  tho 
Fa'fe  hnre,  bqt  falfer  words  of  joy,  farewell, 
You've  i*»»t  the  loijj;ii)£  where  I  meant  to  Jwci 
My  bubbles  burft,  my  profpecls  difappear, 
Anil  leave  behind  a  moral  and  a  tear. 
If  at  the  type  our  dreaming  fouls  awAe, 
And  Hannah's  Ihnins  their  juft  imprtifion  make 
The  boundiefs  power  of  P:  ovichnce  we  know, 
And  fix  our  trull  on  nothing  here  below. 
Then  he,  grown  plevs'd   that   men  his  grcutne 

own, 

Looks  d"Wti  frrrnely  from  his  ftrrry  throne, 
Ar.d  bids  the  blcffed  uays  our  prayer?  have  won 
l-'ut  en  their  glurie,,  a;;;!  prepare  to  run. 


P     O     E     MS. 


For  which  our  thanks  be  juftly  fent  above, 
Enlarg'd  by  gladnefs,  and  infpir'd  with  love  : 
For  which  his  praifes  be  for  ever  fung, 
O  fweet  employment  of  the  grateful  tongue  '. 
Burft  forth,  my  temper,  in  a  godly  flame, 
For  all  his  bleffings  laud  his  holy  name  :     . 

That,  ere  mine  eyes  faluted  cheerful  day, 
A  gift  devoted  in  the  womb  I  lay, 

Like  Samuel  vow'd,  befoic  my  breath  I  drew, 
O  could  I  prove  in  life  like  Samuel  too  1 
That  all  my  frame  is  exquifkely  wrought, 

1'he  world  enjoy'd  by  fenfe,  and  God  by  thought ; 

That  living  ftreams  through  living  channels  glide, 
To  make  this  frame  by  Nature's  courfe  abide; 

That,  for  its  good,  by  Providence's  care, 

['"ire  joins  with  water,  earth  concurs  with  air  ^ 

That  mercy's  ever-inexhauiled  (lore 

is  pleas'd  to  proffer,  and  to  promife  more ; 
And  all  the  proffers  ftream  with  grace  divine, 
And  all  the  promife*  with  glory  fliiue. 
O  praife  the  Lord,  my  foul,  in  one  accord, 

Let  all  that  is  within  me  praife  the  Lord  ; 
O  praife  the  Lord,  my  foul,  and  ever  ftrivc 

To  keep  the  fweet  remembrances  alive. 
Sytill  raife  the  kind  affections  of  thine  heart, 

R.aife  every  grateful  word  to  bear  a  part, 
With  every  word  the  drams  of  love  dcvife, 
Awake  thine  harp,  and  thou  thyfelf  arife  ; 
Then,  if  his  mercy  be  not  half  exprefs'd, 

Let  wondering  filence  magnify  the  relt. 

DAVID. 

though?,  on  views  of  admiration  hung, 
Intently  ravifn'd,  anddepriv'd  of  tongue, 
Mow  d;irts  a  while  on  earth,  a  while  in  air, 
Here  mov'd  with  praife,  and  mov'd  with  glory 

there  ; 

The  joys  entrancing,  and  the  mute  furprife, 
Half  fix  the  blood,  and  dim  the  moiftening  eyes; 
Plcafure  and  praife  on  one  another  break, 
An  exclamation  longs  at  heart  to  fpeak; 
When  thus  my  genius  on,  the  work  defign'd, 
Awaiting  cloiely,  guides  the  wandering  mind. 
If,    while   thy   thanks    would    in    thy    lays   be 

wrought, 

A  bright  aflonifhment  involve  the  thought, 
If  yet  thy  temper  would  attempt  to  fing, 
Another's  quill  fhall  imp  thy  feebler  wing  ; 
Behold  the  name  of  royal  David  near, 
Behold  his  muiic,  and  his  meafures  hear, 
Whofe  harp  devotion  in  a  rapture  fining, 
And  left  no  fiate  of  pious  fouls  unfung. 

Him  to  the  wondering  world  but  newly  fhewn, 
Celeftinl  poetry  proiiounc'd  her  own  ;' 
XX  thouiand  hopes,  on  clouds  adoin'd  with  rays, 
(Bent  down  their  little  beauteous  forms  to  gaze; 
Fair  blooming  innocence,  witli  tender  years, 
And  native  iweetnefs  for  the  ravifh'd  ears, 
Prcpar'd  to  fmile  within  his  early  fi;ng, 
U.nd  brought  their  rivers,  groves,  and  plains  along: 
Mujettic  honour,  at  the  palace  bred, 
Enrob'd  in  white,  embroider'd  o'er  with  red, 
pleach'd  forth  the  iceptre  of  her  royal  fate, 
|His  forehead  touch'd,  and  bid  his  lays  be  great , 


Undaunted  courage,  deck'd  with  manly  charms, 
With  waving  azure  plumes,  and  gilded  arms, 
Difplay'd  the  glories  and  the  toils  of  light, 
Demanded  fame,  and  cali'd  him  forth  to  write. 
To  perfect  thefe,  the  facred  Spirit  came, 
By  mild  infufion  of  celeftial  flame, 
And  mov'd  with  dove-like  candour  in  his  breafr.^ 
And  breath'd  his  graces  over  all  the  reft. 
Ah  !  where  the  daring  flights  of  men  afpire, 
To  match  his  numbers  with  an  equal  fire  ; 
In  vain  they  ftrive  to  make  proud  Babel  rife, 
And  with  an  earth-born  labour  touch  the  ikies  : 
While  I  the  glittering  page  refolv'd  to  view, 
That  will  the  fubjedl  of  my  lines  renew  ; 
The  laurel  wreath,  my  fame's  imagin'd  fhade, 
Around  my  beating  temples  fears  to  fade  ; 
My  fainting  fancy  trembles  on  the  brink, 
And  David's  God  muft  help,  or  elfe  I  fink. 

As  rolling  rivers  in  their  channels  flow, 
Swift  from  aloft,  but  on  the  level  flow  : 
Or  rage  in  rocks,  or  glide  along  the  plains, 
So  juft,  fo  copious,  move  the  Pl'almilt's  {trains; 
So  iweetly  vary'd  with  proportion'd  heat, 
So  gently  clear,  or  fo  fublirnely  great ; 
While  Nature's  feen  in  all  her  forms  to  f.jine, 
And  mix  with  beauties  drawn  from  Truth  divine  j 
Sweet  beauties  (fweet  affection's  cndlds  rill) 
That  in  the  f»ul  like  honey  drops  diftil. 

Hail,  Holy  Spirit,  hail  Supremely  Kind, 
Whofe  infpiration  thus  enlarg'd  the  mind  ; 
Who  taught  him  what  the  gentle  fhepherd  fings, 
What  rich  expreffions  fuit  the  port  of  kings; 
What  daring  words  defcribe  the  fuldier's  heat, 
And  what  the  prophet's  ecftafies  relate ; 
Nor  let  his  worft  condition  be  forgot, 
(n  all  this  fplendour  of  exalted  thought, 
On  one  thy  different  forts  of  graces  fall, 
Still  made  fcr  each,  of  equal  force  in  alt; 
And  while  from  heavenly  courts  he  feels  a  flame, 
He  fings  the  place  from  whence  the  blelling  came ; 
And  makes  his  infpirations  fwectly  prove 
The  tuneful  fubjcdt  of  the  mind  they  move. 

Immortal  Spirit,  light  of  life  inftill'd, 
Who  thus  the  bofom  of  a  mortal  fill'd, 
Though  weak  my  voice,  and  though  my  light  be 

dim, 

Yet  fain  I'd  praife  thy  wondrous  gifts  in  him  ; 
Then,  fince  thine  aid's  attracted  by  defirc, 
And  they  thac  fpeak  thec  right  muft  feel  thy  fire, 
Vouchfafe  a  portion  of  thy  grace  divine, 
And  raife  my  voice,  and  iu  my  numbers  fhine  : 
I  fing  of  David,  David  fings  of  thee, 
Aflilt  the  Pfalmift,  and  his  work  in  me. 

But  now,  my  verfe,  arifing  on  the  wing, 
What  part  of  all  thy  fubject  wilt  thou  fing  ? 
How  fire  thy  firlt  attempt  ?  in  what  reforc 
Of  Palcllina's  plains,  or  Salem's  court ; 
Where,  as  his  hands  the  folemn  meafure  play'd, 
Curs'd  fiends  with  torment  and  confufion  fled ; 
Where,  at  the  rcfy  fpring  of  cheerful  light, 
(If  pious  fame  record  tradition  right) 
A  foft  efflation  of  celeftial  fire 
Came  like  a  rufhing  breeze,  and  fhook  the  lyre  ; 
Still  Iweetly  giving  every  trembling  firing 
So  much  of,  found,  as  made  him  wake  to  ling  ? 
C  ii 


TFTE    WORKS    OF   PARNEtL. 


Within  my  view  thf  Country  firft  appears, 
The  country  firft  enjoy'd  his  youthful  years; 
Then  frame  thy  fhady  landfcapes  in  my  drain, 
Some  confdous  mountain,  or  accuftom'd  plairt ; 
Where  by  the  waters,  on  the  grai?  reclin'd, 
With  cotes  he  rais'd,  with  notes  he  caim'd  his 

mind; 

For  through  the  paths  of  rural  life  I'll  dray, 
And  in  his  pleafu'res  paint  a  fheplierd's  day. 

With  grateful  fentiments,  with  active  will, 
\Vilh  voice  exerted,  dnd  enlivening  fkill, 
Hfs  free  return  rf  thanks  he  duly  paid, 
And  each  new  day  new  beams  of  bounty  fhed. 
Awake,  my  tuneful  harp  ;  awake,  he  cries; 
Awake,  my  lute,  the  fun  begins  t<\rife; 
My  God,  I'm  ready  now  !  then  takes  a  flight, 
To  pureft  Piety's  exalted  height : 
From  thence  his  foul,  with  heaven  itfelf  in  view, 
On  humhle 'prayers  and  humble  praii'cs  flew. 
The  praife  as  pleafing,  and  as  fweet  the  prayer, 
As  iiicenfe  curling  up  through  morning  air. 

When  towards  the  field  with  early  fteps  he  trod, 
And  gaz'd  around,  and  bwn'd 'the '\Vorks  of  God, 
Perhaps,  inTweet  n-elodieus  words  of  praife, 
Jie  drew  tr.e  profpeft  which  adorn'd  his  ways  ; 
T'he  foil,  bm  newjyvifited  with  rain,    • 
The  river  of  the  Lord  whhfpringing  grain, 
Ii:large,  encreafe  the  foften'd  furrow  bled, 
"I  he  year  with  goodnefs  crbwn'd,  with  beauty  dred. 
And  ttiil  to  power  divine  afcrfbe  it  ail, 
from  whole  high  pathsf  the:  drops  of  fatne fs  fall ; 
Then  in  the  fong  the  fmiling  fights-rejoice, 
.And1  all  tfie  mute  creation  finds  a  voice ;  • ; 
\Vith  thick  returns  delightful  echoes  fill 
The  pafitrr'd  green,  orToft  afcending  hill, 
Rais'd  by  «hc  bleatings  of  unnu'mber'd  ftwep, 
To  boaft  their  glories  in  'the  crowds  they  keep. 

•:om,  that's  waving  in  the  wedern  gale, 
.'With  joyful  jcund  proclaims  the  cove'r'd  vale. 

\V'J;ene'er  his  flocks  the  lovely  fhephcrd  drove, 
To   neighbouring    waters,    to   the   neighbouring 

•   grove ;     - 

To  Jordan**  flood,  refrefli'd  by  ccoling  wind, 
Or  CcdronVbrook,  to  mcffy  banks  confin'd  ; 
In  eafy  -ncres,  ard  guife  of  lowly  fwain,"       [train  : 
"T  was  thus  he  chaim'd  and  taught  the  lifteniiig 

The  Lord's  my  fhephcrd,  bountiful  and  good,  , 
i  rannot  want,  fmce  he  provides  me  food  5 
JVIc  for  his  fheep  along  the  verdant  meads, 
Ale,  all  too  mean,  his  tender  mercy  leads, 
To  tade  the  Iprings  of  life,  and  tafte  repoi'e 
Wherever  living  padure  fvveetly  grows, 
And  as  I  cannot  want,  I  need  not  fear, 
For  fKll  the  prefcnce  of  my  fhcpherd's  near; 
Through  daikfome  vales,   where  beads  of  prey 

•Ycfort,- 

\Vhc  re  death  appears  with  all  his  dreadful  court, 
His  rod  and  hook  direct  me  when  1  ftray,        > 
He  calls  to  fold,  and  they  diredl  my  way. 

Perhaps,  xvhenfeated  on  the  river's  brink, 
He  faw  the  tender  fheep  at  noon-day  drink, 
He  fui;g  the  land  where  milk  ;ir.d  honey  glide, 
And  fattening  plenty  roll?  upon  the  tide. 

Or,  fix'd  within  the  frefhnefs  of  a  fhade, 
Whole  buugbs  diffuil  their  leaves  around  his  hca  J 


He  borrow'd  notions  from  the  kind  retreif, 

1  hen  (ung  the  righteous  itr  their  happy  ftate, 

And  hoxv,  by  providential  care,  fucrels 

Shall  all  their  adlions  in  due  feafon  blefs; 

So  firm  they  (land,  fo  beaut  ful  they  look, 

As  planted  trees  afide  the  purling  brook  : 

Not  faded  by  the  ray*  that  parch  the  plain, 

Nor  careful  for  the  want  of  dropping  rain  : 

The  leaves  fprout  forth,  the  rifing  branches  fhoot, 

And  fummer  crowns  them  with  the  ripen'd  fiuit. ' 

But  if  the  flowtry  field,  with  varied  hue, 
Arid  native  fwe«"tnets,  cnrertaiu'd  his  view; 
The  flowery  field  with  all  the  glorious  throng 
Of  lively  colours  rule,  to  pairt  his  long ; 
It»  pride  and  fall  within  the  numbers  ran, 
And  fpake  the  life  of  tranfitcry  man. 

As  grafs  arifes  by  degrees  unfeen 
To  deck  the  bread  of  earth  with  lovely  green, 
Till  Nature's  order  brings  the  withering  days, 
Arid  all  the  fummer's  beauteous  pomp  decays; 
So,  by  degrees  unfeen,  doth  man  arile, 
So  blooms  by  courfe,  and  fo  by  courfe  he  dies. 
Or  as  her  head  the  g^udy  floweret  heaves, 
Spreads  to  the  fun,  and  boafts  her  filken  leaves, 
Till  accidental  winds  their  glory  fhed, 
And  then  (hey  fall  before  the  time  to  fade; 
So  man  appears,  fo  falls  in  all  his  prime, 
Ere  age  approaches  on  the  deps  of  time. 

But  thce,  my  God  !  thee  dill  the  lame  we  find, 
Thy  glory  lading,  and  thy  mercy  kind; 
That  ftill  the  jud,  and  all  his  race,  may  know 
No  caufe  to  mourn  their  1'wift  account  below. 
•    When    from    beneath   he    law  the  wandering 

fheep 

That  graz'd  the  level,  range  along  the  deep, 
Then  rofe,  the  wanton  dragglers  home  to  call, 
Before  the  pearly  dews  at  evening  fall; 
Perhaps  new  thoughts  the  rifing  ground  fupply, 
And  that  employs  his  mind  which  fills  his  eye. 
From  pointed  hills,  he  cries,  my  wifhestend, 
To  that  great  hill  from  whence  fupports  dtfcend;  ' 
The  Lord's  that  hill,  thut  place  of  lure  defence, 
My  wants  obtain  their  certain  help  from  thence.  . 
And  as  large  hills  projected  fhadows  throw, 
To  ward  the  fun  Ircim  ofi"  the  vales  below, 
Or  for  their  fafety  flop  the  blad  above, 
Thatj  with  raw  vapours  loaded,  nightly  rove; 
So  {hall  protection  o'er  his  fcrvants  Ipread, 
Ami  I  repofe  beneath  the  facrcd  fhade, 
Unhurt  by  rage,  that,  like  a  fnmmer'sday, 
Dellroys  and  fcorches  with  impetuous  ray  ; 
By  wading  forrows,  umiepriv'd  rl  red, 
That  fall,  like  damps  by  moon-fhine,  on  the  1  rcaft, 
Were  from  the  mind  the  profpevfls  fe«m  to  wear,  ' 
And  leave  the  couch'd  defign  appearing  bare; 
And  now  no  moie  the  fhepherd  fings  hi»  hill, 
But  fings  the  fovereign  Lord's  protection  dill. 
For  as  he  fees  the  night  prepar'd  to  come, 
On  wings  of  evening  he  prepares  for  home; 
And  in  ihe  long  thus  add*  a  bleffing  more, 
To  what  the  thought  within  the  figure  bore  : 
Eternal  goodnefs  mar.ifedly  dill 
Preferves  my  foul  from  each  approach  of  ill  ; 
Ends  all  my  days,  as  all  my  days  begin, 
Aad  keeps  my  going*,  and  iny  comings-in. 
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Here  think  the  finking  fun  defcenofc  apace, 
And,  from  thy  firil  attempt,  my  fancy  ceafe ; 
Here  bid  the  ruddy  fliepherd  quit  the  plain, 
And  to  the  fold  return  his  flocks  again. 
Go,  led  the  lion,  or  the  (bagged  bear, 
Iliy  tender  lambs  with  fivage  hunger  tear ; 
Though  neither  bear  nor  lion  match  thy  might, 
When  in  their  rage  they  ftood  rcveai'J  to  fight ; 
Go,  left  thy  wanton  (beep  returning  home, 
Should,  as  they  pals,  through  doubtful  darknefs 

roam. 

Go,  ruddy  youth,  to  Bethlcm  turn  thy  way, 
On  Bethlem's  road  conclude  the  parting  day. 

Methinks  he  goes  as  twilight  leads  the  night, 
And  fees  the  crefcent  rife  with  filver  light ; 
His  words  confider  all  the  fparkling  (how 
With  which  the  ftars  in  golden  order  glow. 
And  what  is  man,  he  cries,  that  thus  thy  kind, 
Thy   wondrous    love,  has  lodg'd    him    in    thy 

mind  ? 

For  him  they  glitter,  him  the  beafts  of  prey, 
Thai  fcare  my  iheep,  and  thefe  my  (beep  obey. 

0  Lord,  our  Lord,  with  how  deferv'd  a  fame, 
Does  earth  record  the  glories  of  thy  name  ! 
Then,  as  he  thus  devoutly  walks  along, 
And  finds  the  road  has  finiih'd  with  thefong, 
He  fings,  with  lifted  hands  and  lifted  eyes, 
Be  this,  my  God,  an  evening  facrifice. 

But  now,  the  lowly  daks,  the  trembling  groves, 
O'er  which  the  whifper'd  breeze  ferenely  roves, 
Leave  all  the  coarfe  of  woi  king  fancy  cleur, 
Or  only  grace  another  fubjedl  here  ; 
For  in  my  purpofe  new  defigns  arife, 
Whofe  brightening  images  engage  mine  eyes. 
Then  here,  my  verfe,  thy  louder  accents  raife, 
Thy  theme  through  lofty  paths  of  glory  trace  ; 
Call  forth  his  honours  in  imperial  throngs, 
And  ftrive  to  touch  his,  more  exalted  fong?. 

While  yet  in  humble  vales  his  harp  he  fining, 
While  yet  he  foliow'd  after  ewes  with  young, 
Eternal  Wifdom  chofe  iiim  for  hU  own, 
And  from  the  flock  andvanc'd  him  to  the  throne; 
That  there  hi*  upright  heart,  and  prudent  hand, 
With  more  diftinguifh'd  fkill,  and  high  command, 
Might  ad.  the  (hcpherd  in  a  noble  fphere, 
And  take  his  nation  into  regal  care. 
He  could  of  mercy  then,  and  jnflice  fing, 
Thofc  radiant  viitucs  that  adorn  a  king, 
That  make  his  reign  blaze  forth  with  bright  re 
nown, 

Beyond  tholt:  gems  whofe  fplendour  decks  a  crown: 
That  fixing  peace,  by  temper'd  love  and  fear, 
Make  plains  abound,  and  barren  mountains  bare. 
To  thce,  to  whom  thefe  a:  tributes  belong, 
To  thce,  my  God,  he  cry'd,  I  fend  my  fong; 
To  thee,  from  whom  my  regal  glory  came, 

1  fing  the  forms  in  which  my  court  I  frame  ; 
Affilt  the  models  of  imperfcd  fkiil, 

O  come,  with  fecred  aid,  and  fix  my  will. 
A  wife  behaviour  in  my  private  ways, 
And  all  my  foul  difpos'd  to  public  peace, 
Shall  daily  ftrive  to  let  my  (ubjedb  lee 
A  perfedt  pattern  how  to  live,  in  me. 
Still  will  1  think,  as  ftill  my  glories  rife, 
To  fet  no  wicked  thirjj  bsfpre  mice  eyes, 


:hate,C 
rrear-,3 


Nor  will  I  choofc  the  favourites  of  ftate, 
Among  thofe  nun  that  have  incurr'd  thine  hate,  ] 
Whole  vice  but  makes  them  fcandaloufly  gr 
'  Fi?  time  that  all,  whofe  froward  rage  of  heart 
Would  vex  my  realm,  fliall  from  my  realm  depart; 
' Tis  time  that  all,  whofe  private  (lindering  lie 
Leads  judgment  (alfely,  fliall  by  judgment  die. 
And  time  the  great,  who  loofe  the  reins  to  pride, 
Shall  with  negied  and  fcorn  be  laid  afide ; 
But  o'er  the  trads  that  my  commands  obey, 
I'll  lend  my  light,  with  fnarp  difarming  ray, 
Through   dark  retreats,    where    humble    minds 
abide,  [hide ; 

Through  (hades  of  peace,  where  modeft  tempers 
To  find  the  good  that  may  fupport  my  ftate, 
And,  having  lound  them,  then  to  make  them  great. 
My  voice  (hall  raife  them  from  the  lonely  cell, 
With  me  to  govern,  and  with  me  to  dwell. 
My  voice  dial!  flattery  and  deceit  difgrace, 
And  in  their  room  exulted  virtue  place; 
That,  with  an  early  care,  and  (tedfaft,  hand, 
The  wicked  perifh  from  the  faithful  land. 

When  on  the  throne  he  fate  in  calm  repofe, 
And  with  a  royal  hope  his  offspring  roL, 
His  prayers,  anticipating  time,  reveal 
Their  deep  concernment  for  the  public  weal ; 
Upon  a  good  forecafted  thought  they  run, 
For  common  bleilings  in  the  king  begun  : 
For  rightcoufnefs  and  judgment  ilriclly  fair, 
Which  from  the  king  defcends  upon  his  heir. 
So  when  his  life  and  all  his  labour  ceafe,   , 
The  reign  fuccecding,  brings  fucceedipg  peace  ; 
SD  ftill  the  poor  (hall  find  impartial  laws, 
And  orphans  ftill  a  guardian  of  their  caufe  : 
And  ftern  oppreflion  have  its  galling  yoke, 
And  rabid  teeth  of  prey,  to  pieces  broke. 
Then,  wondering  at  the  glories  of  his  way, 
His  friends  (hail  love,  his  daunted  foe's  obty ; 
For  peaceful  commerce  neighbouring  kings  apply, 
And  with  great  prefcnts  court  the  grand  ally. 
For  him  rich  gums  (hall  fweet  Arabia  bear, 
For  him  rich  Sheba  mine*  of  gold  prepare; 
Him  Tharfis,  him  the  foreign  ifles  ihall  greet, 
And  every  nation  bend  beneath  his  feet. 
And  thus  his  honours  far-extended  grow, 
The  type  of  great  Median's  reign  below. 

But  worldly  realms,  that  in  his  accents  fhine, 
Are  left  beneath  the  full  advanc'd  defign ; 
When  thoughts  of  empire  in  the  mind  increafe 
O'er  all  the  limits  that  detenmine  place, 
If  thus  the  monarch's  rifn;g  fancy  move 
To  fearch  for  more  unbounded  realms  above, 
In  which  celeftial  courts  the  king  maintains,' 
And  o'er  the  vaft  extent  of  nature  reigns; 
He  then  delcribes,  in  elevated  words, 
His  Ifrad's  (hepherd,  as  the  Lord  of  Lords. 
How  bright  between  the  cherubims  he  fits, 
What  dazzling  luftre  all  his  throne  emits ; 
How  righteoufnefs,  with  judgment  join'J,  fup 

port 

The  regal  feat,  and  dignify  the  court; 
How  faireft  honour,  and  majeftic  ftate, 
The  prefencc  grace,  and  ftiength  the  beauty  wait 
What  glittering  minifteis  around  him  (land, 
To  fly  like  winds,  or  flames,  at  his  command, 
C  iiij 
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HOW  fure  the  beams,  on  which  his  pahce  rife, 
Arc  let  in  •waters,  rais\l  above  the  (kies; 
How  \vide  the  fkies,  like  outfpread  curtains,  fly 
To  veil  majeftic  light  from  human  eye; 
Or  fnrm'd  the  wide-expanded  vaults  above, 
Where  ftorms  are  bounded,  though  they  fetm  to 

rove  ; 

Where  fire,  and  hail,  and  vapour,  fo  fulfil 
The  wife  intentions  of  their  Maker's  will ; 
How  well  'tisleen  the  great  eternal  mind 
Rides  on  the  clouds,  and  walks  upon  the  wind. 
O,  wondrous  Lord !    how   bright  thy  glories 

fhine 

The  heavens  declare,  for  what  they  boaft  is  thine  ; 
And  yon  blue  tra.<Sc,  er.rich'd  with  orbs  of  light, 
Jn  all  its  h'lndy-work  difplays  thy  might. 

Again  the  monarch  touch'd  another  {train, 
Another  province  claim'd  his  verfe  a<;a>n, 
Where  goodnefs  infinite  has  fix'd  a  fway, 
Whofe  ontftretch'd  limits  are  the  bounds  of  day. 
Beneath  this  empire  of  extended  air, 
Yet  ftill  in  reach  of  Providence's  care, 
God  plac'd  the  Bounded  earth  with  ftedfaft  hand, 
And  bid  the  bafis  ever  firmly  Hand  : 
He  bid  the  mountains  from  confufion's  heaps 
Exalt  their  fummits,  and  aiTume  their  fhapes. 
He  bid  the  waters  like  a  garment  fpread, 
TCI  form  .Targe  feas,  and,  as  he  fpake,  they  fled. 
His  voicr^-  his  thunder,  made  the  waves  obey. 
And  forward  haften,  till  they  form'd  the  fea  ; 
Then,  left  with  lawlefs  rage  the  furges  roar, 
He  mark'd  their  bounds,  and  girt  them  in  with 
fhore,  [fteal 

He  fill'd  the   land   with  brooks,  that  trembling 
Through  winding  hills,  along  the  flowery  vale; 
To  which  the  beads,  that  graze  the  vale,  retreat 
For  cool  refrefhings  in  the  funimer's  heat ; 
While,  perch'd  in  leaves  upon  the  tender  fprays, 
The  birds  around  their  finging  voice*  raife. 
He  makes  the  vapours,  which  he  taught  to  fly, 
porfake  the  chambers  of  the  clouds  on  high, 
And  golden  harveft,  rich  with  ears  of  grain 
And  ipiry  blades  of  grafs,  adorn  the  plain  ; 
And  grapes  luxuriant  cheer  the  foul  with  wine, 
And  ointment  fherl,  to  make  the  vifage  fhine. 
Through  trunks  of  trees  fermenting  fap  proceeds, 
To  feed,  and  tinge  the  living  bmi^hs  it  feeds  : 
So  ftioots  the  fir,  where  airy  ftorks  abide, 
So  cedar,  Lebanon's  afpiring  pride, 
Whofe  birds,  by  God's  appointment,  in  their  neft, 
With  green  furrounded,  lie  fecure  of  reft  ; 
Where  fmall  increafe  the  barren  mountains  give, 
There  kines,  adapted  to  the  iVcJin,;-,  live; 
There  flocks  of  goats  in  healthy  palturts  browfe, 
And,  in  their  rocky  entrails,  rabbits  houfe. 
Where  forefts,  thick  with  ihruiis,  entangled  ftand, 
Untrod  the  roads,  and  cUtoh:te  the  lai:d, 
There  clofe  in  coverts  hulc  the  br.<fb  of  prey, 
Till  lu.ivy  darkr..  '  isn  the  day, 

Then  roar  with  hum-  .::;d  range  abroad, 

And,  is)  their  ;  .  their  meat  from  God; 

And,  when  the  dawning  edge  of  euftern  air 
Begins  to  purple,  to  their  den*  rcj.air. 
Man,  next  j  from  the  fweet  repofc 

Of  dowjiy  btds,  to  work  appoiuttJ 


Win  n  firft  the  moining  fees  the  fifing  fur., 

He  fees  their  labotirs  lv>:h  :t  once  lirgun  ; 

An.l,i.ight  returning  with  its  Harry  train, 

Perceives  their  lab.  urs  ilone  at  once  again. 

O  !  manifold  in  works  lupremrly  wile. 

How  well  thy  gracious  llore  the  world  Supplies! 

How  all  thy  creatures  on  thy  goodnefs  call, 

And  that  beftows  a  due  fupport  for  all ! 

When  from  an  open  hand  thy  favours  flow, 

Rich  bounty  ftonps  to  vifit  us  below  ; 

When  from  thy  hand  no  more  thy  favours  ftream. 

Back    to    the    duft    we    turn,    from    whence   wa 

came  ; 

And  when  thy  fpirit  gives  the  vital  heat, 
A  fure  fucceffion  keeps  the  kinds  complete ; 
The  propagated  feeds  their  forms  retain, 
And  all  the  face  of  earth's  renewal  again. 
Thus,  as  you've  fcen  th'  efledt  reveal  the  caufe, 
Is  Nature's  Ruler  known  in  Nature's  laws; 
Thus  ftill  his  power  is  o'er  the  world  difplay'd, 
And  ftill  rejoices  in  the  world  he  made. 
The  Lord  he  reigns,  the  King  of  kings  is  king; 
Let  nations  praife,  and  praifes  learn  to  fing. 

My  verfts  here  may  change  their  ftyle  again, 
And  trace  the  Pfahniit  in  another  ftrain ; 
Where  all  his  foi:l  the  foldier's,  fpirit  warms, 
And  to  the  mufic  fits  the  found  of  arms ; 
Where  brave  diforder  does  in  numbers  dwell^ 
And  artful  number  fpeaks  diforder  well. 
Arife,  my  genius,  and  attempt  the  praite 
Of  dreaded  power,  and  perilous  effays; 
And  where  his  accents  arc  too  nobly  great, 
Like  diftant  echoes,  give  the  faint  repeat : 
For  who,  like  him,  with  enterprifing  pen. 
Can  paint  the  Lord  of  hofts  in  wrath  with  men  J 
Or  with  juft  images  of  tuneful  lay, 
Set  all  his  terrors  in  their  fierce  array  ? 
He  come?  !  The  tumult  of  tlifcording  fpheres, 
The  quivering  fliocksof  earth  ccnfels  their  fears; 
Thick  fmoke  precede,  and  Wafts  of  angry  breath^ 
That  kindle  dread  devouiing  flames  of  death. 
He  comes  '.  the  firmament,  with  difmal  night, 
Bows  down,  and  feems  to  fall  uporv^kfltlight  : 
The  darkling  mifts  enwrap  his  head^gQund,    „ 
The  waters  deluge,  and  the  tempefts  reitJjtJ  ; 
While  on  the  cherub's  puiple  wings  he  flies, 
And  plants  his  black  pavilion  in  the  (kies.. 
He  comes  !   the  clouds  remove;  the  rattling  hail, 
Defcending,  bounds,  and  fcatters  o'er  the  vale  : 
His  voice  is  heard,  his  thunder  fpeaks  his  ire, 
His  lightning  blalts  with  blue  Sulphureous  fire  ; 
His  brandifh'd  bolts  with  fwift  o.mmiflion  go, 
To  punift  man's  n-bellious  adts  below. 
His  ftern  rebukes  lay  <ie.  j».  ft  ocean  bare, 
And  iV-Hd  earth,  by  wide  eruption,  tear. 
Then  glares  the  naked  gulf  with  dilmal  ray, 
And  then  the  dark  foundations  fee  the  eiay  : 
O  God  '.   let  mercy  this  thy  war  afluage  1 
Alas!   no  mortal  can  fuftain  thy  rage. 
While  1  but  ftnve  the  dire  effcifts  to  tell, 
And  on  another's  words  attentive  dwell, 

.•g  paifions  in  my  bofom  roll, 
And  all  in   tumult  work  the  troubled  fonl : 
Remone  with  pity,  fear  with  for  row  blend, 
A;;d  !  bi.r  '-.rive  i;i  vain  ;  my  vcrlc,  dclcci.J^ 
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To  lefs  afpiring paths'  dlrcdl  thy  flight, 

Though  ftiil  the  kls    may  moie  than   match  thy 

might ; 

While  1  to  fecond  agents  tune  the  firings, 
And  Ifracl's  warrior  Ifrael's  battles  fmgs  ; 
Great  warrior  he,  and  great  to  fmg  of  war, 
Whofe  lines  (if  ever  lines  prevail'd  fo  far) 
Might  pitch  the  tents,  compofe  the  ranks  anew, 
To  combat  found,  and  bring  the  toil  to  view. 
O  nation  moft  fecurely  rais'd  in  name, 
Whnfe  fair  records  he  wrote  for  endkfs  fame ; 

0  nation  oft  victorious  o'er  thy  foes, 

At  once  thy  conquefts,  and  thy  thanks  he  mow,; 
For  thus  he  fung  the  realms  that  muft  be  thine, 
And  made  thee  thus  confefs  an  aid  divine. 
"When  mercy  look'd,  the  waves  perceiv'd  its  fway, 
And  Ifrael  pafs'd  the  deep  divided  fea. 
When  Mercy  fpake  it,  haughty  Pharaoh's  hoft, 
And  haughty  Pharaoh,  by  the  waves  were  toft. 
When  Mercy  led  us  through  the  defert  fand, 
We  reach'd  the  borders  of  the  promis'd  land  : 
Then  all  the  kings  their  gather'd  armies  brought, 
And  all  thofe  kings  by  Mercy's  help  vie  fought : 
There,  with  their  monarch,  Amor's  people  bleed, 
For  God  was  gracious,  and  the  tribes  fucceed. 
There  monftrous  Ogg  was  fell'd  on  Bafan's  plain, 
For  God  was  gracious  to  the  tribes  again. 
At  length  their  yoke  the  realms  of  Canaan  feel, 
And  Ifrael  fings  that  God  is  gracious  ftill. 

Nor  has  the  warlike  prince,  alone  inroli'd 
The  wondrous  feats  their  fathers  did  of  old  ; 
His  own  emblazon'd  ails  adorn  his  lays, 
Thefe  too  may  challenge  juft  returns  of  praife. 
JVIy  God  !  he  cries,  my  fureft  rock  of  might, 
My  truft  in  dangers,  and  nay  fhield  in  fight ; 
Thy  matchlels  bounties  1  with  gladnefs  own, 
Nor  find  affiftance  but  from  thee  alone  : 
Thy  flrength  is  armour,  and  my  path  fuccefs, 
»o  power  like  thee  can  thus  fecurely  blefs. 
When  troops  united  would  arreft  my  courfe, 

1  break  their  files,  and  through  their  order  force  ; 
When  in  their  towns  they  keep,  my  fiege  I  form, 
And  leap  the  battlements,  and  lead  the  ftorm  ; 
And  when  in  camps  abroad  intrench'd  they  lie, 
As  fwift  as  hinds  in  chace  1  bound  on  high  ; 

My  ftrenuous  arms  thou  teachefl  how  to  kill, 
And  fnap  in  funder  temper' d  bows  of  fteel ; 
My  moving  footfteps  are  enlarg'd  by  thee, 
And  kept  from  fnares  of  planned  ambufh  free  ; 
And  when  my  fues  forfake  the  field  of  tight, 
Then,  fiufb'd  with  conqueft,  I  purfue  their  flight; 
In  vain  their  fears,  that  almoft  reach  deipair, 
The  trembling  wretches  from  mine  anger  bear ; 
As  ivvift  as  fear  brilk  warmth  cf  conqucft  goes, 
And  at  my  feet  dejedts  the  wounded  foes  ; 
For  help  they  call,  but  find  their  helper's  gone, 
For  God's  againfl  them,  and  I  drive  them  oil 
As  whirling  duft  in  airy  tumult  fly, 
Ijefore  the  tempeft  that  involves  the  fky. 
And,  in  ruy  rage's  unavoided  fway, 
I  tread  their  necks  like  abjedl  heaps  of  clay. 

The  warrior  thus  in  fong  his  deeds  expreis'J, 
JJor  vainly  boafled  what  he  but  confefs'd  ; 
While  warlike  ad-lions  were  proclaim'd  abroad, 
That  all  their  pruifes  fhould  refer  to  God, 


And  here,  to  mal;e  this  bright  deGgn'arife, 

In  fairer  lj>lendour  to  the  nation's  eyes, 

From  private  valour  he  converts  his  lays, 

For  yet  the  public  claiiu'd  attempts  of  praife ; 

And  public  conquefts  where  they  jointly  fought, 

Thus  ft  and  recorded  by  refie&ing  thought ; 

God  fent  his  Samuel  from  his  holy  feat 

To  bear  the  promife  of  my  future  ftate, 

And  1,  rejoicing,  fee  the  tribes  fulfil 

The  promis'd  purpofe  of  almighty  will ; 

StibjevSted  Sichem,  fweet  Samaria's  plain, 

And  Succoth's  valleys,  have  confefs'd  my  reign; 

Remoter  Gilead's  hilly  tracls  obey, 

Manaffeh's  parted  lands  accept  my  fway  ;    [mine, 

Strong  Ephraim's  fons  and  Ephraim's  ports  are 

And  mine  the  throne  of  princely  Judah's  line ; 

Then  fince  my  people  with  my  ftandard  go, 

To  bring  the  ftrength  of  adverfe  empire  low, 

Let  Moab's  foil,  to  vile  fubje&ion  brought, 

With  groans  declare  how  well  our  ranks  have 

fought ; 

Let  vanquifh'd  Edom  bow  its  humbled  head, 
And  tell  how  pompou*  on  its  pride  I  tread; 
And  now,  Philiftia,  with  thy  conquering  hoft, 
Difmay'd  and  broke,  of  conquer'd  Ifrael  boaft; 
But  if  a  Seer  or  Kabbah  yet  remain 
On  Johemaan's  hill,  or  Amon's  plain, 
Lead  forth  our  armies,  Lord,  regard  our  pray'r  j 
Lead,  Lord  of  battles,  and  we'll  conquer  there. 
As  this  the  warrior  fpake,  his  heart  arofe, 
And  thus,  with  grateful  turn,  perform'd  the  clefc  : 
Though  men  to  men  their  beft  affiftance  lend, 
Yet  men  alone  will  but  in  vain  befriend ; 
Through  God  we  work  exploits  of  high  renown, 
'Tis  God  that  treads  our  great  oppofersdown. 

Hear  now  the  praife  of  well-difputed  fields, 
The  beft  return  victorious  honour  yields ; 
'  1  'is  common  good  reftor'd,  when  lovely  Peace 
Is  join'd  with  righteoufnefs  in  ftrict  embrace  ; 
Hear,  all  ye  viftors,  what  your  fword  fecirres, 
Hear,  all  ye  nations ;  for  the  caufe  is  yours ; 
And  when  the  joyful  trumpets  loudly  found, 
When  groaning  captives  in  their  ranks  are  bound, 
When  pillars  lift  the  bloody  plumes  in  air, 
And  broken  fhafts  and  batter'd  armour  bear; 
When  painted  arches  a<Ss  of  war  relate, 
When  flow  proceffion's  pomps  augment  the  ftate  ; 
When  fame  relates  their  worth  among  the  throng, 
Thus  take  from  David  their  triumphant  fong  : 
Oh,  clap  your  hands  together  '   oh,  rejoice 
In  God  with  melody's  exalted  voice  ; 
Your  facred  pfalm  within  his  dwelling  raife, 
And,  for  a  pure  oblation,  offer  praife ; 
For  the  rich  goodnefs  plentifully  fhows 
He  profpers  our  defign  upon  our  foes. 
Then,  hither,  all  ye  nations,  hither  rnn, 
Behold  the  wonders  which  the  Lord  has  done  ; 
Behold,  with  what  a  mind,  the  heap  of  flain, 
He  fpreads  the  fanguinc  lurface  of  the  plain  ; 
He  makei  the  wars,  that  mad  confufion  hurl'd, 
Be  fpent  in  vidlorie^,  and  leave  the  world. 
He  breaks  the  bended  bows,  the  fpears  of  ire, 
And  burns  the  fhattcr'd  chariots  in  the  fire, 
And  bids  the  realms  be  ftill,  the  tumults  ceafe, 
And  know  the  Lord  of  war,  for  Lord  of  peace. 
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Now  may  the  tender  youth  in  goodnefs  rife, 

Beneath  the  guidance  of  their  parents  eyes, 

And  tall  young  poplars,  when  the  ranger's  nigh, 

To  watch  their  riling*,  left  they  (hoot  awry. 

Now  may  the  beauteous  daughters,  bred  With  care, 

In  modeft  rules,  and  pious  acts  of  fear, 

Like  polifh'd  corners  of  the  temple  be, 

So  bright,  fo  fpotlefs,  and  fo  fit  for  thee. 

Now  niay  the  various  feafons  blefs  the  foil, 

And   plenreous  gardeners   pay    the  ploughman's 

toil; 

Now  fheep  and  kine,  upon  the  flowery  meads, 
Increafe  in  thoufands,and  ten  thoufand  heads; 
And  now  no  more  the  found  of  grief  complains 
For  thofe  that  fall  in  fight,  or  live  in  chains; 
Here,  when  the  bk-ffings  are  proclaim'd  aloud, 
Join  all  the  voices  of  the  thankful  crowd  ; 
Let  all  that  feel  them  thusconfefs  their  part, 
Thus  own  their  worth,  with  one  united  heart ; 
Happy  the  realm  which  God  vouchfafes  to  blefs 
With  all  the  glories  of  a  bright  fuccels  '. 
And  happy  thrice  the  realm,  tf  thus  he  pleafe 
To  crown  thofe  glories  with  the  fweets  of  eafe  ; 
Frum  warfare  finifh'd  on  a  chain  of  thought, 
To  bright  attempts  of  future  rapture  wrought ; 
Yet  ftronger,  yet  thy  pinions  ftronger  raife, 

0  Fancy,  reigning  in  the  power  of  lays. 
For  Sion's  hill  thine  airy  courfes  hold, 
'Twas  there  thy  David  prophefy'd  of  old  ; 
And  there  devout  in  contemplation  fit, 
In  holy  vifion,  and  ecftatic  fit. 

Methinks  I  feem  to  feel  the  charms  begin, 
Nowfweet  contentment  tunes  my  foul  within  ; 
Now  wondrous  foft  anfmg  mufic  plays, 
And  now  full  founds  upon  the  fenfe  increafe  ; 
Fit  David's  lyre,  his  artful  fingers  move, 
To  court  the  fpirit  from  the  realms  above ; 
And,  pleasM  to  come  where  holinefs  attends, 
The  courted  fpirit  from  above  defcends. 
HeiKe  on  the  lyre  and  voice  new  graces  reft, 
And  bright  prophetic  forms  enlarge  the  breaft ; 
Hence  firm  decrees  his  myftic  hymns  relate, 
AfftVd  in  heaven's  adamantine  gate, 
The  glories  of  the  m oft  important  age, 
And  Chrift'sbleft  empire  feen  by  fure  prefage. 

When,  in  a  diftant  view,  with  inward  eyes, 
He  fees  the  Son  defcending  from  the  fkies, 
To  take  the  form  of  man  for  mankind's  fake, 
"1'is  thus  he  makes  the  great  Mtfliah  fpeak: 
It  is  not,   Father,  blood  of  bullocks  flain 
Can  cleanfe  the  world  from  univerfal  flain ; 
Such  offerings  are  not  here  requir'd  by  thee, 
But  point  at  mine,  and  leave  the  work  for  me  ; 
To  perfect  which,  as  fervants  ears  they  drill, 
In  fign  of  opening  to  their  matter's  will  ; 
Thy  will  would  open  mine,  and  have  me  bear 
My  fign  of  miniftry,  the  body  there, 
Prophetic  volumes  of  our  ftate  aflign 
The  world's  redemption  as  an  act  of  mine  ; 
And  lo  !  with  cheerful  and  obedient  heart, 

1  come,  my  Father,  to  perform  my  part. 
So  fpake  the  Son,  and  left  his  throne  above, 
When  wings  to  bear  him  were  prepar'd  by  love  ; 
When  with  their  Monarch,  on  the  great  defcent, 
S«eet  humblencfs  and  gentle  patience  went; 


Fair  fifters  both,  both  blefs'd  in  his  cfteem, 
And  both  appointed  here  to  wait  on  him. 

But  now,  before  the  Prophet's  ravifh'd  eyes, 
Succeeding  profpects  of  his  life  arilc; 
And  here  he  teaches  all  the  world  to  fmg 
Thofe  ftrains  in  which  the  nations  own'd  him 

King. 

When  houghs  as  at  an  holy  feaft  they  bear, 
To  fhow  the  Godhead  manifefted  there  ; 
And  garments,  as  a  mark  of  glory,  ftrow'd, 
Declar'd  a  prince  proclaim'd  upon  the  road  : 
This  day  the  Lord  hath  made,  we  will  employ 
In  fongs,  he  cries,  and  confecrate  the  joy. 
Hofannah,  Lord,  Hofannah,  fhed  thy  peace ; 
Hofannah,  long-expecting  nations  grace  ; 
Oh,  blefs'd  in  honour's  height  triumphant  thou, 
That  waft  to  come,  oh,  blefs  thy  people  ijow. 

' Twere  eafy  dwelling  here  with  fix'd  delight, 
And  much  the  fweet  engagement  of  the  fight ; 
But  fleeting  vifions  each  on  other  throng, 
And  change  the  mufic,  and  demand  the  fong  : 
Ah  !  mufic  chang'd  by  fadly  moving  fhow  : 
Ah  !  fong  demanded  in  excefs  of  woe  ! 
For  what  was  all  the  gracious  Saviour's  flay, 
Whilft  here  he  trod  in  life's  encumber"  d  way, 
But  troubled  patience,  perfecuted  breath, 
Neglected  forrows,  and  afflicting  death  ; 
Approach,  ye  finners;  think  the  garden  mow* 
Hi*  bloody  fwcet  of  full  arifmg  throws ; 
Approach  his  gfief,  and  hear  him  thus  complaiflj 
Through  David's  perfon,  and  in  David's  ftrain. 

Oh,  fave  me,  God,  thy  floods  about  me  roll, 
Thy  wrath  divine  hath  ovtrflow'd  my  foul : 
I  come  at  length  where  rifing  waters  drown, 
And  fink  in  deep  affliction,  deeply  down. 
Deceitful  fnares,  to  bring  me  to  the  dead, 
Lie  ready  plac'd  in  every  path  I  tread ; 
And  hell  itfelf,  with  all  that  hell  contains, 
Of  fiends  accurs'd,  and  dreadful  change  of  pains; 
To  daunt  firm  will,  and  crof»  the  good  defign'd, 
With  ftrong  temptations  faften  on  the  mind; 
Such  grief,  fuch  forrows,  in  amazing  view,~ 
iJiftracted  fears  and  heavinefs  purfue, 
Ye  fages,  deeply  read  in  human  frame, 
The  pafiions'  caufes,  and  their  wild  extreme; 
Where  mov'd  an  object  more  oppos'd  to  blifs, 
What  other  agony  could  equal  his  ? 

The  mufic  1H11  proceeds  with  mournful  airi, 
And  fpeaks  the  dangers,  as  it  fpeaks  the  fears. 
Oh,  facred  Prefence,  from  the  Son  withdrawn  : 
Oh,  God,  my  Father,  whether  art  thou  gone  ? 
Oh,  muft  my  foul  bewail  tormenting  pain, 
And  all  my  words  in  anguifh  fall  in  vain  ? 
The  trouble's  near,  in  which  my  life  will  end  ; 
But  none  is  near,  that  will  afliftance  lend  ; 
Like  Bafhan's,  bulls,  my  foes  againft  me  throng, 
So  proud,  inhuman,  numberlefs,  and  flrong. 
Like  defert  lions,  on  their  prey  they  go, 
So  much  their  fierce  dcfire  of  blood  they  fhow  : 
As  ploughers  wound  the  ground,  they  tore  my 

back, 

And  long  deep  furrows  manifeft  the  tract. 
They  pierc'd  my  tender  hands,  my  tender  feet, 
And  caus'd  fharp  pang5,  where  nerves  in  nutr.-. 
bers  meet  j 
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Rich  fireams  of  life  forfake  my  rended  veins, 
And  fall  like  water  fpill'd  upon  the  plains  ; 
My  bones,  that  us'd  in  hollow  fer.ts  to  clofe, 
Disjoint  with  anguifli  of  convuliive  throes  ; 
My  mourning  heart  is  melted  in  my  frame, 
As  wax  diflolving  runs  before  a  flame  ; 
My  ftrength  dries  up,  my  flefii  the  moiflure  leaves, 
And  on  my  tongue  my  clammy  palate  cleaves  : 
Alas!  Ithirft;  alas!  for  drink  I  call ; 
For,drink  they  give  me  vinegar  and  gall.) 
To  fportful  game  the  favage  foldiers  go, 
And  for  my  vefture,  on  my  vefture  throw  ; 
While  all  deride,  who  fee  me  thus  forlorn, 
And  (hoot  their  Mps,  and  (hake  their  heads  in 

(corn. 

And,  with  defpiteful  jeft,  Behold,  they  cry, 
The  great  peculiar  darling  of  the  fky  ; 
He  trufted  God  would  fave  his  foul  from  woe, 
Now  God  may  have  him,  if  he  loves  him  fo. 
But  to  the  duft  of  death,  by  quick  decay, 
I  come ;  O  Father,  be  not  long  away. 
And  was  it  thus,  the  Prince  ot  Life  was  flain  ? 
And  was  it  thus  he  dy'd  for  worthlcfs  men  ? 
Ves,  bit- fled  Jcfus ;  thus,  in  every  line, 
The  fufferings  which  the  prophet  fpake  were  thine. 

Come,  Chriftian,  to  the  corpfe,  in  fpirit  come, 
And  with  true  figns  of  grief  furround  the  tomb. 
Upon  the  threshold  ftone  let  fin  be  flain, 
Such  facrifice  will  beft  avenge  his  pain. 
Bring  thither  then  repentance,  fighs,  and  tearj, 
Bring  mortify'd  dtfire--,  bring  holy  fears; 
And  earneft  prayer  expprcfs'd  from  thoughts  that 

roll 

Through  broken  mind,  and  groanings  of  the  foul ; 
Thefe  fcatter'd  on  his  hearfc,  and  fo  prepare 
Thofe  obfequies  the  Jews  deny'd  him  there; 
While  in  your  hearts  the  flames  of  love  may  burn, 
To  drefs  the  vault,  like  lamps  in  facred  urn. 
There  oft,  my  foul,  in  fuch  a  grateful  way, 
Thine  humbleft  homage,  with  the  godly  pay. 

But  David  ftrikes  the  founding  chords  anew, 
And  to  thy  firft  defjgn  recals  thy  view  ; 
From  life  to  death,  from  death  to  life  he  flies, 
And  {till  plurfues  his  objetfl  in  his  eyes; 
And  here  recounts,  in  more  enliven'd  fong, 
The  facred  prefence,  not  abfented  long  : 
The  flefti  not  fuffer'd  in  the  grave  to  dwell, 
The  foul  not  fuffer'd  to  remain  in  hell; 
But  as  the  conqueror,  fatigu'd  in  war, 
With  hot  purfuit  of  enemies  afar, 
Reclines  to  drink  the  torrent  gliding  by, 
Then  lifts  his  looks  to  repoflefs  the  iky ; 
So  bow'd  the  Son,  in  life's  uneafy  road, 
With  anxious  toil  and  thorny  danger  ftrow'd; 
So  bow'd  the  Son,  but  not  to  find  relief, 
But  tafle  the  deep  imbitter'd  floods  of  grief; 
So  when  he  tafted  ttiefe,  he  rais'd  his  head, 
And  left  the  fable  manfions  of  the  dead, 
Ere  mouldering  time  confum'd  the  bones  away, 
Or  flow  corruption's  worms  had  work'd  decay  : 
Here  faith's  foundations  all  the  foul  employ 
With  fpringing  graces,  fpringing  beams  of  joy; 
Then   paus'd   the  voice,    where  nature's  1'ccn  to 

*          paufe, 
And  fora  time  fufpend  her  ancient  laws. 
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From  hence  arifing  as  the  glories  rife, 
That  muft  advance  above  the  lofty  flcies, 
He  runs  with  fprightly  fingers  o'er  the  lyre. 
And  fills  new  fongs  with  new  celeftial  fire  : 
In  which  he  (hews,  by  fair  defcription's  ray, 
The  Chrift's  afcenfion  to  the  realms  of  day ; 
When  juftice,  phas'd  with  life  already  paid, 
Unbends  her  brows,  and  (heaths  her  angry  blade  j 
And  meditates  rewards,  and  will  reftore 
What  mercy  woo'd  him,  to  forfake  before. 
When  on  a  cloud,  with  gilded  edge  of  light, 
He  rofe  above  the  reach  of  human  fight, 
And  met  the  pomp  that  hung  aloft  in  air, 
To  make  his  honours  more  exceeding  fair  ; 
See,  cries  the  piophet,  how  the  chariots  wait 
To  bear  him  upwards,  in  triumphant  (rate, 
By  twenty  thoufands  in  unnumber'd  throng, 
And  angels  draw  the  glittering  ranks  along. 
The  Lord  amongft  them  fits  in  glory  drefs'd, 
Nor  more  the  prefence,  Sinai  mount  confeft. 
And  now  the  chariots  have  begun  to  fly, 
The  triumph  moves,  the  Lord  afcends  on  high, 
And  Sin  and  Satan,  us'd  to  captive  men, 
Are  dragg'd  for  captives  in  his  ample  train  ; 
While,  as  he  goes,  feraphic  circles  fing 
The  wondrous  conqueft  of  their  wondrous  King; 
With  fhouts  of  joy  their  heavenly  voices  raife, 
And  with  fhrill  trumpets  manifcil  his  praife; 
From  fuch  a  point  of  fuch  exceeding  height, 
A  while  my  verfes  ftoop  their  airy  flight, 
And  feem  for  rell  on  Olivet  to  breathe, 
And  charge  the  two  that  ftand  in  white  beneath; 
That  as  they  move,  and  join  the  moving  rear 
Within  their  honour'd  hands  aloft  they  bear 
The  crown  of  thorns,  the  crofs  on  which  he  dy'd, 
The  nails  that  pierc'd  his  limbs,  the  Ipcar  his  fide  ; 
Then,  where  kind  mercy  lays  the  thunder  by, 
Where  peace   has  hung  great  Michael's  arms  on 
Let  thefe  adorn  his  magazine  above,  [high; 

And  hang  the  trophies  of  victorious  love  ; 
Left  man,  by  fuperilitious  mind  entic'd, 
Should  idolize  whatever  touch'd  the  Chrift. 

But  ftili  the  prophet  in  the  fyirit  foars 
To  new  Jerulalem's  imperial  doors ; 
There  fets  and  hears  the  blefs'd  angelic  throng, 
There  feels  their  mufic,  and  records  their  fong  : 
Or,  with  the  vifion  warm'd,  attempts  to  write, 
For  thefe  inhabitants  of  native  light, 
And  teaches  harmony's  diftinguiflVd  parts, 
In  fweet  refpondence  of  united  hearts; 
For  thus  without  might  warbling  angels  fing 
Their  courfe  containing  on  the  flutter'd  wing, 
Eternal  gates!   your  (lately  pnrtals  rear, 
Eternal  gates  !   your  ways  of  joy  prepare  ; 
The  King  of  Glory  for  admittance  frays; 
He  comes,   he'll  enter,  O  prepare  your  ways  ; 
Then  bright  archangels,  that  attend  the  wall. 
Might  thus  upon  the  beauteous  order  call : 
Ye  ftllow-minifters,  that  now  proclaim 
Your  King  of  Glory,  tell  his  nwful  name. 
At  which  the  beauteous  order  will  accord, 
And  found  of  foleir.n  notes  pronounce  the  Lord  : 
The    Lord    endued  with   (trength,  renown'd  for 

might, 
With  fpoils  returning  from  the  Suilh'd 
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Again  with  lays  they  charm  the  facred  gates, 
And  graces  double,  while  the  fong  repeats  ; 
Again  within  the  facred  guardians  ling, 
And  aik  the  name  of  their  victorious  king; 
And  then  again,  the  Lord's  the  name  rebounds 
1'rom  tongue  to  tongue,  catch'd  up  in  frequent 
rounds. 

New  thrones  and  powers  appear  to  lift  the  gate, 
And  David  ftill  purfues  their  cnter'd  ftate. 
Oh,  prophet !  father  1   whither  would'il  thou  fly  ?' 
Oh,  tnyitic  Ifrael's  chariot  for  the  fky; 
Thou,  facred  fpirit  !  what  a  wondrous  height, 
liy  thee  fupported,  fours  his  airy  flight  1 
For  glimpfe  of  Majefly  divine  is  brought, 
Among  the  fhifted  profpe<$ts  of  the  thought : 
IJread,  facred  fight :   1  dare  not  gaze  for  fear, 
JBnt  lit  beneath  the  finger's  feet,  and  hear ; 
And  hold  each  found  that  interrupts  the  mind, 
Thus  in  a  calm  by  power  of  verfe  confin'd. 

Ye  dreadful  miniftt:s  of  God,  difpleas'd, 
In  blafting  tempefts  be  no  longer  rais'd  ! 
Ye deep-mouth'd  thunder.*, leave  your  direful  groan, 
Kor  roll  in  hollow  clouds  ground  the  throne. 
The  ftill  (mail  voice  more  juilly  will  exprcfs 
How  great  Jehovah  did  the  Lord  addrefs. 
And  you  bright-feather'd  choirs  of  cndlefs  peace, 
A  while  from  tuneful  Hallelujah's  ccafe  ; 
A  while  Hand  fix'd,  with  deep  attentive  care, 
You'll  have  the  time  to  fing  for  ever  there. 
The  royal  Prophet  will  the  filence  break, 
And  in  his  words  Almighty  goodnefs  fpeak. 
He  fpake  (and  fmil'd  to  fee  the  bufmefs  done), 
Thou  art  my  firtl,  my  great  begotten  Son  , 
Here  on  the  right  of  Majefty  fit  down, 
Enjoy  thy  cenqueft,  and  receive  thy  crown, 
While  I  thy  worfhip  and  renown  complete, 
And  make  thy  foes  the  foot-ftool  of  thy  feet; 
For  I'll  pronounce  the  long-refolv'd  decree, 
IVIy  facred  Sion  be  referv'd  for  thee. 
From  thence  thy  peaceful  rod  of  power  extend, 
From  thence  thy  Meffenger  of  mercy  fend, 
And  teach  thy  vanquilh'd  enemies  to  bow, 
And  rule  where  hell  ha*  fix'd  an  empire  now. 
Then  ready-nations  to  their  rightful  king 
The  free-will  offerings  of  thtir  U.-nrts  fhall  bring, 
In  holy  beauties  for  acceptance  drefs'd, 
And  ready  nations  be  \\ith  pat  don  blefs'd  ; 
Meanwhile  thy  dawn  of  truth  begins  the  day, 
Enlighten'd  lubjecls  ihall  encrcufe  the  fway  ; 
With  fuch  a  fplcndid  and  unnumber'd  train, 
As  dews  in  morning  fill  the  graily  plain. 
This  by  myfelf  I  fwore  ;  the  great  intent 
Has  pad  my  fandion,  and  1  can't  repent  : 
Thou  art  a  king,  and  prieft  of  peace  below, 
Like  Salem's  monarch,  and  for  ever  fo. 
Aflc  what  thor.  wilt,  'tis  thine  the  Gentiles'  claim; 
For  thy  polltllion  take  the  world's  extreme. 
The  kings  fhall  rage,  the  parties  ftrive  in  vain, 
lly  perfecuting  rage,  to  break  thy  reign  ; 
Thou  art  my  Chnlt,  and  they  that  Uiil  can  be 
Rebellious  fubjecls  be  dcilroy'd  by  thcc. 
Bring,  like  the  potter,  to  fever u  IK 
Thy  worthlds  cieatures,  found  in  humble  clay  ; 
Then  hear,  ye  monarch?,  and  ye  judges  lu-.ir, 
K?;oice  wirn  :rt;::::;ingi  isive  the  Lord  wi'-h  fear  ; 


In  hi-  commands  with  nV<:s  of  homage 

And  kils  the  graciou'  ofit-r.-,  of  his  love: 

Ye  furcly  pcnlh  ii  hi*  anger  flame, 

And  only  they  be  blefs'd  that  bid's  his  name. 

Thu*  docs  the  Chriit  in  Davui's  anthems  ihiiir, 

With  full  magnificence  of  art  divine  ; 

Then  on  his  fubjcfts  gifts  of  grace  beftow, 

And  fpix-ad  his  image  on  their  hearts  below  ; 

As  when  our  earthly  kings  receive  the  globe, 

The  facred  unclion,and  the  purple  robe, 

And  mount  the  throne  with  golden  glory  crown'dj 

They  fcatter  medals  of  themlelves  around  ; 

There  heavenly  fingers  clap  their  vary'd  wings,, 

And  lead  the  choir  of  all  created  things. 

Relate  his  glory's  everlafling  prime, 

His  fame  continued  with  the  length  of  time  ; 

While,  ere  the  fun  (hall  dart  a  gilded  beam, 

Or  changing  moons  diffufe  the  iilver'd  gleam; 

Where-e'er  the  waves  of  rolling  ocean  lent, 

Encompafs  land  with  arms  of  wide  extent. 

Hail,  full  of  mercy  :  ready  nations  cry  ! 

Hail,  oh,  for  ever,  ever  blefb'd  on  high  '. 

Hail,  oh,  for  ever  on  thy  beauteous  throne  ! 

Thou  Lord  that  vvorkeft  wondrous  things  alone  t 

Still  let  thy  glory  to  the  world  appear, 

And  all  the  ridies  of  thy  goodnels  hear. 

But  thou,  fair  church,  in  whom  he  fixes  love, 
Thou  queen  accepted  of  the  Prince  above  ; 
Behold  him,  f';tirer  than  the  fons  of  men  ; 
Embrace  his  oifcr'd  heart,  and  fhare  his  reign  ; 
In  Mofes'  laws  they  bred  thy  tender  years ; 
But  now  to  new  commands  incline  thine  ears, 
Forget  thy  people,  bear  no  more  in  mind 
Thy  father's  houfehold,  for  thy  fpoufo  is  kind. 
Within  thy  foul  let'  vain  affections  die, 
Him  only  worfhip,  and  with  him  comply. 
So  fhall  thy  fpoule's  heart  with  thine  agree, 
So  fhall  his  fervour  fbil  encreafe  for  thee. 
Come,  while  he  calls,  fupremely-favour'd  queent 
In  heavenly  glories  drefs  thy  foul  within  ; 
With  pious  adlions  to  the  throne  be  brought, 
In  clofe  connection  of  the  virtues  wrought ; 
Let  thefe  around  thee  for  a  garment  fiiine, 
And  be  ihe  work  to  make  them  pleafmg  thine  : 
Come,  lovely  queen,  advance  with  ftately  port : 
Thy  good  companions  fhall  complete  thy  court, 
With  joyful  fouls  their  joyful  entrance  fing, 
And  till  the  palace  of  your  gracious  king  ; 
What  though  thy  Moles  and  the  prophets  ceafe, 
What  though    the  ptieflhood   leaves  the  fettled 

race, 

The  father's  place  their  offspring  well  fupplies, 
When  at  thy  fpoufe's  miniftry  tbry  rife  ; 
When  thy  bleiVd  houilhold  on  his  orders  po. 
And  rule  for  him  where-e'er  he  reigns  be  low. 
Come,  queen  exalted,  come  ;  my  lafhng  fong 
To  future  ages  Ihull  thy  faux:  prolong. 
The  joyful  naticns  (hall  thy  pr.iife  proclaim, 
And,  for  their  fafrty,  crowd  beneath  thy  nam«fe 
Oh,  bounteous  .Saviour  '.  Hill  thy  mercy  kind, 
Still  what  thy  David  lung  thy  fervants  find; 
Still  wl^at  thy  David  lung  thy  fervants  fee, 
From  thee  fenc  down,  and  lent  again  to  thee. 
They  fee  the  words  ot  thanks,  and  love  diving 
In  Itrauis  myftcrious  HBtcrnungled 
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As  fweet  and  rich  uni'e  in  coftly  waves, 
When  purling  gold  the  purpled  wrb  receives; 
And  ftill  the  church  he  fhadow'd  hears  the  lays, 
In  daily  fervice,  as  an  aid  to  praife. 
At  thefe  her  temper  good  devotion  warms, 
And  mounts  aloft  with  more  engaging  charms  : 
Then,  as  (he  ftrives  to  reach  the  lofty  fky, 
Bids  gratitude  afliil  her  will  to  fly  ; 
In  thefe  our  gratitude  becomes  on  fire, 
Then  feels  its  flames  improv'd  by  (trong  defire  ; 
Then  feels  defire  in  eager  wifhes  move, 
And  wifh  determine  in  the  point  of  love. 

Such  hymns  to  regulate,  and  fuch  to  raife, 
Approach,  ye  founding  inftruments  of  praife  : 
'Tis  fit  you  tune  for  him  whofe  holy  love, 
In  wifh  afpiring  to  the  choir  above, 
And  fond  to  praftife  ere  his  time  to  go, 
Devoutly  call'd  you  to  the  choir  below; 
There,  where  he  plac'd  you,  with  your  folemn 

found, 

For  God's  high  glory,  fill  the  facred  ground, 
And  there,  and  every-whsre,  his  wondrous  name 
Within  his  firmament  of  power  proclaim. 
Soft  pleafing  lutes  with  eafy  fweetnef*  move, 
To  touch  the  fentiments  of  heavenly  love ; 
Aflift  the  lyre  and  voice,  to  tell  the  charms 
That  gently  ftole  him  from  the  father'*  arms; 
Gay  trembling  timbrels,  us'd  with  airs  of  mirth, 
Aflift  the  loud'Hofannah  rais'd  on  earth  ; 
When  on  an  afs  he  meekly  rides  along, 
And  multitudes  are  heard  within  the  fong. 
Full-tenor'd  pfaltery  join  the  doleful  part, 
In  which  his  agony  poffeft  his  heart; 
And  feem  to  feel  thyfelf,  and  feem  to  fhow, 
A  rifing  heavinefs  and  figns  of  woe. 
Sonorous  organ,  at  his  paffion  moan, 
And  utter  forth  thy  fympathizing  groan, 
In  big  flow  murmurs  anxious  fbrrow  fpealc, 
While  melancholy  winds  thine  entrails  (hake. 
As  when  he  fuffer'd,  with  complaining  found, 
The  ftorms  in  vaulted  caverns  fhook  the  ground; 
Swift  cheerful  cymbals  give  an  airy  ftrain, 
When,  having  bravely  broke  the  doubled  chain 
Of  death  and  hell,  he  left  the  conquer'd  grave, 
And  role  to  vifit  thofe  he  dy'd  to  fave, 
And  as  he  mounts  in  fong,  and  angels  fing, 
With  grand  proceffion,  their  returning  king, 
Triumphant  trumpets  raife  their  notes  on  high, 
And  make  them  feem  to  mount,  and  feem  to  fly, 
Then  all  at  once  confpire  to  praife  the  Lord, 
In  mufic's  full  conftnt,  and  jufl  accord  : 
Ye  fons  of  art,  in  fuch  melodious  way, 
Conclude  the  fervice  which  you  join  to  pay, 
While  nations  fine;  Amen,  and  yet  again 
Hold  forth  the  note,  and  fing  aloud  Amen. 

Here  has  my  fancy  gone  where  David  leads, 
Now  foftly  pacing  o'er  the  graffy  meads; 
Now.  nobly  mounting  where  the  monarchs  rear 
The  gilded  fykes  of  p,  laces  in  air; 
Now  ifcocting  thence,  upon  the  level  flight, 
To  dreadful  dangers  and  the  toils  of  fight, 
Anon  with  utmofl  flretch  afcerdin*  far, 
Beyond  the  region  of  the  farthcft  fhir  ; 
As  fharpell- fig  rued  eagle*  towering  fly, 
To  weather  their  broad  f;iils  in  open  flry, 


At  length  on  wings  half-clos'd  flide  gently  down, 
And|jone  attempt  fhall  all  my  labours  ctown, 
In  others'  verfe  the  reft  be  better  fhewn, 
But  this  is  more,  or  fhould  be  more,  thine  own. 

If  then  the  fyirit  that  fupports  my  lines 
Have  prov'd  unequal  to  my  large  defigns, 
Let  others  rife  from  earthly  paffion's  dream, 
By  me  provok'd  to  vindicate  the  theme. 
Le,t  others  round  the  world  in  rapture  rove, 
Or  with  ftrong  feathers  fan  the  breeze  above, 
Or  walh  the  dufky  (hades  of  death,  and  dive 
D.iwn  hell's  abyfs,  and  mount  again  alive. 
But,  Oh,  my  God  !  may  thefe  unartful  rhyme* 
In  fober  words  of  woe  bemoan  my  crimes* 
'Tis  fit  the  forrows  (  for  ever  vent 
For  what  I  never  can  enough  repent; 
'Tis  fit,  and  David  fhews  the  moving  way, 
And  with  his  prayer  inftrudts  my  foul  to  pray. 
Then,  fince  thy  guilt  is  more  than  match'd  by  me. 
And  fince  my  troubles  fhould  with  thine  agree, 
O  Mufe,  to  glories  in  affliction  born  ! 
May  thy  humility  my  foul  adorn. 
For  humbleft  prayers  are  moft  affecting  ftrains, 
As  mines  lye  rich  in  lowly  planted  veins; 
Such  aid  I  want,  to  render  mercy  kind, 
And  fuch  an  aid  as  here  I  want,  I  find  : 
Thy  weeping  accents  in  my  numbers  run, 
Ah,  thought !  ah,  voice  of  inward  dole  begun  '. 

My  God,  whofe  anger  is  appeas'd  by  tears. 
Bow  gently  down  thy  mercy's  gracious  ears ; 
With  many  tongues  my  fins  for  juftice  call, 
But  mercy's  ears  are  manifold  for  all. 
Thofe  fweet  celeftial  windows  open  wide, 
And  in  full  ftreams  let  foft  compaflion  glide; 
There  wafh  my  foul,  and  c'canfe  it  yet  again, 
O  throughly  cleanfc  it  from  the  guilty  ftain ; 
For  I  my  life  with  inward  anguifh  fee, 
And  all  its  wretchednefs  confefs  to  thee. 
The  large  indidlment  fiends  before  my  view, 
Drawn  forth  by  conference,  moft  amazing  true; 
And  fill'd  with  fecrets  hid  from  human  eye, 
When,  foolifli  man,  thy  God  flood  witnefs  by. 
Then,  oh,  thou  majefty  divinely  great, 
Accept  the  fad  confeflions  I  repeat, 
Which  clear  thy  juftice  to  the  world  below, 
Should  difmal  lenience  doom  my  foul  to  woe. 
When  in  the  filent  womb  my  fhape  was  made. 
And  from  the  womb  to  lightfome  life  convey'd, 
Curs' d  fin  began  to  take  unhappy  root, 
And  through  my  veins  its  early  fibres  flioot ; 
And  then,  what    goodnefs    didft   thou    fhew,  to* 

kill 

The  rifing  weeds,  and  principles  of  ill; 
When  to  my  breaft,  in  fair  c-  -'.eftial  flame, 
Eternul  truth  and  ibvely  wifdom  came, 
Bright  gift,  by  (imple  nature  never  got,' 
But  here  reveal'd  to  change  the  ancient  blot. 
This  wondrous  help  which  mercy  pleas'd  to  grantj 
Continue  ftill,  for  dill  thine  aid  1  want; 
And,  as  the  men  whom  Icprofies  invade, 
Or  they  that  touch  the  orcale  of  the  dead, 
With  hylbp  J'prii'.kled,  and  by  water  cleau'd, 
Their  former  purei:ds  in  the  h\v  regai'.i'd  ; 
So  purge  my  foul,  difeas'd,  alas  !   within, 
And  much  polluted  with  e'ead  works  uf-fin. 


THE    WORKS    OF    PARNELL. 


For  fuch  bltfs'd  favours  at  thine  hand  I  fuc, 
Be  grace  thine  hyfop,  and  thy  water  too. 
.    Then  (hall  my  whitenefs  for  perfection  vie 
With  blanching  fnows  that  newly  leave  the  flcy. 
Thus,  through  my  mind,  thy   voice  of  gladnds 

fend, 

Thus  fueak  the  joyful  word,  I  will  be  clcan'd ; 
That  all  my  ftrength,  conium'd  with   mournful 

pain, 

May,  by  thy  faving  health,  rejoice  again  : 
And  now  no  more  my  foul  offences  fee, 
O  turn  from  thefe,  buc  turn  thee  not  from  me ; 
Or,  left  they  make  me  too  deform'd  a  fight, 
Oh,  blot  them  with  oblivion's  en-J.kfs  night. 
Then  further  purenefs  to  thy  fervant  grant, 
Another  heart,  or  change  in  this,  I  want. 
Create  another,  or  the  change  create, 
For  now  my  vile  corruption  is  fo  great, 
It  feems  a  new  creation  to  reftore 
Its  fall'n  eftate  to  what  it  was  before. 
Renew  my  fpirit,  raging  in  my  breaft, 
And  all  its  paffions  in  their  courfe  arreft  ; 
Or  turn  their  motions,  widely  gone  aftray, 
And  fix  their  footfteps  in  thy  righteous  way; 
When  this  is  granted,  when  again  I'm  whole, 
Oh  ne'er  withdraw  thy  prefence  from  my  foul ; 
There  let  it  fhine,  fo  let  me  be  reftor'd 
To  prelent  joy,  which  confcinus  hopes  afford. 
There  let  it  fweetly  fhine,  and  o'er  my  breaft 
Diffufe  the  dawning  of  eteinal  reft  ; 
Then  fliall  the  wicked  this  compaffion  fee, 
And  learn  thy  worfhip,  and  thy  works,  from  me. 
For  I,  to  fuch  occafions  of  thy  praife, 
Will  tune  my  lyre,  and  confecrate  my  lays. 
Unfeal  my  lips,  where  guilt  and  fhame  have  hung, 
To  flop  the  paffagc  of  my  grateful  tongue, 
And  let  my  prayer  and  fong  afcend,  my  prayer 
Here  joiu'd  with  faints,  my  fcng  with  angels  there; 
Yet  neither  prayer  I'd  give,  nor  fongs  alone, 
If  either  offerings  were  as  much  thy  own  : 
Butthine's  the  conirite  fpirit,  thine's  an  heart 
Opprefs'd  with  furrow,  broke  with  inward  fmart; 
That  at  thy  footftool  in  confeflion  fhews, 
How  well  its  faults,  how  well  the  judge  it  knows; 
That  fin  with  fober  rtfolution  flies, 
This  gift  thy  mercy  never  will  defpife. 
Then  in  my  foul  a  myflic  altar  rear, 
And  fuch  a  facrifice  I'll  offer  there. 
There  mail  it  ftand,  in  vows  of  virtue  bound, 
There  falling  tears  fhall  wafli  it  all  around  ; 
.And  (harp  remorfe,  yet  fharper  edg'd  by  w'oe, 
jDeferv'd  and  fear'd,  inflict  the  bleeding  blow ; 
There  fhall  my  thoughts  to  holy  breathings  fly, 
Inftead  of  incenfe,  to  perfume  the  fky, 
And  thetice  my  willing  hea^t  afpirts  above, 
A  victim  panting  in  the  flames  of  love. 
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As  through  the  Pfalms,  from  theme  to  theme 

I  chang'd, 

Methinks  like  Eve  in  Paraclife  I  rang'd  ; 
And  every  grace  of  fong  I  feem'd  to  fee, 
As  the  gay  i  ride  of  every  fcufon  fb.e ; 


She,  gently  treading  all  the  walk*  around, 
Admir'd  the  fpringing  beauties  of  the  ground^ 
The  lily,  glittering  with  the  morning  <icw, 
The  rofe  in  red,  the  violet  in  blue, 
The  pink  in  pale,  the  bells  in  purple  rows, 
And  tulips  colour'd  in  a  thoufand  fhow* : 
Then  here  and  there  perhaps  fhe  pull'd  a  flower, 
To  ftrew  with  mofs,  and  paint  her  leafy  bower; 
And  here  and  there,  like  her,  I  went  along, 
Chofe  a  bright  ftrain,  and  bid  it  deck  my  fong. 

But  now  the  facred  finger  leaves  mine  eye, 
Crown'd  as  he  was,  I  think  he  mounts  on  high; 
lire  this  devotion  bore  his  heavenly  Pfalms, 
And  now  himfelf  bears  up  his  harp  and  palms. 
Go,  faint  triumphant,  leave  the  changing  fight, 
So  fitted  out,  you  fuit  the  realms  of  light ; 
But  let  thy  glorious  robe  at  parting  go, 
Thofe  realms  have  robes  of  more  effulgent  fhow  j 
It  flies,  it  falls,  the  fluttering  filk  I  fee; 
Thy  foil  has  caught  it,  and  he  fings  like  thce, 
With  fuch  election  of  a  theme  divine, 
And  fuch  fweet  grace,  as  conquers  all  but  thine. 

Hence  every  writer  o'er  the  fabled  ftreams, 
Where  frolic  fancies  fport  with  idle  dreams  ; 
Or  round  the  fight  enchanted  clouds  difpofe, 
Whence  wanton  Cupids  fhoot  with  gilded  bows, 
A  nobler  writer,  ftrainsmore  brightly  wrought, 
Themes  more  exalted,  fill  my  wondering  thoughts 
The  parted  fkies  are  track'd  wirh  flames  above, 
As  love  defcends  to  meet  afcendmg  love  ; 
The  feafons  flourifh  where  the  fpoufesmeet, 
And  earth  in  gardens  fpreads  beneath  their  feet ; 
This  frefh-bloom  profpect  in  the  bofom  throngs, 
When  Solomon  begin*  his  fong  of  fongs, 
Bids  the  wrapt  foui  to  Lebanon  repair, 
And  lays  the  fcene  of  all  his  actions  there ; 
Where  as  he  wrote,  and  from  the  bower  f  urvey'd 
The  fcenting  grovesror  anfwering  knots  he  made/ 
His  facred  art  the  fights  of  narure  bring', 
Beyond  their  ufe,  to  figure  heavenly  things. 

Great  Son  of  God !  whofe  gofpel  pleas'd  to  throw1 
Round  thy  rkh  glory  veils  of  eartiily  fhow  ; 
Who  made  the  vineyard  oft  thy  church  defign, 
Who  made  the  ma;  riage-feaft  a  type  of  thine; 
Affift  my  verfes,  which  attempt  to  trace 
The  fhadow'd  beauties  of  celeftial  grace, 
And  with  illapfes  of  feraphic  fire 
The  work  which  pleus'd  thee  ouce,  once  more  JH- 
fpire. 

Look, or  illufion's  airy  vifions  draw, 
Or  now  I  walk  the  garden  *  which  I  fuw, 
Where  filver  v>  aters  feed  a  flowering  fpring, 
And  winds  falute  it  with  a  balmy  wirg. 
There,  on  a  bank,  whofe  fhades  dire<SUy  rife, 
To  fcreen  the  fun,  and  not  exclude  the  fkies, 
There  fits  the  fucred  church;   mcthinks  I  view 
The  fpoufc's  afpe&,  and  her  enfigr.s  too. 
Her  face  has  features  where  the  virtues  reign, 
Her  hands  the  book  of  facred  love  contain, 
A  light  (truth's  emblem)  on  her  bofom  fliincs, 
And  at  Ler  fide  the  mcekeft  lamb  reclines : 
And  oft  on  heavenly  lectures  in  the  book, 
And  oft  on  heaven  itfclf  fhe  cafts  a  look, 
Sweet,  humble,  fervent  zeal,  that  works  within, 
At  length,  burlls  forth,  and  ruptures  :l.aj  begin  : 
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Let  him,  that  him  my  foul  adores  above, 
In  clofe  communions  breathe  his  holy  love  ; 
For  thefe  blefs'd  words  his  pleafing  lips  impart, 
Beyond  all  cordials,  cheer  the  fainting  heart. 
As  rich  and  i'vveet  rhe  precious  ointments  ftream, 
So  rich  thy  graces  flow,  fo  fweet  thy  name 
Diffufes  facred  joy  ;  'tis  hence  we  find 
Affection  rais'd  in  every  virgin  mind  ; 
For  this  we  come,  the  daughters  here,  and  I, 
Still  draw  we  forward,  and  behold  I  fly ; 
1  fly  through  mercy,  when  my  king  invite*, 
To  tread  his  chambers  of  fincere  delights; 
There,  join'd  by  myftic  union,  I  rejoice, 
Exalt  my  temper,  and  enlarge  my  voice, 
And  celebrate  thy  joys,  fupremely  more 
Than  earthly  bliis ;  thus  upright  hearts  adore. 
Nor  you,  ye  maids,  who  breathe  of  Salem's  air, 
Nor  you  refufe  that  I  conduit  you  there ; 
Though  clouding  darknefs  hath  eclips'd  my  face, 
Dark  as  I  am,  I  fhine  with  beams  of  grace, 
As  the  black  tents,  where  IfhmaePs  line  abides, 
With  glittering  trophies  drefs  their  inward  fides; 
Or  as  thy  curtains,  Solomon,  are  feen, 
Whofe  plaits  conceal  a  golden  throne  within. 
'Twere  wrong  to  judge  me  by  the  carnal  fight, 
And  yet  my  vifage  was  by  nature  white; 
But  fiery  funs,  which  persecute  the  meek, 
Found  me  abroad,  and  fcorch'd  my  rofy  cheek. 
The  world,  my  brethren,  they  were  angry  grown, 
They  made  me  drefs  a  vineyard  not  my  own, 
Among  their  rites  (their  vines)  I  learn'd  to  dwell, 
And  in  the  mean  employ  my  beauty  fell ; 
By  frailty  loft,  I  gave  my  labour  o'er, 
And  my  own  vineyard  grew  deform'd  the  more. 
Behold  I  turn  ;  O  fay,  my  foul's  defire, 
Where  doft  thou  feed  thy  flock,  and  where  retire 
To  reft  that  flock,  when  noon-tide  heats  arife  ? 
Shepherd  of  Ifrael,  teach  my  dubious  eyes 
T<>  guide  me  right ;  for  why  fhould  thine  abide 
Where  wandering  fhepherds  turn  their  flocks  a- 
fide  ? 

So  fpake  the  church,  and  figh'd  :  a  purple  light 
Sprung  forth,  the  Godhead  flood  reveal'd  to  fight. 
And  heaven  and  nature  fmil'd  ;  as  white  as  fnow 
His  feanilefs  veflure  loofely  fell  below  : 
Sedate  and  pleas'd,  he  nodded  ;  round  his  head 
The  pointed  glory  fhook,  and  thus  he  fkid  : 
If  thou,  the  lovelieft  of  the  beauteous  kind, 
If  thou  canft  want  thy  fhepherd's  walk  to  find, 
Go  by  the  foot-fteps  where  my  flocks  have  trod, 
My  faints,  obedient  to  the  laws  of  God  ; 
Go,  where  their  tents  my  teaching  fervants  rear, 
And  feed  the  kids,  thy  young  believers  there. 
Should  thus  my  flocks  increafe,  my  fair  delight, 
I  view  their  numbers,  and  compare  the  fight       < 
To  Pharaoh's  horfes  when  they  take  the  field, 
Beat  plains  to  duft,  and  make  the  nations  yield. 
With  rows  of  gems  thy  comely  cheeks  I  deck, 
And  chains  of  pendant  gold  o'errlow  thy  neck, 
For  fo  like  gems  the  riches  of  my  grace, 
And  fo  delcending  glory,  cheers  thy  face  : 
Gay  bridal  robes  a  flowering  filver  ftrows, 
Bright  gold  engrailing  on  the  border  glows. 

Me  lj>ake  ;  the  fpoufe  admiring  heard  the  found, 
Then,  meekly  beading  on  the  facred  ground, 


She  crie?,  Oh  prcfent  to  my  ravifh'd  brcaft, 

This  fweet  communion  is  an  inward  feaft, 

There  fits  the  king,  while  all  around  our  heads 

His  grace,  my  fpikenard,  pleafing  odours  fheds 

About  my  foul,  his  holy  comfort  flics ; 

So  clcfely  trcafiir'd  in  the  bolbm  lies 

The  bundled  -myrrh,  fo  fweet  the  fcented  gale 

Breathes  all  En-gedi's  aromatic  vale. 

Now,  fays  the  king,  my  love,  I  fee  thee  fair, 

Thine  eyes,  for  mildnefs,  with  the  dove's  compare. 

No,  thou,  belov'd,  art  fair,  the  church  replies, 
(Since  all  my  beauties  but  from  thee  arife ;) 
All  fair,  ail  pleafant,  thefe  communions  fhow 
Thy  counfels  pleafant,  and  thy  comforts  fo. 
And  as  at  marriage  feafts  they  ftrow  the  flowers, 
With  nuptial  chaplets  Iiang  the  fummer  bowers, 
And  make  the  rooms  of  fmeiling  cedars  fine, 
Where  the  foiid  bridegroom  and  the  bride  recline ; 
1  drefs  my  foul  with  fuch  exceeding  care, 
With  fuch,  with  more,  to  court  thy  prefence  there. 

Weil  haft  thou  prais'd,  he  fays ;  the  Sharon  rofe 
Through  flowery  fields  a  pleafing  odour  throws, 
The  valley  lilies  ravifh'd  fenfe  regale. 
And  with  pure  whitenefs  paint  their  humble  vale  : 
Such  names  of  fweetnefs  are  thy  lover's  due, 
And  thou,  my  love,  be  thou  a  lily  too,. 
A  lily  fet  in  thorns ;  for  all  I  fee, 
All  other  daughters,  are  as  'thorns  to  thee. 

Then  flie  ;  the  trees  that  pleafing  apples  yield, 
Surpafs  the  barren  trees  that  clothe  the  field  ; 
So  you  furpaf*  the  foils  with  worth  divine, 
So  fhade,  and  fruit  as  well  as  fhade,  is  thin?. 
I  fat  me  down,  and  law  thy  branches  fpread, 
And  green  protection  fiourifh  o'trf  my  head ; 
I  faw  thy  fruit,  the  foul's  ceieftial  food, 
I  pull'd,  I  tailed,  and  1  found  it  good. 
Hence  in  the  fpirit  to  the  blifrful  feats, 
Where  love,  to  feaft,  myfterioufly  retreats, 
He  lul  me  forth  ;  I  faw  the  banner  rear, 
And  love  was  pencil'd  for  the  motto  there. 
Prophets  and  teachers  in  your  care  combine, 
Sfay  me  with  apples,  comfort  me  with  wine, 
The  cordial  promifes  of  joys  above, 
For  hope  defcrr'd  has  made  me  fick  with  love. 
Ah  '.  while  my  tongue  reveals  my  fond  defire, 
His  hands  fupport  me,  left  my  life  expire  ; 
As  round  a  child  the  parent's  arms  are  plac'd. 
This  holds  the  head,  and  that  enfolds  the  waift. 

Here  ceas'd  the  church,  and  leau'd  her  languid 

head, 

Bent  down  with  joy;  when  thus  the  lover  faid  : 
Behold,  ye  daughters  of  the  realm  of  peace, 
She  fleep=,  at  leaft  her  thoughts  of  forrow  ceafe. 
Now,  by  the  boundiug  roes,  the  fkipping  fawns, 
Near  the  cool  brocks,  or  o'er  the  graffy  lawns, 
By  all  the  tender  innocents  that  rove, 
Your  hourly  charges,  in  my  facred  grove, 
Guard  the  dear  charge  from  ea;h  approach  of  il?, 
I  would  not  have  her  wake  but  when  flie  will. 

So  reft  the  church  and  fpuufe  :  my  verfes  fo 
Appear  to  languifh  with  the  flames  you  fhew, 
And'paufing  reft;  but  not  the  panic  be  long, 
For  ftiii  thy  Solomon  purfucs  the  long. 
Then  keep  the  place  in  vkw;  let  fweets  more  rare 
Thar,  saith  produces  fill  the  purpled  air;. 


4V 

Let  fcmething  folemn  nverfpread  the  green, 
Which  feems  to  tell  u.«,  Here  the  Lord  has  been  ! 
But  let  the  virgin  ftill  in  prcfpecfl  fhine, 
And  other  drains  of  her's  enliven  mine. 
She  wakes,  ftie  rifes:  bid  the  whifpering  breeze 
ATore  foftly  whifper  in  the  waving  trees, 
Or  fall  with  iilent  awe;  bid  all  around, 
Before  the  church's  voice,  abate  their  found  ; 
\Vhile  thus  her  fhadowy  ftrains  attempt  to  fhew 
A  future  advent  of  the  fpoufe  below  ; 

Hark  !  my  beloved's  voice  !   behold  him  too  ! 
Behold  him  coming  in  the  diftant  view  : 
!No  clambering  mountains  make  my  lover  ftay, 
(For  what  are  mountains  in  a  lover's  way  ?) 
Leaping  he  comes,  how  like  the  nimble  roe 
He  runs  the  paths  his  prophets  us'd  to  fhow  ! 
And  now  he  looks  from  yon  partition-wall, 
Built  till  he  comes — 'tis  only  then  to  fall, 
And  now  he's  nearer  in  the  promife  feen, 
Too  faint  the  fight — 'tis  with  a  glafs  between: 
From  hence  I  hear  him  as  a  lover  fpeak, 
"Who  near  a  window  calls  a  fair  to  wake. 

Attend,  ye  virgins,  while  the  words  that  trace" 
An  opening  fpring  defign  the  day  of  grace. 
Hark  !   or  1  dfeatn,  or  elfe  I  hear  him  fay, 
Arife,  my  love;  my  fair-one,  come  away  ; 
For  now  the  tempefts  of  thy  winter  end, 
Thick  rains  no  more  in  heavy  drops  defcend  ; 
Sweet  painted  flowers  their  fiiken  leaves  unclofe, 
And  drefsthe  face  of  earth  with  varied  fh»ws; 
In  the  green  wood  the  fmging  birds  renew 
Their  chirping  notes,  the  filvcr  turtle  coo  : 
The  trees  that  yield  the  fig  already  fhoot, 
And  knit  their  bloffoms  for  their  early  fruit ; 
"With  fragrant  fcents  the  vines  refrefh  the  day, 
At ife,  my  love  ;  my  fair  one,  come  away. 

0  come,  my  dove,  forfake  thy  clofe  retreat, 
For  clofe  iniafety  haft  thoti  fix'd  thy  feat, 
As  fearful  pigeons  in  dark  clefts  abide, 
And  fafe  the  clefts  their  tender  charge*  hide, 
l^ow  let  thy  looks  with  modeil  guife  appear, 
Now  let  thy  voice  falute  my  longing  ear, 
For  in  thy  looks  a  humble  mind  I  fee, 

Prayer  forms  thy  voice,  and  both  are  fweet  to  me. 
To  iave  the  bloomings  of  my  vineyard,  haite, 
Which  foxes  (falfe  deluding  teachers)  wafte  ; 
Watch  well  their  haunts,    and  catch   the  foxes 

there, 

Our  grapes  are  tender,  and  demand  thy  care. 
Thus  fpeaks  my  love  :  lurprifing  love  divine  1 

1  thus  am  his,  he  thus  for  ever  mine. 
And,  till  he  comes,  I  find  thy  prefence  ftill, 
Where  fouls  attentive  i'erve  his  holy  will ; 
Where  down  in  vales  unipotted  lilies  grow, 
White  types  of  innocence,  in  humble  fhow. 
Oh,  till  the  fpicy  breath  of  heavenly  day, 
Till  all  thy  fhadows  fleet  before  the  ray  ; 
Turn,  my  beloved,  with  thy  comforts  here, 
Turn  in  thy  promife,  in  thy  grace  appeur, 
Nor  let  fuch  fvriltiiels  in  the  roes  be  ihown 

To  fave  themfclves,  as  thou  to  cheer  thine  own  ; 
Tuin  like  the  nimble  Inrts  that  lightly  bound, 
Before  the  ftretcherof  the  fL-ettft  hound; 
Skim  the  plain  chace  of  lofty  Bether's  head, 
And  make  the  mountain  wonder  if  they  tread. 
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But  long  expectance  of  a  biifs  dehy'd 
Breeds  anxious  doubt,  and  tempts  the  (acred  iriLju' ; 
Then  milts  arifing  ftrait  repel  the  light, 
The  Colour*  d  garden  lies  difguis'd  in  nijr.'ir; 
A  pale-horn'd  crefcent  leads  ;j  glimrnering  throng, 
And  groans  of  abfence  jar  within  the  fon<j. 

By  night,  fhe  cries,  a  night  which   blots  the 

mind, 

I  feek  the  lover,  whom  I  fail  to  find  : 
When  on  my  couch  compos'd  to  thought  I  lie, 
I  fearch,  and  vainly  fearch,  with  reafon's  eye; 
Rife,  fondly  rife,  thy  prdcnt  fearrh  give  o'er, 
And  afk  if  other*  knew  thy  lover  more. 
Dark  as  it  is,  1  rife  ;  the  moon  that  fhines 
Shows  by  the  gleam  the  city's  outward  lines  : 
1  range  the  wandering  road,  the  winding  ftrcet, 
And  afk,  but  afk  in  vain,  of  all  I  meet, 
Till,  toii'd  with  every  difappoiming  place, 
My  fteps  the  guardians  <>f  the  temple  trace, 
Whom  thus  my  wifh  accofts  :   Ye  facred  guides, 
Ye  prophets,  tell  me  wht  re  my  love  refidcs? 
"Twas  well  I  queftion'd  ;  fcarce  F  pafs'd  them  by^ 
lire  my  rais'd  foul  perceives  my  lover  nigh ; 
And  have  I  found  thee,  found  my  joy  divine  ? 
How  fart  I'll  hold  thee,  till  I  make  thee  mine ! 
My  mother  w;iits  thee,  tliither  thou  repair, 
Long-waiting  Ifrael  wants  thy  prefence  there. 
The  lover  fmiles  t-j  fee  the  virgin's  pain  ; 
The  mifts  toll  off,  and  quit  the  flowery  plain. 

Yes,  there  I  "cf.me,  he  fays,  thy  forrow  ceafe  ; 
And  guard  her,  daughters  of  the  realms  of  peace, 
By  all  the  bounding  roes  and  (kipping  fawns 
Near  the  coc.l  brooks,  or  o'er  the  grafly  lawns ; 
By  all  the  tender  innocents  that  rove, 
Your  hourly  charges,  in  my  facred  grove  : 
Guard  the  dear  charge  from  each  approach  of  ill, 
I'll  have  her  feel  my  comforts  while  fhe  will. 

Here,  hand  in  hand,  with  cheerful  heart  they  go^ 
When  wandering  Salem  fees  the  folemn  fnow, 
Dreams  the  rich  pomp  of  Solomon  again, 
And  thus  her  daughters  fing  th'  approaching  fcenc 

Who  from  the  delert,  where  the  waving  clouds 
High  Sinai  pierces,  corr.es  invulv'd  with  crowds  ' 
For  Sioh's  hill  her  fober  pace  flic  bends, 
As  grateful  incenfe  from  the  dome  afcends. 
It  Hems  the  f-.veets,  from  all  Arabia  flied, 
Curl  at  her  fide,  and  hovtr  oVr  her  head. 
For  her  the  king  prepares  a  bed  of  ftate, 
Round  the  i  ich  bed  her  guards  in  orde-r  wait, 
All  my  (lie  Ifracl's  ions,  'tis  there  they  quell 
The  foes  within,  the  foes  without  repel. 
The  guard  his  miniftry,  their  iwords  of  fight, 
His  iacred  laws,  her  prcfent  ftace  of  night. 
He  forms  a  chariot  too,  to  bring  her  there, 
Not  the  carv'd  frame  of  Solomon  fo  fair  ; 
Sweet  fmells  the  chariot  as  the  temple  ftoocl. 
The  fragrant  cedar  lent  them  both  the  wood  ; 
High  wreaths  ef  filver'd  columns  prop  the  door, 
Fine  gold  engrail'd  adorns  the  figur'u  floor, 
Deep  fringing  purple  hung*  the  ro<>f  above, 
And  Clk  embroidery  paints  the  miuft  with  love. 

Go  forth,  ye  daughters ;  Sign's  daughters,  go; 
A  greater  Solomo:.  exalts  the  fhow, 
If  crownM  with  gold,  arid  hy  the  queen  beftow'd, 
To  grace  his  nuptuls,  Jacob's  monarch  r^dc; 
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A  crown  of  glory  from  the  King  Divine, 
To  grace  thefe  nuptial*,  makes  the  Saviour  fliine; 
While  the  blefs'd  pair  exprefs'd  in  emblem  ride, 
Meffiah  Solomon,  his  church  the  bride. 

Ye  kind  attendants,  who,  with  wondering  eyes, 
Saw  the  grand  er.try,  what  you  laid  fuftice ; 
You  fung  the  lover  with  a  loud  acclaim, 
The  lover's  fondnefs  Irngs  to  fing  the  dame. 
He  fpeaks,  admiring  nature  {lands  around, 
And  learns  new  mafic,  while  it  hears  the  found. 

Behold,  my  love,  how  fair  thy  beauties  (how, 
Behold  how  more,  how  mod  extremely  fo  ! 
How  ftill  to  me  thy  conftant  eyes  incline, 
I  fee  the  turtle's  when  I  gaze  on  thine ; 
Sweet  through  the  lids  they  fhine  with  modeft  care, 
And  fweet  and  modeft  is  a  virgin's  air. 
How  bright  thy  locks!  how  well  their  number 

paints 

The  great  affcmblies  of  my  lovely  faints  '. 
So  bright  the  kids,  fo  numerouily  fed, 
Graze  the  green  top  of  lofty  Gilead's  head  ; 
All  Gilead's  head  a  fleecy  whiter.efs  clouds, 
And  the  rich  mafter  glories  in  the  crowds. 

How  pure  thy  teeth  !  for  equal  ordtr  made, 
Each  anfwering  each,  whilft  all  the  public  aid  ; 
Thefe  lovely  graces  in  my  church  I  find, 
This  candor,  order,  and  accorded  mind: 
Thus  when  the  feafon  bids  the  fhepherd  lave 
His  fiieep,  new  (horn,  within  the  cryftal  wave  ; 
Wafh'd  they  return,  in  fuch  unfully'd  white, 
Thus  march  by  pairs,  and  in  the  flock  unite. 
How  plsafe  thy  lips  adorn'd  with  native  red  ! 
Art  vainly  mocks  them  in  the  fcarlet  thread  ! 
But,  if  they  part,  what  muiic  wafts  the  air  ! 
So  fweet  thy  praifes,  and  fo  foft  thy  prayer. 
!f  through  thy  loofen'd  curls,  with  hone  ft  fhame, 
Thy  luvely  temples  fine  complexion  flame, 
Whatever  crimfon  granate  blofioms  {how, 
'  I'was  never  theirs  fo  much  to  pleafe  and  glow. 
But  what's  thy  neck,  the  polifh'd  form  I  fee, 
\Vhofe  ivory  llrength  fupports  thine  eyes  to  me  ! 
Fair  type  of  firmnefs,  \vlien  my  faints  afpire 
The  facred  confidence  that  lifts  defire. 
As  David's  turret,  on  the  {lately  frame, 
Upheld  i*s  thoufand  conquering  fhiclds  of  fame. 
And  what  thy  breads  '.   they  full  demand  my  lays, 
What  image  wakes  to  charm  me  whilft  I  gaze  ; 
Two  lovely  mountains  each  exaftly  round, 
Two  lovdy  mountains  with  the  lily  crov  n'tl ; 
While  two  twin  roes,  and  each  on  either  bred, 
Feed  in  the  lilies  of  the  mountain's  head. 
Let  this  refemblance  fpotlefs  virtues  mow, 
And  in  fuch  lilies  feed  my  young  below. 
But  now,  farewell,  till  night's  dark  fhades  decay, 
farewell,  my  virgin,  till  the  break  of  day; 
Swift  for  the  hills  of  fpice  and  gums  I  fly, 
To  breathe  fuch  fweets  as  fcent  a  purer  iky  ; 
Yet,  as  I  leave  thee,  ftill,  above  compare, 
My  love,  my  fpotlefs,  ftill  I  find  thce  fair. 

Here  refl,  celedial  maid  ;  for  if  he  go, 
Nor  will  he  part,  nor  is  the  promife  flow, 
Nor  flow  my  fancy  move;  difjiti  the  fhajc, 
Charm  forth  the  morning,  and  relieve  the  maid. 
Arile,  fair  fun,  the  church  attends  to  fee 
The  fun  of  righteoufnds  arife  in  thee ; 
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Arife,  fair  fun ;  and  bid  the  church  adore  ; 
'  Tis  then  he'll  court  her,  whom  he  prais'd  before. 
As  thus  1  fing,  it  fhines ;  there  feems  a  found 
Of  plumes  in  air,  and  feet  upon  the  ground  : 
1  fee  their  meeting,  fee  the  flowery  fcene, 
And  hear  the  myftic  love  purfued  again. 

Now  to  the  mount,  whofe  fpice  perfumes  the  day. 
'Tis  (  invite  thee;   come,  my  fpoufe,  away; 
Come,  leave  thy  Lebanon  :  is  aught  we  fee 
In  all  thy  Lebanon,  compar'd  to  me  ? 
Nor  tow'rd  thy  Canaan  turn  with  wifhful  fight, 
From  Hermon's,  Sheniar's,  and  Amana's height; 
There  dwells  the  leopard,  there  affaults  the  bear  ; 
This  world  has  ills,  and  fuch  may  find  rhee  there. 

My  fpoufe,  my  fitter,  O  thy  wondrous  art, 
Which  through  my  bofom  drew  ruy  ravinYd.  heart ! 
Won  by  one  eye,  my  ravifli'd  heart  is  gone, 
For  all  thy  feeing  guides  confent  as  one. 
Drawn  by  one  chain,  which  round  thy  body  plies, 
For  all  thy  members  one  blcf>*d  union  ties. 
My  fpoufe,  my  fifter,  O  the  charm  to  pleafe, 
Whtn  love  repaid  returns  my  bofom  cafe  ! 
Strongly  thy  love,  and  ftrongly  wines  reflore, 
But   wines   niuft   yield,    thy    love   enflames    me 

more. 

Sweetly  thine  ointments  (all  thy  virtues)  fmeil, 
Not  altar-fpice«  pleafe  thy  king  fo  well. 
How  foft  thy  dodrine  on  thy  lips  refides  ! 
From  thofc  two  combs  the  drooping  honey  glides  ; 
All  pure  without,  as  all  within  fincerc, 
Beneath  thy  tongue — I  find  it  honey  there. 
Ah,  while  thy  graces  thus  around  thee  fhine, 
The  charms  of  Lebanon  muft  yield  to  thine  '. 
His  i'pring,  his  garden,  every  fcented  tree, 
My  fpoufe,  my  fifter,  all  I  find  in  thee. 
Thee,  for  rnyfelf,  I  fence,  1  {hut,  I  feal ; 
Myflx-rious  luring-,  myfterious  garden,  hail ! 
A  fpring,  a  font,  where  heavenly  waters  flow. 
A  grove,  a  garden,  where  the  graces  grow. 
There  rife  my  fruits,  my  cyprefs,  and  my  fir, 
My  fa  {Iron,  Ipikenard,  cinnamon,  and  myrrh; 
Perpetual  fountains  for  their  ufe  abound, 
And  ftrcr.rrs  of  favour  feed  the  living  ground. 

Scarce  fpake  the  Chrift,  when  thus  the  Church 

replies 

(And  fpread  her  arms  where'er  the,  fpirit  flies)  ; 
Ye  cooling  northern  gales,  who  freftily  {hake 
My  balmy  reeds;  ye  northern  gales,  awake. 
And  thou  the  regent  of  the  ibuthern  flcy, 
O  foft  infpiring,  o'er  my  garden  fly; 
Unlock  and  waft  my  fweets,  that  every  grace, 
In  all  its  heavenly  hie,  regale  the  place. 
If  thus  a  pai  adife  thy  garden  prove, 
'  I 'were  befl  prepar'd  to  entertain  my  love  ; 
And,  that  the  pleafing  fruits  may  pleafe  the  mere, 

0  think  my  proffer  was  thy  gift  before. 

At  this,  the  Saviour  cries,  behold  me  near, 
My  fpoufe,  iny  fifter  ;  O  behold  me  here  ; 
To  gathtr  fiuits,  I  come  at  thy  requetl, 
And,  pleas'd,  my  foul  accq  ts  the  llilemn  feafl ; 

1  gather  myrrh,  with  fpice  to  fcent  the  treat, 
My  virgin-honey  v.ith  the  comb;  I  tat; 

I  drink  my  iwectcnir.g  miik,  my  livt'y  wine 
(Thefe   words   of    pitalure   mean   thy   gifts   d|? 
vine)  ; 

P 
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To  {hare  my  blifs,  my  good  cleft  I  call, 
The  church  (my  garden)  muft  include  them  all; 
Now  fit  and  banquet;  now,  belov'd,  you  fee 
What  gifts  I   love,  and  prove  thei'e  fruits  with 
me; 

0  might  this  fweet  communion  ever  laft  ! 
But  with  the  fun  the  fweet  communion  part. 
The  Saviour  paits,  and  on  oblivion's  bread 
Benumb'd  and  {lumbering  lies  the  church  to  reft, 
Pafs  the  fweet  alleys  while  the  dufk  abides, 
Seek  the  fair  lodge  in  which  the  maid  refides ; 
Then,  Fancy,  feek  the  maid  at  night  again, 
The  Chrift  will  come,  but  comes,  alas,  in  vain. 

I  fleep,  fhe  lays,  and  yet  my  heart  awakes 
(There's  (till  fome  feeling  while  the  lover  fpeaks); 
With  what  fond  fervour  from  without  he  cries, 
Arife,  my  love;  n.y  undefil'd,  arife  ! 
My  dove,' my  fifter,  cold  the  dews  alight, 
And  fill  my  treffes  with  the  drop'  of  night ; 
Alas    I'm  all  unrob'd,  I  wafh'd  my  feet, 

1  tatted  flumher,  and  I  find  it  fweet 

As  thus  my  words  refufe,he  flips  his  hands 
XVhere  the  clos'd  latch  my  cruel  door  commands ; 
\Vhat,  though  denj'd,  fo  perfevering  kind  ! 
"Who  long  denies  a  perfevering  mind  ? 
From  my  wak'd  foul  my  flothful  temper  flies, 
My  bowels  yearn  ;  I  rife,  my  love,  1  rife; 
1  find  the  latch  thy  fingers  touch'd  before, 
Thy  fmellirg  myrrh  comes  dropping  off  the  door. 
Now,  where'*  my   love  ? — what  !    haft  thou  left 

the  place, 

O,  to  my  foul  repeat  thy  words  of  grace  ! 
Speak  in  the  dark,  my  love  ;  I  feek  thee  round, 
And  vainly  feek  thee,  till  thou  wi.t  be  found. 
"What,  no  return  !  I  own  my  folly  paft, 
I  lay  t«.o  liftlefs  ,  fpeak,  my  iove,  at  laft. 
The  guards  have  found  me — are  ye  guards  indeed, 
Who  fmite  the  fad,  who  make  the  feeble  bleed? 
Dividing  teachers,  thefe  ;  who  wrong  my  name, 
Rend  my  long  vtil,atid  caft  me  bate  to  fhame. 
But  you,  ye  daughters  of  the  realm  of  reft, 
If  ever  pity  mov'd  a  virgin-breaft, 
Tell  my  belov'd  how  languifhing  1  lie, 
How  lov*"fcas  brought  me  near  the  point  to  die. 

And  what  belov'd  istl-is  you  wou'd  have  found? 
Say 'Salem's  daughters,  a*  they  flock'd  around  ; 
What    wondrous   thing  ?    what  'charm    beyond 

compare  ? 

Say,  what's  thy  lover,  faireft  o'er  the  fair? 
His  face  is  white  and  ruddy,  fhe  replies, 
So  mercy,  join'd  to  juftice.  tempers  die  s  ; 
His  lofty  ftature,  where  a  myriad  fhine, 
O'ertop",  and  fpeaks  a  majefty  divine, 
fair  honour  crowns  his  he-e!,  the  raven-black, 
In  bufhy  curlings,  flows  adown  his  bark  : 
Sparkling  his  eyes,  with  full  proportion  phc-M, 
Whire  like  the  milk,  and  with  3  mildui  fs  gn-u'c! ; 
As  the  fweet  doves,  whene'er  they  fondly  play 
By  running  waters  in  a  glittering  dr.y. 
Within  Hisbrearh  what  pleafirg  fwtetn"fs  grcws  ! 
Tis  fpicc  cxhal'd,  ami  nungk-c4.  in  the  •: 
Within  hi«  word*  whit  g 
.'-ci  hi  '.'s  of   lilies  drop  wi:'n  balmy  <  « 
Vliat  rings  of  t.if.em  ] 
GuiJ  ducks  the  fingtrj,  beryl  d 


His  ivory  fhape  adorns  a  coftly  veft, 
Work  paints  the  flcirt*.  and  germ  enrich  thebrcaflj 
His  limbs  beneath,  his  fliining  fandals  cafe 
JL,ike  marble  columns  <fti  a  golden  bale. 

Nor  boafts  that  mountain,  where  the  cedar-tree 
Perfumes  our  realm,  fuch  numerous  fvveets  as  he. 
O,  lovely  all !   what  could  my  king  require 
To  make  his'prefence  more  the  world's  defire  ? 
And  now,  ye  maids,  if  fuch  a  friend  you  know, 
'Tis  fu«'h  my  longings  look  to  find  below. 

While  thus  her  friend  the  fpoufc's  anthem  fing, 
Deck'd  with    the    thummim,    crown'd   a  facrcd 

king; 

The  daughter*'  hearts  the  fine  defcription  drew, 
And  that  which   rais'd  their  wonder,  a{k'd  tl.eir 
view. 

Then  where,  they  cry,  thou  faireft  o'er  the  fair, 
Where  goes  thy  lover?  Tell  the  virgins  where. 
What  {lowering  walks  invite  the  fteps  afide  ? 
We'll  help  to  leek  him,  let  thofe  walks  be  try'd. 

The  fpoufe  refolving  here  the  grand  defcent, 
'Twas  that  he  promis'd,  there,  fhe  cries,  he  went; 
He  keeps  a  garden  where  the  fpices  breathe, 
Its  bowering  borders  kifs  the  vale  beneath  ; 
Tis  there  he  gathers  lilies,  there  he  dwells, 
And  binds  his  flowerets  to  unite  the  fmells. 
O,  'tis  my  height  of  love  that  I  am  his  ! 
O,  he  is  mine,  and  that's  my  height  of  blifs  ! 
Defcend,  my  virgins;  well  I  know  the  place, 
He  feeds  in  lilies,  that's  a  fpotlefs  race. 

At  f!awri:ig  day  the  bridegroom  leaves  a  bower,, 
And  here  he  waters,  there  he  props  a  flower, 
When  the  kind  damiil,  fpring  of  heavenly  flame, 
With  Salem's  daughters  to  the  garden  came. 
Then- thus  his  love   the   bridegroom's  words  re 
peat 

(The  fmtTiing  herders  lent  them  both  a  feat)  :     j 
O,  gi  eat  as  Tirzah  h  'twas  a  regal  place, 
O,  fair  as  Salem  !   'tis  the  realm  of  peace; 
Whofe  afped,  awful  to  the  wondeiing  eye, 
Appears  like  armies  when  the  banner?  fly  ; 
O  turn,  my  filler,  O  my  beauteous  bru;e, 
Thy  face  o'crcomes  me,  turn  that  face  af.de; 
How  bright   thy  locks,  how  well  their  number 

paints 

Thf  great  ofTcmblies  of  my  lovely  faints ! 
So  bright  the  kids,  fo  numeroufiy  fed, 
Graze  the  green  wealth  of  lofty  Gilead's  head. 
How  pure  thy  teeth  :  for  equal  order  made, 
Each  anfwering  e;uh,  while  all  the  public  aid  ; 
As  when  the  feul'on  bids  the  mepherd  lave 
His  fheep,  new  fhorn,  within  the  fiivtr  wave  : 
Walh'd,  they  return  in  fuch  unfully'd  white, 
So  march  by  pnirs,  and  in  the  flock  unite. 
MOW  1'weft  thy  t.-?mpb> !  not  pomegranates  know, 
Yviih  equal  modoft  look,  to  pleafe  and  glow. 
If  S:inmon  Ms  life  of  pkafure  : 
With  wives  in  number.-,  and  unnumber'd  maids, 
In  other  path  .  ..Vre  fhovvn, 

Admits, mf  love,  'd  a'onr. 

,  Ifracl,  fhe  di.r.-.c  \V!HJ  bore 
Her    e:  my   ipcileU,    owns    no 

more; 

The  GeMiie  cuci  r.s,  at  thy  appearance,  cry, 
liaii,  qi  .       .        haii,  the  r: . 
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And  thus  they  fing  thy  praife  :  what  heavenly 

dame 

Springs  like  the  morning,  with  a  purple  flame  ? 
What  riies  like  the  morn  with  filver  light  ? 
What,  like  the  fun,  affifts  the  world  with  fight  ? 
Yet  awful  ftill,  though  thus  fereneiy  kind, 
Like  hofts  with  enfigns  rattling  in  the  wind  ? 
I  grant  I  left  thy  fight,  I  feem'd  to  go^ 
But  was  I  abfent  when  you  fancy'd  fo  ? 
Down  to  my  garden,  all  my  planted  vale, 
Where  nuts  their  ground  in  underwood  conceal ; 
Where  blown  pomegranates,  there  I  went  to  fee 
What  knitting  bloffoms  white  the  beating  tree  : 
View  the  green  buds,  recall  the  wandering  (hoots, 
Smell  my  gay  flowerets,  tafte  my  flavour'd  fruits  ; 
Raife  the  curl'd  vine,  refrefli  the  fpicy  beds, 
And  joy  for  every  grate  my  garden  (bed*. 

The  Saviour  here,  and  here  the  church  arife, 
And  am  I  thus  refpe&ed,  thus  (he  cries  ! 
I  mount  for  heaven,  tranfpnrted  on  the  winds, 
My  flying  chariot's  drawn  by  willing  minds. 

As,  rapt  with  comfort,  thus  the  maid  withdrew, 
The  waiting  daughters  wonder'd  where  fhe  flew ; 
And  O  !  return,  they  cry,  fur  thee  we  burn, 
O  maid  of  Salem;  Salem's  felt"  return. 
And  what's  in  Salem's  maid  we  covet  fo? 
Hear,  all  ye  nations — 'tis  your  blifs  below  ; 
That  glorious  vifion,  by  the  patriarch  fren, 
When  fky-born  beauties  march'd  the  fcented  green ; 
There  the  met  faints  and  meeting  angels  came, 
Two  lamps  of  God,  Mahanaim  was  the  name. 

Again  the  maid  reviews  her  facred  ground  ; 
Solemn  ftie  fits,  the  damfds  fing  around. 
O,  prince's  daughter  :   how  with  (hining  (how, 
Thy  golden  (hoes  prepare  thy  feet  below  ! 
How  firm  thy  joints!  what  temple-work  can  be, 
With  all  its  gems  and  art,  preferr'd  to  thee  ? 
In  thee,  to  feed  thy  lover's  faithful  race, 
Still  flow  the  riches  of  abounding  grace  ; 
Pure,  large,  rerreftiiug,  as  the  waters  fall 
From  the  carv'd  navels  of  the  cifterr>wall. 
In  thee  the  lover  finds  his  race  divine, 
You  ttem  with  numbers,  they  with  virtues  fhine  ; 
So  wheat  with  lilies,  if  their  heaps  unite, 
The  wheat's  unnumber'd,  and  the  lilies  white ; 
Like  tender  roes,  thy  breafts  appear  above, 
Two  types  of  innocence,  and  twins  of  love. 
Like  ivory  turrets  feems  thy  neck  fo  rear, 
O,  facred  emblem,  upright,  firm,  and  fair  ! 
As  Heftibon- pools,  which,  with  a  fiivcr  ftate, 
Diffufe  their  waters  at  their  city  gate, 
For  ever  fo  thy  virgin-eyes  remain, 
So  clear  within,  ar»d  fo  without  fcrene. 
As  thr  ugh  iweet  fir  the  royal  turret  (hows, 
Whence  Lebanon  furveys  a  realm  of  foes  ; 
So  through  thy  lovely  curls  apt.far  thy  face, 
To  watch  thy  foes,  and  guard  thy  faithful  race. 
The  richeft  colours  flowery  Carmel  wears, 
Red  fillets,  crof,'d  with  purple,  braid  thy  hairs; 
Yet,  not  more  ftridtly  theft;  thy  locks  reftrain, 
Than  thou  thy  king,  with  ftrong  affection's  chain; 
When  fiom  this  palace  he  enjoys  thy  fight, 
O  love,  O  beauty,  form'd  for  all  delight ! 
•Strait  is  thy  goodly  ftature,  firm,  and  high, 
As  palms  afpiring  in  the  brighter  iky ; 


Thy  breafts  the  clufttr  (if  thofe  breafts  we  view, 
As  late  for  beauty,  now  for  profit  too) 
Woo'd  to  thine  arms,  thofe  arms  that  oft  extend, 
In  the  kind  pofture  of  a  waiting  friend; 
Each  mind  of  Salem  cries,  I'll  mount  the  tree, 
Hold  the  broad  branches,  and  depend  on  thee. 
O,  more  than  grapes,  thy  fruit  delights  the  maiu's, 
Thy  pleafing  breath  excels  the  citron  (hades  : 
Thy  mouth  exceeds  rich  wine,  the  words  that  go 
From    thofe   fweet   lips   with  more   refreshment 

flow, 

Their  powerful  graces  (lumbering  fouls  awake, 
And  caufe  the  dead,  that  hear  thy  voice,  to  fpeak. 

This  anthem  fung,  the  glorious  fpoufe  aroft, 
Yet  thus  inftruds  the  daughters  ere  (he  goes. 
If  aught,  my  damfels,  in  the  fpoufe  ye  find 
Deferving  praifes,  think  the  lover  kind  ; 
']  o  my  belov'd  thefe  marriage-robes  I  owe, 
I'm  his  defire,  and  he  would  have  it  fo. 

Scarce  fpake  the  fpoufe,  but  fee  the  lover  near  ! 
Her  humble  temper  brought  the  prefence  here  ; 
Then,  rai&'d  by  grace,  and  ftrongly  warm'd  by 

love, 

No  fecond  languor  lets  her  lord  remove  ; 
She  flies  to  meet  him,  zeal  fupplies  the  wings, 
And  thus  her  hafte  to  work  his  will  fhe  fings  : 
Come,  my  beloved,  to  the  fields  repair, 
Come,  where  another  fpot  demands  our  care ; 
There  in  the  village  we'll  to  reft  recline, 
Mean  as  it  is,  I  try  to  make  it  thine. 
When  the  firft  rays  their  cheering  crimfon  fhed, 
We'll  rife  betimes  to  fee  the  vineyard  fpread; 
Sec  vines  luxuriant  verdur'd  leaves  difplay, 
Supporting  tendrils  curling  all  the  way. 
See  young  unpurpled  grapes  in  clutters  grow, 
And  fmell  pomegranate-bloffoms  as  they  blow: 
There  will  I  give  my  loves,  employ  my  care, 
And,  as  my  labours  thrive,  approve  me  there  : 
Scarce  have  we  pafs'd  my  gate,  the  fcent  we  meet, 
My  covering  jafmines  now  dirlufe  their  fweet ; 
My  ipicy  flowerets,  mingled  as  they  fly, 
With  doubling  odours  crowd  a  balmy  iky. 
Now  all  the  fruits,  which  crown  the  feafon,  view, 
Thefe  nearer  fruits  are  old,  and  thofe  are  new  ; 
And  thefe,  and  all  of  every  loaded  tree, 
My  love,  I  gather,  and  referve  for  thee. 
If  then  thy  fpoufe's  labcur  pleafe  thee  well, 
Oh  1  like  my  brethren,  with  thy  fifter  dwell; 
No  blamelefs  maid,  whofe  fond  carefles  meet 
An  infant-brother  in  the  public  ftreet, 
Clings  to  its  lips  with  lei's  referve  than  I 
Would  hang  on  thine,  where'er  I  found  thee  nigh  : 
No  fhame  would  make  me  from  thy  fide  remove, 
No  danger  make  me  not  confefs  thy  love. 
Strait  to  my  mother's  houfe,  thine  Ifrael  (he 
(And  thou  my  monarch  wouldft  arrive  with  me)  : 
'  1'is  there  I'd  lead  thee,  where  I  mean  to  ftay, 
Till  th?u,  hy  her,  inftruci  my  foul  to  pray; 
There    (halt    thou    prove    my  virtues,   drink  my 

wine, 

And  feel  my  joy,  to  find  me  wholly  thine. 
Oh  !  while  my  fnil  were  fick,  through  fond  defire, 
Thine  hands  ihould  hold  me  left  my  life  expire  ; 
As  round  a  child  the  parents'  arms  are  plac'd, 
This  holds  the  head,  und  that  enfolds  the  want, 
Dij 
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So  caft  thy  cares  on  me,  the  lover  cry'd, 
Lean  to  my  boforn,  lean,  my  lovely  bride  ; 
And  now,  ye  daughters  of  the  realm  of  blifs, 
Let  nothing  difcompofe  a  love  like  this ; 
But  guard  her  reft  from  each  approach  of  ill ; 
I  caus'd  her  languor,  guard  her  while  fhe  will. 

Here  paufe  the  lines,  but  foon  the  lines  renew, 
Once  more  the  pair  celeftial  come  to  view  ; 
All  '.  feek  them  once,  my  ravifh'd  fancy,  more, 
And  then  thy  f  ngs  of  Solomon  are  o'er  : 
By  yon  green  bank  purfue  their  orb  of  light, 
The  fun  ihines  out,  but  fliines  not  half  fo  bright. 
See  Salem's  maids,  in  white, attend  the  King, 
They  greet  the  fpoufes — hark,  to  what  they  fing. 
Who,  from  the  defert,  where  the  wandering 

clouds 

High  Sir.ai  pierces,  comes  involv'd  with  crowds? 
?Tis  fhc,  the  fpoufc  '.  Oh  !  favour'd  o'er  the  reft  ' 
Who  walks  reclin'd  by  iuch  a  lover's  bread. 

The  fpoufe,  rejoicing,  heard  the  kind  falu'e, 
And  thus  addrefa'd  him — all  the  reft  were  mute. 
Beneath  the  law,  our  goodly  parent  tree, 
I  went,  my  much-belov'd,  in  fearch  of  thee  ; 
For  thee,  like  one  in  pangs  of  travail,  drove ; 
Hence,  none  may  wonder  if  I  gain  thy  love. 
As  feals  their  pictures  to  the  wax  impart, 
~So  let  my  pi&ure  damp  thy  gentle  heart ; 
As  fix'd  the  fignets  on  our  hands  remain, 
So  fix  me  thine,  and  ne'er  to  part  again  : 
For  love  is  ftrpng  as  death  ;  \vhene'er  they  ftrike  ; 
Alike  imperious,  vainly  check'd  alike  ; 
Both  dread  to  Jofe,  Love, mix'd  with  jealous  dread- 
As  loon  the  marble  tomb  refigns  the  dead. 
Its  fatal  arrows  fiery-pointed  fall, 
The  fire  inter.fe,and  thine  the  moll  of  all ; 
To  flack  the  points  no  chilling  floods  are  found, 
Nay,  fhould  afflictions  roll  like  floods  around, 
Were  wealth  of  nations  offer'd,  all  would  prove 
Too  fmall  a  danger,  or  a  price  for  love. 
If  tbiii  with  love  this  world  of  worth  agree, 
With  foft  regard  our  little  fifter  fee  ; 
How  far  unapt,  as  yet,  like  maids  that  o\vn 
No  breads  at  all,  or  breads  but  hardly  grown; 
'Her  part  of  profclyte  is  fcarce  a  part, 
Too  inuch  a  Gentile  at  her  erring  heart ; 
Her  day  draws  nearer  ;  what  have  we  to  do, 
Led  die  be  afk'd,  and  prove  unv\  onhy  too  ? 
Pefpair    not  fyoufe,   he   cries;    we'll    find    the 

means, 

Her  gocd  beginnings  afjc  the  greater  pains. 
Let.  her  but  dand,  die  thrives ;  a  wall  toy  low 
I<  not  rejected  for  the  {landing  f.i ; 
What  falls  is  only  loll,  we'll  build  her  high, 
Till  the  rich  palace  glitters  in  the  fky. 
The  door  that's  weak   (what  need   we  fpare  the 

cod?) 

If  'tis  a  door,  \vs  need  not  think  it  lod; 
The  leaves  fhe  brings  us,  if  thofe  leaves  be  good, 
We'll  clofe  in  cedar's  uncorrupting  wood.      lcyei 
Wrapt  with  the  new?,  the  fpoufe  converts  her 
And,  oh  !  companions  to  the  maids,  fhe  cries, 
What  j'*ys  are  ours,  to  hail  the  nupti.il  day, 
Which  calls  our  fidcr! — Hark,  1  hear  her  fay, 
Yes.  I'm  a  wall;  lo  '.  fhe  that  bonded  none, 
Nor  beads  of  breafls  uumcafurably  grown ; 
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Large  towery  buildings,  where  fecurely  rcfU 
A  thoufaad  tlioufand  of  my  lover's  gueds ; 
The  vad  increafr  affords  his  heart  delight, 
And  I  find  favour  in  his  heavenly  fight. 
The  lover  here,  to  make  her  rapture  lad, 
Thus  adds  affurance  to  the  promifc  pad. 

A  1'pacious  vineyard  in  Baal-Hamon  vale, 
The  vintage  fet,  by  Solomon,  to  fale, 
His  keepers  took  ;  and  every  keeper  paid 
A  thoufand  purfes  fur  the  gains  he  made. 
And  I've  a  vintage  too ;  his  vintage  bleeds 
A  large  increafe,  but  my  return  exceeds. 
Let  Solomon  receive  his  keeper's  pay, 
He  gains  his  thoufand,  their  two  hundred  they; 
Mine  is  mine  own,  'tis  in  my  prefence  dill, 
And  (hall  increafe  the  more,  the  more  fhe  will. 
My  love,  my  vineyard,  oh  the  future  fhoots 
Which  fill  my  garden-rows  with  facred  fruits  ! 
I  faw  the  lidening  maids  attend  thy  voice, 
And  in  their  lidening  faw  their  eyes  rejoice ; 
A  due  fuccefs  thy  words  of  comfort  met, 
Now  turn  to  me — 'tis  I  would  hear  thee  yet. 
Say,  dove,  and  fpotlefs,  for  I  mud  away, 
Say,  fpoufe,  and  fider,  all  you  wifh  to  fay. 
He  fpake ;  tbe  place  was  bright  with  lambent  fire, 
(But  what  is  brighmefs,  if  the  Chrid  retire  ? 
Gold-bordering  purple  mark'd  his  road  in  air, 
And  kneeling  all,  the  fpoufe  addrcfs'd  the  prayer; 

Defire  of  nations  '.  if  thou  mufl  be  gone, 
Accept  our  wifhes,  all  compris'drTn  one; 
Wp  wait  thine  advent !   Oh,  we  long  to  fee 
I  and  my  filler  both  as  one  in  thee. 
Then  leave  thy  heaven, and  come  and  dwell  below  ; 
Why  fuid  I  leave  ? — 'tis  heaven  where'er  you  go. 
Hade,  my  Ijelov'd,  thy  promife  hade  to  crown, 
The  form  thou'lt  honour  waits  thy  coming  down  ; 
Nor  let  fuch  fvviftnefs  in  the  roes  be  fhown 
To  fave  themfelves,  as  thine  to  fave  thine  own. 
Hade,  like  the  nimbled  harts  that  lightly  bound 
Before  the  dretches  of  the  fwifced  hound; 
With  reaching  feet  devour  a  level  way, 
Acrofs  their  backs  their  branching  antlers  lay> 
In  the  cool  dews  their  bending  body  ply, 
And  brufh  the  fpicy  mountains  as  they  fiy. 


JONAH. 

Thus  fung   the  king Some  angel  rcath  <t 

bough 

From  Eden's  tree  to  crown  the  wifefl  brow. 
And  now  thou  faired  garden  ever  made, 
Broad  bank  of  fpices,  bloffom'd  walks  of  (hade , 
O  Lebanon  !   where  much  I  love  to  dwell, 
Since  1  mufl  leave  thee,  Lebanon,  farewell  1 

Swift  from  my  foul  the  fair  idea  flics, 
A  wilder  figh:  the  changing  fcene  fupplies; 
Wide  L'a.i>  come  rolling  to  my  future  page, 
And  dorms  Hand  ready,  when  I  call,  to  rage. 
Then  go  where  Joppa  crowns  the  winding  fhore, 
The  prophet  Jonah  jud  arrives  before ; 
He  fees  a  fliip  unmooring,  foft  the  gales, 
He  pays,  and  enters,  and  the  veffel  fails. 

Ah,  wouldft  thou  fly  thy  God?  rafhman.forbeaiv 
Whut  land  fo  diilar:t  but  thy  God  is  there  J 


POEMS. 


Weak  reafon,   ceafe  thy  voice. — They  run  the 

deep. 

And  the  tir'd  prophet  lays  his  limhs  to  deep. 
Here  God  fpeaks  louder,  fends  a  ftorm  to  fea, 
The  clouds  remove  to  give  the  vengeance  way; 
Strong  blarts  come  whittling,  by  degrees  they  roar, 
And  iliove  big  fnrges  tumbling  ou  to  (hore ; 
The  vefiel  bounds,  then  rolls,  and  every  blaft 
Works  hard  to  tear  her  by  the  groaning  maft ; 
The  failors,  doubling  all  their  (bouts  and  cares, 
Furl  the  white  canvas,  and  caft  forth  the  wares ; 
Each  feek  the  god  their  native  regions  own, 
In   vain   they   feek  them,  for   thofe   gods   were 

none. 

Yet  Jonah  flept  the  while,  who  folely  knew, 
In  all  that  number,  where  to  find  the  true. 
To  whom  the  pilot  :  Sleeper,  rife  and  pray, 
Our  gods  arc  deaf;   may  thine   do   more   than 
they ! 

But  thus  the  reft :  Perhaps  we  waft  a  foe 
To  heaven  itfelf,  and  that's  our  caufe  of  woe  ; 
Let's  feek  by  lots,  if  heaven  be  pleas'd  to  tell ; 
And  what  they  fought  by  lots,  on  Jonah  fell : 
Then,  whence  he  came,  and  who,  and  what,  and 

why 

Thus  rag'd  the  tempeft,  all  confus'dly  cry ; 
Each  prcfs'd  in  hade  to  get  his  queftion  heard, 
"When  Jonah  flops  them  with  a  grave  regard. 

An  Hebrew  man,  you  fee,  who  God  revere, 
He  made  this  world,   and  makes  this  world  his 
care;  [head, 

His  the  whirl'd  flcy,   thefe  waves  that  lift  their 
And  his  yon  land,  on  which  you  long  to  tread 
He  charg'd  me  late,  to  Nineveh  repair, 
And  to  their  face  denounce  his  fentence  there  : 
Go,  faid  the  vifion,  prophet,  preach  to  all. 
Yet  forty  days,  and  Nineveh  (hall  fall 
Eut  well  I  knew  him  gracious  to  forgive, 
And  much  my  zeal  abhorr'd  the  bad  (hould  live ; 
And  if  they  turn,  they  live  ;  then  what  were  I 
But  fome  falfe  prophet,  when  they  fail  to  die  ? 
Or  what,   I  fancied,  had  the  Gentiles  too 
With  Hebrew  prophets,  and  their  G  >d,  to  do  ? 
Drawn  by  the  wilful  thoughts,  my  foil  I  run, 
I  fled  bis  prefence,  and  the  work's  undone. 

The  (lorm  increafes  as  the  prophet  fpeaks, 
O'er  the  toft  ftup  a  foaming  billow  breaks; 
She  rifcs  pendant  on  the  lifted  waves, 
And  thence  defcries  a  thoufand  watery  graves  ; 
Then,  downward  rufhing,  watery  mountains  hide 
Her  hulk  beneath,  in  deaths  on  every  fide. 
O,  cry  the  failors  ail,  thy  fadl  was  ill, 
Yet,  if  a  prophet,  fpeak  thy  matter's  will ; 
What  part  is  ours  with  thee  ?  can  aught  remain. 
To  bring  the  bleflings  of  a  calm  again  ? 

Then  Jonah :  Mine's  the  death  will  beft  atone 
(And  God  is  pleas'd  that  I  pronounce  my  own) ; 
Arife,  and  caft  me  forth,  the  wind  will  ceafe, 
The  fea  fubfiding  wear  the  looks  of  peace, 
And  you  fecurely  fteer.     For  well  I  fee 
Myfelf-  the  criminal,  the  ftorm  for  me. 

Yet  pity  moves  for  one  that  owns  a  blame, 
And  awe  refuHng  from  a  prophet's  name  ; 
Love  pleads,  he  kindly  meant  for  them  to  die ; 
Tear  pleads  againft  him,  left  they  power  defy  : 


If  then  to  aid  the  flight  abets  the  fin; 

They  think  to  land  him  where  they  took  him  in. 

Perhaps,  to  quit  the  caufe,  might  end  the  woe, 

And,  God  appealing,  let  the  vefiel  go. 

For  this  they  fix  their  oars,  and  ftrike  the  main, 

But  God  withftands  them,  and  they  llrike  in  vain. 

The  ftorm  increafes  more  with  want  of  light, 
Low  blackening  clouds  involve  the  (hip  in  night ; 
Thick  battering  rains  fly  through  the  driving  jkies, 
Loud  thunder  bellows,  darted  lightning  flies ; 
A  dreadful  picture  night-born  horror  drew, 
And  his,  or  their's,  or  both  their  fates,  they  view. 

Then  thus  to  God  they  cry  :  Almighty  power, 
Whom  we  ne'er  knew  till  this  defpairing  hour, 
From  this  devoted  blood  thy  fervants  tree, 
To  us  he's  innocent,  if  fo  to  thee ; 
In  all  the  pad  we  fee  thy  wond'rous  hand, 
And  that  he  perifli,  think  it  thy  command. 

This  prayer  perform'd,  they  caft  the  prophet 

o'er ; 

A  furge  receives  him,  and  he  mounts  no  more: 
Then  {kill's  the  thunder,  ceafe  the  flames  of  blue, 
The  rains  abated,  and  th£  winds  withdrew  ; 
The  clouds  ride  off,  and,  as  they  march  away, 
Through  every  breaking  (hoots  a  cheerful  day; 
The  fea.  which  rag'd  fo  loud,  accepts  the  pnzej 
A  while  it  rolls,  then  all  the  tempeft  dies  ; 
By  gradual  finking,  flat  the  furi'ace  grows, 
And  fafe  the  vcffel  with  the  failors  goes. 
The  lion  tkus,  that  bounds  the  fences  o'er, 
And  makes  the  mountain -echoes  learn  to  roar, 
If  on  the  lawn  a  branchirg  deer  he  rend, 
Then  falls  his  hunger,  al!  his  roarings  enJ; 
Murmuring  a  while,  to  reft  his  limbs  he  lays, 
And  the  freed  lawn  ftnjoys  its  herd  at  eafe. 

Blefs'd  with  the  Hidden  calm,  the  failors  own 
That  wretched  Jonah  worftiipp'd  right  alone; 
Then  make  their  vows,  the  vidtim  iheep  prepare, 
Bemoan  the  pr  phet,  and  the  God  revere. 

Now,  though  you  fear  to  lufe  the  power  to 

breathe, 

Now,  though  you  tremble,  fancy,  dive  beneath ; 
What  worlds  of  wonder-  in  the  deep  are  feen  ! 
But  this  the  greateft — J^nah  lives  within  1 
The  man  who  fondly  fled  the  Maker'^  view, 
Sirange  as  the  crime,  has  found  a  dungeon  too. 
God  fent  a  monfter  of  the  frothing  fea, 
Fit,  by  the  bulk,  to  gorge  the  living  prey, 
And  lodge  him  ftill  alive  ;  this  huik  receives 
The  falling  prophet,  as  he  daftYd  the  waves. 
There,  newly  wak'd  from  fancied  death,  he  lies, 
And  oft  again  in  apprehenfion  dies : 
While  three  long  days  and  nights,  depriv'd  of 

fleep, 

He  turn'd  and  tofs'd  him  up  and  down  the  deep, 
He  thinks  the  judgment  of  the  ftrangeft  kind, 
And  much  he  wonders  what  the  Lord  defign'd ; 
Yet,  fince  he  lives,  the  gift  of  life  he  weighs, 
I  hat's  time  for  prayer,  and  thus  a  ground  for 

praife ; 

From  the  dark  entrails  of  the  whale  to  thee, 
(This  new  contrivance  of  a  hell  to  me) 
To  thee,  my  God,  I  cry'd  ;  my  full  diftrefs 
Picrc'd  thy  kind  ear,  and  brought  my  fou!  re« 
drefs, 

D  iij 
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.Cafl  to  the  deep  I  fell,  by  thy  command, 
Caft  in  the  miiift,  beyond  the  reach  of  land ; 
Then  to  the  midfl  brought  down,  the  feas  abide 
Beneath  my  feet,  the  feas  on  every  fide ; 
In  ftorms  the  billow,  and  in  calms  the  wave, 
.Are  moving  coverings  to  my  wandering  grave. 
Porc'd  by  defpair,  I  cry'd,  How  to  my  coft 
I  fled  thy  prc-fence,  Oh,  for  ever  loft  ! 
•J3t!t  hope  revives  my  fcul,  and  makes  me  fay, 
Yet  tow'rds  thy  temple  fhall  I  turn  and  pray ; 
Or,  if  I  know  not  here  where  Salem  lies, 
Thy  temple's  heaven,  and  faith  has  inward  eyes. 
Alas  !  the  waters,  which  my  whale  funound, 
Have  through  my  forrowing  foul  a  paflsge  found; 
And  now  rhe  dungeon  moves,  new  deaths  I  try, 
New  thoughts  of  danger  all  his  paths  fupply. 
The  laft  of  deeps  affords  the  laft  of  dread, 
And  wraps  its  funeral  weeds  around  my  head  : 
Now  o'er  the  fand  his  rollings  feem  to  go, 
Where  the  big  mountains  root  their  bafe  below; 
And  now  to  rocks  and  clefts  their  courfe  they 

take, 

Earth's  endlefs  bars,  too  ftrong  for  me  to  break  ; 
Yet,  from  th'  abyfs,  my  God !   thy  grace  divine 
Hath  call'd  him  upward,  and  my  life  is  mine, 
fctill,  as  I  tofs'd.  I  fcarce  retain'd  my  breath, 
My  foul  was  fick  within,  and  faint  to  death. 
'Twas  then  I  thought  of  thce,  for  pity  pray'd, 
And  to  thy  temple  flew  the  prayers  I  made. 
The  men,  whom  lying  vanity  enfnares, 
Forfake  thy  mercy,  that  which  might  be  theirs. 
But  I  will  pay — my  God  !  my  King  !  receive 
The  folenin  vows  my  full  affedtion  gave, 
When  in  thy  temple,  for  a  pfalm,  I  fmg 
Salvation  only  from  my  God,  my  king. 
Thus  ends  the  prophet ;  firft  from  Canaan  fent, 
To  lot  the  Gentiles  know  they  muft  repent : 
God  hears,  and  fpeaks;  the  whale,  at  God's  com 
mand, 
Heaves  to  the  light,  and  cafts  him  forth  to  land. 

With  long  fatigue,  with  unexpected  eafc, 
Opprefs'd  a  while,  he  lies  aiide  the  feas  ; 
His  eyes,  though  glad,  in  ftrange  aftonifh'd  way 
Stare  at  the  golden  front  of  cheerful  day ; 
Then,  fiowly  rais'd,  he  fees  the  wonder  plain, 
And  what  he  pray'd,  he  wrote,  to  fmg  again. 

The  forrg  recorded  brings  his  vow  to  mind  ; 
He  muft  he  thankful,  for  the  Lord  was  kind ; 
Strait  to  the  work  he  fhurm'd  he  flies  in  hafte 
(That  feems  his  vow,  or  teems  a  part  at  lead); 
Preaching  he  comes,  and  thus  denounc'd  to  all, 
Yet  forty  days,  and  Nineveh  (hall  fall. 
Fear  feiz'd  the  Gentiles,  Nineveh  believes; 
All  fail  with  penitence,  and  God  forgives. 

Nor  yet  of  Ufe  the  prophet's  fullering  fail", 
Hell's  deep  black  bofoni  more  than    fhews   the 

whale's, 

E:it  fome  refemblance  brings  a  type  to  view, 
The  place  was  drak,  the  trme  proportion'd  too. 
A  race,  the  Saviour  cries,  a  finful  race, 
Tempts  for  a  fign  the  powers  c  f  heavenly  grace, 
And  let  them  take  the  fign  !  as  Jonah  lay, 
Thv'.-c  days  ar.il  r.ights  within  the  fifli  of  prey  ; 
^So  lhall  the  Son  of  Man  defcend  below, 
liarth's  opening  entrails  flir.il  retuin  him  fo. 


My  foul,  now  feek  the  fong,  and  find  me  thefts 
What  heaven  has  fhewn  thee  to  repel  defpair ; 
See,  where  from  hell  flie  breaks  the  crumbling 

ground, 

Her  hairs  ftand  upright,  and  they  ftare  aronnd ; 
Her  horrid  front  deep-trenching  wrinkles  trace, 
Lean  fharpening  looks  deform  her  livid  face  ; 
Bent  lie  the  brows,  and  at  the  bend  below, 
With    fire   and   blood  two  wandering  eye-balls 

glow  ; 

Fill'd  are  her  arms  with  numerous  aids  to  kill, 
And  God  file  fancies  but  the  judge  of  ill. 
Oh,  fair-eye'd  Hope  !  thou  fee'ft  the  paffion  nigh* 
Daughter  of  promife,  oh  forbear  to  fly  ! 
Aff  ranee  holds  thee,  fear  would  have  thee  go, 
dole  thy  blue  wings,  and  ftand  rhy  deadly  foe; 
The  judge  of  Ml  is  ftill  the  Lord  of  Grace, 
A«  fuch  behold  him  in  the  prophet's  cafe, 
Caft  to  be  drown'd,  devour'd  within  the  fea, 
Suck  to  the  deep,  and  yet  rtftor'd  to  day. 

Oh,  love  the  Lord,  my  foul,  wh'.-fe  parent  cart 
So  rules  the  world  he  punifhes  to  fpare. 
If  htavy  grief  my  downcaft  heart  opprefs, 
My  body  danger,  or  my  ftatc  diftrcfs, 
With  low  ftibmiflion  in  thy  temper  bow, 
Like  Jonah  pray,  like  Jonah  make  thy  vow ; 
With  hopes  of  comfort  kifs  the  chaftening  rod, 
And,  fliunning  mad  defpair,  repofe  in  God  ; 
Then,  whatfoe'er  the  prophet's  vow  defign, 
Repentance,  thanks,  and  charity,  be  mine. 


HEZEKIAH. 

FROM  the  bleak  beach,  and  broad  expanfe  of 

fea, 

To  lofty  Salem,  thought,  direct  thy  way ; 
Mount  thy  light  chariot,  move  along  the  plains, 
And  end  thy  flight  when  Hezekiah  reigns. 

How  fwiftly  thought  has  pafs'd  from  land  t» 

land, 

And  quite  out-run  time's  meafuring-glafs  of  fand'! 
Great  .Salem's  walls  appear,  and  I  refort 
To  view  the  ftate  of  Hezekiah's  Cf  urt. 

Well  may  that  king  a  pirus.verfe  infpire, 
Who  cltaps'd  the  templf,  who  reviv'd  the  choir, 
Plcas'd  with  the  fervice  David  fix'd  before, 
That  heavenly  mufic  might  on  earth  adore. 
Deep-rob'd  in  white,  he  made  the  Levite*.  ftand 
With  cymbals,  harps,  and  pfulteries  in  their  hand; 
He  gave  the  pricfts  their  trumpets,  prompt  t« 

raife 

The  tuneful  foul,  by  force  of  found,  to  praife. 
A  ikiiful  mailer  for  the  forg  he  chof'e. 
The  fongs  were  David's  thefe,  and  A'aph's  thofe; 
Then  burn*  their  <>fFering,  all  around  njoicc, 
Each  tunes  his  inftrumetit  t ••  join  the  voice  ; 
i'hc  trumpets  founded,  and  the  finger*  fung, 
The  people  vvorfliipp'd,  and  the  temple  rung. 
Each,  while  the  vidhm  burns,  prdents  hii  heart, 
Then  the  prieft  bltfles,  and  the  people  part. 

Hail !  facred  Mufic  1  fince  you  know  to  draw 
The  foul  to  heaven,  the  fpirit  to  the  law, 
I  come  to  prove  thy  force,  thy  warbling  firing 
May  tune  my  foul  to  write  what  others  Cng, 
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But  is  this  Salem  ?  this  the  prom  is' d  blif*, 
Thefe  fighs  and  groans :  what  means  the  realm  by 

this? 

What  folemn  forrow  dwells  in  every  ftreet  ? 
What  fear  confounds  the  downcaft  looks  [  meet  ? 
Alas !  the  king  !  whole  nations  fink  with  woe, 
When   righteous  kings   are  fummon'd  hence   to 

go; 

The  king  lies  fick  ;  and  thus,  to  fpeak  his  doom, 
The  prophet,  grave  Ifaiah,  ftalks  the  room  : 
Oh,  prince,  thy  fervant,  fent  from  God,  believe ; 
Set  all  in  order,  for  thou  canft  not  live. 
Solemn  he  faid,  and  fighing  left  the  place  ; 
Deep  prints  of  horror  furrow'd  every  face  ; 
Within  their  minds  appear  eternal  glooms, 
Black  gaping  marbles  of  their  monarchs*  tombs ; 
A  king  belov'd  deceas'd,  his  offspring  none, 
And  wars  deftructive,  ere  they  fix  the  throne. 
Strait  to  the  wall  he  turn'd,  with  dark  defpair, 
('Twas  tow'rds  the  temple,  or  f«r  private  prayer,) 
And  thus  to  God  the  pious  monarch  {poke, 
Who  burn'd  the  groves,  the  brazen  ferpent  broke: 
^Remember,  Lord,  with  what  a  heart  for  right, 
What  care  for  truth,  I  walk'd  wirhin  thy  fight. 

Twas  thus  with  terror,  prayers,  and  tears,  he 

tofs'd, 

When  the  mid-court  the  grave  Ifaiah  crofs'd, 
Whom,  in  the  cedar  columns  of  the  fquare, 
Meets  a  fweet  angel,  hung  in  glittering  air. 
Seiz'd  with  a  trance,  he  ftopp'd,  before  his  eye 
Clears  a  rais'd  arch  of  vifionary  Iky, 
Where,  as  a  minute  pafs'd,  the  greater  light 
Purpling  appear'd,  and  fouth'd  and  fet  in  night ; 
A  moon  fucceeding  leads  the  ftarry  train, 
She  glides,  and  finks  her  filver  horns  again  ! 
A  fecond  fancied  morning  drives  the  fhades, 
Clos'd  by  the  dark,  the  fecond  evening  fades, 
The  third  bright  dawn  awakes,  and  ftrait  he  fees 
The  remple  rife,  the  monarch  on  his  knees. 
Pleas'd  with  the  fcene,  his  inward  thoughts  re 
joice, 

When  thus  the  guardian  angel  form'd  a  voice  : 
Now  tow'rds  the  captain  ot  my  people  go, 
And,  feer,  relate  him  what  thy  vifions  fhow; 
The  Lord  has  heard  his  words,  and  feen  his  tears, 
And  through  fifteen  extends  his  future  years. 

Here,  to  the  room  prepar'd  with  difmal  black, 
The  prophet  turning,  brought  the  comfort  back. 
Oh,  monarch,  hail,  he  cry'd ;  thy  words  are 

heard, 

Thy  virtuous  actions  meet  a  kind  regard  ; 
God  gives  thee  fifteen  years,  when  thrice  a  day 
Shews  the  round  fun,  within  the  temple  pray. 

When  thrice  the  day  1  furpriz'd,  the  monarch 

cries, 

When  thrice  the  fun  !  what-power  have  I  to  rife  ! 
But,  if  thy  comfort's  human  or  divine, 
'Tis  fhort  to  prove  it — give  thy  prince  a  fign. 

Behold,   the  prophet  cry'd  i,a!id   flretch'd  his 

bands),| 

Againft  yon  lattice,  where  the  dial  {lands; 
Now  fhal!  the  fun  a  backward  journey  go 
Through  ten  drawn  lines,  or  leap  to  ten  below. 
"I'is  t-nfier  porting  nature's  airy  tr 
Replies  the  monarch  :  let  the  fun  go  back. 


Attentive  here  he  gaz'd,  the  prophet  pray'd, 
Back  went  the  fun,  and  back  ptirfued  the  fhade. 

Cheer'd  by  the  fign,  and  by  the  prophet  heal'J, 
Whar  facred  thanks  his  gratitude  reveal'd! 
As  fickly  fwallnws,  when  a  lummer  ends, 
Who  miA'd  the  paffage  with  their  flying  friends, 
Take  to  a  wall,  there  lean  the  languid  head, 
While  all  who  find  them  think  the  fleepers  dead ; 
If  yet  their  warmth  new  days  of  funimcr  bring, 
They  wake,  and  joyful  flutter  up  to  fing  : 
So  far'd  the  monarch,  fick  to  death  he  lay, 
His  court  defpair'd,  and  watch'd  the  laft.  decay; 
At  length  new  favour  {nines,  new  life  he  gains, 
And  rais'd  he  fings ;  'tis  thus  the  fong  remains  : 

1  faid,  my  God,  when  in  the  loth'd  difeafe 
Thy  prophet's  words  cut  off  my  future  days, 
Now  to  the  grave,  with  mournful  hafte,  I  go, 
Now  death  unbars  his  fable  gates  below. 
How  might  my  years  by  courfe  of  nature  laft  ! 
But  thou  pronounc'd  it,  and  the  profpect  pafs'd, 
I  faid,  my  God,  thy  fervant  now  no  more 
Shall  in  thy  temple's  facred  courts  adore  ; 
No  more  on  earth  with  Jiving  man  converfe, 
Shrunk  in  a  cold  uncomfortable  hearfe. 
My   life,    like  tents  which  wandering  fhepherds 

raife, 

Proves  a  fhort  dwelling,  and  removes  at  eafe. 
My  fins  purfue  me ;  fee  the  deadly  band  ! 
My  God,  who  fees  them,  cuts  me  from  the  land ; 
As  when  a  weaver  finds  his  labour  fped, 
Swift  from  the  beam  he  parts  the  fattening  thread. 
With  pining  ficknefs  all  from  night  to  day, 
From  day  to  night,  he  makes  my  ftrength  decay  : 
Reckoning  the  time,  I  roll  with  refllefs  groans, 
Till,  with  a  linn's  force,  he  crufh  my  bones ; 
New  morning  dawns,  but,  like  the  morning  paft, 
'Tis  day,  'tis  night,  and  ft.il!  my  forrows  laft. 
Now,  fcreaming  like  the  crane,  my  word*  I  fpoke, 
Now,    like  the   fwallow,   chattering  quick,  and 

broke ; 

Now,  like  the  doleful  dove,  when  on  the  plains 
Her  mourning  tone  affects  the  liftening  fwains. 
To  heaven,  for  aid,  my  wearying  eyes  I  throw, 
At  length  they're  weary'd  quite,  and  fink  with 

woe. 

From  death's  arreft,  for  fome  delays,  I  fue; 
Though,  Lord,  who  jjidg'd  me,  thou  reprieve  me, 

too. 

Rapture  of  joy  !  what  can  thy  fervant  fay  ? 
He  fent  his  prophet  to  prolong  my  day; 
Through  my  glad  limbs  I  feel  the  wonder  run, 
Thus  faid  the  Lord,  ind  this  himfelf  has  done. 
Soft  fhall  I  walk,  and,  well  fecur'd  from  fears, 
Poffefs  the  comforts  of  my  future  years. 
Keep  foft,  my  heart,  keep  humble,  while  they 

roll, 

Nor  e'er  forget  my  bitternefs  of  foul. 
'Tis  by  the  means  they  facred  words  fupply, 
That  mankind  live,  but  in  peculiar  I ; 
A  ftcond  grant  thy  mercy  pleas'd  to  give, 
And  my  raised  {pints  doubly  fecm  to  live. 
Behold  the  time  !  when  peace  adorn'd  my  reign, 
'  fwas  therM--fclt  my  ftroke  of  bumbling  paiu  ; 
Corniprion  du«'  her  pit,  I  fcar'd  to  fink, 
God  lov'd  my  foul,  and  fnatch'd  me  from  the  brink. 
B  iiij 
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He  turn'd  my  follies  from  his  gracious  eye, 
As  men  who  paf«  accounts,  and  caft  them  by. 

What  mouth  has  death,  which  can  thy  praife 

proclaim  ? 
What  tongue    the  grave,  to  fpeak  thy   glorious 

name  ? 

Or  will  the  fenfelefs  dead  exult  with  mirth, 
Mov'd  to  their  hope  by  promifes  on  earth  ? 
The  living,  Lord,  the  living  only  praife, 
T  he  living  only  fit  to  fing  thy  lays  : 
Thefe  feel  thy  favours,  thefe  thy  temple  fee; 
Thefe  raife  the  long,  as  I  this  day  to  thee. 
Nor  will  thy  truth  the  prefent  only  reach, 
Ti.is  the  good  fathers  fhall  their  offspring  teach  ; 
Report  the  blcffing;  which  adorn  my  page, 
And  hand  their  own,  with  mine,  from  age  to  age. 

So,  when  the  Maker  heard  his  creature  crave, 
So  kindly  rofe  his  ready  will  to  fave, 
Then  march  we  folemn  tovv'rds  the  temple-door, 
While  all  our  joyful  mufic  founds  before; 
There,  on  this  day  through  all  my  life  appear, 
"When  this  comes  round  in  each  returning  year  ; 
There  flrike  the  firings,  car  voices  jointly  raife, 
And  let  his  dwellings  hear  my  fongs  of  praife. 

Thus  wrote  the  monarch,  and  I'll  think  the  lay 
iDefign'd  for  public,  when  he  went  to  pray  ; 
I'll  think  the  perfect  compofition  runs, 
Perform'd  by  Heman's  <;r  Jeduthun's  fons. 

Then,  fince  the  time  arrives  the  Seer  foretold, 
And  the  third  morning  rolls  an  orb  of  gold, 
With  thankful  zeal,  recover'd  prince,  prepare 
To  lead  thy  nation  to  the  dome  of  prayer. 

My  fancy  takes  her  chariot  once  again, 
Moves  the  rich  wheel",  and  mingles  in  thy  train  ; 
She  fees  the  fingers  reach  Moriah'shill, 
The  minfbrels  follow,  then  the  porchci  fi!! ; 
She  wakes  the  numerous  inflruments  of  art, 
That  each  perform  its  own  adapted  part ; 
Seeks  airs  expreffive  of  thy  grateful, ftrain«, 
And,  liftening,  hears  the  vary'd  tune  me  feign*. 

From  a  grave  pitch,  to  fpeak  the  monarch's  woe. 
The  notes  flow  down,  and  deeply  found  below ; 
All  long-continuing,  while  depriv'd  of  eafe 
He  rolls  for  tedious  nights  and  heavy  days. 
Here  intermix'd  with  difcord,  whin  the  crane 
b-Teams  in  the   notes,  through  fhurper  Icnfc  cf 

pain; 

There,  run  with  defcant  on,  and  taught  to  fhake, 
When  pangs  repeated  force  the  voice  to  break  : 
Now  like  the  dove  they  murmur,  till  it  fighs 
They  fall,  and  languifh  with  the  failing  eyes  : 
Then  flowly  flackening,  to  furprife  the  more, 
1'rom  a  dead  paufe  his  exclamations  foar, 
To  meet  brifk  health  the  notes  afcending  fly, 
J.ivc  with  the  living, and  exult  on  high  : 
Yet  fHll  dilHncT:  in  parts  the  mufic  plays, 
Till  prince  and  people  both  are  call'd  to  praife  ; 
Then  all,  uniting,  ftrongly  ftrike  the  firing, 
Put  forth  their  utmoft  breath,  and  loudly  fing; 
The  wide-fpfead  chorus  fills  the  facred  ground, 
And  holy  tranfport  fcales  tiie  clouds  with  found. 

Or  thus,  or  livelier,  if  their  hand  and  voice 
]•  !."'  1  the  g'tod  anthem,  might  the  realm  rejoice. 

Tliis  ilory  known,  the  learn'd  Chaldeans  came,     ,' 
DI.UYU  1-y  the  li^n  obiuv'J,  or  mov'd  by  fame; 


Thefe  aikthefa&  for  Hezekiah  done, 

And  much  they  wonder  at  their  Cod  the  fun, 

That  thrice  he  drove,  through  one  extent  of  day, 

Hisgold-fhod  horfes  in  etherial  way  : 

Then  vainly  ground  their  guefs  on  nature's  laws; 

The  fi>undcft  knowledge  owns  a  greater  caufe. 

Faith  knows  the  facl  tranfcends,  and  bids  me 

find 

What  help  for  practice  here  incites  the  mind: 
Strait  to  the  fong,  the  thankful  long,  1  move ; 
May  fuch  the  voice  of  every  creature  prove  1 
If  every  creature  meets  its  {hare  of  woe, 
And  lor  kind  relcucs  every  creature  owe, 
In  public  fo  thy  Maker's  praife  proclaim, 
Nor  what  you   bc-gg'd  with   tt.,;rs,    conceal  with 
fhame. 

'Tis  there  the  miniffry  thy  name  repeat, 
And  tell  what  menus  were  vouchfaf  'd  of  late; 
Then  joins  the  church,  and  begs,  through  all  our 

days, 
Notor.ly  with  our  lips,  but  lives,  to  praife. 

'  I'is  there  our  f<;vtr?igns,  for  a  fignal  day 
The  feaft  proclaim'd,  their  figna!  thanks  repay. 
O'er  the  long  flreets  we  fee  the  chariots  Wheel, 
And,  fvllov.-ing,  think  of  Hezekiah  fiill, 
In  the  hlefs'd  dome  we  meet  the  xvhre-rob'd  choir, 
In  whole  fwect  notes  our  ravifh'd  fouls  afpire; 
Side  anfwering  fide,  we  hear,  and  bear  a  part, 
All  warm'd  with  language  from  the  grateful  heart  ; 
Or  raife  the  fong,  where  meeting  keys  rejoice, 
And  teach  the  bafe  to  wed  the  treble  voice ; 
Art's  fofrn  ing  echoes  in  the  mufic  found, 
And,  anfwering  nature's,  from  the  roof  rebound. 

Here  clofe  my  verfe,  the  fervice  afks  no  more, 
Biefs  thy  good  God,  and  give  the  traufport  o'er. 


H  A  B  A  K  K  U  K. 

Now  leEve  the  porch,  to  vifion  new  retreat, 
Where  the  next  rapture  glows  with  varying  heat; 
Now  charige  the  time,  and  change   the  tcnipie- 

fcene, 

The  following  feer  forewarns  a  future  reign. 
To  fome  retirement,  where  the  prophet"  ions 
Indulge  taeir  h-  !v  ;':!<;hr,  try  fancy  runs  ; 
S'>me  facrtd  co'J  -ge,  built  for  praiie  and  prayer, 
And  heavenly  dream,  fhe  leeks  Habakkuk  tnere. 
Perhaps  'tis  there  he  moans  the  nation's  fin. 
Hears  the  word  come,  or  feels  the  fit  within  ; 
Or  fees  the  vifion,  fram'd  with  angels'  hand?, 
And  dreads  the  judgments  of  revolted  lands; 
Or  holds  a  con  verfe,  if  the  Lord  appear, 
And,  like  Llijah,  wraps  his  face  for  fear. 
This  dttp  recefr  portends  an  a&  of  weight, 
A  meffage  labouring  with  the  work  of  fate. 

Methinks  the  fkics  have  loft  their  lovely  blue, 
A  rtorm  rides  fiery,  thick  the  clouds  enfue. 
Fall'n  to  the  ground,  with  proftrate  face  I  lie  : 
Oh  !  'twere  the  fame  in  this  to  gaze  and  die  ! 
But  hark  the  prophet's  voice  ;  my  prayers  con»- 

j'hiin 

Of  labour  fpent,  of  preaching  urg'd  in  vain. 
And  nitift,  my  God,  thy  forrowing  fervant  Hill 
Quit  my  lone  joys,  to  walk  this  world  of  ill  ? 
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Where  fpoiling  rages,  ftiife  and  wrong  command, 
And  the  ilack'd  laws  no  longer  curb  the  land  ? 

At  this  a  ftrange  and  more  than  human  found 
Thus  breaks  the  cloud,  and  daunts  the  trembling 

ground. 

Behold,  ye  Gentiles  ;  wondering  all  behold, 
What  fcarce  ye  credit,  though  the  work  be  told  ; 
Tor,  lo,  the  proud  Chaldean  troops  I  raife, 
To  march  the  breadth,  and  all  the  region  feize ; 
I J'crcfc  a«  the  prowling  wolves,  at  clofe  of  day, 
And  fvvift  as  eagles  in  purfuit  of  prey. 
As  eaftern  winds  to  blaft  the  feafon  blow, 
For  blood  and  rapine  flies  the  dreadful  foe ; 
Leads  the  fad  captives,  countlefs  as  the  fand, 
Derides  the  princes,  and  deftroys  the  land. 
Yet  thefe,  triumphant  grown,  offend  me  more, 
And  only  thank  the  gods  they  chofe  before. 

Art  thou  not  holieil,  here  the  prophet  cries ; 
Supreme,  eternal,  of  the  pureft  eyes ; 
And  fliall  thofe  eyes  the  wicked  realms  regard, 
Their  crimes  be  great,  yet  victory  their  reward  ? 
Shall  thefe  ft  ill  ravage  more  and  more  to  reign> 
Draw  the  full  net,  and  caft  to  fill  again  ? 
As  watchmen  filent  fit,  1  wait  to  fee 
How  folves  my  doubt,  what  fpeaks  the  Lord  to  me. 
Then  go,  the  Lord  replies,  fufpend  thy  fears, 

And  write  the  vifion  for  a  term  of  years : 

Thy  foes  will  feel  their  turn  when  thofe  are  paft, 

Wait,  though  it  tarry  ;  fure  it  comes  at  laft. 

'Tisfor  their  rapine,  lufts,  and  thirft  of  blood, 

And  all  their  unprott&ing  gods  of  wood, 

The  Lord  is  prefent  on  his  facied  hill, 

Ceafe  thy  weak  dcubts,  and  let  the  world  be  flill. 
Here  terror  leaves  me  ;  with  exalted  head, 

I  breathe  fine  air,  and  find  the  vifion  fled ; 

The  feer  withdrawn,  infpir'd,  and  urg'd  to  write, 

By  the  warm  influence  of  the  facred  fight. 
His  writing  finifh'd,  prophet-like  array'd, 

He  brings  the  burden  on  the  region  laid ; 

His  hands  a  tablet  and  a  volume  bear, 

The  tablet  threatenings,  and  the  volume  prayer; 

Both  for  the  temple,  where,  to  fliun  decay, 

Enroll'd  the  works  of  infpiration  lay. 

And  awful,  oft  he  flops,  or  marches  flow, 

While  the  dull'd  nation  hears  him  preach  their  woe. 
Arriv'd  at  length,  with  grave  concern  for  all, 

He  fix'd  his  table  on  the  facred  wall. 

Twas  large  infcrib'd,  that  thofe  who  run  might 
read: 

"  Habakkuk's  burden,  by  the  Lord  decreed ; 

"  For  Judah's  fins  her  empire  is  no  more, 

"  The  fierce  Chaldtans  bathe  her  realm  in  gore." 
Next  to  the  pricft  his  volume  he  tefign'd, 

Twas  prayer,   with    praifes   inix'd,   to  raifc  the 
mind ; 

'Twas  facT-g  recounted,  which  their  fathers  knew, 

'Twas  power  in  wonders  manifeft  to  view  ; 

'  L'was  comfort,  rais'd  on  love  already  paft, 

And  hope,  that  former  love  returns  at  laft. 
The  pricfts  within  the  prophecy  cor.vey'd, 

The  fingers'  tunes  to  join  his  anthem  made. 
Hear,  and  attend  the  words  :  and,  holy  thou 

That  help'd  the  prophet,  help  the  poet  now. 
O,  Lord,  who  rul'it  the  world,  with  mortal  car 

I've  heard  thy  judgment*,  and  I  fhake  fo^  fe ar. 


O,  Lord,  by  whom  their  number'd  years  we  find, 
Lv'n  in  the  midft  receive  the  drooping  mind  ; 
iv'n  in  the  midft  thou  canft — then  make  it  known, 
f  love,  thy  will,  thy  power,  to  fave  thine  own. 
Remember  mercy,  though  thine  anger  burn, 
And  foon  to  Salem  bid  chy  flock  return. 
O,  Lord,  who  gav'ft  it  with  an  outftretch'd  hand, 
We  well  remember  how  thou  gav'll  the  land. 
God  came  from  Teman,  fouthward  fprung  the 

flame, 

Trom  Paron-mount  the  one  that's  holy  came ; 
A  glittering  glory  made  the  defert  blaze, 
HLigh  heaven  was  cover'd,  earth  was  fiU'd  with 

praife. 

Oazzling  the  brightnefs,  not  the  fun  fo  bright, 
Fwas  here  the  pure  fubftantial  fount  of  light ; 
Shot  from  his  hand  and  fide  in  golden  ftreams, 
Came  forward  effluent  horny-poimed  beams  : 
Thus  fhone  his  coming,  as  fublimely  fair 
As  bounded  nature  has  been  fram'd  to  bear; 
But  all  his  further  marks  of  grandeur  hid, 
Nor  what  he  could  was  known,  but  what  he  did. 
Dire  plagues  before  him  ran  at  his  command, 
To  wafte  the  nations  in  the  promis'd  land. 
A  fcorching  flame  went  forth  where'er  he  trod, 
And  burning  fevers  were  the  coals  of  God. 
Fix'd  on  the  mount  he  flood,  his  meafuring  reed 
Marks  the  rich  realms  for  Jacob's  feed  decreed  : 
He  looks  with  anger,  and  the  nations  fly 
From  the  fierce  fparklings  of  his  dreadful  eye ; 
He  turus,  the  mountain  {hakes  its  awful  brow  ; 
Awful  he  turns,  and  hills  eternal  bow. 
How  glory  there,  how  terror  here,  difplays 
His  great  unknown,  yet  everlafting  ways  ! 

I  fee  the  fable  tents  along  the  ftrand 
Where  Cuihan  wander'd,  defolately  ftand; 
And  Midian's  high  pavilions  fhake  with  dread, 
While  the  tam'd  feas  thy  refcued  nation  tread. 
What  burft  the  path  ?  what  made  the  Lord  en 
gage  ? 

Could  waters  anger,  feas  incite  thy  rage, 
That  thus  thine  horfes  force  the  foaming  tide, 
And  all  the  chariots  of  falvation  ride  ? 
Thy  bow  was  bare  for  what  thy  mercy  fwore  ; 
Thofe  oaths,  that  promiie,  Ifrael  had  before. 

The  rock  that  felt  thee  cleav'd,  the  rivers  flow, 
The  wondering  defert  lends  them  beds  below. 
Thy  might  the  mountain's  heaving  fhocks  con- 

fefs'd, 

High  fhatter'd  Horeb  trembled  o'er  the  reft. 
Great  Jordan  pafs'd  its  nether  waters  by, 
Its  upper  waters  rais'd  the  voice  on  high  ; 
Safe  in  the  deep  we  went,  the  liquid  wall 
Curling  arofe,  and  had  no  leave  to  fall. 
The  fun  effulgent,  and  the  moon  ferene, 
Stopt  by  thy  will,  their  heavenly  courfe  refrain : 
The  voice  was  man's,  yet  both  the  voice  obey, 
Till  wars  completed  clofe  the  lengthen'd  day. 
Thy  glittering  fpeafs,  thy  rattling  darts  prevail, 
Thy  fpears  of  lightning,  and  thy  darts  of  hail. 
Twas  thou  that  tnarch'd  againft  their  heathen 

band, 

Rage  in  thy  vifage,  and  thy  flail  in  hand ; 
Twas  thou  that  went  before  to  wound  their  head, 
The  captain  follow'd  where  the  Saviour  led  : 
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Torn  from  their  earth,  they  feel  the  dcfperate 

wound, 

And  power  unfounded  fails  for  want  of  ground. 
"With  village-war  thy  tribe*,  where'er  they  go, 
Diftrefs  the  remnant  of  the  fcatter'd  foe  ; 
Yet  mad  they  rufh'd,  as  whirling  wind  dcfccmb, 
And  deem'd   for   friendlefs   thofe    the  Lord  be 
friends. 

Thy  trampling  horfe  from  fca  to  fea  fubdue, 
The  bounding  ocean  left  no  more  to  do. 

O,  when  I  heard  what  thon  vouchfaf 'ft  to  win, 
With  works  of  wonder  mil  ft  be  loft  for  fin  ; 
I  quak'd  through  fear.the  voice  forfook  my  tongue, 
Or,  at  my  lips,  with  quivering  accent  hung  ; 
Dry  leannefs  entering  to  my  marrow  came, 
And  every  loofening  nerve  unftrung  my  frame. 
How  (hall  I  reft,  in  what  protecting  made, 
When  the  day  comes,  and  hoftile  troops  invade  ? 

Though  neither  bloffomson  the  fig  appear, 
Nor  vines  with  clutters  deck  the  purpling  year  ; 
Though  all  our  labours  olive-trees  belie, 
Though  fields  the  fubftance  of  the  bread  deny  ; 
Though  flocks  are  fever'd  from  the  filent  fold, 
And  the  rais'd  flails  no  lowing  cattle  hold  ; 
Yet  Ihali  my  foul  be  glad,  in  God  rejoice, 
Yet  to  my  Saviour  will  I  lift  my  voice ; 
Yet  to  my  Savic ur  ftill  my  temper  fings, 
What  David  fet  to  inftruments  of  firings  :       [feet, 
The  Lord's  my  ftrength,  like  hinds  he  makes  my 
Yon  mount's  my  refuge,  I  as  fafcly  fleet ; 
Or  (if  the  long's  apply'd)  he  makes  me  ftill 
Expect  returning  to  Moriah's  hill. 

In  a!i  this  hymn  what  daring  grandeur  fhines, 
What  darting  glory  rays  among  the  lines  : 
What  mountains,  earthquakes,  clouds,  and  fmokes 

are  feen. 

What  ambient  fires  conceal  the  Lord  within  ; 
What  working  wonders  give  the  promis'd  place, 
And  Inad  the  condud  of  a  flubbtrti  race  ! 
In  all  the  work  a  lively  fancy  flows, 
O>r  all  the  work  fir:cere  aitVclion  g'ows  : 
While  truth's  firm  rein  the  ceurle  of  fancy  guides, 
And  o'er  affeclion  zeal  divine  prefides. 

Borne  on  the  prophet's  wings,  methinks  I  fly 
A-nongft  eternal  attributes  on  high  : 
And  here  I  touch  at  love  fupremely  fair, 
And  now  at  prwcr,  anon  at  mercy  there  ; 
So,  like  a  warbling  bird,  my  tun«  I  raife, 
On  thofe  green  b.  ughs  the  tree  of  life  difplays; 
Whole  twelve  fair  fruits,  eacli  month  by  turns  re 
ceives, 

And,  for  the  nations'  healing,  ope  their  leaves. 
Then  be  the  nations  heal'd,  fcr  this  I  fing. 
Defending  fitly  from  the  prophet's  wing. 

Thou,  world,  attend  the  cafe  of  Ifrael;  lee 
'Twiil  thus  at  large  refer  to  God  and  thre, 
If  love  be  fhewn  thee,  ti-rn  thine  eyes  above, 
Ar.d  pay  the  duties  relative  t<>  love  ; 
If  power  be  fhe\vn,  and  wonderfully  fo, 
Wonder  and  thiuik,  adore,  and  bow  below. 
Jf  power  that  led  thee,  now  no  longer  lend, 
But  b-ow  bent  iufik'e  .!raws  the  flamipg  M  <dr  ; 
When  love    is  fcornM,  \\hen  fin  the  i'woid  prO- 
^CS, 

J.et  tears  a::;!  prayers  aver^Vr  heal  the  ftjOkca ; 


If  jufticc  leaves  to  wound,  and  thou  to  groan, 
Beneath  new  lords,  in  countries  not  thine  own, 
Know  this  for  mercy's  ad,  and  let  your  lays, 
Grateful  in  all,  recount  the  caufc  of  praife  : 
Then  love  returns,  and  while  no  fins  divide 
The  firm  alliance,  power  will  fhield  thy  fide. 
See  the  grand  round  of  Providence's  care, 
See  realms  afllfted  here,  and  punifh'd  there  ; 
O'er  the  juft  circle  call  thy  wondering  c) 
Thank  while  you  gaze,  and  ftudy  to  be  wile. 


HYMN  FOR  MORNING. 

SEE  the  fhir  that  leads  the  day, 

Rifing,  fhoots  a  golden  ray, 

To  make  the  fhades  of  darknefs  go 

From  heaven  above  and  earth  below; 

And  warn  us  early  with  the  fight. 

To  have  the  beds  of  filent  night ; 

Froni  an  heart  fincere  and  found, 

From  its  very  deepeft  ground ; 

Send  devotion  tip  on  high, 

Witig'd  with  heat  to  reach  the  fky. 

See  the  time  for  deep  has  run, 

Rife  before,  or  with  the  fun  : 

Lift  thy  hands,  and  humbly  pray, 

The  fountain  of  eternal  day  ; 

That,  as  the  light  ferenely  lair, 

Illufhates  all  the  trads  of  air ; 

The  Sacred  Spirit  fo  may  reft, 

With  quickening  beams,  upon  thy  bread: 

And  kindly  clean  it  all  within, 

From  darker  blemifhes  of  fin ; 

And  fhine  with  grace  until  we  view 

The  realm  it  gilds  with  glory  too. 

See  the  day  that  dawns  in  air, 

Brings  along  its  toil  and  care  : 

From  the  lap  of  night  it  fprings, 

With  heaps  of  bufinefs  on  its  wings; 

Prepare  to  meet  them  in  a  mind, 

That  bows  ful-mifiively  refign'd; 

That  would  to  works  appointed  fall,  . 

That  knows  that  God  has  order'd  all. 

And  whether,  with  a  fmall  repaft, 

We  break  the  fober  morning  faft  ; 

Or  in  our  thoughts  and  houfes  lay 

The  future  methods  of  the  day  ; 

Or  early  walk  abroad  to  meet 

Our  bniinefs,  with  induftrious  feet  : 

VVhate'er  we  think,  whate'cr  we  do. 

His  glory  ftill  Lc  kept  in  view. 

O,  giver  of  eternal  blifs, 

Heavenly  Father,  grant  me  this; 

Grant  it  all,  as  wdl  as  me, 

All  whofe  hearts  are  fiVd  on  thee; 

Who  revere  thy  Son  above, 

Who  thy  Sacred  Spirit  love. 


HYMN  FOR  NOON. 

THE  fun  is  fwiftly  mounted  hig'i, 
I:  y'-ttcrs  iu  il-.a  kutheru  fky, 


O    E     M    S. 


Its  beams  with  force  and  glory  beat, 
And  fruitful  earth  is  fi'l'd  with  heat. 
Father,  alfo  with  thy  fire 
Warm  the  cold,  the  dead  defire. 
And  make  the  facred  love  of  thee, 
Within  my  f»>ul,  a  fun  to  me. 
Let  it  fhine  fo  fairly  bright, 
That  nothing;  elfe  be  took  for  light ; 
That  worldly  charms  be  feen  to  fade, 
And  in  its  luftrc  find  a  fhade. 
.Let  it  ftrongly  fhine  within, 
To  fcatter  all  the  clouds  of  fin, 
That  drive  when  gufls  of  paflion  rife, 
And  intercept  it  from  our  eyes. 
Let  its  glory  more  than  vie 
With  the  fun  that  lights  the  flcy  : 
Let  it  fwiftly  mount  in  air, 
Mount  with  that,  and  leave  it  there; 
And  foar,  with  more  afpiring  flight, 
To  realms  of  everlafting  light, 
Thus,  while  here  I'm  forc'd  to  be, 
I  daily  wifli  to  live  with  thee ; 
And  feel  that  union  which  thy  love 
Will,  after  death,  complete  above. 
From  my  foul  I  fend  my  prayer, 
Great  Creator,  bow  thine  ear  • 
Thou,  for  whofc  propitious  fway 
The  world  was  taught  to  fee  the  day; 
Who  fpake  the  word,  and  earth  begun, 
And  fhew'd  its  beauties  in  the  fun ; 
With  pleafure  1  thy  creatures  view, 
And  would,  with  good  affe&ion  too; 
Good  affedion  fweetly  free, 
Loofe  from  them,  and  move  to  thee ; 
O,  teach  me,  due  returns  to  give, 
And  to  thy  glory  let  me  live  ; 
And  then  my  days  {hall  (bine  the  more, 
Or  pafs  more  blclfed  than  before. 


HYMN  FOR  EVENING. 

THE  beam-repilling  mifts  arife, 
And  evening  fpreads  obfcurcr  fkies  : 
The  twilight  will  the  night  forerun, 
And  night  itfelf  lie  foon  begun. 
Upon  thy  knees  devoutly  bow, 
And  pray  the  Lord  of  glory  now, 
To  fill  thy  bread,  or  deadly  fin 
May  caufe  a  blinder  night  within. 
And  whether  pleafing  vapours  rife, 
Which  gently  dim  the  clofing  eyes ; 
Which  make  the  weary  members  blefs'J, 
With  fweet  refreshment  in  their  reft  ; 
Or  whether  fpirits  in  the  brain 
Difpel  their  foft  embrace  again  ; 
And  on  my  watchful  bed  I  ftay, 
Forfook  by  fleep,  and  waiting  day ; 
Be  God  for  ever  in  my  view, 
And  never  he  forfake  me  too  ; 
But  ftill  as  day  concludes  in  night, 
To  break  again  with  new-born  light; 
His  wondrous  bounty  let  me  find, 
\Vith  ftill  a  more  enlighteu'd  mii.d ; 


When  grace  and  love  Jrt  one  aprre, 
Grace  from  God,  and  love  from  me  ; 
Grace  that  will  from  heaven  infpire, 
Love  that  feals  it  in  defire  ; 
Grace  and  love  that  mingle  beam*, 
And  fill  me  with  encreafmg  flames. 
Thou  that  haft  thy  palace-  far 
Above  the  moon  and  every  ftar, 
Thou  that  fitted  on  a  throne 
To  which  the  night  was  never  known, 
Reg.ird  my  voice  and  make  me  blefs'd, 
By  kindly  granting  its  rrqueft. 
If  thoughts  on  thee  ivy  foul  employ, 
My  darknefs  will  afford  me  joy, 
Till  thou  (halt  call,  and  I  {hall  foar. 
And  part  with  darknefs  evermore. 


THE  SOUL  IN  SORROW. 

WITH  kind  compaffion  hear  me  cry, 

O,  Jefu,  Lord  of  life,  on  high  ! 

As  when  the  fummer's  feaforis  beat, 

With  fcorching  flame  and  parching  heat  ; 

The  trees  are  burnt,  the  flowers  fade, 

And  thirfty  gaps  in  earth  are  made  : 

My  thoughts  of  comfort  languifti  fo, 

And  fo  my  foul  is  broke  by  woe. 

Then  on  thy  fervant's  drooping  head 

Thy  dews  of  bleffing  fweetly  fhed; 

Let  thofe  a  quick  refrefhment  give, 

And  raife  my  mind,  and  bid  me  live. 

My  fears  of  danger,  while  I  breathe. 

My  dread  of  endlefs  hell  beneath  : 

My  fenfe  of  forrow  for  my  fin, 

To  fpringing  comfort,  change  within ; 

Change  all  my  fad  complaints  for  cafe, 

To  cheerful  notes  of  endlefs  praife: 

Nor  let  a  tear  mine  eyes  employ, 

But  fuch  as  owe  their  birth  to  joy; 

Joy  tranfporting,  fweet,  and  ftrong, 

Fit  to  fill  and  raife  my  fong  ; 

Joy  that  {hall  refounded  be, 

While  days  and  nights  fucceed  for  me  : 

Be  not  as  a  Judge  fcvere, 

For  fo  thy  prefence  who  may  bear  ? 

On  all  my  words  and  a&ions  look, 

(I  know  they're  written  in  thy  book;) 

But  then  regard  my  mournful  cry, 

Aud  look  with  mercy's  gracious  eye  ; 

What  needs  my  blood,  fince  thine  will  dor 

To  pay  the  debt  to  juflice  due  ? 

O,  tender  mercy's  art  divine  : 

Thy  forrow  proves  the  cure  of  mine  ! 

Thy  dropping  wounds,  thy  woeful  fmart 

Allay  the  bleedings  of  my  heart ; 

Thy  death,  in  death's  extreme  of  pain, 

Refiores  my  foul  to  life  again. 

Guide  me  then,  for  here  I  burn, 

1  o  make  my  Saviour  fome  return. 

I'll  rife  (if  that  wiil-pleafe  him,  ftill, 

And  fure  I've  heard  him  own  it  will)  j 

I'll  trace  his  Heps,  and  bear  my  crofs, 

Defpi£ng  every  grief  and  lofs; 


THE   WORKS    OF   PARNELL. 


Since  he,  defpifing  pain  and  fhame, 
Firft  took  up  his,  and  did  the  fame. 


TEIE  HAPPY  MAN. 

How  blefs'd  the  man,  how  fully  fo, 
As  far  as  man  is  blefs'd  below, 
Who,  takirgup  his  crofs,  eflays 
To  follow  Jefus  all  his  days  ; 
With  refolution  to  obey, 
And  fteps  enlarging  in  his  way. 
The  Father  of  the  faints  above 
Adopts  him  with  .1  father's  love, 
And  makes  his  bofom  throughly  fhine 
With  wondrous  (lores  of  grace  divine  ; 
Sweet  grace  divine,  the  pledge  of  joy, 
That  will  his  foul  above  employ; 
Full  joy,  that,  when  his  time  is  done, 
Becomes  his  portion  as  a  fon. 
Ah  me  1  the  fweet  infus'd  defires, 
The  fervid  wifties  holy  fires, 
Which  thus  a  melted  heart  refine, 
Such  are  his,  and  fuch  be  mine. 
From  hence  defpifing  all  befidei" 
That  earth  reveals,  or  ocean  hides ; 
All  that  men  in  either  prize, 
On  God  alone  he  fets  his  eyes. 
From  hence  his  hope  is  on  the  wings, 
His  health  renews,  his  fafety  fprings, 
His  glory  blazes  up  below, 
And  all  the  ftreams  of  comfort  flow. 

He  calls  his  Saviour  King  above, 
Lord  of  mercy,  Lord  of  love; 
And  finds  a  kingly  care  defend, 
And  mercy  fmile,  and  love  dtfcend, 
To  cheer,  to  guide  him  in  the  ways 
Of  this  vain  world's  deceitful  maze  : 
And  though  the  wicked  earth  difplay 
Its  terrors  in  their  fieice  array  ; 
Or  gape  fo  wide  that  horror  (hows 
Its  hell  replete  with  endlefs  woes; 
Such  fuccour  keeps  him  clear  of  ill, 
Still  firm  to  good,  and  dauntlefs  ftill. 
So,  fix'd  by  Providence's  hands, 
A  rock  amidft  an  ocean  ilands; 
So  bears,  without  a  trembling  dread, 
The  temped  beating  round  its  head  ; 
And  with  its  fide  repels  the  wave, 
Whofe  hollow  feems  a  coming  grave  : 
The  fides,  the  deeps,  are  heard  to  roar  ; 
The  rock  (lands  fettled  as  before. 

I,  all  with  whom  he  has  to  do, 
Admire  the  life  which  bleffes  you, 
That  feeds  a  foe,  that  aids  a  friend, 
Without  a  bye  defigning  end ; 
Its  knowing  real  intereft  lies 
On  the  bright  fide  of  yonder  (kies, 
Where,  having  made  a  title  fair, 
It  mounts,  and  leaves  the  world  to  care. 
While  he  that  feeks  for  pleafing  days, 
In  earthly  joys  and  evil  ways, 
Is  but  the  fool  of  toil  or  fame, 
(Though  happy  be  the  fpacious  nama) 


And  made  by  wealth,  which  makes  him  great, 
A  more  confpicuous  wretch  of  (late. 


THE  WAY  TO  HAPPINESS. 

How  long,  ye  miferable  blind, 

Shall  idle  dreams  engage  your  mind ; 

How  long  the  paflions  make  their  flight 

At  empty  (hadows  of  delight, 

No  more  in  paths  of  error  dray, 

The  Lord  thy  Jefus  is  the  way, 

The  fpring  of  happinefs,  and  where 

Should  men  feek  happinefs  but  there  '. 

Then  run  to  meet  him  at  your  need, 

Run  with  boldnefs,  run  with  fpeed, 

For  he  forfook  his  own  abode 

To  meet  thee  more  than  half  the  road. 

He  laid  afide  his  radiant  crown, 

And  love  for  mankind  brought  him  dowi» 

To  third  and  hunger,  pain  and  woe, 

To  wounds,  to  death  itfclf  below ; 

And  he,  that  fuffer'd  thefe  alone 

For  al!  the  world,  defpifes  none. 

To  bid  the  foul,  that's  fick,  be  clean, 

To  bring  the  loft  to  life  again  ; 

To  comfort  thofe  that  grieve  for  ill, 

Is  his  peculiar  goodnefs  (lill. 

And,  as  the  thoughts  of  parents  ru» 

Upon  a  dear  and  only  fon, 

So  kind  a  love  his  mercies  (how, 

So  kind  and  more  extremely  fo. 

Thrice  happy  men  !  (or  find  a  phrafe 
That  fpeaks  your  blifs  with  greater  praife) 
Who  mod  obedient  to  thy  call, 
Leaving  pleafures,  leaving  all, 
With  heart,  with  foul,  with  ftrength  incline, 
O  fweeted  Jefu  '.  to  be  thine. 
Who  know  thy  will,  obfcrve  thy  ways, 
And  in  thy  fervice  fpend  their  days  : 
Ev'n  death,  that  feems  to  fet  them  free, 
But  brings  them  clofer  ftill  to  thee. 


THE  CONVERT'S  LOVE. 

BLESSED  light  of  faints  on  high, 
Who  fill  the  manfions  of  the  (ky ; 
Sure  defence,  whofe  mercy  ftill 
Preferves  thy  fubje&s  here  from  ill; 
Oh,  my  Jefus  !  make  me  know 
How  to  pay  the  thanks  I  owe. 

As  the  fond  (beep  that  idly  ftrays, 
With  wanton  play,  through  windi 
Which  never  hits  the  road  of  home, 
O'er  wilds  of  danger  learns  to  roam, 
Till,  wearied  out  with  idle  fear, 
And  pafling  there,  and  turning  here. 
He  will,  for  reft,  to  covert  run, 
And  meet  the  wolf  he  wifti'd  to  (bun. 
Thus  wretched  I,  through  wanton  will, 
Run  blind  and  headlong  on  in  ill : 
'Twas  thus  from  fin  to  fin  I  flew, 
And  thus  I  might  have  perifh'd  too  5 


POEMS. 


But  mercy  Jropt  the  likenefs  here, 

And  (hew'd,  and  fav'd  me  from  my  fear. 

While  o'er  the  darknefs  of  my  mind 

The  facred  fpirit  purely  (hin'd, 

And  mark'd  and  brighten'd  all  the  way 

Which  leads  to  everlailing  day ; 

And  broke  the  thickening  clouds  of  fin, 

And  fix'd  the  light  of  love  within. 

From  hence  my  ravifh'd  foul  afpires, 
And  dates  the  rife  of  its  defires. 
From  hence  to  thee,  my  God  !  I  turn, 
And  fervent  wifhes  fay  I  burn  ; 
I  burn,  thy  glorious  face  to  fee, 
And  live  in  endlefs  joy  with  thee. 

There's  no  fuch  ardent  kind  of  flame 
Between  the  lover  and  the  dame ; 
Nor  fuch  affedtion  parents  bear 
To  their  young  and  only  heir, 
Though,  join'd  together,  both  confpire, 
And  boaft  a  doubled  force  of  fire, 
My  tender  heart,  within  its  feat, 
Diflolves  before  the  fcorching  heat ; 
As  foftening  wax  is  taught  to  ran 
Before  the  warmnefs  of  the  fun. 

Oh,  my  flame,  my  pleafing  pain, 
Burn  and  purify  my  (lain, 
Warm  me,  burn  me,  day  by  day, 
Till  you  purge  my  earth  away; 
Till  at  the  laft  I  throughly  fliine, 
And  turn  a  torch  of  love  divine. 


A  DESIRE  TO  PRAISE. 

PROPITIOUS  Son  of  God,  to  thee, 
With  all  my  foul,  I  bsnd  my  knee  ; 
My  wifli  I  fend,  my  want  impart, 
And  dedicate  my  mind  and  heart : 
For,  as  an  abfent  parent's  fon, 
Whofe  fecond  year  is  only  run, 
When  no  protecting  friend  is  near, 
Void  of  wit,  and  void  of  fear, 
With  things  that  hurt  him  fondly  plays, 
Or  here  he  falls,  or  there  he  flrays; 
So,  fhould  my  foul's  eternal  guide, 
The  facred  Spirit  he  deny'd, 
Thy  fervant  foon  the  lofs  would  know, 
And  fink  in  fin,  or  run  to  woe. 

O,  Spirit  bountifully  kind, 
Warm,  pofiefs,  and  fill  my  mind; 
Difperfe  my  fins  with  light  divine, 
And  raife  the  flames  of  love  with  thine ; 
Before  thy  pleafures  rightly  priz'd, 
Let  wealth  and  honour  be  defpis'd ; 
And  let  the  Father's  glory  be 
More  dear  than  life  itfelf  to  me. 

Sing  of  Jefus  !  Virgins,  fing 
Him,  your  everlafting  King  ! 
Sing  of  Jefus!  cheerful  youth, 
Him,  the  God  of  love  and  truth '. 
Write,  and  raife  a  fong  divine, 
Or  come  and  hear,  and  borrow  mine* 


Son  eternal,  Word  fupremc, 
Who  made  the  univerfal  frame, 
Heaven,  and  all  its  (hining  (how, 
Earth,  and  all  it  holds  below  : 
Bow  with  mercy,  bow  thine  ear, 
While  we  fing  thy  praifes  here ; 
Son  Eternal,  ever-blefs'd, 
Refting  on  the  Father's  breaft, 
Whofc  tender  love  for  all  provides, 
Whofe  power  over  all  prefides ; 
Bow  with  pity,  bow  thine  ear ; 
While  we  fing  thy  praifes,  hear '. 

Thou,  by  pity's  foft  extreme, 
Mov'd,  and  won,  and  fet  on  flame; 
Aflum'd  the  form  of  man,  and  fell 
In  pains,  to  refcue  man  from  hell ; 
How  bright  thine  humble  glories  rife, 
And  match  the  luftre  of  the  ikies, 
From  death  and  hell's  dejected  {late 
Arifing,  thou  rcfum'd  thy  feat, 
And  golden  thrones  of  blifs  prepar'd 
Above,  to  be  thy  faints'  reward. 

How  bright  thy  glorious  honours  rife. 
And  with  new  luftre  grace  the  flcies  1 
For  thee,  the  fweet  feraphic  choir 
Raife  the  voice,  and  tune  the  lyre, 
And  praifes  with  harmonious  found 
Through  all  the  higheft  heaven  rebound. 

O  make  cur  notes  with  theirs  agree, 
And  blefs  the  fouls  that  fing  of  thee  1 
To  thee  the  churches  here  rejoice, 
The  folemn  organs  aid  the  voice  : 
To  facred  roofs  the  found  we  raile, 
The  facred  roofs  refound  thy  praife  : 
And  while  our  notes  in  one  agree, 
O  1  blefs  the  church  that  fings  to  thee  ! 


ON  HAPPINESS  IN  THIS  LIFE. 

THE  morning  opens,  very  freflily  gay, 
And  life  itfelf  is  in  the  month  of  May. 
With  green  my  fancy  paints  an  arbour  o'er, 
And  flowerets  with  a  thoufand  colours  more ; 
Then  fails  to  weaving  that,  and  fpreading  thefe, 
And  foftly  fhakes  them  with  an  eafy  breeze. 
With  golden  fruit  adorns  the  bending  fhade, 
Or  trails  a  filver  water  o'er  its  bed. 
Glide,  gentle  water,  ftill  more  gently  by, 
While  in  this  fummer-bovver  of  blifs  I  lie, 
And  fweetly  fing  "f  fenfe-delighting  flames, 
And  nymphs  and  fhepherds,  foft  invented  names ; 
Or  view  the  branches  which  around  me  twine, 
And  praife  their  fruit,  diffufing  fprightly  wine  ; 
Or  find  new  pleafures  in  the  world  to  praife, 
And  ftill  with  this  return  adorn  my  lays ; 
"  Range  round  your  gardens  of  eternal  fpring-, 
"  Go,  range  my  fenfes,  while  I  fweetly  fing :" 

In  vain,  in  vain,  alas!  feduc'd  by  ill, 
And  acted  wildly  by  the  force  of  will ! 
1  tell  my  foul,  it  will  be  conftant  May, 
And  charm  a  feajfou  never  mads  to  fta  j 
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My  beauteous  arbour  will  not  {land  a  dorm, 
The  world  but  promifes,  and  can't  perform  : 
Then  fade,  ye  leaves;  and  wither,  all  ye  flowers; 
I'll  doat  no  longer  in  enchanted  bowers; 
But  fadly  mourn,  in  melancholy  fong, 
The  vain  conceits  that  held  my  foul  fo  long. 
The  lufts  that  tempt  us  with  dclufive  (how, 
And  fin  brought  forth  for  everlafhng  woe. 
Thus  fhall  the  notes  to  furrow's  object  rife, 
"While  frequent  refts  procure  a  place  for  figlis ; 
And,  as  I  mran  upon  the  naked  pin  in, 
Be  this  the  burthen  clofing  every  (train  : 
Return,  my  fenfes;  range  no  more  abroad ; 
He'll  only  find  his  blifs  who  feeks  for  Qod. 


ECSTACY. 

THE  fleeting  joys,  which  all  affords  below, 
Work  the  fond  heart  with  unperforming  fhowr; 
The  wifh  that  makes  our  happier  life  complete, 
Nor  grafps  the  wealth  nor  honours  of  the  great, 
Nor  lo  (ely  f<iils  on  pleafure's  eafy  dream  ; 
N«r  gathers  wreaih.-  from  all  the  groves  of  fame; 
Weak  man,  whcfe  rhamis  to  thefe  alone  confine, 
Attend  my  prayer,  and  learn  to  make  it  thine. 
Prom  thy  rich  throue,  where  circling  trains  of 

light 

Make  day  that's endlefs,  infinitely  bright; 
Thence,  heavenly  Father  '.  thence  with  mercy  dart 
One  beam  of  brightnefs  to  my  longing  heart. 
Dawn  through  the  mind,  drive  error's  clouds  away, 
And  (till  the  rage  in  pafilon's  troubled  fea ; 
That  the  poor  banilh'd  foul  ferene  atid  free, 
May  rife  from  earth,  to  vifit  heaven  and  thce  : 

Come,  peace  divine  !   flied  gently  from  above, 
Infpire  my  willing  bofom,  wondrous  love  ; 
Thy  purpled  pinions  to  my  (boulders  tie, 
And  p«>int  the  pafiage  where  I  want  to  fly. 

But  whither,  whither  now  .  what  powerful  fire 
With  this  blefa'd  influence  equals  my  dcfire  ? 
I  rife  (or  love,  the  kind  delufler,  reigns, 
And  ads  in  fancy  fuch  enchanted  fcencs) ; 
Earth  leffening  flies,  the  parting  fkics  retreat, 
The  fleecy  clouds  my  waving  feathers  heat ; 
And  now  the  fun  and  now  the  ftars  are  gone, 
Yet  ftill  methink*  the  fpiri!  bears  me  on, 
Where  traces  ot  sther  purer  blue  difplay, 
And  edge  the  golden  realm  of  native  day. 

Oh,  ftrange  enjoyment  of  a  blifs  unfeen  ! 
Oh,  ravimment !  Oh,  facred  rage  within  '. 
Tumultuous  pleafure,  rais'd  on  peace  of  mind, 
Sincere,  exceflive,  from  the  world  rcfin'd  ! 
I  fee  the  light  that  veil;,  the  throne  on  high, 
A  light  unpierc'd  by  man's  impurer  eye  ; 
I  hear  the  words,  that  iffuing  ther.ce  proclaim, 
"   l,i  t  God's  attendants  prailt  his  awful  name  !" 
Then  heads  unnuml>erM  bend  before  the  ihiine, 
Myfteriou*  feat  of  Xi;ijefiy  divi;:e  ! 
Ai:d  hand-,  >inmim!ur'cl  (inke  the  filvcr  firing, 
And  tongues  um:umber'<l  haiLlujah  fh  g. 

!.c  re  ti.e  iln 
And  fink  their  decuu  cy.b  \.uli  In  ly  kar. 


See  flights  of  angels  all  their  feathers  rai/e, 

And  range  the  orbs,  and,   as  they  range,  they 

praife ; 

Behold  the  great  apoftles  !  fwcetly  met, 
And  high  on  pearls  of  azure  aether  fet. 
Behold  the  prophets,  full  of  heavenly  fire, 
With  wandering  finger  wake  the  trembling  lyre ; 
And  hear  the  martyrs'  tune,  and  all  around 
The  church  triumphant  makes  the  region  found. 
With  harps  of  gold,  with  boughs  of  ever-green, 
With  robes  of  white,  the  pious  throngs  are  feen; 
Exalted  anthems  all  their  hours  employ, 
And  all  is  mufic,  and  excefs  of  joy. 

Chaim'dwith  the  fight,  I  long  to  bear  a  part; 
The  pleafure  flutters  at  my  ravifh'd  heart. 
Sweet  faints  and  angels  of  the  heavenly  choir, 
If  love  has  warm'd  you  with  celeftial  fire, 
Affift  my  words,  and,  as  they  move  along, 
With  hallelujahs  crown  the  burthen'd  fong. 

Father  of  all  above,  and  all  below, 
O  great,  and  far  beyond  expreffion  fo ; 
No  bounds  thy  knowledge,  aoae  thy  power  confine, 
For  power   and    knowledge  in  their  fource  arc 

thine ; 

Around  thee  glory  fpreads  her  golden  wing : 
Sing,  glittering  angels,  hallelujah  fing. 

Son  of  the  Father,  firft  begotten  Son, 
Ere  the  fhort  meafuring  line  of  time  begun, 
The  world  has  feen  thy  works,  and  joy'd  to  fee 
The  bright  effulgence  manifeft  in  thee. 
The  world  muft    own    thee    love's   unfathom'd, 

(print; 

Sing,  glittering  angels,  hallelujah  Cng. 
Proceeding  spirit,  equally  divine, 
In  whom  the  Godhead's  full  perfections  fhine, 
With  various  graces,  comforts  unexprefs'd, 
With  holy  tranfports  you  refine  the  bread; 
And  earth  is  heavenly  where  your  gifts  you  bring1, 
Sing,  glittering  angels,  hallelujah  fing. 

But  where's  my  rapture,  where  my  wondrouj 

heat, 

What  interruption  makes  my  blifs  retreat  ? 
This  world's  got  in,  the  thoughts  of  t*  other's  croft, 
And  the  gay  picture's  in  my  fancy  loft. 
With  what  an  eager  zeal  the  confcious  foi>» 
Would  claim  its  feat,  and,  foaring,  pafs  the  pole  ! 
But  our  attempts  thefe  chains  of  earth  reftrain, 
Deride  our  toil,  and  drag  us  down  again. 
So  from  the  ground  afpi ring  meteors  go, 
And,  rank'd  with  planets  light  the  world  below; 
But  their  own  bodies  fink  them  in  the  fky, 
When  the  warmth's  gone  that  taught  them  how 
to  fly. 


ON    DIVINE    LOVE; 

BY  MEDITATING  ON 

THE  WQUND&   OF  CHRIST, 

rloi.y  J-.fus  !   God  of  love  ! 
\.uh  pity  from  above  ; 
ihed  the  preci«u>  p-.irple  tide 
"ions  thine  hands,  :hy  feet,  thy  fidej 
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Let  thy  ftrcams  of  comfort  roll, 
J.ct  them  pleafe  and  fill  my  foul. 
Let  me  thus  for  ever  be 
Full  of  gladnef*,  full  of  thee. 
This,  for  which  my  wifhes  pine, 
Is  the  cup  of  love  divine  ; 
Sweet  affcftions  flow  from  hence, 
Sweet,  above  the  joys  of  fenfe  ; 
Bleffed  philtre  !  how  we  find 
Irs  facred  vvorfhips  1  how  the  mind, 
Of  all  the  world  forgetful  grown, 
Can  defpife  an  earthly  throne ; 
Haife  its  thoughts  to  realms  above, 
Think  of  God,  and  fing  of  love. 

Love  celeftial,  wondrous  heat, 
O,  beyond  expreffion  great ! 
What  refiftlels  charms  were  thine, 
In  thy  good,  thy  beft  defign! 
When  God  was  hated,  fin  obey'd, 
And  man  undone  without  thy  aid, 
From  the  feats  of  endlefs  peace 
They  brought  the  Son,  the  Lord  of  Grace; 
They  taught  him  *u  receive  &  birth, 
To  clothe  in  flefh,  to  live  on  earth ; 
And  afttr,  lifted  him  on  high, 
And  taught  him  on  the  crofs  to  die. 

Love  celeftial,  ardent  fire, 
O,  extreme  of  fweet  defire  ! 
Spread  thy  brightly  raging  flame 
Through  and  over  all  my  frame ; 
Let  it  warm  me,  let  it  burn, 
Let  my  corpfe  to  afhes  turn  ; 
And,  might  thy  flame  thus  asft  with  me 
To  fet  the  foul  from  body  free, 
I  next  would  ufe  thy  wing%  and  fly 
To  meet  my  Jefus  in  the  fky. 


ON  QUEEN  ANNE'S  PEACE. 

WRITTEN  IN  DECEMBER   1712. 

MOTHER  of  plenty,  daughter  of  the  fkies, 
Sweet  peace,  the  troubled  world's  defire,  arife  ; 
Around  thy  poet  weave  thy  fummer  fhades, 
Within  my  fancy  fpread  thy  flowery  meads; 
Amongft  thy  train  fuft  eafe  and  pleafure  biing, 
And  thus  indulgent  footh  me  whilft  I  fing. 

Great  Anna  claims  the  long;  no  blighter  name 
Adorns  the  lift  of  never-dying  fame  ; 
No  fairer  foul  was  ever  form'd  above ; 
None  e'er  was  more  the  grateful  nation's  love, 
Nor  lov'd  the  nation  mere.     I  fly  with  fpeed 
To  fing  fuch  lines  as  Bolingbroke  may  read, 
On  war  difpers'd,  on  faction  trampled  down, 
On  all  the  peaceful  glories  of  thk-  crown. 
And,  if  1  fail  in  too  confin'd  a  flight, 
May  the  kind  worhl  upon  my  labours  write, 

So  fell  the  lines  which  flrove  for  endlefs  tame, 
'  Yet  fell,  attempting  on  the  nobleft  theme." 
Now  twelve  revolving  years  has  Britain  flood, 
ith  lofs  of  wealth,  and  vaft  expence  of  blood, 
ropa's  guardian;  ftiil  her  gallant  arms 
ucur'dEuropa  from  impending  harms. 


Fair  honour,  full  fuccefs,  and  iuft  applaufe, 
Purfued  her  marches,  and  udorn'd  her  caufe; 
Whilft  Gaul,  afpiring  to  ered;  a  throne 
O'er  other  empires,  trembled  for  her  own  ; 
Bemoan'd  her  cities  won,  her  armies  flain, 
And  funk  the  thought  of  univerfal  reign. 

When  thus  reduc'd  the  world's  invaders  lie, 
The  fears  which  rack'd  the  nanons  juflly  die  : 
Power  finds  its  balance,  giady  motions  ceafe 
In  both  the  fcales,  and  each  inclines  to  peace. 
This  fair  occafion  Providence  prepares, 
To  anfwer  pious  Anna's  hourly  prayers, 
Which  ftillon  warm  devotion's  wings  arofe, 
And,  reaching  heaven,   obtain'd  the  world's  re- 
pofe, 

Within  the  vaft  expanfion  of  the  fky, 
Where  orbs  of  gold  in  fields  of  azure  lie, 
A  glorious  palace  fhines,  whofe  filver  ray, 
Serenely  flowing,  lights  the  milky  way; 
The  road  of  angels.     Here,  with  fyeedycare, 
The  fummon'd  guardians  of  the  world  repair. 
When  Britain's  angel,  on  the  meffage  fent, 
Speaks  Anna's  prayers,    and    Heaven's  fupreme 

intent ; 

That  war's  deftru&ive  arm  fhould  humble  Gaul, 
Spain's  parted  realms  to  different  monarchs  fall; 
The  grand  alliance  trown'd  with  glory  ceafc, 
And  joyful  Europe  find  the  fweets  of  peace. 
He  fpoke  :  the  fmiling  hopes  of  man's  repofe, 
The  joy  that  fptings  from  certain  hopes  arofe, 
Diffufive  o'er  the  place;  complacent  airs, 
Sedately  fweet,  were  heard  within  the  fpheres; 
And,  bowing,  all  adore  the  fovereign  mind, 
And  fly  to  execute  the  work  defign'd. 

This  done,  the  guardian  on  the  wing  repairs, 
Where  Anna  fate,  revolving  public  cares 
With  deep  concern  of  thought.     Unfeen  he  flood, 
Prefenting  peaceful  images  of  good  ; 
On  fancy's  airy  ftagc,  returning  trade, 
A  funk  exchequer  fill'd,  an  army  paid : 
The  fields  with  men,  the  men  with  plenty  blefs'd, 
The  towns  with  riche?,  and  the  world  with  reft. 
Such  pleafing  objects  on  her  bofom  play, 
And  give  the  dawn  of  glory's  golden  day  ; 
Wht-n  all  her  labours  at  their  harveft  fhown 
Shall,  in  her  fubje<£U'  joy,  complete  her  own. 
Then  breaking  lilence  ;  "Tis  enough,  fhe  cries, 
That  war  has  rag'd  to  make  the  nations  wife. 
Heaven  profpers  armies  whillt  they  fight  to  fave, 
And  third  of  further  fame  deftroys  the  brave ; 
The  vanquifh'd  Gauls  are  humbly  pleas'd  to  live, 
And  but  efcap'd  the  chains  they  meant  to  give. 
Now  let  the  powers  be  ftill'd,  and  each  poffefs'd 
Ot  what  fecures  the  common  fafety  beft. 

So  fpake  the  queen ;  then,  fill'd  with  warmtk 

divine, 

She  call'd  her  Oxford  to  the  grand  defign  ; 
Her  Oxford,  prudent  in  affairs  of  ftate, 
Profoundly  thoughtful,  roamfeftly  great 
In  every  turn,  whofe  fteady  temper  fleers 
Above  the  reach  of  gold,  or  fhock  of  fears  ; 
Whom  no  blind  chance,  but  merit  underftood, 
By  frequent  trials,  power  of  doing  good, 
And  will  to  execute,  advanc'd  on  high  ; 

Oh,  foul  created  to  dcfcrve  the  fky  '. 
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And  make  the  nation,  crown'd  with  glory,  fee, 
How  much  it  rais'd  itftlf  by  railing  thce  ! 
Now  let  the  fchemes  which  labour  in  thy  breaft, 
The  long  alliance,  crown'd  with  lading  reft, 
Weigh  all  pretences  with  impartial  laws, 
And  fix  the  feparate  interefts  of  the  caufe  ! 

Thefe  toils  the  graceful  Bolingbroke  attends, 
A  genius  fafhion'd  for  the  greateft  ends ; 
Whofe  ftrong  perception  takes  the  fwifteft  flight, 
And  yet  its  fwiftnefs  ne'er  obfcures  its  figlu  : 
When  fch«mes  are  fix'd,  and  each  aflign'd  a.  part, 
None  ferves  his  country  with  a  nobler  heart ; 
Juft  thoughts  of  honour  all  his  mind  controul, 
And  expedition  wings  his  lively  foul. 
On  fuch  a  patriot  to  confer  the  trufl, 
The  monarch  knows  it  fafe,  as  well  as  juft. 

Then  next  proceeding  in  her  agents'  choice, 
And  ever  pleas'd  that  worth  obtains  the  voice, 
She,  from  the  voice  of  high-diftinguifh'd  fames, 
With  pious  Briftol,  gallant  Strafford  names  : 
One  form'd  to  ftand  a  church's  firm  fuppoit, 
The  other  fitted  to  adorn  a  court : 
Both  vers'd  in  bufinefs,  both  of  fine  addrefs, 
By  which  experience  leads  to  great  fuccefs  : 
And  both  to  diftant  lands  the  monarch  fends, 
And,  to  their  conduct,  Europe's  peace  commends. 

Now  (hips  unmoor'd,  to  waft  her  agents  o'er, 
Spread  all  their  fail,  and  quit  the  flying  fhore; 
The  foreign  agents  reach  th'  appointed  place, 
The  congrefb  opens,  and  it  will  be  peace. 
Methinks  the  war,  like  ftormy  winter,  flies, 
When  fairer  months  unveil  thebluifh  fkies; 
A  flowery  world  the  fweeteft  feafon  fpreads, 
And  doves,  with   branches,    flutter  round  their 
heads. 

Half-peopled  Gaul,  whom  numerous  illsdeftroy, 
With  wifhful  heart,  attends  the  promis'd  joy. 
For  this  prepares  the  duke — ah,  fadly  flain, 
'Tis  grief  to  name  him  whom  we  mourn  in  vain  : 
No  warmth  of  verfe  repairs  the  vital  flame, 
For  verfe  can  only  grant  a  life  in  fame ; 
Yet  could  my  praife,  like  fpicy  odours  fhed, 
In  everlafling  long  embalm  the  dead  ; 
To  realms  that  weeping  heard  the  lofs  I'd  tell, 
What   courage,  fenlc,  and  faith,   with   Brandon 
fell: 

But  Britain  more  than  one  for  glory  breeds, 
And  polifh'd  Talbot  to  the  charge  fuccecds; 
Whole  far-projefting  thoughts,  maturely  clear, 
Like  glafies,  draw  their  diftant  objec-rs  near. 
Goc.d  parts,  by  gentle  breeding  much  refin'd. 
And  ftores  of  learning,  grace  his  ample  mind  ; 
A  cautious  virtue  regulates  his  ways, 
And  honour  gilds  them  with  a  thoufand  rays. 
To  ferve  his  nation,  at  his  queen's  command, 
He  parts,  commiffion'd  for  the  Gallic  land  ; 
With  pleafure  Gaul  beholds  him  on  her  (hore, 
And  learns  to  love  the  name  fhe  fear'd  before. 

Once  more  aloft,  there  meet  for  new  debates, 
The  guardian  angels  of  Enropa's  ftates : 
And  mutual  concord  iliivv.s  in  every  face, 
And  every  bofom  glows  with  hopes  of  peace  ; 
While    Britain's    ileps,    in    one    cuulcn:,     they 

praife, 
Then  gravely  mourn  their  other  realms  delay*; 


Their   doubtful   claims,    through    feas   of    blooi 

purfued, 

Their  fears  that  Gallia  fell  but  half  fubdued ; 
And  all  the  reafonings  which  attempt  to  mow 
That  war  fhould  ravage  in  the  world  below. 
"  Ah,  fall'n  eflate  of  man !  can  rage  delight, 
"  Wounds   pleafe  the  touch,  or  ruin  charm  the 

«  fight ! 

"  Ambition  make  unlovely  mifchief  fair  ! 
"  Or  ever  pride  be  Providence's  care '. 
"  When  ftern  oppreflors  range  the  bloody  field, 
"  'Tis  juft  to  conquer,  and  unfafe  to  yield : 
"  There  fave  the  nations ;  but  no  more  purfue, 
"  Nor  in  thy  turn  become  oppreffor  to." 

Our  rebel  angels  for  ambition  fell, 
And,  war  in  heaven  produc'd  a  fiend  in  hell. 
Thus,  with  a  foft  concern  for  man's  repofe, 
The  tender  guardians  join  to  moan  our  woes; 
Then  awful  rife,  combin'd  with  all  their  might, 
To  find  what  fury,  'fcap'd  the  den  of  night, 
The  pleafing  labours  of  their  love  withftands, 
And  Ipreads  a  wild  diftra&ion  o'er  the  lands. 
Their  glittering  pinions  found  in  yielding  air, 
And  watchful  Providence  approves  the  care. 
In  Flandria's  foil,  where  camps  have  mark'd  the 

plain, 

The  fiend,  impetuous  difcord,  fix'd  her  reign  ; 
A  tent  her  royal  feat.     With  full  refort 
Stern  fhapes  of  horror  thrortg'd  her  btify  court ; 
Blind  mifchief,  ambuui  clofc  concealing  ire, 
Loud  threatening*,  ruin  arm'd  with  fword  and  fire ; 
Afiaulting  fiercenefs,  anger  wanting  breath, 
High  reddening  rage,  and  various  forms  of  death  ; 
Dire  imps  of  darknefs,  whom  with  gore  ftie  feeds, 
When  war  beyond  its  point  of  good  proceeds. 
1ft  Gallic  armour,  call'd  with  ^Iter'd  name 
Great  love  of  empire,  to  the  field  fhe  came  ; 
Now,  ftill  fupporting  feud,  fhe  ftrives  to  hide 
Beneath  that  name,  and  only  change  the  fide : 
But,  as  foe  whirl'd  the  rapid  wheels  around, 
Where  mangled  limbs  in  heaps  pollute  the  ground 
(A  fu'Ieti  joylefs  (port);  with  fcarching  eye, 
The  fhining  chiefs  regard  her  as  they  fly  ; 
Then,  hovering,  dart  their  beams  of  heavenly  light : 
She  ftarts,  the  fury  ftands  confefs'd  to  fight ; 
And  grieves  to  leave  the  foil,  and  yells  aloud, 
Her  yells  are  anfwer'd  by  the  fable  crowd  ; 
And  all  on  bat-like  wings  (if  fame  be  true) 
From  Chriftian  lauds  to  northern  dimatts  flew. 

But  rifing  murmurs  from  Britannia's  fhore 
With  fpeed  recall  her  watchful  guardian  o'er. 
He  fpreads  his  pinions,  and,  approaching  ne^ir, 
Thefe  hints,  in  fcatter'd  words,  affuult  his  ear  : 
The  people's  power — The  grand  alliance  crof&'d, 
The  peace  is  f'eparate — Our  religion's  loft. 
Led  by  the  blatant  voice  along  the  fkies, 
He  comes,  where  faclion  over  cities  flies; 
A  talking  fiend,  whom  fnaky  locks  difgrace. 
And  numerous  mouths  deform  her  dnlky  face ; 
Whence  lies  are  utter'd,  wliifpcr  fufcly  founds, 
Sly  doubts  amaze,  or  imiendo  wounds. 
W-ihin  her  arms  are  heaps  of  |  amphlets  feen, 
And  thefe  blafpheme  the  Savio;;r,  thofe  the  queen  J 
Affociatc  vices;  thus  with  tongue  and  hand, 
She  flisd  he*,  venom  o'er  the  troubled  land. 


POEMS; 


itf'vw  vex'd  that  difcord,  and  the  baneful  train 
That    tends  on   difcord,    fled   the   neighbouring 

plain, 

She  rag'd  to  madnefs  ;  when  the  guardian  came, 
And  downwards  drove  her  with  a  fword  of  flame. 
A  mountain,  gaping  to  the  nether  hell, 
Receiv'd  the  fury,  railing  as  fhe  fell : 
The  mountain  clofing  o'er  the  fury  lies, 
And  flops  her  paiTage,  where  (he  means  to  rife; 
And  when  fhe  ftrives,  or  ftiifts  her  fide  for  eafe, 
All  Britain  rock*  amidft  her  circling  feas. 

Now  peace,  returning  after  tedious  woes, 
Reftores  the  comforts  of  a  calm  repofe  ; 
Then  bid  the  warriors  fheathe  their  fanguin'd  arms, 
Bid  angry  trumpets  ceafe  to  found  alarms : 
Guns  leave  to  thunder  in  the  torrur'd  air, 
Red  ftreaming  colours  furl  around  the  fpear ; 
And  each  contending  realm  no  longer  jar, 
But,  pleas'd  with  reft,  uriharnefsall  the  war. 

She  comes,   the  bleffing  comes ;    where'er  fhe 

moves 

New-fpringing  beauty  all  the  land  improves  : 
More  heaps  of  fragrant  flowers  the  field  adorn, 
More  fweet  the  birds  falute  the  rofy  morn  ; 
More  lively  green  refrefhes  all  the  leave*, 
And  in  the  breeze  the  corn  more  thickly  waves. 
.She  comes,  the  bleffing  comes  in  eafy  ftate, 
And  forms  of  brightnefs  all  around  her  wait : 
Here  fmiling  fafety,  with  her  bofom  bare, 
Securely  walks,  and  cheerful  plenty  there ; 
Here  wondrous  fciences  with  eagles'  fight : 
There  liberal  arts,  which  make  the  world  polite; 
And  open  traffic,  joining  hand  in  hand, 
With  honelr.  induftry,  approach  the  land. 

O,  welcome,  long-defir'd,  and  lately  found  ! 
Here  fix  thy  feat  upon  the  Britifh  ground  ; 
Thy  fhining  train  around  the  nation  fend, 
While  by  degrees  the  loading  taxes  end  : 
While  caution  calm,  yet  ftill  prepar'd  for  arms, 
And  foreign  treaties,  guard  from  foreign  harms  : 
While  equal  juftice,  hearing  every  caufe, 
Makes  every  fubje&  join  to  love  the  laws. 
Where  Britain's  patriots  in  council  meet, 
Let  public  fafety  reft  at  Anna's  feet : 
Let  Oxford's  fchemes  the  path  to  plenty  fhow, 
And  through  the  realm  increafing  plenty  go. 
Let  arts  and  fciences  in  glory  rife, 
And  pleas'd  the  world  has  leifure  to  be  wife; 
Around  their  Oxford  and  their  St.  John  (land, 
Like  plants  that  flourifh  by  the  matter's  hand  S 
And  fafe  in  hope  the  fons  of  learning  wait, 
Where  learning's  felf  has  fix'd  her  fair  retreat. 
Let  traffic,  cherifh'd  by  the  fenate's  care, 
On  all  the  feas  employ  the  wafting  air  : 
And  induftry,  with  circulating  wing, 
Through  all  the  land  the  goods  of  traffic  bring. 
The  bleffings  fo  difpos'd  will  long  abide, 
Since  Anna  reigns,  and  Harley's  thoughts  prc 

ftde, 

Great  Ormond's  arms  the  fword  of  caution  wield, 
And  hold  Britannia's  broad-protefting  fhield; 
Bright  Bolingbroke  and  worthy  Dartmouth  treat, 
By  fair  diipatch,  with  every  foreign  ftate  ; 
And  Harcourt's  knowledge,  equitably  fhown, 
Makes  juftice  call  his  firm  decrees  herowu. 
VOL.  VII. 


Thus  all  that  poets  fancied  heaven  of  old, 
Hay  for  the  nation's  prefent  emblem  hold  : 
;'hat  Jove  imperial  fway'd  ;  Minerva  wife, 
And  Phoebus  eloquent,  adorn'd  the  fkies; 
On  arts  Cyllenius  fix'd  his  full  delight, 
Vlars  rein'd  the  war,  and  Themif  judg'd  the  right : 
All  mortals,  once  beneficently  great, 
As  fame  reports)  and  rais'd  in  heavenly  flate ; 
Vet,  fharing  labours,  ftill  they  fhunn'd  repofe, 
To  fhed  the  bleffings  down  by  which  they  rofe. 
lluftrious  queen,    how  Heaven   hath   heard  thy 

prayers  '. 

kVhat  ftores  of  happinefs  attend  thy  cares  ! 
A  church  in  fafety  fix'd,  a  ftate  in  reft, 
A  faithful  miniftry,  a  people  blefs'd  ; 
And  kings,  fubniiffive  a;  thy  foot-ftool  thrown, 
That  others  rights  reftore,  or  beg  their  own. 
Mow  rais'd  with  rhankful  mind;  and  rolling  flow, 
n  grand  proceffion  to  the  temple  go, 
By  fnow-white  horfes  drawn  ;  while  founding  fame 
Proclaims  thy  coming,  praife  exalts  thy  name; 
Fair  honour,  drefs'd  in  robes,  adorns  thy  ftate, 
And  on  thy  train  the  crowded  nations  wait ; 
Who,  preffing,  view  with  what  a  temper'd  grace 
The  looks  of  majefty  compote  thy  face; 
And  mingling  fweetnefs  fhines,  or  how  thy  drefs, 
And  how  thy  pomp,  an  inward  joy  confefs; 
Then,  fill'd  with  pleafures  to  thy  glory  due, 
With  fliouts,  the  chariot  moving  on,  purfue. 
As  when  the  Phoenix  from  Arabia  flown 
(If  any  Phoenix  were  by  Anna  known) 
His  fpice  at  Phoebus'  fhrine  prepar'd  to  lay, 
Where'er  their  monarch  cut  his  airy  way  ; 
The  gathering  birds  around  the  wonder  flew, 
And  much  admir'd  his  fhape,  and  much  his  hue  ; 
The  tuft  of  gold  that  glow'd  above  his  head, 
His  fpacious  train  with  golden  feathers  fpfead  ; 
His  gilded  bofom,  fpeck'd  with  purple  pride, 
And  both  his  wings  in  glolTy  purple  dy'd  : 
He  ftill  riurfues  his  way  ;  wich  wondering  eyes 
The  birds  attend,  and  follow  where  he  flies. 
Thrice  happy  Britons,  if  at  laft  you  know 
'Tis  lefs  to  conquer,  than  to  want  a  foe; 
That  triumphs  ftill  are  made  for  war's  decreafe, 
When  men,  by  conqutft,  rile  to  views  of  peace; 
That  over  toils  for  peace  in  view  we  run, 
Which  gain'd,  the  world  is  pleas'd,  and  war  is 

done. 

Fam'd  Blenheim's  field,  Rarnillies'  noble  feat, 
Blaregni's  del'perate  act  of  gallant  heat, 
Or  wondrous  Winendale,  are  war  purfued, 
By  wounds  and  deaths,  through  plains  with  blood 

embrued ; 

But  good  defign,  to  make  the  world  be  ftill, 
With  human  grace  adorns  the  needful  ill. 
This  end  obtain'd,  we  clofe  the  fceacs  of  rage, 
And  gentler  glories  deck  the  rifing  age. 
Such  gentler  glories,  fuch  reviving  days, 
The  nation's  vvifhes,  and  the  ftatefman's  praife  : 
Now  pleas'd  to  fhine,  in  golden  order  throng, 
Demand  our  annals,  and  enrich  «ur  fong. 
Then  go  where  Albion's  cliffs  approach  the  fkies 
(The  fame  of  Albion  fo  defervcs  to  rife)  ; 
And,  deep  eflgrav'd  for  time,  till  time  fhall  ceafe, 
t  Upon  the  ftones  their  fair  inscription  plac«, 
1  £- 
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Iberia  rent,  the  power  of  Gallia  broke, 


Batavia  refcued  from  the  threaten'd  yoke ; 
The  royal  Auftrian  rais'd,  his  realms  reftor'd, 
Great  Britain  arm'd,  triumphant  and  ador'd  ; 
Its  ftate  enlarg'd,  its  peace  reftor'd  again-, 
Arc  bleffings  all  adorning  Anna's  reign. 


TO    DR.   SWIFT, 

ON   HIS  BIRTH-DAY,  NOVEMBER   30, 

URG'D  by  the  warmth  of  friendfhip's  facred  dame 

Bar  more  by  all  the  glories  of  thy  fame  ; 

By  all  thofe  offsprings  of  thy  learned  mind, 

In  judgment  folid  as  in  wit  refin'd, 

Reiblv'd  I  fing.     Though  labouring  up  the  way 

To  reach  my  theme,  O  Swift,  accept  my  lay. 

Rapt  by  the  force  of  thought,  and  rais'd  above, 
Through  contemplation's  airy  fields  I  rove; 
Where  powerful  fancy  purifies  my  eye, 
And  lighfs  the  beauties  of  a  brighter  iky; 
Frefh  paints  the  meadows,  bids  green  fhades  afcend, 
Clear  rivers  wind,  and  opening  plains  extend ; 
Then  fills  its  landfcape  through  the  varied  parts 
With  virtues,,  graces,  fciences,  and  arts  : 
Superior  forms,  of  more  than  mortal  air, 
More  large  than  mortals,  more  ferenely  fair. 
Of  thefe  two  chiefs,  the  guardians  of  thy  name, 
Confpire  to  raife  thee  to  the  point  of  fame. 
Ye  future  times,  I  heard  the  filver  found  ! 
I  faw  the  graces  form  a  circle  round ' 
Each,  where  flie  fix'd,  attentive  feeni'd  to  root, 
And  all,  but  eloquence  herfelf,  was  mute. 

High  o'er  the  reft  1  fee  the  goddefs  rife, 
J,oofe  to  the  breeze  her  upper  garment  flies  : 
By  turns,  within  her  eyes  the  pafllons  burn, 
And  fofter  pillions  languifli  in  their  turn  : 
Upon  her  tongue  petfuafion  or  command, 
And  decent  action  dwells  upon  he/ hand. 

From  out  her  bread  ('twas  there  the  treafure  lay) 
She  drew  thy  labours  to  the  bla/e  of  <:;:•./  , 
Then  gaz'd,  and  read  ijhe  charms  fhe  could  infpire, 
And  taught  the  listening  audience  lo  adaiire, 
Hotv  ftrong  thy  flight,   how  large  thy  grafp  of 

thought, 

How  ]u(l  thy  fchemes,  how  regularly  wrought; 
How  f.ire  you  wound  when  ironies  deride, 
Which  mull  be  feen,  and  feign  to  turn  aftde. 
'Twa-i  thus  exploring  fhe  rejoic'd  to  lee 
Her  brighteft  features  drr.wn  fo  near  by  thse : 
"  Then  here,"  fhe  cries,'"  let  future  ages  dwell, 
"  And  learn  to  copy,  where  they  can't  excel." 
bhe  fpake.     Abplavfe  attendee!  on  the  clofe  : 
Then  poefy,  her  filter  art,  arofe  j 
Her  fairer  filter,  born  in  deeper  eafe, 
Not  made  fo  much  for  buftnefs,  move  to  pleafe. 
Upon  her  cheek  fits  beafity,  ever  young  ; 
The  foul  of  muilc  warb'es  on  her  tci 
Bright  in  her  eyes  a  pleating,  ardour  glows, 
And  from  her  heart  the  fwt-ereft  tempu*  flows: 
A  laurel  vvcath  adorns  her  curls  of  hair, 
.Anil  br.uU  tiiLj;r  iiivier  to  the  dancing  air  : 
'lukes  the  colours  of  her  radir.m  wing, 
And,  from  the  f^hc-tcs,  (he  takes  a  pitch  to  ling.       } 


Thrice  happy  genius  his,  whofe  works  have  hit 
The  lucky  point  of  bufinefs  and  of  wit. 
They   feem   like   fhowers,   which   April   montK* 

prepare 

To  call  their  flowery  glories  up  to  air :         » 
The  drops,  defcending,  take  the  painted  bow, 
And  drcfs  with  funfhine,  while  for  good  they  flow. 
To  me  retiring  oft,  he  finds  relief 
In  flowly  wafting  care  and  biting  grief : 
From  me.  retreating  oft,  he  gives  to  view 
What  cafes  care  and  grief  in  others  too. 
Ye  fondly  grave,  be  wife  enough  to  know, 
"  Life,  ne'er  unbent,  were  but  a  life  of  woe." 
Some,  full  in"  flretch  for  greatnefs,  fome  for  gaity 
On  his  own  rack  each  puts  himfelf  to  pain. 
I'll  gentry  fteal  you  from  your  toils  away, 
Where  balmy  winds  with  fcents  ambrofial  play; 
Where,  on  the  banks  as  cryftal  rivers  flow, 
They  teach  immortal  amaranths  to  grow : 
Then,  from  the  mild  indulgence  of  the  fccne, 
Reflore  your  tempers  flrong  for  toils  again. 

She  ceas'd.     Soft  mufic  trembled  in  the  wind^ 
And  fweet  dVlight  diffus'd  through  every  mind  r 
The  little  fmiles,  which  drill  the  godded  grace, 
Sportive  arofe,  and  ran  from  face  tr-  face. 
But  chief  (and  in  that  place  the  virtues  blefs) 
A  gentle  band  their  eager  joys  ezprefs  : 
Here,  friendfhip  aflcs,  and  love  of  merit  longs 
To  hear  the  goddeffcs  renew  their  fongs; 
Here  great  benevolence  to  man  is  pleas' d  ; 
Thefe  own  their  Swift,  and   grateful  hear  him 

prais'd. 

You  gentle  band,  you  well  may  bear  your  part, 
You  reign  fnperior  graces  in  his  heart. 

O  Swift !  if  fame  be  life  (as  well  we  know 
That  bards  and  heroes  have  effeem'd  it  foj ; 
Thou  canft  not  wholly  die.   .Thy  works  will  Ihifie 
To  future  times,  and  life  in  fame  be  thine. 


BISHOP    BURNET'S 

BEING  SET  OR  FIRE  IN   HIS  CLOSET. 

FROM  that  dire  sera,  bane  to  Sarum's  pride, 
Wl  ich  broke  his  fchemes,  and  laid  his  friends  aGc 
He  talks  and  v\  rites  that  Papery  will  return, 
And  we,  and  he,  and  all  his  works  will  burn. 
,Vhat  touch 'd  himfelf  was  almoft  fairly  proy'd  : 
Oh,  far  from  Britain  be  the  reft  remov'd !) 
?or,  as  of  late  he  meant  to  blefs  the  age, 

th  flagrant  prefaces  of  party  rage, 
O'erwruught  with  paflion,and  the  fubjedl'sweigl 
Colling,  he  nodded  in  his  elbow-feat ; 
D  )\vn  fell  the  candle  ;  greafe  and  zeal  cor.fpire, 
Teat  meets  with  heat,  and  pamphlets  burn  their 

fire. 

Here  crawls  a  preface  on  its  half-burn'd  maggots, 
\nd  there  an  introduction  brings  its  faggots : 
Then  roars  the  prophet  of  the  northern  nation, 
corch'd  by  a  flaming  fpeech  on  moderation. 
Unwarn'd  by  this,  go  on,  the  realm  t<-  fright, 
hou  Uriton  vaunting  in  thy  fi'ccnd-fight  ! 
n  luch  a  nuniitry  you  fafely  tell, 
Hv  w  much  you'd  fuffcr,  if  religion  fell. 


POEMS. 


ELYSIUM. 


IN  airy  fields,  the  fields  of  blifsbel^w, 
Where  woods  of  myrtle,  fet  by  Miro,  grow  ; 

Where  grafs  beneath,  and  fhade  diiFus'd  above, 

Refrefh  the  fevers  of  diflraifted  love  : 

There,  at  a  foiemn  lide,  the  beauties,  (lain 

By  tender  paflion,  act  their  fates  again, 

Through  gloomy  light,  that  juft  betrays  the  grove, 

In  orgies,  all  difconfolately  rove : 

They  ransje  the  reeds,  and  o'er  the  poppies  fweep, 

That  nodding  bend  beneath  their  load  of  fleep, 

By  lakes  fubfiding  with  a  gentle  face, 

And  rivers  gliding  with  a  Qlent  pace ; 

Where  kings  and  fwains,  by  ancient  authors  fung, 

Mow  chang'd  to  flowerets  o'er  the  margin  hung ; 

The  felf-admirer,  white  NarcifTus,  fo 

?ades  at  the  brink,  his  picture  fades  below : 

n  bells  of  azure,  Hyacinth  arofe ; 

n  crimfon  painted,  young  Adonis  glows ; 

The  fragrant  Crocus  (hone  with  golden  flame, 
And  leaves  infcrib'd  with  Ajax"  haughty  name. 
A  fad  remembrance  brings  their  lives  to  view, 
And,  with  their  palfion,  makes  their  tear*  renew; 

Jnwinds  the  years,  and  lays  the  former  fcene, 
Where,  after  death,  they  live  for  deaths  again. 
Loft  by  the  glories  of  her  lover's  ftate, 

>eluded  Semele  bewails  her  fate ; 
And  runs,  and  feems  to  burn,  the  flames  anfe, 
And  fan  with  idle  fury  as  fhe  flies. 

The  lovely  Csenis,  whofe  transforming  fhape 
secur'd  her  honour  from  a  fecond  rape, 

Jaw  moans  the  firft,  with  ruffled  drefs  appears, 

•eels  her  whole  fex  return,  and  bathes  with  tears. 

The  jealous  Procris  wipes  a  fceming  wound, 
Whofe  trickling  crimfon  dyes  the  bufhy  ground ; 

Cnows  the  fad  (haft,  and  calls  before  fhe  go, 

!"o  kifs  the  favourite  hand  that  gave  the  blow. 
Where  Ocean  feigns  a  rage,  the  Seftian  fair 

lolds  a  dim  taper  from  a  tower  of  air; 
A  noifelefs  wind  affaults  the  wavering  light, 

The  beauty  tumbling  mingles  with  the  night. 
Where  curling  (hades  for  rough  Leucate  rofc, 

Vith  love  diftracted  tuneful  Sappho  goes ; 

•ings  to  mock  clifts  a  melancholy  lay, 
And  with  a  lover's  leap  affrights  the  fea. 

The  fad  Eryphile  retreats  to  moan, 
What  wrought  her  hufband's  death,  and  caus'd 
her  own; 

>urveys  the  glittering  veil,  the  bribe  of  fate, 
And  tears  the  fhadow,  but  (he  tears  too  late. 

In  thin  defign,  and  airy  picture,  fleet 
The  tales  that  ftain  the  royal  houfe  of  Crete ; 

o  court  a  lovely  bull,  Pafiphae  flies, 
The  fnovvy  phantom  feeds  before  her  eyes. 

,oft  Ariadne  raves,  the  thread  (he  bore 

Trails  on  unwinding,  as  fhe  walks  the  fliore ; 
A.nd  Phxdra,  defperate,  feeks  the  lonely  groves, 

To  read  her  guilty  letter  while  fhe  roves; 

led  fhame  confounds  the  firft,  the  fecond  wears 
A.  flarry  crown,  the  third  a  halter  bears. 

•air  Laodamia  mourns  her  nuptial  night 
3f  love  defrauded  by  the  thirft  of  fight ; 
Yet,  for  another  as  dclufive  cries, 
4nd,  dauntlefs,  fees  her  heroe's  ghcft  arife. 


Here  Thifbe,  Canace1,  and  Dido,  (land, 
Ail  arm'd  with  fwords,  a  fair,  but  angry  band  : 
The  fw<>rd  a  lover  ownM;  a  father  gave 
The  next ;  a  ftranger  chanc'd  the  laft  to  leave. 

And  there,  ev'n  ihe,  the  goddefs  of  the  grove, 
Join'd  with  the  phantom-fairs,  affect's  to  rove, 
As  once,  for  Latinos,  (lie  forfook  the  plain, 
To  fteal  the  kifles  of  a  Numbering  fwain,  : 
Around  her  head  a  ftarry  fillet  twines, 
And  at  the  front  a  filver  crefcent  fnines. 

Thefe,  and  a  thoufand,  and  a  thoufand  more, 
With  fiicred  rage  recall  the  pangs  they  bore, 
Strike  the  deep  dart  afrefh,  and  afk  relief, 
Or  footh  the  wound  with  foftening  words  of  grief. 
At  fuch  a  tide,  unheedful  love  invades 
The  dark  receffes  of  the  madding  {hades  ; 
Through  long  defcent  he  fans  the  fogs  around ; 
His  purple  feathers,  as  he  flies,  refound. 
The  nimble  beauties,  crowding  all  to  gaze, 
Perceive  the  common  troubler  of  their  eafe ; 
Though  dulling  mifts  and  dubious  day  deftroy 
The  fine  appearance  of  the  fluttering  boy, 
Though  all  the  pomp  that  glitters  at  his  fide, 
The  golden  belt,  the  clafp  and  quiver  hide  ; 
And  though  the  torch  appear  a  gleam  of  white, 
That  faintly  fpots,  and  movt-s  in  hazy  night, 
Yet  ftill  they  know  the  god,  the  general  r'oe, 
And  threatening  lift  their  airy  hands  below. 

From '  hence   they  lead  him  where   a  myrtle 

flood, 

The  faddeft  myrtle  in  the  mournful  wood ; 
Devote  to  vex  the  gods,  'twas  here  before 
Hell's  awful  emprels  foft  Adonis  bore, 
When  the  young  hunter  fcorn'd  her  graver  air, 
And  only  Venus  warm'd  his  fhadow  there. 

Fix'd  to  the  trunk  the  tender  boy  they  bind, 
They  cord  his  feet  beneath,  his  hands,  behind  ; 
He  mourns,  but  vainly  mourns  his  angry  fate, 
For  beauty,  ftill  relentlefs,  acts  in  hate. 
Though  no  offence  be  done,  no  judge  be  nigh, 
Love  mult  be  guilty  by  the  common  cry  ; 
For  all  are  pleas'd,  by  partial  paffion  led, 
To  fhift  their  follies  on  another's  head. 

Now  (harp  reproaches  ring  their  fhrill  alarms, 
And  all  the  heroines  brandifli  all  their  arms; 
And  every  heroine  makes  it  her  decree, 
That  Cupid  fuffer  juft  the  fame  as  fhe. 
To  fix  the  defperate  halter  one  effay'd, 
One  feeks  to  wgund  him  with  an  empty  blade. 
Some  headlong  hang  the  nodding  rocks  of  air, 
They  fall  in  fancy,  and  he  feels  defpair. 
Some  tofs  the  hollow  feas  around  his  head 
(The  feas  that  want  a  wave  afford  a  dread). 
Or  (hake  the  torch,  the  fparklinp  fury  flies, 
And  flames  that  never  burn'd  afflict  his  eyes. 

The  mournful  Myrrha  burfts  her  rended  womb, 
And  drowns  Pis  vifage  in  a  moift  perfume. 
While  others,  feeming  mild,  advile  to  wound 
With  humorous  pains  by  fly  derifion  found. 
That  prickling  bodkins  teach  the  blood  to  flow, 
From  whence  the  rofes  firft  be^in  to  glow  ; 
Or  in  their  flames,  to  finge  the  boy  prepare, 
That  all  fhould  choofe  by  wanton  fancy  where. 

The  lovely  Venus,  with  u  bkeding  brcaft, 
She  too  fecurely  through  the  circle  f  reft, 
E  ij 
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Forgot  the  parent,  urg'd  his  hafty  fate, 
And  fpurr'd  the  female  rage  beyond  debate  ; 
O'er  all  the  fcenes  of  frailty  f>viftly  runs, 
Abfolves  herfelf,  and  makes  the  crime  her  fon's, 
That  clafp'd  in  chains  with  Mars  file  chanc'd  to 

lie, 

A  noted  fable  of  the  laughing  Iky; 
That,  from  her  love's  intemperate  heat,  began 
Sicanian  Eryx,  born  a  favage  man ; 
The  loofe  Priapus,  and  the  monfter-wight, 
In  whom  the  fexes  (hamtfully  unite. 

Nor  words  fuffice  the  goddefsof  the  fair, 
She  fnaps  the  rofy  wreath  that  binds  her  hair ; 
Then  on  the  God,  who  fear'd  a  fiercer  woe, 
Her  hands,  unpitying,  dealt  the  frequent  blow  : 
from  all  his  tender  fkin  a  purple  dew 
The  dreadful  fcourges  of  the  chaplet  drew, 
J;rom  whence  the  rofe,  by  Cupid  ting'd  before, 
Now,  doubly  tinging,  flames  with  luftre  more. 

Here  ends  their  wrath,  the  parent  feems  fevere, 
The  ftroke's  unfit  for  little  Love  to  bear; 
To  fave  their  foe  the  melting  beauties  fly, 
And,  cruel  mother,  (pare  thy  child,  they  cry. 
To  love's  account  they  plac'd  their  death  of  late, 
And  now  transfer  the  fad  account  to  fate  : 
The  mother,  pleas' cl,  beheld  the  ftorm  affvvage, 
Thank'd  the  calm  mourners,  and  difmifs'd  her 
rage, 

Thus  fancy,  once  in  dufky  fhade  exprefs'd,    • 
"With  empty  tetrors  work'd  the  time  of  reft. 
Where  wretched  loVe  endur'd  a  world  of  woe, 
For  all  a  winter's  length  of  night  below. 
Then  foar'd,  as  fleep  diffolv'd,  unchain'd  away, 
And  through  the  port  of  ivory  reach'd  the  day. 

As,  mindlefsof  their  rage,  he  flowly  fails 
On  piniom  cumber'd  in  the  mifty  vales  ; 
(Ah,  fool  to  light !)  the  nymphs  no  more  obey, 
Nor  was  this  region  ever  his  to  fway  : 
(Jaft  in  a  deepen'd  ring  they  clofe  the  plain, 
And  Icize  the  god,  reluctant  all  in  vain. 


THE  JUDGMENT  OF  PARIS. 

WHFRE  waving  pines  the  brows  of  Ida  fhade, 
The  Twain,  ynung  Paris,  half  fupinely  laid,    [rovs, 
Saw  the   lot.fe  flocks  through  (hrubs  unnumber'd 
And,  piping,  call'd  them  to  the  gladded  grove. 
'  Twas  there  he  met  the  mefiage  of  tht  flcies, 
That  he,  the  judge  of  beauty,  deal  the  prize. 
The  mefiage  known  ;  one  love  with  anxious  mind, 
To  matte  his  mother  guard  the  time  afiign'd, 
Drew- forth  her  proud  white  fwans,  and  trac'd  the 

pair 

That  wheel  iier  chariot  in  the  purp'esir: 
A  golden  how  behind  his  moulder  bends, 
A  golden  quiver  at  his  fide  depends; 
) Minting  to  thcfe  he  nods,  with  fearlefs  (late, 
And  bids  her  fafcly  meet  the  grand  debate. 
Another  love  proceed',  with  anxious  care, 
To  make  his  ivory  fleck  the  (hitting  hair; 
Move*  the  loofe  curls,  and  bids  the  forehead  Jliow, 
In  full  exi-'anfir.n,  all  its  native  fnow. 
A  tlii.'d  enclalp^  rhe  many-cclour'd  cert, 
/\nci,  ru/ii  by  fancy,  kts  the  iiiver  veil ; 


When,  to  her  fons,  with  intermingled  fighs, 
The  goddefs  of  the  rofy  lips  applies  : 

1  Fis  now,  my  darling  boys,  a  time  to  (how 
The  love  you  feel,  the  filial  aids  you  owe  : 
Yet,  would  we  think  that  any  dar'd  to  ftrive 
For  charms,  when  Venus  and  her  love's  alive  ? 
Or  fhould  the  prize  of  beauty  be  deny'd, 
Has  beauty's  emprcf*  aught  to  boafl  befide  ? 
And,  ting'.d  with  poifon,  pleafing  while  it  harm;, 
My  darts  I  trufted  to  your  infant  arms ; 
If,  when  your  hands  have  arch'd  the  golden  bow, 
The  world's  great  Ruler,  bending,  owns  the  blow 
Let  no  contending  form  invade  my  due, 
Tall  Juno's  mien,  nor  Pallas'  eyes  of  blue. 
But,  grac'd  with  triumph,  to  the  Paphian  (hore 
Your  Venus  bears  the  paln-.s  of  conqucft  o'er; 
And  joyful  fee  my  hundred  altars  there, 
With  cyflly  gums  perfume  the  wanton  air. 

While  thus  the  Cupids  hear  the  Cyprian  dame, 
The  groves  refounded  where  a  goddefs  came. 
The  warlike  Pallas  march'd  with  mighty  ftride, 
Her  fliield  forgot,  her  helmet  laid  afide. 
Her  hair  unbound,  in  curN  and  order  flow'd, 
And  peace,  or  fomething  like,  her  vifage  (hew'd  ; 
So,  with  her  eyes  ferer.e,  and  hopeful  hade, 
The  long-ftretch'd  alleys  of  the  wood  fhe  trac'd  ; 
But,  where  the  woods  a  fecond  entrance  found, 
With  fcepter'd  pump  and  golden  glory  crown'd, 
The  {lately,  JuOo  ftalk'd,  to  reach  the  (eat, 
And  hear  the  fentence  in  the  laft  debate; 
And  long,  feverely  long,  refent  the  grove ; 
In  this,  what  hoots  it  (lie's  the  wife  of  Jove  ? 

Arm'd  with  a  grace  at  length,  fecure  to  win, 
The  lovely  Venus,  fmiling,  enters  in  ; 
All  fweet  and  (hining,  near  the  youth  fhe  drew, 
HT  rofy  neck  ambroiial  odours  threw  ; 
The  (acred  (cents  diffus'd  among  the  leaves, 
Ran  down  the  woods,  and  fill'd  their  ht.ary  caves; 
The  charms,  fo  amorous  all,  and  each  fo  great, 
The  conquer'd  judge  no  longer  keeps  his  feat ; 
Opprefs'd  with  light,  lie  drops  his  weary'd  eyes. 
And  fears  he  (houl<i  be  thought  to  doubt  the  prize 


ON 

MRS.  ARABELLA  FERMOR 

LEAVING  LONDON. 

FROM  town  fair  Arabella  flies: 

The  beaux  unpowder'd  grieve  ; 

The  rivers  piny  before  her  eyes; 

The  breezes,  fottly  breathing,  rife ; 
The  fpring  begins  to  live. 

Her  lovers  fwore,  they  mud  expire  : 

Yet  quickly  find  their  eale  ; 
For,  as  (he  gi'ts,  their  flames  retire, 
Love  thrives  before  a  nearer  fire, 
Eitxern  by  dittant  rays. 

Yet  foon  the  fair-one  will  return, 
When  fummcr  quits  the  plain  : 

Ye  rivers,  pour  the  weeping  urn  ; 

Ye  breezes,  fadly  fighing,  mourn  ; 
Ye  lovers,  bum  again. 


POEMS. 


'Tis  conftancy  enough  in  love 
That  nature's  fairly  fhewn  : 

To  fearch  for  more,  will  fruitlefs  prove  ; 

Romances,  and  the  turtle  dove, 
The  virtue  boaft  alone. 


A  RIDDLE. 

UPON  a  bed  of  humble  clay, 

In  all  her  garments  loofe, 
A  proftitutc  my  mother  lay, 

To  every  coiner's  ufe. 

Till  one  gallant,  in  heat  of  love, 
His  own  peculiar  made  her; 

And  to  a  region  far  above, 

And  fot'ter  beds,  convey'd  her. 

But,  in  his  abfence,  to  his  place 

His  rougher  rival  came  ; 
And,  with  a  cold  conftrain'd  embrace,  \ 

Begat  me  on  the  dame. 

I  then  appear'd  to  public  view 

A  creature  wondrous  bright ; 

But  fliortly  perifhable  too, 

Jnconftant^nice,  and  light. 

On  feathers  not  together  faft 

I  wildly  flew  about, 
And  from  my  father's  country  pafs'd 

To  find  my  mother  out. 

Where  her  gallant,  of  her  bcguil'd, 
With  me  enamour'd  grew, 

|  And  I,  that  was  my  mother's  child, 
Brought  forth  my  mother  too. 


ON  THE 
DEATH  OF  MR.  VINER. 

Is  Viner  dead  ?  and  fhall  each  Mufe  become 
Silent  as  death,  and  as  his  mufic  dumb  ? 
Shall  he  depart  without  a  poet's  praife, 
Who  oft  to  harmony  has  tun'd  their  lays  ? 
Shall  he,  who  knew  the  elegance  of  found, 
Find  no  one  voice  to  fing  him  to  the  ground  ? 
Mufie  and  poetry  are  filter  arts, 
Shew  a  like  genius,  and  confenting  hearts : 
My  foul  with  his  is  fecretly  ally'd, 
.nd  I  am  forc'd  to  fpeak,  fince  Viner  dy'd. 
Oh,  that  my  Mufe,  as  once  his  notes,  could  fwell ! 
hat  I  might  all  his  praifes  fully  tell ; 
hat  I  might  fay  with  how  much  flcill  he  play'd, 
,ow  nimbly  four  extended  firings  furvey'd ; 
ow  bow  and  fingers,  with  a  noble  ftrife, 
id  raife  the  vocal  fiddle  into  life  ; 
ow  various  founds,  in  various  order  rang'd, 
iy  unobferv'd  degrees  minutely  chang'd, 
hrough  a  vaft  fpace  could  in  divifions  run, 
e  all  diftincl,  yet  all  agree  in  one  : 
.nd  how  the  fleeter  notes  could fwiftly  pafs, 
,nd  Ikip  alternately  from  place  to  place ; 


The  firings  could  with  a  fudden  impulfe  bound, 
Speak  every  touch,  and  tremble  inro  found. 

The  liquid  harmony,  a  tuneful  tide, 
Now  feem'd  to  rage,  anon  would  gently  glide : 
By  turns  would  clib  and  flow,  would  rife  and  fall, 
Be  loudly  daring,  or  be  lol'tly  irnall : 
While  all  was  blended  in  one  common  name, 
Wave  pufh'd  on  wave, and  all  compos'd  a  ftream. 

The  different  tones  melodioufly  combin'd, 
Temper'd  with  art,  in  fwset  confufion  join'd  ; 
The  loft,  the  ftrong,  the  clear,  the  (brill,  the  deep, 
Would  fometimes  foar  aloft,  and  fometimes  creep  j 
While  every  foul  upon  his  motions  hung, 
As  though  it  were  in  tuneful  concert  ftrung. 
His  touch  did  ftrike  the  fibres  of  the  heart, 
And  a  like  trembling  fecretly  impart ; 
Where  various  paiTions  did  by  turns  fucceed, 
He  made  it  cheerful,  and  he  made  it  bleed  ; 
Could  wind  it  up  into  a  glowing  fire, 
Then  fliift  the  fceue,  and  teach  it  to  expire, 

Oft  have  I  feen  him,  on  a  public  ftage, 
Alone  the  gaping  multitude  engage  ; 
The  eyes  and  ears  of  each  fpedator  draw, 
Command  their  thoughts,  and  give  their  paflions 

law ; 

While  other  mufic,  in  oblivion  drown'd, 
Scem'd  a  deed  pulfe,  or  a  neglected  found. 

Alas  1  he's  gone,  our  great  Apollo's  dead, 
And  all  that's  fweet  and  tuneful  with  him  fled ; 
Hibernia,  with  one  univerfal  cry, 
Laments  the  lofs,  and  fpeaks  his  elegy. 
Farewell,  thou  author  of  refill' d  delight, 
Too  little  known,  too  foon  remcv'd  from  fight; 
Thofe  fingers,  which  fuch  pleafure  did  convey, 
Muft  now  become  to  ftupid  worms  a  prey: 
Thy  grateful  fiddle  will  for  ever  {land 
A  h'lent  mourner  for  its  matter's  hand  ; 
Thy  art  is  only  to  be  match'd  above, 
Where  mufic  reigns,  and  in  that  mufic  love  : 
Where  thou  wilt  in  the  happy  chorus  join, 
And  quickly  thy  melodious  foul  refine 
To  the  exalted  pitch  of  harmony  divine. 


EPIGRAM. 

"  Haud  facile  emergunt,  quorum  virtutibus  obftat 
"  Res  angufta  domi — '* 

THE  greateft  gifts  that  nature  does  beftow, 
Can't  unaffifted  to  perfection  grow  : 
A  fcanty  fortune  clips  the  wings  of  fame, 
And  checks  the  progrefs  of  a  rifing  name  : 
Each  daftard  virtue  drags  a  captive's  chain, 
And  moves  but  flowly,  for  it  moves  with  pain  : 
Domeftic  cares  fit  hard  upon  the  mind,  [confin'd  ; 
And  cramp  thofe  thoughts  which  fliould  be  un- 
T he  cries  of  poverty  alarm  the  foul, 
Abate  its  vigour,  its  defigns  control : 
The  flings  of  want  inflidt  the  wounds  of  death, 
And  motion  always  ceafes  with  the  breath. 
The  love  of  friends  is  found  a  languid  fire, 
That  glares  but  faintly,  and  will  foon  expire  ; 
Weak  is  its  force,  nor  can  its  warmth  be  greatj 
A  feeble  light  begets  a  feeble  heat. 
E  iij 


THE    WORKS    OF   PARNELL. 


Wealth  is  the  fuel  that  muft  feed  the  flame, 
It  dies  in  rags,  and  fcarce  defer  vcs  a  name. 


ON  THE 
CASTLE  OF  DUBLIN.     1715. 

THIS  houfe  and  inhabitants  both  well  agree, 
And  refemble  each  other  as  near  as  can  be  ; 
One  half  is  decay'd,  and  in  want  of  a  prop, 
The  other  new-built,  but  not  fimfti'd  at  top. 


LOVE  IN  DISGUISE. 
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fo  ftifle  paflion,  is  no  eafy  thing  ; 
A  heart  in  love  is  always  on  the  wing  ; 
The  bold  betrayer  flutters  dill, 
And  fans  the  breath  prepar'd  to  tell : 
It  melts  the  tongue,  and  tunes  the  throat, 
And  moves  the  lips  to  form  the  note ; 
And  when  the  fpeech  is  loft, 
It  then  fends  out  its  ghoft, 
A  little  ugh, 

To  fay  we  die.  [prove  ; 

'Tis   ftrange  the  air  that  cools,  a  flame  fhouid 
But  wonder  not,  it  is  the  air  cf  love. 

Yet,  Chloris,  I  can  make  my  Jove  look  well, 
And  cover  bleeding  wounds  I  can't  conceal ; 
Mf  words  fuch  artful  accents  break, 
You  think  I  rather  act  than  fpeak: 
My  fighs  enliven'd  through  a  fmile, 
Your  unfufpecting  thoughts  beguile; 
My  tyes  are  vary'd  fo, 
You  can't  their  wiflies  know  : 
And  I'm  fo  eay. 

o    /  * 

You  think  1  play. 

Happy  contrivance  !  fuch  as  can't  be  priz'd, 
To  live  in  love,  and  yet  to  live  difguis'd ! 


CHLORIS  APPEARING  IN  A  LOOKING. 
GLASS. 

OFT  have  I  feen  a  piece  of  art, 

Of  light  and  (hade  the  mixture  fine, 

Speak  of  all  the  paiTions  of  the  heart, 
And  fliew  true  life  in  every  line. 

But  what  is  this  before  my  eyes, 

With  every  feature,  every  grace, 
That  ftrikes  with  love  and  with  furprife, 

And  gives  me  all  the  vital  face  I 

It  is  not  Chlcris  :  for,  behold, 

The  (kilting  phantom  corr.es  and  poes  ; 

And  when  'tis  here,  'tis  j.'al£  and  told, 
Nor  any  female  foftmis  knows. 

But  'tis  her  image,  for  I  fed 

Thy  very  pius  that  Cbloris  givt» ; 


Her  charms  are  there,  I  know  them  well, 
I  fee  what  in  my  bofom  lives. 

Oh,  could  I  but  the  picture  fave  ! 

'Tis  drawn  by  her  own  matchlefs  (kill ; 
Nature  the  lively  colour^  gave, 

And  the  need  only  lo  k  to  kill. 

Ah  !  fair  one,  will  it  not  fuffice. 

That  \  fhouid  <  nee  your  victim  lie ; 

Uniefi  you  midtii-ly  your  eyes, 

And  ftrive  to  make  me  doubly  die  ? 


ON  A  LADY  WITH  FOUL  BREATH. 

ART  tliou  alive  ?  It  cannot  be, 

There's  fo  much  rotttmiefs  in  thee, 

Corruption  only  is  in  death  ; 

And  what's  more  putrid  than  thy  breath  ? 

Think  not  «cu  live  becaufe  you  fpeak, 

For  grave-  fuch  hollow  founds  can  make; 

And  relpiration  can't  fuffice, 

For  vapours  do  from  caverns  rife  : 

From  fuch  the  noifome  ftenches  come, 

Thy  mouth  betrays  thy  bread  a  tomb. 

Thy  body  is  a  cnrpfe  that  goes, 

By  magic  rais'd  from  its  repofe  : 

A  peftilence,  that  walks  by  day, 

But  falls  at  night  to  worms  and  clay. 

But  I  will  to  my  Chloris  run, 

Who  will  not  lit  me  be  undone  : 

The  fweots  her  virgin-breath  contaiu* 

Are  fitted  to  remove  my  pains; 

There  will  I  healing  nectar  fip, 

And,  to  be  lav'd,  approach  her  lip, 

Though,  if  I  touch  the  matchlefs  dame, 

I'm  fure  to  burn  with  inward  flame. 

Thus,  when  I  would  one  danger  fhun, 

I'm  itraight  upon  another  thrown : 

1  feek  a  cure,  one  fore  to  eafe, 

Yet  in  that  cure's  a  new  difeafe  : 

But  love,  though  fatal,  ftill  can  bltfs, 

And  greater  dangers  hide  the  Icfb ; 

I'll  go  where  paflion  bids  me  fly, 

And  choofe  my  death,  fmce  1  muft  die; 

As  doves,  purfued  by  birds  of  prey, 

Venture  with  milder  man  to  flay. 


ON  THE  NUMBER  THREE. 

BEAUTY  refts  not  in  one  fix'd  place, 

Bat  feems  to  reign  in  every  face  ; 

"i.'if  nothing  lu;c  but  fancy  then, 

(u  various  forms,  bewitching  men  ; 

Or  is  its  lhajie  and  colour  fram'd, 

Proportion  jult,  and  \vomun  naiu'd  ? 

It'  lancy  oi-lv  nil'ii  iti  love, 

\Vjiy  Jhori  !  ..  then  lo  tiroiig!}1  move  ? 

Or  why  iiio..l>i  nil  ili::t 

To  O\MI  if.  i.  . .  ::i  Uiixo? 
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In  three  it  fbews  a  different  face, 
Each  (hining  with  peculiar  grace. 
Kindred  a  native  likenefs  gives, 
Which  pleafes,  as  in  all  it  lives ; 
And,  where  the  features  difagree, 
We  praife  the  dear  variety. 
Then  beauty  furely  ne'er  was  yet, 
So  much  unlike  itfelf,  and  fo  complete. 


ESSAY 


THE  DIFFERENT  STYLES  OF  POETRY. 

TO   HENRY   LOUD  VISCOUNT  BOLINGBROKE. 

"  — Vetibus  addcre  calca*, 
"  Ut  ftudio  majore  petant  Helicona  virentem." 

HOR.  Ep.  ii.  1. 

Allegory  it  in  itfelf  fo  retir'd  a  way  of  writing, 
that  it  was  thought  proper  to  fay  fomething  be 
fore  hand  concerning  this  piece,  which  is  entirely 
framed  upon  it.  The  defign,  therefore,  is  to  (how 
the  feveral  ftyles  which  have,  been  made  ufe  of  by 
thofe  who  have  endeavoured  to  write Verfe.  The 
fcheme,  by  which  it  is  carried  on,  fuppofes  an  old 
Grecian  poet  couching  his  obfervations  or  inftruc- 
tions  within  an  allegory;  which  allegory  is  wrought 
out  upon  the  fingle  word  flight,  as  in  the  figura 
tive  way  it  Ognifies  a  thought  above  the  common 
level :  Here  wit  is  made  to  be  Pegafus,  and  the 
poet  his  rider,  who  flies  by  feveral  countries  where 
he  muft  not  touch,  by  which  are  meant  fo  many 
vicious  ftyles,  and  arrives  at  laft  at  the  fublime. 
This  way  of  writing  is  not  only  very  engaging  to 
the  fancy,  whenever  it  is  well  performed,  but  it 
has  been  thought  alfo  one  of  the  firft  that  the 
poets  made  ufe  of.  Hence  arofe  many  of  thofe 
/lories  concerning  the  heathen  gods,  which  at 
firft  were  invented  to  infmuate  truth  and  morali 
ty  more  pleafingly,  and  which  afterwards  made 
poetry  itfelf  more  folemn,  when  they  happened 
to  be  received  into  the  heathen  divinity.  And  in 
deed,  there  feems  to  be  no  likelier  way  by  which  a 
poetical  genius  may  yet  appear  as  an  original, 
than  that  he  fhould  proceed  with  a  full  compafs  of 
thought  and  knowledge,  either  to  defign  his  plan, 
or  to  beautify  the  parts  of  it,  in  an  allegorical 
manner.  We  are  much  beholden  t<>  antiquity  for 
thofe  excellent  compoQtions  by  which  writers  at 
prefent  form  their  minds  ^but  it  is  not  fo  much  re 
quired  of  us  to  adhere  merely  to  their  fables,  as 
to  obferve  their  manner.  For,  if  we  preclude 
our  own  invention,  poetry  will  confift  only  in  ex- 
preflion,  or  fimile,  or  the  application  of  old  (lo 
ries;  and  the  utmofl  character  to  which  a  genius 
can  arrive  will  depend  on  imitation,  or  a  bor 
rowing  from  others,  which  we  niufl  agree  toge 
ther  not  to  call  dealing,  becaufe  we  take  only 
from  the  aiuitnrs.  Thu.re  have  been  poets  a- 
morigft  (.-jrftlvcsjfuch  asSpeuilr  and  Milton,  who 
fucuisfullv  Viiaturtd  farther.  Thcit  ii,fhi:ccs 


may  let  us  fee  that  invention  is  not  bounded  by 
what  ha<-  been  done  before  :  they  may  open  our 
imaginations,  and  be  one  method  of  preferving 
us  from  writing  without  fchemes.  As  for  what 
relates  any  further  particulerly  to  this  poem,  the 
reader  will  obferve,  that  its  aim  is  inflru&ion. 
Perhaps  a  reprefcntation  of  feveral  miftakes  and 
difficulties,  which  happen  to  many  who  write  po 
etry  may  deter  fome  from  attempting  what  they" 
have  not  been  made  for :  and  perhaps  the  defcrip- 
tion  of  feveral  beauties  belonging  to  it  may  afford 
hints  towards  forming  a  genius  for  delighting  and 
improving  mankind.  If  either  of  thefe  happen, 
the  poem  is  ufeful ;  and  upon  that  account  its  faults 
rnay  be  more  eafily  excufed. 

I  HATE  th»  vulgar  with  untuneful  mind; 
Hearts  uninfpir'd,  and  fenfes  unrefin'd. 
Hence,  ye  profane  :  I  raife  the  founding  firing, 
And  Bolingbroke  defcends  to  hear  me  fing. 

When  Greece  could  truth  in  myftic  fable  fhroud, 
And  with  delight  inftrudl  the  liftening  crowd, 
An  ancient  poet  (time  has  loft  his  name) 
Deliver'd  ftrains  on  verfe  to  future  fame. 
Still,  as  he  fung,  he  touch'd  the  trembling  lyre, 
And  felt  the  notes  a  riling  warmth  infpire. 
Ye  fweetening  graces,  in  the  mufic  throng, 
Aflift  my  genius,  and  retrieve  the  fong 
From  dark  oblivion.     See,  my  genius  goes 
To  call  it  forth.     'Twas  thus  the  poem  rofe, 

"  Wit  is  the  Mufe's  horfe,  and  bears  on  high 
The  daring  rider  to  the  Mufes'  Iky  : 
Who,  while  his  ftrength  to  mount  aloft  he  tries, 
By  regions  varying  in  their  nature  flies. 

At  firft,  he  rifeth  o'er  a  land  of  toil, 
A  barren,  hard,  and  undeftrving  foil, 
Where  only  weeds  from  heavy  labour  grow. 
Which  yet  the  nation  prune,  and  keep  for  ihow; 
Where  coupling  jingling  on  their  accent  run, 
Whofe  point  of  epigram  is  funk  to  pun ; 
Where  f  wings  by  fancy  never  feather'd  fly, 
Where  lines  in  meafute  form'd  in  hatchets  lie  ; 
Where  altars  Hand,  eredtcd  porches  grape,  [fhape  ; 
And  fenfe  is  cramp'd  while  words  ate  par'd  to 
Where  mean  acroftics,  labour'd  in  a  frame 
On  fcatter'd  letters,  raife  a  painful  fcheme  ; 
Arid,  by  confinement  in  their  work,  cnntroul 
The  great  enlargings  of  the  boundlefs  foul ; 
Where  if  a  warrior's  elevated  fire 
Would  all  the  brighteft  ftrokes  of  verfe  require, 
Then  ftraight  in  ansgram  a  wretched  crew 
Will  pay  their  undeferving  praifes  too; 
While  on  the  rack  his  poor  disjointed  name 
Muft  tell  its  matter's  character  to  fame. 
And  (if  my  fire  and  fears  aright  prefage) 
The  labouring  writers  of  a  future  age 
Shall  clear  new  ground,  and  grots  and  caves  repair, 
To  civilize  the  babbling  echoes  there. 
Then,  while  a  lover  treads  a  lonely  walk, 
His  voice  fhall  with  its  own  reflection  talk, 
The  cli.fmg  founds  of  all  the  vain  device 
Select  by  trouble  frivqluuily  nice, 

t  There,  anil  the  like  conceits,  of  puttint*  poems  into 
feveral  Ihapes,  by  the  different  lengths  ot  hues,  a:tf  ti»- 
qucnt  in  9M  pocta  «  iiioi;  .ij.^b-v 
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Refound  through  verfe,  and  v.'ith  a  falfe  pretence 

Support  the  dialogue,  and  paft  for  fenfe. 

Can  things  like  thefe  to  lading  praife  pretend  ? 

Can  any  mufe  the  worthlefs  toil"  befriend  ? 

Ye  facred  virgins,  in  my  thoughts  ador'd, 

Ah,  be  for  ever  in  nv  lines  deplor'd, 

If  tricks  on  words  acquire  an  endlcfs  name, 

And  trifles  merit  in  the  court  of  fame  !" 

At  thi.-  the  poet  flood  concern'd  a  while, 
And  view'd  his  objects  with  a  fcornful  fmile  : 
Then  other  images  of  kifferent  kind, 
With  different  workings,  enter'd  on  his  mind  ; 
At  whofe  approach,  he  feh  the  former  gone, 
And  fhiver'd  in  conceit,  and  thus  went  on  : 

"   By  a  cold  region  next  the  rider  goes, 
Where  all  lies  cover'd  in  eternal  fnows ; 
Where  no  bright  genius  drives  the  chariot  high, 
To  glitter  on  the  ground,  and  gild  the  fky. 
Bleak  level  realm,  where  frigid  fbks  abound, 
Where  never  yet  a  daring  thought  was  found, 
But  counted  feet  is  poetry  definM  ; 
And  ftarv'd  conceits,  that  chill  the  reader's  mind, 
A  little  fenfe  in  many  words  imply, 
And  drag  in  loitering  numbers  {lowly  by. 
Here  dry  fententious  fpeeches,  half  afleep, 
Prolong'd  in  lines,  o'er  many  pages  creep  ; 
Nor  over  fhow  the  pafiions  well  exprefs'd, 
Nor  raife  like  paffions  in  another's  bread. 
Here  flat  narrations  fair  exploits  debafe, 
In  pieafures  void  of  every  mining  grace; 
Which  never  arm  their  hero  for  the  field, 
Nor  with  prophetic  dory  paint  the  fhield, 
Nor  fix  the  crell,  nor  make  the  feathers  wave, 
Nor  with  their  characters  reward  the  brave  ; 
Undeck'd  they  ftand,  and  unadorn'd  with  praife, 
And  fail  to  profit,  while  they  fail  to  pleafe. 
Here  forc'd  defcription  is  fo  ftrangely  wrought, 
It  never  (lamps  its  image  on  the  thought ; 
The  lifelefi  trees  may  ftand  for  ever  bare, 
And  rivers  flop,  for  aught  the  readers  care ; 
They  fee  no  branches  trembling  in  the  woods, 
Nor  hear  the  murmurs  of  incrcafing  floods, 
Which  near  the  roots  with  ruffled  waters  flow, 
And  (hake  the  fhadowsof  the  houghs  below. 
Ah,  facred  verfe,  replete  with  heavenly  flame, 
Such, cold  endeavouis  would  invade  thy  name! 
The 'writer  fondly  would  in  thefe  furvive, 
Which,  wanting  ("pint,  neverfeem'd  alive  : 
"But,  if  applaufe  or  fame  attend  his-  pen, 
JLtt  breathlefs  ftatues  pafs  for  breathing  men." 

Here  feem'd  the   finger   touch'd  at  what  he 

fung, 

And  grief  a  while  delay'd  his  hand  and  tongue  : 
But  ioon  he  checkM  his  fingers,  chofe  a  fttain,  • 
And  flourifti'd  fhrill,  and  thus  arofe  again  : 

"  Pafs  the  next  region  which  appears  to  fhow  : 
'Tis  very  open,  unimprov'd,  and  low  ; 
No  noble  flights  of  elevated  thought, 
No  nervous  ftrength  of  fenfe  maturely  wrought, 
Poffefs  this  realm,  hr.t  common  turn*  are  there, 
Which  idly  fp'.rrive  move  viifh  chiidifh  air. 
On  callow  wing*,  and  like  a  plague  of  flies, 
The  little  fancies  in  a  poem  rife, 
The  jaded  reader  every  where  to  ftrike, 
And  move  Jus  paffions  every  where  alike. 


There  all  the  graceful  nymphs  are  forc'd  to  p'a 
Where  any  water  bubbles  in  the  way  : 
There  fhagcry  fatyrs  are  oblig'd  to  rove 
In  all  the  fields,  and  over  all  the  grove  : 
There  every  ftar  is  fummon'd  from  its  fphere, 
To  drefr  one  face,  and  make  Clorinda  fair  : 
There  Cupids  fling  their  darts  in  tvery  fong, 
Whillt  nature  (lands  neglected  all  along : 
Till  the  teaz'd  hearer,  vex'd  nt  laft  to  find 
One  conftant  object  dill  affault  the  mind, 
Admires  no  more  at  what's  no  longer  new, 
And  haftes  to  fhun  the  perfecuting  view. 
There  bright  furprifcs  of  poetic  rage 
(Whofe  ftrength  and  beauty,  more  confirm'd  in 

age 

For  having  lafted,  laft  the  longer  ftill) 
By  weak  attempts  are  imitated  ill, 
Or  carried  on  beyond  their  proper  light, 
Or  with  refinement  flourifh'd  out  of  fight. 
There  metaphors  on  metaphors  abound, 
And  fenfe  by  differing  images  confound  : 
Strange  injudicious  management  of  thought, 
Not  born  to  rage,  nor  into  method  brought. 
Ah,  facred  Mufe  !  from  (uch  a  realm  retreat, 
Nor  idly  wafte  the  influence  of  thy  heat 
On  fhallow  foils,  where  quick  productions  rife, 
And  wither  as  the  warmth  that  rais'd  them  dies." 

Here  o'er  his  bread  a  fort  of  pity  roll'd, 
Which  fomething  labouring  in  the  mind  controll'd, 
And  made  him  touch  the  loud  refounding  firings, 
While  thus  wiih  mufic's  ftronger  tones  he  fings  : 

"  Mount  higher  ftill,  ftill  keep  thy  faithful  kat 
Mind  the  firm  reins,  and  curb  thy  courfers  heat; 
Nor  let  him  touch  the  realms  that  next  appear, 
Whofe  hanging  turrets  feem  a  fall  to  fear; 
And  ftrangely  ftand  along  the  tracts  of  air, 
Where  thunder  rolls,  and  bearded  comets  glare. 
The  thoughts  that  moft  extravagantly  foar, 
The  words  that  found  as  if  they  meant  to  roar  ; 
For  rant  and  noife  are  offer 'd  here  to  choice, 
And  ftand  elected  by  the  public  voice. 
All  fchemes  are  flighted  which  attempt  to  fhine 
At  once  with  ftrange  and  probable  defign; 
'Tis  here  a  mean  conceit,  a  vulgar  view, 
That  bears  the  feaft  refpetft  to  fecming  true ; 
While  every  trifling  turn  of  things  is  Ceen 
To  move  hy  gods  descending  in  machine. 
Here  (welling  lines  with  (talking  ftnn  proceed, 
And  in  the  clouds  terrific  rumblings  breed  ; 
Here  fingle  heroes  deal  grim  deaths  around, 
And  armies  perifh  in  tremenduous  lound  ; 
Here  fearful  mrnfters  are  preferv'd  to  die, 
In  fuch  a  tumult  as  affrights  the  (ky  ; 
For  which  the  golden  fun  (hall  hide  with  dread, 
And  Neptune  lift  his  fedgy-matted  head. 
Admire  the  roar,  and  dive  with  dire  difmay, 
And  ferk  his  deeped  chambers  in  the  fea. 
To  raile  their  luhject  thus  the  lines  devife, 
And  fulie  extravagance  would  fain  furprife; 
Yet  ftill,  ye  gods,  ye  live  uniouch'ti  by  fear, 
And  undifturb'd  at  bellowing  monftejs  here  : 
But  with  compaflion  guard  the  brain  cf  nr.e;,, 
If  thus  they  billow  through  the  poets  pen  : 
So  will  the  reader's  eyes  difcern  aright 
The  rafhcii  fally  from  the  iioblefl  flight, 
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And  find  that  only  boafl.  and  found  agree 
To  feem  the  life  and  voice  of  majefty, 
When  writers  rampant  on  Apollo  call, 
And  bid  him  enter  and  poffcfs  them  all, 
And  make  his  flames  afford  a  wild  pretence 
To  keep  them  unreftrain'd  by  common  fenfe. 
Ah,  facred  verfe  !  left  reafon  quit  thy  feat, 
Give  none  to  fuch,  or  give  a  gentler  heat." 

'Twas  here  the  finger  felt  his  temper  wrought 
By  fairer  profpe<3s,  which  arofe  to  thought ; 
And  in  himfelf  a  while  collected  fat, 
And  much  admir'd  at  this,  and  much  at  that; 
Till  all  the  beauteous  forms  in  order  ran, 
And  then  he  took  their  track,  and  thus  began  : 

"  Above  the  beauties,  far  above  the  (how 
In  which  weak  nature  dreffes  here  below, 
Stands  the  great  palace  of  the  bright  and  fine, 
Where  fair  ideas  in  full  glory  fhine ; 
Eternal  models  of  exalted  parts, 
The  pride  of  minds,  and  conquerors  of  hearts, 

Upon  the  firft  arrival  here,  are  feen 
Rang'd  walks  of  bay,  the  Mufes"  ever-green, 
Each  fwcetly  fpringing  from  fome  facred  bough, 
Whofe  circling  (hade  adorn'd  a  poet's  brow, 
While  through  the  leaves,  in  unmolefted  ikies, 
The  gentle  breathing  of  applaufes  flies, 
And  flattering  founds  are  heard  within  the  breeze, 
And  pleafing  murmur  runs  among  the  trees, 
And  fall*  of  water  join  the  flattering  founds, 
And  murmur  foftening  from  the  fhore  rebounds. 
The  warbled  melody,  the  lovely  fights, 
The  calms  of  folitude  infpire  delights, 
The  dazzled  eyes,  the  ravifh'd  ears,  are  caught, 
The  panting  heart  unites  to  purer  thought, 
And  grateful  fhiverings  wander  o'er  tlje  fldn, 
And  wondrous  ecftacies  arife  within, 
Whence  admiration  overflow*  the  mind, 
And  leaves  the  pleafure  felt,  but  undefin'd. 
Stay,  daring  rider,  now  no  longer  rove ; 
Now  pafs  to  find  the  palace  through  the  grove  : 
Whate'er  you  fee,  whate'er  you  feel,  difplay 
The  realm  you  fought  for  ;  daring  rider,  flay. 

Here  various  fancy  fpreads  a  vaiied  fcene, 
And  judgment  likes  the  fight,  and  looks  ferene, 
And  can  be  pleas'd  itfelf,  and  helps  to  pleafe, 
And  joins  the  work,  and  regulates  the  lays. 
Thus,  on  a  plan  defign'd  by  double  care, 
The  building  rifes  in  the  glittering  air, 
With  juft  agreement  fram'd  in  every  part, 
And  fmoothly  poltfh'd  with  the  nicelt  art. 

Here  laurel-boughs,  which  ancient  heroes  wore, 
Now  not  I'o  fading  as  they  prov'd  before, 
Wreath  round  the  pillars  which  the  poets  rear, 
And  flope  their  points  to  make  a  foilage  there. 
Here  chaplets,  pull'd  in  gemly-breathing  wind, 
And  wrought  by  lovers  innocently  kind, 
Hung  o'er  the  porch,  their  fragrant  odours  give, 
And  frefh  in  lading  fong  for  ever  live. 
The  ftiades,  for  whom  with  fuch  indulgent  care 
fame  wreaths  the  boughs,  or  hangs  the  chaplets 

there, 

To  deathlefs  honours  thus  preferv'd  above, 
For  ages  conquer,  or  for  ages  love. 

Here  bold  defcription  paints  the  walls  within, 
Her  pencil  touches,  and  the  \yorid  is  lecn  : 


The  fields  look  beauteous  in  their  flowery  pride, 
The  mountains  rear  aloft,  the  vales  fubfide; 
The  cities  rife,  the  rivers  feem  to  play, 
And  hanging  rocks  repel  the  foaming  fea  ; 
The  foaming  feas  their  angry  billows  (how, 
Curl'd  white  above,  and  darkly  roll'd  below, 
Or  ceafe  their  rage,  and,  as  they  calmly  lie. 
Return  the  pleafing  pictures  of  the  fky; 
The  fkies,  extended  in  an  open  view, 
Appear  a  lofty  diftant  arch  of  blue, 
la  which  defcription  ftains  the  painted  bow, 
Or  thickens  clouds,  and  feathers-out  the  fnow 
Or  mingles  blufhes  in  the  morning  ray, 
Or  gilds  the  noon,  or  turns  an  evening  gray. 

Here,  on  the  pedeftals  of  war  and  peace, 
In  different  rows,  and  with  a  different  grace, 
Fine  ftatues  proudly  ride,  or  nobly  Itand, 
To  which  narration  with  a  pointing  hand 
Directs  the  fight  and  makes  examples  pleafe 
By  boldly  venturing  to  dilate  in  praife  ; 
While  chofen  beauties  lengthen  r.ut  the  Jong, 
Yet  make  her  hearers  never  think  it  lo:,g. 
Or  if,  with  clofer  art,  with  fprightly  mein, 
Scarce  like  herfelf,  and  more  like  Action  feen, 
She  bids  their  fa(5ts  in  images  arife, 
Ai\d  feem  to  pafs  before  the  reader's  eyes, 
The  words  like  charms  inchanted  motion  give, 
And  all  the  ftatues  of  the  palace  live. 
Then  hofts  embattled  ftretch  their  lines  afar, 
Their  leader's  fpeeches  animate  the  war, 
The  trumpets  found,  the  feather'd  arrows  fly, 
The   fword   is  drawn,    the    lance    is    tofs'd    on 

high, 

The  brave  prefs  on,  the  fainter  forces  yield, 
And  death  in  different  fhupes  deforms  the  field. 
Or,  fhould  the  fhepherds  be  difpos'd  to  play, 
Amintor's  jolly  pipe  beguiles  the  day, 
And  jocund  echos  dally  with  the  found, 
And  nyn;phs  in  mcafures  trip  along  the  ground, 
And,  ere  the  dews  have  wet  the  grafs  below, 
Turn  homewards  finging  all  the  way  they  go. 

Here,  as  on  circumfrance  narrations  dwell, 
And  tell  what  moves,  and  hardly  feem  to  tell, 
The  toil  of  heroes  on  the  dufty  plains, 
Or  on  the  green  the  merriment  of  fwains, 
Reflection  Tptaks  :  then  all  the  forms  that  rofe 
In  life's  inchanted  fcene  themfelves  compofe  ; 
\Yhilft  the  grave  voice,  controlling  all  the  fpells, 
With  folcmn  utterance,  thus  the  moral  teils  : 
"  So  public  worth  its  enemies  deftroys, 
"   Or  private  innocence  itielf  enjoys." 

Here  all  the  puflions,  for  their  greater  fway. 
In  all  the  power  of  words  themfelves  array; 
And  hence  the  foft  pathetic  gently  charms, 
And  hence  die  bolder  fills  the  breaft  with  arms. 
Sweet  love  in  numbers  finds  a  world  of  darts, 
And  with  defirings  wounds  the  tender  hearts, 
fair  ho].e  difplays  its  pinions  to  the  wind, 
And  flutters  in  the  lines,  and  lifts  the  mind. 
Brift:  joy  with  ti  .infport  fills  the  riung  ftrain, 
Breaks  in  the  r.otes,  and  bounds  in  every  vein. 
Stern  courage,  glittering  in  the  fparks  of  ire, 
Inflames  thole  lays  that  let  the  breafl  on  fire, 
Averlion  learns  to  fly  with  fwifter  will, 
la  numbers*  u;u°ht  to  reprciint  an  ill, 
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By  frightful  accents  fear  produces  fears ; 
By  fad  expreffion  forrow  melts  to  tears  : 
And  dire  amazement  and  defpair  are  brought 
By  words  of  horror  through  the  wiids  of  thought. 
'  1'is  thus  tumultuous  paffions  learn  to  roll; 
Thus,  arm'd  with  poetry,  they  win  the  foul. 

Pafs  farther  through  the  dome,  another  view 
Would  now  the  pleasures  of  thy  mind  renew, 
Where  oft  defcription  for  the  colours  goes, 
Which  raife  and  animate  its  native  (hows; 
Where  oft  narration  feeks  a  florid  grace 
To  keep  from  finking  ere  'tis  time  to  ceafe ; 
Where  eafy  turns  reflection  looks  to  find, 
When  morals  aim  at  drefs  to  plcafe  the  mind ; 
Where  lively  figures  are  for  ufe  array'd, 
And  thefe  an  action,  thofe  a  pafli.>n,  aid. 

There  modeft  metaphors  in  order  fit, 
With  unaffected,  undifguifmg  wit, 
That  leave  their  own,  and  feek  another's  place, 
Not  forc'd,  but  changing  with  an  eafy  pace, 
To  deck  a  notion  faintly  feen  before, 
And  truth  preferves  her  fhape,  ,and  fhines  the 
more. 

By  thefe  the  beauteous  fimiles  refide, 
In  look  more  open,  in  defign  ally'd, 
Who,  fond  of  liken ds,  from  another's  face 
Bring  every  feature's  correfponding  grace, 
With  near  approaches  in  expreffion  flow, 
And  take  'he  turn  their  pattern  loves  to  (how  ; 
As  in  a  glafs  the  (hadows  meet  the  fair, 
And  drefs  and  practife  with  refembling  air. 
Thus  truth  by  pleafure  doth  her  aim  purfue, 
Looks  bright,  and  fixes  on  the  doubled  view. 

There  repetitions  one  another  meet, 
Exprefsly  ftrong,  or  languifhingly  fvveet, 
And  raife  the  fort  of  fentiment  they  pleafe, 
And  urge  the  fort  of  fentiment  they  raife. 

There  clofe  in  order  are  the  queftions  plac'd, 
Which  march  with  art  conceal'd  in  fhovvs  of  hade, 
And  work  the  reader  till  his  mind  be  brought 
To  make  its  anfwers  in  the  writer's  thought. 
Tor  thus  the  moving  paffions  feem  to  throng, 
And  with  their  quicknefs  force  the  foul  along ; 
And  thus  the  i'oul  grows  fond  they  (hould  prevail, 
When  every  queftion  feems  a  fair  appeal ; 
And  if  by  juft  degrees  of  ftrength  they  foar, 
In  fteps  as  equal  each  affects  the  more. 

There  ftraiige  commotion,  naturally  fhown, 
Speaks  on  regardlefs  that  fhe  fpeaks  alone, 
Nor  minds  if  they  to  whom  (he  talks  be  near, 
Nor  cares  if  that  to  which  (he  talks  can  hear. 
The  warmth  of  anger  dares  an  abfent  foe  ; 
The  words  of  pity  fpeak  to  tears  of  woe  ; 
The  love  that  hopes,  on  errands  fends  the  breeze; 
And  love  defpairing  moans  to  naked  trees. 

There  (land  the  new  creations  <  f  the  mufe, 
Poetic  perfons,  whom  the  writers  ufe 
XVhene'er  a  caufc  magnificently  ^reat 
Would  fix  attention  with  peculiar  weight. 
'  I'i*  hence  ihat  humble  provinces  are  (cen 
Tr.vH'orni'ii  to  matrons  with  neglected  mien, 
\Vho  eall  their  w.irriors  in  a  mournful  found, 
Ar..i  (hew  tiieir  crowns  nf  tiiirtti  ui   the  ground, 
While  over  urns  reclining  river's  moan 
They  ihouid  enrich  *.  nation  net  th/--ir  uwn. 


Tis  hence  the  vinues  are  no  mere  cenfin'd 

To  be  but  rules  of  reafon  in  the  mind  ; 

The  heavenly  forms  ftart  forth,  appear  to  breathe, 

And  iu  bright  fliapes  converfe  with  men  beneath  j 

And,  as  a  god  in  combat  valour  leads, 

In  council  prudence  as  a  goddefs  aids. 

There  exclamations  all  the  voice  employ 
In  fudden  fluflies  o£  concern  or  joy  : 
Then  feem  the  flukes,  which  the  paffions  bound, 
To  b«rft  afunder  with  a  fpeechlefs  found ; 
And  then  with  tumult  and  furprife  they  roll, 
And  (hew  the  cafe  important  in  the  foul. 

There  rifing  fentences  attempt  to  fpeak, 
Which  wonder,  forrow,  fliame,  or  anger  break  j 
But  fo  the  part  directs  to  find  the  reft, 
That  what  remains  behind  is  more  than  guefs'd. 
Thus  fill'd  with  eafe,  yet  left  unfinifh'd  too, 
The  fc-nfe  looks  large  within  the  reader's  view  : 
He  freely  gathers  all  the  paffion  means, 
And  artful  filence  more,  than  words  explains, 
Methinks  a  thoufand  graces  more  I  fee, 
And  I  could  dwell — but  when  would  thought  be 

free 

Engaging  method  ranges  all  the  band. 
And  fmooth  tranfition  joins  them  hand  in  hand  ' 
Around  the  mufic  of  my  lays  they  throng, 
Ah,  too  defei  ving  objects  of  my  fong  '. 
Live,  wondrous  palace,  live  fecure  of  time, 
To  (enfes  harmony,  to  fouls  fublime, 
And  juft  proportion  all,  and  great  defign, 
And  lively  colours,  and  an  air  divine. 

'Tis  here  that,  guided  by  the  Mufes'  fire, 
And  fili'd  with  facred  thought,  her  friends  re» 

tire, 

Unbent  to  care,  and  unconcero'd  with  noife, 
To  tafte  repofe  and  elevated  joys, 
Which  in  a  deep  untroubled  leifure  meet, 
Serenely  raviftiing,  politely  fweet. 
From  hence  the  charms  that  ruoft  engage  they 

choofe, 

And,  as  they  pleafe,  the  glittering  objects  ufe ; 
While  to  their  genius,  more  than  art,  they  truft, 
Yet  art  acknowledges  their  labours  juft. 
From  hence  they  look,  from  this  exalted  (how, 
To  choofe  their  fubject  in  the  world  below, 
And  where  an  hero  well  defervcs  a  name, 
They  confecrate  his  acts  in  fong  to  fame  ; 
Or,  if  a  fciencc  unadorn'd  they  find, 
They  fmooth  its  look  to  pleafe  and  teach  the. 

mind ; 

And  where  a  friendfhip's  generoufly  ftrong, 
They  celebrate  the  knot  of  fouls  in  fong; 
Or,  if  the  verfes  muft  inflame  defire, 
The  thoughts  are  melted,  and  the  words  on  fire  : 
But,  when  the  temples  deck'd  with  glory  (land, 
And  hymns  of  gratitude  the  pods  demand, 
i  heir  bofoms  kindle  wi:h  cekftial  love, 
And  then  alone  they  caft  their  eyes  above. 

Hail,  facred  vtrlc  !  ye  facred  Mules,  hail ! 
Could  1  your  pltalures  with  your  fuc  reveal. 
The  world  might  then  be  taught  to  knew  you 

light, 

And  court  yorr  rage,  and  envy  my  deligf  t. 
Hut,  \vhiift  I  follow  v  litre  your  pointed  beams 
My  comic  circcling  fi.c-o:  in  » olden  {Ircic.is, 
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The  bright  appearance  dazzles  fancy's  eyes, 
And  weary 'd-out  the  fix'd  attention  lies; 
Knou^h,  my  verfes,  have  you  work'd  my  breaft, 
I'll  feek  the  facred  grove,  and  fink  to  reft." 

No  longer  now  the  ravifli'd  poet  fung, 
His  voice  in  eafy  cadence  left  the  tongue  ; 
Nor  o'er  the  mufic  did  his  fingers  fly, 
The  founds  ran  tingling,  and  they  feem'd  to  die. 

O,  Bolingbroke  !  O  favourite  of  the  ikies, 

0  born  to  gifts  by  which  the  nobleft  rife, 
Tmprov'd  in  arts  by  which  the  brighteft  pleafe, 
Intent  to  bufinefs,  and  polite  for  eafe  ; 
Sublime  in  eloquence,  where  loud  applaufe 
Hath  ftyl'd  thee  patron  of  a  nation's  caufe, 
'Twas  there  the  world  perceiv'd  and  own'd  thee 

great, 

Thence  Anna  call'd  thee  to  the  reins  of  ftate; 
"  Go,  faid  the  greateft  queen,  with  Oxford  go, 
And  ftill  the  tumults  of  the  world  below, 
Exert  thy  powers,  and  profper  ;  he  that  knows 
To  move  with  Oxford,  never  (hould  repofe." 

She  fpake  :  the  patriot  overfpread  thy  mind, 
And  all  thy  days  to  public  good  refign'd. 
J!lfe  might  thy  foul,  fo  wonderfully  wrought 
Tor  every  depth  and  turn  of  curious  thought, 
To  this  the  poet's  fweet  recefs  retreat, 
And  thence  report  the  pleafures  of  the  feat, 
Defcribe  the  raptures  which  a  writer  knows, 
When  in  his  breaft  a  vein  of  fancy  glows, 
Defcribe  his  bufinefs  while  he  works  the  mine, 
Defcribe  his  temper  when  he  fees  it  fhine, 
Or  fay,  when  readers  eafy  verfe  infnares, 
Kow  much  the  writer's  mind  can  act  on  theirs : 
"Whence  images,  in  charming  numbers  fet, 
A  fort  of  likenefs  in  the  foul  beget, 
And  what  fair  vifions  oft  we  fancy  nigh 
By  fond  delufions  of  the  fwimming  eye, 
Or  further  pierce  through  nature's  maze  to  find 
How  paffions  drawn  give  paffions  to  the  mind. 

Oh,  what  3  fweet  confufion  !  what  furpife ! 
How  quick  the  fhifting  views  of  pleafure  rife  ! 
While,  lightly  fkimming,  with  a  tranfient  wing, 

1  touch  the  beauties  which  I  wifh  to  fing. 
Is  verfe  a  fovereign  regent  of  the  foul, 
And  fitted  all  its  motions  to  control  ? 

Or  are  they  fitters,  tun'd  at  once  above, 
And  fhake  like  unifons  if  either  move  ? 
For,  when  the  numbers  fing  an  tager  fight, 
I've  heard  a  foldier's  voice  exprefs  delight; 


I've  feen  his  eyes  with  crowding  fpirlts  fhine, 
And  round  his  hilt  his  hand  unthinking  twine. 
When  from  the  fliore  the  fickle  Trojan  flies, 
And  in  fweet  meafures  poor  Eliza  dies. 
I've  feen  the  book  forfake  the  vii  gin's  hand, 
And  in  her  eyes  the  tears  but  hardly  ftand. 
I've  known  her  blufh  at  foft  Corinna's  name, 
And  in  red  characters  confefs  a  flame  : 
Or  wifh  fuccefs  had  more  adorn'd  his  arms, 
Who  gave  the  world  for  Cleopatra's  charms. 

Ye  fons  of  glory,  be  my  firft  appeal, 
If  here  the  power  of  lines  thefe  lines  reveal. 
When   fome   great  youth   has   with    impetuou* 

thought 

Read  o'er  atchievements  which  another  wrought, 
And  feen  his  courage  and  his  honour  go 
Through  crowding  nations  in  triumphant  {how, 
His  foul,  enchanted  by  the  words  he  reads, 
Shines  all  impregnated  with  fparkling  feeds, 
And  courage  here,  and  honour  there,  appears 
In  brave  defign  that  foars  beyond  his  years ; 
And  this  a  fpear,  and  that  a  chariot  lends, 
,  And  war  and  triumph  he  by  turns  attends; 
Thus  gallant  pleafures  are  his  waking  dream, 
'1  ill   i'ome   fair   caufe   have   call'd  him  forth  t* 

fame. 

Then,  form'd  to  life  on  what  the  poet  made, 
And  breathing  flaughter,  and  in  arms  array'd, 
He  marches  forward  on  the  daring  foe, 
And  emulation  a<fts  in  every  blow. 
Great  Hedlor's  fhade  in  fancy  ftalks  along, 
From  rank  to  rank  amongft  the  martial  throng; 
While  from  his  a<fts  he  learns  a  noble  rage, 
And  fhines  like  Heeler  in  the  prefent  age. 
Thus  verfe  will  raife  him  to  the  victor's  bays; 
And    verfe,    that   rais'd   him,    (hail  re-found  his 

praife. 

Ye  tender  beauties,  be  my  witnefs  too, 
If  fong  can  charm,  and  if  my  fong  be  true. 
With  fweet  experience  oft  a  fair  may  find 
Her  paflkns  mov'd  by  paffions  well  defign 'd; 
And  then  the  longs  to  meet  a  gentle  fwain, 
And  longb  to  love,  and  to  be  lov'd  again. 
And  if  by  chance  an  amorous  youth  appears, 
With  pants  and  blufhes  fhc  the  courtfhip  hears; 
And  finds  a  tale  that  muft  with  theirs  agree, 
And  he's  Septimius,  and  his  Acme  fhe  : 
Thus  loft  in  thought  her  melted  heart  fhe  gives,, 
And  the  rais'd  lover  by  the  poet  live*. 
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SAMUEL  GART«  was  of  a  good  femily  in  Yorkshire  ;  but  the  year  and  place  of  hi»  birth  are  not 
certainly  known. 

From  feme  fchool  in  his  own  county,  he  was  fent  to  Peter-Houfe  College  in  Cambridge,  where 
he  refided  till  he  commenced  Dodor  of  Phyfic,  July  7,  1691. 

He  now  repaired  to  London,  where  he  refolved  to  fettle  in  the  practice  of  his  profefiion,  and 
was  examined  before  the  College  of  Phyficians  lath  March  1691-*,  and  admitted  a  Fellow  a6th 
June  1693. 

He  was  foon  fo  much  diftinguifhed  by  his  converfation  and  accomplishments,  as  to  obtain  very 
exterlfive  practice,  and  had  the  favour  and  confidence  of  the  Whigs,  as  Radcliffe  had  of  thtf 
Tories. 

In  1696,  he  afied  a  confpicuous  part  in  the  famous  diflenfion  in  the  College  of  Phyficians,  con 
cerning  the  obfervance  of  an  edi<5t,  pafled  a8th  July  1687,  requiring  all  the  Fellows,  Candidates, 
and  Licentiates  to  give  gratuitous  advice  to  the  neighbouring  poor. 

He  is  always  mentioned  as  a  man  of  benevolence ;  and,  on  this  occafion,  he  concurred  with  a 
majority  of  the  College,  in  enforcing  the  obfervance  of  the  edi&,  and  in  adopting  a  propofition 
for  a  fubfcription  among  the  members,  to  accommodate  the  poor  with  medicines  at  prime  coft,  by 
preparing  them  in  a  proper  difpenfatory  for  that  purpofe. 

ThU  work  of  charity  having  expofed  him  and  the  phyficians  with  whom  he  afted  to  a  malignant 
•ppofition  from  fpme  members  of  the  College,  and  the  Society  of  Apothecaries,  he  refolved  to  ex- 
pofe  their  envy  and  refentfnent  in  a  proper  fatirc. 

He  was  not  long  in  executing  his  purpofe  with  peculiar  fpirit  and  vivacity,  in  his  admirable  bur- 
lefque  poem,  intituled  The  Dlffenfary^  which  came  out  fugrantt  l/ello,&nd  co-operating  with  the  paf- 
fions  and  prejudices  then  prevalent,  was  univerfally  and  liberally  applauded.  It  was  on  the  fide  of 
charity,  againft  the  intrigues  of  intereft ;  and  of  regular  learning,  againft  licentious  ufurpa- 
tion  of  medical  authority ;  and  was  therefore  naturally  favoured  by  thofe  who  read  and  can  judge 
•f  poetry. 

It  was  dedicated  to  Anthony  Henley,  Efq.,  and  had  commendatory  verfes  before  it,  by  Charlet 
Boyle,  afterwards  Earl  of  Orrery,  Colonel  Ccdrington,  Thomas  Chetk,  Efq.,  and  Colonel  Blunt  » 
and  bore  three  imprcflions  in  a  few  months. 

In  1697,  he  fpoke  the  Harveian  Oration^  before  the  College  in  Warwick-Laner  "  to  the  great 
fetisfaftion  of  the  auditors,  and  fcis  own  honour,"  as  it  is  expreffed  in  the  regifter  of  the  College. 
The  apvlaufe  with  which  it  was>  received  by  the  College,  was  confirmed  by  the  public,  who,  in 
this  inftance,  teftified  almoft  an  equal  admiration  of  the  poet,  who  expofed,  in  the  genteeleft  fa- 
tire,  the  mean-fpirittd  intrigues  of  the  falfe  brethren  of  the  Fucuky,  and  of  the  orator,  who  ridi 
culed,  with  a  juft  Ipirit  and  inimitable  humour,  the  mifchievoui  knavery  of  the  multifarious  claflcs 
'W  quacks. 
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In  the  Harvelan  Oration,  he  introduced  an  animated  apoftrophe  to  King  William,  "  Ad  te  nunc 
coronidis  loco  convertimur  Guliehnc  Augufte,"  &c.,  and  an  eloquent  encomium  on  the  bleflings  of 
the  Revolution. 

On  the  death  of  Dryden,  in  I'OJ,  he  performed  a  memorable  avt  of  generofity  and  tendernefs, 
in  providing  a  fuitable  interment  to  his  (hamefully  abandoned  corpfe ;  which  he  caufed  to  be 
brought  to  the  College  of  Phyficians,  propofed  and  encouraged  a  fubfcription  for  defraying  the  ex- 
pence  of  a  funeral,  pronounced  a  proper  oration  over  the  great  poet's  remains,  and  afterwards  at 
tended  the  folemmty  from  Warwick  Lane  to  Weftminfter  Abbey. 

For  this  one  pious  action,  the  memory  of  Garth  will  be  regarded  with  everlafting  honour  and 
gratitude, by  the  admirers  of  the  great  father  of  genuine  Englifh  poetry, 
tn  1702,  he  was  elected  one  of  the  cenfors  of  the  College  of  Phyficians. 

Being  an  adHve  and  zealous  Whig,  he  was  an  original  member  of  the  Kit-Kat  Club,  eftabliflied 
in  1703,  which  confided  of  about  thirty  noblemen  and  gentlemen,  diflinguifhed  by  a  warm  zeal 
for  the  fucceflion  in  the  Houfe  of  Hanover. 

It  received  its  name  from  one  Chriftopher  Kat,  a  paftry-cook,  near  the  tavern  in  King-Street, 
Weftminfter,  where  they  met,  who  often  ferved  them  with  tarts,  and  other  things  in  his  war. 

Old  Jacob  Tonfon,  the  bookfeller,  was  their  fccretary  ;  and  the  portraits  of  all  the  original  mam- 
bers  of  the  club,  painted  by  Kneller,  were  long  in  the  pofiefiion  of  his  family  at  Barn-elms,  and  arc 
now  the  propcity  of  Richard  Baker,  Efq.,  and  are  at  his  houfe  in  Hill-Street,  Berkley  Square, 
London. 

In  concert  with  Halifax,  and  other  members  of  the  Club,  who  recommended  loyalty  and  liberty, 
by  the  powerful  influence  of  wit  and  pleafantry,  Garth  furniftied  extempore  epigrams  on  the  moft 
celebrated  Whig  beauties,  which  were  infcribed  on  their  drinking  glaffes. 

He  was  familiarly  known  to  all  the  great  men  of  the  Whig  party,  and  enjoyed,  with  great  mo- 
deration,  the  funfhine  of  court-favour  during  Godolphin's  adminiftration,  and  attended  the  dif- 
miflion  of  that  minifter,  in  1710,  with  a  fhort  poem,  which  is  an  unequivocal  teftimony  of  his  gra 
titude,  and  the  fteadinefs  and  fincerity  of  his  attachment. 

There  were  fome  to  whom  this  teftimony  of  gratitude  was  difpleafing,  and  the  poem  was  fevere- 
ly  criticifed  by  Prior,  in  "  The  Examiner,"  a  paper  engaged  in  defence  of  the  new  miniftry,  and 
fuccefsfully  vindicated  by  Addifon,in  "  The  Whig- Examiner,"  who  conferred  additional  honour  on 
the  poet  and  the  verfes,  by  his  admirable  vindication. 

In  1711,  he  wrote  a  dedication  for  an  intended  edition  of  Lucretius,  to  the  Elector  of  Hanover, 
which  is  remarkable  for  its  elegant  Latinity. 

At  the  acceffion  of  that  prince  to  the  Britiih  throne,  his  merits  were  acknowledged  and  reward 
ed  :  He  was  knighted  with  the  fword  of  Marlborough,  and  was  made  Phyfician  in  Ordinary  to  the 
King,  and  Phyfician-general  to  the  Army. 

In  1715,  he  publiflied  a  poem,  intituled  Clarcmont,  addrefled  to  the  Earl  of  Clare,  afterwards 
Duke  of  Newcaftle,  on  his  giving  that  name  to  his  beautiful  and  magnificent  villa,  near  Elher,  in 
Surrey. 

He  then  undertook  an  edition  of  Ovid's  Metamorphofes,  trarflated  by  feveral  hands,  to  which 
he  contributed  a  verfion  of  the  fourteenth  book,  and  prefixed  a  critical  and  recommendatory 
preface. 

This  was  his  laft  work.  His  health  now  vifibly  declined,  which  caufed  a  general  concern.  Gran- 
ville,  afterwards  Lord  Lanfdowne,  though  of  a  different  party,  teftified  his  fenfibility  in  Arams 
worthy  of  Waller : 

"  Machaon  fick  !  in  every  face  we  find, 
His  danger  is  the  danger  of  mankind,"  &c. 

He  died  i8th  January  1717-18,  and  was  buried  in  the  church  of  Harrow  or.  the  Hill.  H<:  left 
an  only  daughter,  who  was  married  to  Colonel  Boyle. 


THE   LIFE    OF    GARTH.  81 

The  perfonal  character  of  Garth  feems  to  have  been  very  amiable.  He  was  a  good  poet,  a  good 
phyfician,  and  an  honeft  man,  and  more  than  merely  and  pafllvely  fo.  His  benevolence  was  as 
active  as  it  was  extenfive.  His  hand  and  heart  went  together;  a  circumftance  more  valuable  than 
all  th~  luftre  that  genius  can  confer.  He  communicated  himfelf  through  a  very  wide  extent  of 
acquaintance;  and  though  firm  in  a  party,  yet  he  imparted  his  kindnefs  to  thofe  who  were  not  fup- 
iiofed  to  favour  his^p rinciples.  He  buried  Dryden.  He  was  an  early  encourager  of  Pope. 

Well-natur'd  Garth,  inflamed  with  early  praife. 

In  the  conflict  of  parties,  he  was  careffed  by  the  firft  wits  on    either  fide.     He  was  at  once    the 
friend  of  Addifon  and  of  Granville. 

"  The  beft  natured  of  men,"  fays  Pope,  in  one  of  his  letters  "  Sir  Samuel  Garth,  has  left  me  in  the 
trueft  concern  for  his  lofs.  His  death  was  very  heroical,  and  yet  unaffected  enough  to  have  made 
a  faint  or  a  philofopher  famous.  But  ill  tongues,  and  worfe  hearts,  have  branded  his  laft  moments 
as  wrongfully,  as  they  did  his  life  with  irreligion.  You  muft  have  heard  many  tales  upon  this 
fubject :  but  if  ever  there  was  a  good  Chriftian,  without  knowing  himfelf  to  be  fo,  it  was  Dr. 
Garth." 

His  poems  were  collected  and  printed  by  Tonfon,  among  "  The  Works  of  the  Minor  Poets," 
in  a  volumes,  iamo.,  1749.  The  Difyenfary  and  Claremont  are  generally  known  and  admired,  par 
ticularly  the  Diffenfary,  of  which  it  is  fufficient  commendation  to  fay,  that  it  is  only  inferior  in  hu 
mour,  dtfcrimination  of  character,  and  poetical  ardour,  td  the  "  Rape  of  the  Lock."  His  Clare- 
tnont  is  in  the  manner  of  Ovid,  and  has  many  of  the  beauties  and  defects  of  his  favourite  author. 
His  Tranjlations  and  petty  pieces  have  nothing  in  them  remarkable. 

"  His  poetry,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  has  been  praifed  at  leaft  equally  to  its  merit.  In  the  Difpen- 
fary  there  is  a  ftrain  of  fmooth  and  free  verification  ;  but  few  lines  are  eminently  elegant.  The 
general  defign  is  perhaps  open  to  criticifm ;  but  the  competition  can  feldom  be  charged  with  inac 
curacy  or  negligence.  The  author  never  {lumbers  in  felf- indulgence,  his  full  vigour  is  always  erect 
ed,  fcarce  a  line  is  left  unfinifhed ;  nor  is  it  eafy  to  find  an  expreffion  ufed  by  conftraint,  or  a 
thought  imperfectly  expreffed.  It  was  remarked  by  Pope,  that  the  Difpenfary  had  been  corrected 
in  every  edition,  and  that  every  change  was  an  improvement.  It  appears,  however,  to  want  fome- 
thing  of  poetical  ardour,  and  fomething  of  general  delectation  ;  and  therefore,  fince  it  has  been  no 
longer  fupported  by  accidental  and  extrhilic  popularity,  it  has  been  fcarcely  able  to  fupport 
itfelf." 

VOL.  VII.  F 


THE  DISPENSART, 


A  POEM, 


IN  SIX   CANTOS, 


Hanc  veniam  petinrufijue  dasjiuf<iue  viciffim." 

HOR.  de  Arte  Poet. 


TQ 


ANTHONY   HENLEY, 


A  MAN  of  your  character  can  no  more  prevent  a 
dedication,  than  he  would  encourage  one;  for 
merit,  like  a  virgin's  blufhes,  is  dill  moft  difcover- 
ed,  when  it  labours  moft  to  be  concealed. 

It  is  hard,  that  to  think  well  pf  you,  fliould  be 
but  juftice,  and  to  tell  you  fo,  fhould  be  an  of 
fence  :  thus,  rather  than  violate  your  modefty,  I 
muft  be  wanting  to  your  other  virtues ;  and,  to 
gratify  one  good  quality,  do  wrong  to  a  thoufand. 

The  world  generally  meafures  our  efteem  by 
the  ardour  of  our  pretences ;  and  will  fcarce  be 
lieve  that  fo  much  zeal  in  the  heart,  can  be  con- 
fiftent  with  fo  much  faintnefs  in  the  expreffion  ; 
but  when  they  reflect  on  your  readinefs  to  do 
good,  and  your  induftry  to  hide  it ;  on  your  paffion 
ro  oblige,  and  your  pain  to  hefcr  it  owned  ;  they 
will  conclude  that  acknowledgments  would  be  un 
grateful  to  a  perfcn,  who  even  festps  Jp  receive 
fche  obligations  hs  confers. 


But  though  I  fhould  perfuade  myfelf  to  be  ClenC 
upon  all  occafions;  thofe  more  polite  arts,  which, 
till  of  late,  have  languifhed  and  decayed,  would 
appear  under  their  prefent  advantages,  and  own 
you  for  one  of  their  generous  reftorers ;  infomuch, 
that  fculpture  now  breathes,  painting  fpcaks,  mufic 
ravifhes ;  and  as  you  help  to  refine  our  tafte,  you 
diftinguifh  your  own. 

Your  approbation  of  this  poem,  is  the  only  ex 
ception  to  the  opinion  the  world  has  of  your  judg 
ment,  that  ought  to  relifh  nothing  fo  much  a.s 
what  you  write  yourfelf :  but  you  are  refolvcd  to 
forget  to  be  a  critic,  by  remembering  you  are  a 
friend.  To  fay  more,  would  be  uneafy  to  you ; 
and  to  fay  lefs,  would  be  unjuft  in 

Your  humble  Scrvy^ 


PREFACE. 


OINCE  this  following  poem  in  a  manner  dole  into 
the  world,  I  could  not  be  furprifed  to  find  it  un- 
correct :  though  I  can  no  more  fay  I  was  a  ftranger 
to  its  coming  abroad,  than  thaf  I  approved  oi  the 
publifher's  precipitation  in  doing  it :  for  a  hurry 
in  the  execution  generally  produces  a  leifure  in  re 
flection  ;  Co  when  we  run  the  faded,  we  ftumble 
tfie  oftened.  However,  the  errors  of  the  printer 
have  not  been  greater  than  the  candour  of  the 
reader  :  and  if  I  could  but  fay  the  fame  of  the 
defects  of  the  author,  he  would  need  no  judifica- 
tion  againft  the  cavils  of  fomc  furious  critics,  who, 
I  am  fure,  would  have  been  better  pleafed  if  they 
had  met  with  more  faults. 

Their  grand  objection  is,  that  the  fury  difeafie 
is  an  improper  machine  to  recite  characters,  and 
recommend  the  example  of  prefent  writers :  but 
though  I  had  the  authority  of  fome  "Greek  and 
Latin  poets,  upon  parallel  inftances,  to  juftify  the 
defign  ;  yet  that  I  might  not  introduce  any  thing 
that  feemed  inconfident,  or  hard,  I  darted  this 
objection  myfelf,  to  a  gentleman,  very  remarkable 
in  this  fort  of  criticifm,  who  would  by  no  means 
allow  that  the  contrivance  was  forced,  or  the  con 
duct  incongruous. 

Difeafe  is  reprefented  a  fury  as  well  as  Envy: 
{he  is  imagined  to  be  forced  by  an  incantation 
from  her  recefs ;  and,  to  be  revrfnged  on  the  ex- 
orcift,  mortifies  him  with  an  introduction  of  feve- 
ral  perfons  eminent  in  an  acconiplilhment  he  has 
made  fome  advances  in. 

Nor  is  the  compliment  lefs  to  any  great  genius 
mentioned  there  ;  fince  a  very  fiend,  who  naturally 
repines  at  any  excellency,  is  forced  to  confefs  how 
happily  they  have  all  fucceeded. 

Their  next  objection  is,  that  I  have  imitated 
the  Lutrin  of  Monfieur  Boilcau.  I  muft  own,  ! 
am  proud  of  the  imputation  ;  unlefs  their  quarrel 
be,  that  I  have  not  done  it  enough  :  but  he  that 
will  give  himfclf  the  trouble  of  examining,  will 
find  I  have  copied  him  in  nothing  but  in  two  or 
three  lines  in  the  complaint  of  Molefle,  Canto  I!, 
and  in  one  in  his  fir  ft  canto ;  the  fenfe  of  which 
line  is  entirely  his,  and  I  could  wilh  it  were  not 
the  only  good  one  in  mine. 


•  I  have  fpoke  to  the  moft  material  objections  I 
have  heard  of,  and  lhall  tell  thefc  gentlemen,  that 
for  every  fault  they  pretend  to  find  in  tlus  poem, 
I  will  undertake  to  ihew  them  two.  One  of  thefe 
curious  perfons  does  me  the  honour  to  fay,  he  ap 
proves  of  the  conclufion  of  it  ;  but  1  fuppofc  it  is 
upon  no  other  rtafon,  but  becaufe  it  is  the  con 
clufion.  However,  I  mould  not  be  much  concern 


ed  not  to  be.  thought  excellent  in 
have  very  little  practifcd  hitherto,  nor  perhaps  ever 
fhall  again. 

•  Reputation  of  this  fort  is  very  hard  to  be  got, 
and  very  ealy  to  be  loft  ;  its  purfuk  is  painful,  and 
its  pofleflion  unfruitful  ;  nor  had  I  ever  attempted 
any  thing  in  this  kind,  till  finding  the  animofities 
among  the  members  of  the  College  of  Phyficians 
increafing  daily  (notwithstanding  the  frequent  ex 
hortations  of  our  worthy  prelident  to  the  con 
trary),  I  was  perfuaded  to  attempt  fomething  of 
this  nature,  and  to  endeavour  to  rally  fome  of 
our  difaffccted  members  into  a  fenfe  of  their  duty, 
who  have  hitherto  mod  obdiuately  oppofcd  all 
manner  of  union  ;  and  have  continued  fo  unrea- 
fonably  refractory,  that  it  was  thought  fit  by  the 
College,  to  reinforce  the  obfcrvance  of  the  datutes 
by  a  bond,  which  fome  of  them  would  not  com 
ply  with,  though  none  of  them  had  refufed  the 
ceremony  of  the  cudomary  oath;  like  fome  that 
Will  truft  thci.-  wives  with  any  body,  but  their 
money  with  none.  I  \vas  forry  to  find  there  c<  ~ild 
be  any  conditutioa  that  was  not  to  be  cured  with 
out  poiibo,  and  that  there  mould  be  a  prolpect  of 
effecting  it  by  a  lefs  grateful  method  than  rcafcn 
and  perfuafion. 

The  original  of  this  difference  has  been  of  fome 
(landing,  though  it  did  not  break  out  to  fury  and 
exccfs,  until  the  time  of  erecting  the  Difpcnfary, 
being  an  apartment  in  the  college,  fet  up  for  the 
relief  of  the  fick  poor,  and  managed  ever  Cnce 
with  an  integrity  and  difintereft  fuitable  to 
charitable  a  delicti. 

If  any  pcrfon  would  be  more  fully  informe 
about  the  particulars  of  fo  pious  a  work,  I  reft 
him  to  a  treatife,  let  forth  by  the  authority  of  th 
prefijeut  and  cenlors,  in  the  year  1697.  It  is  cullc 


PREFACE. 


"  A  ftiort  Account  of  the  Proceedings  of  the 
"  College  of  Phyficians,  London,  iu  relation  to 
"  the  fick  Poor."  The  reader  may  there  not 
only  be  informed  of  the  rife  and  progrefs  of  thi 
fo  public  an  undertaking,  but  alio  of  the  concur 
rence  and  encouragement  it  met  with  from  flic 
beft,  as  well  as  the'  nioft  ancient  members  of  the 
fociety,  notwithftanding  the  vigorous  oppofition  of 
a  few  men,  who  thought  it  their  intereft  tcr  defeat 
fo  laudable  a  de-fign, 

The  intention  of  this  preface  is  not  to  perfuade 
mankind  to  enter  into  our  quarrels,  but  to  vindi 
cate  the  author  from  being  cenfured  for  taking  any 
indecent  liberty  with  a  faculty  he  has  the  honour 
to  be  a  member  of.  If  the  fatire  may  appear  di 
rected  at  any  particular  perfon,  it  is  at  fuch  only 
as  are  prefurrfed  to  be  engaged  in  difhonourable 
confederacies  for  mean  and  mercenary  ends,  againft 
the  dignity  of  their  own  profeffio'n.  But  if  there 
be  no  fuch,  then  thefe  characters  are  but  imagi 
nary,  and  by  confequence  ought  to  give  nobody 
offence. 

The  defcription  of  the  battle  is  grounded  upon 
a  feud  that  happened  in  the  Difpenfary,  betwixt 
a  member  of  the  College  with  his  retinue,  and 
forrie  of  the  fervants  that  attended  there  to  difpenfe 
the  medicines ;  and  is  fo  far  real,  though  the  poe 


tical  relation  be  fictitious,  1  hope  nobody  wi^ 
think  the  author  too  nndtcently  refit-cling  through- 
the  whole,  who,  being  too  liuble  to  faults  hirr.feif, 
ought  to  be  lefs  fevere  upon  the  mifcarriages  of 
others.  There  is  a  character  in  this  trivial  per 
formance,  which  the  town,  I  find,  applies"  to  a 
particular  perfon  :  it  is  a  reflection  which  I  fhoulcl 
be  forry  fhould  give  offence  ;  being  no  more  than 
what  may  be  faid  of  any  phyfician  remarkable  for 
much  pra&ice.  The  lulling  of  numbers  of  patients 
is  fo  trite  a  piece  of  raillery,  that  it  ought  not  to 
make  the  leaft  impreffion,  either  upon  the  reader, 
or  the  perfon  it  is  applied  to ;  being  one  that  I 
think  in  my  confcience  a  very  able  phyfician,  as 
well  as  a  gentleman  of  extraordinary  learning.  If 
I  am  hard  upon  any  one,  it  is  my  reader :  but 
fome  worthy  gentlemen,  as  remarkable  for  their 
humanity  as  their  extraordinary  parts,  have  taken 
care  to  make  him  amends  for  it,  by  prefixing 
fomething  of  their  own. 

I  confefs,  thofe  ingenious  gentlemen  have  done 
rtie  a  great  honour;  but  while  they  defign  an  ima 
ginary  panegyric  upon  me,  they  have  made  a 
real  one  upon  themfelves;  and  by  faying  how- 
much  this  fmall  performance  exceeds  fome  others, 
they  convince  the  world  how  far  it  falls  fliort  of 
theirs. 

Fiij 


THE  COPT  OF  AN  INSTRUMENT, 


SUBSCRIBED  BT 


THE  PRESIDENT,  CENSOR,  MOST  OF  THE  ELECTS,  SENIOR  FELLOWS, 
CANDIDATES,  &c.  OF  THE  COLLEGE  OF  PHYSICIANS, 

IN RELATION  TO  THE  SICK  POOR. 


WHEREAS  the  feveral  orders  of  the  College  of 
Phyficians,  London,for  prefcribing  medicines^r 
to  the  poor  fick  of  the  cities  of  London  and  Weft- 
minder,  and  parts  adjacent ;  as  alfo  propofals  made 
Z)y  the  (aid  college  to  the  Lord  Mayor,  Court  of 
Aldermen,  and  Common  Council,  of  London,  in 
jturfuance  thereof;  have  hitherto  been  ineffectual, 
for  that  no  method  hath  been  taken  to  furnifh  the 
poor  with  medicines  for  their  cure  at  low  and 
reafonable  rates;  we  therefore,  whofe  names  are 
here  under-written,  fellows  and  members  of  the 
faid  college,  being  willing  effevftually  to  promote 
fo  great  a  charity,  by  the  counfel  and  good  liking 
of  the  prefident  and  college  declared  in  their  co- 
fiiitia,  hereby  (to  wit,  each  of  us  feverally  and 
apart,  and  not  the  one  for  the  other  of  us)  do 
oblige  curfelves  to  pay  to  Dr.  Thomas  Burwell, 
fellow  and  eledt  of  the  faid  college,  the  fum  of 
ten  pounds  a-piece  of  lawful  money  of  England, 
ty  Inch  proportions,  and  at  fnch  times,  as  to  the 
major  part  of  the  fubfcribers  here  (hall  feem  moft 
<  onvcnient :  which  money,  wften  received  by  the 
laid  Dr.  Thomas  Burwell,  is  to  be  by  him  e-pcnd- 
cd  in  preparing  and  delivering  medicines  to  the 
poor  at  their  intrinfic  value,  in  fuch  manner,  and 
at  fuch  times,  and  by  fuch  orders  and  directions, 
a*  by  the  major  part  of  the  fubfcribers  hereto  Ihall, 
in  v. riting,  be  hereafter  appointed  and  directed  for 
that  purpofe. 

In  wjtnefs  whereof  we  have  hereunto  fct  our 
hands  and  fcnls,  this  twcr.ty-feccnd  day  of  De- 
c:mber  i6<J6.' 


Tho.  Millington,  Prefes, 
Tho.  Burwell,  Eledt.  and 

Cenfor. 

Sam.  Collins,  Eleft. 
Edw.  Browne,  Elcd. 
Rich.  Torlefs.Eledh  and 

Cenfor. 

Edw.  Hulfe,  Ele6r. 
Tho.  Gill,  Cenfor. 
Will.  Dawcs,  Cenfof. 
Jo.  Hutton. 
Rob.  Brady. 
Hans  Sloane. 
Rich.  Morton. 
John  Hawys. 
Ch.  Harel. 
David  Hamilton. 
Hen.  MorelH. 
Walter  Harris. 
William  Briggs. 
Tho.  Colladon. 
Martin  Lifter. 
Jo.  Colbatch. 
Bernard  Connor. 
W.  Cockburn. 
J.  le  Feure. 
P.  Sylveare. 
Ch.  Morton. 


Rich.  Robinfon. 
John  Batcman. 
Walter  Mills. 
Dan.  Coxe. 
Henry  Sampforf. 
Thomas  Gibfon. 
Charles  Goodall. 
Edm.  King. 
Sam.  Garth. 
Barnh.  Soame. 
Denton  Nichcia.v 
Jofeph  Gaylard. 
John  Woollafton. 
bteph.  Hunt. 
Oliver  Horfeman. 
Rich.  Morton,  jus. 
Walter  Charlton. 
Phineas  Fowke. 
Tho.  Alvery. 
Rob.  Gray. 
John  Wright. 
James  Drake. 
Sam.  Morris. 
John  Woodward*. 

Norn's. 

George  Colebrook. 
Gideon  Harvey. 


The  defign  of  printing  the  fubfcribers  names,  It 
to  (hew,  that  the  late  undertaking  has  th^fandioa 
of  a  college  acl ;  and  that  it  is  not  a  projtiS  car 
ried  on  by  five  or  fix  members,  as  thofe  that  Of 
pofe  it  •vvcruld  unjuftly  infinite. 


RECOMMENDATORY  POEMS. 


TO   DR.   GARTH, 

UPON  THE 

DISPENSARY. 

On  that  fome  genius  whofe  poetic  vein 

Like  Montague's  could  a  juft  piece  fuftain, 

Would  fcarch  the  Grecian  and  the  Latin  ftore, 

And  thence  prefent  thee  with  the  pureft  ore : 

In  lafting  numbers  praife  thy  whole  defign, 

And  manly  beauty  of  each  nervous  line  : 

Shew  how  your  pointed  fatire's  fterling  wit, 

Does  only  knaves  or  formal  blockheads  hit ; 

Who're  gravely  dull,  i»fipidly  ferene, 

And  carry  all  their  wildom  in  their  mien  ; 

Whom  thus  expos'd,  thus  ftriy.p'd  of  their  difguife, 

None  will  again  admire,  mod  will  defpife  1 

Shew  in  what  noble  verfe  Naffau  you  ling1, 

How  fuch  a  poet's  worthy  fuch  a  king  ! 

When  Somers"  charming  eloquence  you  praife, 

How  loftily  your  tuneful  voice  you  raife  ' 

But  my  poor  feeble  mufe  is  as  unfit 

To  praife,  as  imitate  what  you  have  writ. 

Artifts  alone  (hould  venture  to  commend 

What  Dennis  can't  condemn,  nor  Dryden  mend  : 

What  muft,  writ  with  that  fire  and  with  that  eafe, 

The  beaux,  the  ladies,  and  the  critics,  pleafe. 

C.  BOYLE. 


MY  FRIEND  THE  AUTHOR, 

DESIRING  MY  OPINION   OF  BIS  POEM. 

ASK  me  not,  friend,  what  I  approve  or  blame; 
Perhaps  1  know  not  why  I  like,  or  damn; 
1  can  be  pleas'd  ;  and  I  dare  own  I  am. 

I  read  thee  over  with  a  lover's  eye  ;  ~J 

Thou  haft  no  faults,  or  I  no  faults  can  fpy;  > 

Thou  art  all  beauty,  or  all  blindnefs  I.  j 

Critics  and  aged  beaux  of  fancy  chaftc,  ~\ 

Who  ne'er  had  fire,  or  elfe  yhofe  fire  is  pafl,  / 
Muft  judge  by  rules  what  they  want  ferce  toT 

tail",  .) 


[  would  a  poet,  like  a  miftrefs,  try,  *) 

Mot  by  her  hair,  her  hand,  her  nofe,  her  eye;  >• 
But  by  fome  namelefs  power,  to  give  me  joy.  ^ 
I'he  nymph  has  Grafton's,  Cecil's,  Churchill's"! 

charms,  ('' 

if  with  refiftlefs  fires  my  foul  me  warms,  T 

With  balm  uponher  lips,aiid  raptures  in  her arms.3 
Such  is  thy  genius,  and  fuch  art  is  thine,  ~\ 

Some  fecret  magic  works  in  every  line ; 
We  judge  not,  but  we  feel  the  power  divine.      jt 
Where  all  is  juft,  is  beauteous,  and  is  fair, 
Diftinclions  vanifh  of  peculiar  air. 
Loft  in  our  pleafure,  we  enjoy  in  you 
Lucretius,  Horace,  Sheffield,  Montague. 
And  yet  'tis  thought,  fome  critics  in  this  town,  "> 
By  rules  to  all,  but  to  themfelves,  unknown,        >• 
Will  damn  thy  verfe,  and  juftify  their  own.          3 
Why  let  them  damn  :  were  it  not  wondrous  hard 
Facetious  Mirmil  *  and  the  city  bard, 
So  near  ally'd  in  learning,  wit,  and  {kill, 
Should  not  have  leave  to  judge,  as  well  as  kill  ? 
Nay,  let  them  write  ;  let  them  their  forces  join, 
And  hope  the  motley  piece  may  rival  thine. 
Safely  defpife  their  malice,  and  their  toil, 
Which  vulgar   ears  alone   will  reach,   and  wili 

defile. 

Be  it  thy  generous  pride  to  pleafe  the  beft, 
Whofe  judgment,  and  whofe  friendfhip,  is  a  teft. 
With  learned  Hans  thy  healing  cafes  be  join'd; 
Search  thoughtful  Ratcliffe  to  his  inmoft  mind ; 
Unite,  reftore  your  arts,  and  fave  mankind  : 
Whilft  all  the  bufy  Mirmils  of  the  town 
Envy  our  health,  and  pine  away  their  own. 
Whene'er  thou  would'ft  a  tempting  mule  eagagCa 
Judicious  Walfh  can  beft  direct  her  rage, 
To  Summers  and  to  Dorfet  too  fubmit, 
And  let  their  ftamp  immortalize  thy  wit. 
Confentmg  Phoebus  bows,  if  they  approve, 
And  ranks  thee  with  the  foremoft  bards  above, 
Whilft  thefe  of  right  the  deathlefs  laurel  fend, 
Be  it  my  humble  bufmefs  to  cbmn:cnd 
The  faithful,  honcft  man,  and  the  well-natur'd 
friend. 

CHR.I 
#  Dr.  GiVoons. 


RECOMMENDATORY    POEMS. 


TO 

MY  FRIEND  DR.  GARTH, 

TH£  AUTHOR  OF  THE  DISPENSARY. 

To  praife  your  healing  art  would  be  in  vain ; 

The  health  you  give,  prevents  the  poet's  pen. 

Sufficiently  confirm'd  is  your  renown, 

And  I  but  fill  the  chorus  of  the  town. 

That  let  me  wave,  and  only  now  admire 

The  dazzling  rays  of  your  poetic  fire  : 

Which  its  diffufive  virtue  does  difpenfe, 

In  flowing  verfe,  and  elevated  fenfe.  [verfe, 

The  town,  which  long  has  fwallow'd  fooliJh 
Which  poetafters  every  where  reheatfe, 
Will  mend  their  judgment  now,  refine  their  tafte, 
And  gather  up  th'  applaufe  they  threw  in  wafte. 
The  play-houfe  flian't  encourage  falfe  fublime, 
Abortive  thoughts,  with  dccoratton-rlyme. 

Th    Iatire  of  vile  fcribblers  (hall  appear 
On  none,  except  upon  therofelves,  fevere : 
While  yours  contemns  the  gall  of  vulgar  fpite  ; 
And  when  you  feem  to  fmile  the  moft,  you  bite. 

Tuo.  CHEEK. 


TO 
MY  FRIEND, 

UPON  THE  DISPENSARY. 


As  when  the  people  of  the  northern  zone 
Find  the  approach  of  the  revolving  fun, 


Pleas'd    and    reviv'd,    they    fee    the    new-born 

light, 
And  dread  no  more  eternity  of  night : 

Thus  we,  who  lately,  a?  of  Jumincr's  heat, 
Have  felt  a  dearth  of  poetry  and  wit, 
Once  fear'd,  Apollo  would  return  no  more 
From  warmer  climes  to  an  ungrareful  fhore. 
,Sut  you,  the  favourite  of  the  tuneful  nine, 
Have  made  the  god  in  his  full  luftre  fliine  ; 
Our  night  have  chang'd  into  a  glorious  day  ; 
And  reach'd  perfection  in  your  firft  effay. 
So  the  young  eaglt,  that  his  force  would  try, 
Faces  the  fun,  and  towers  it  to  the  fky. 

Others  proceed  to  art  by  flow  degrees, 
Aukward  at  firft,  at  length  they  faintly  pleafe ; 
And  ftill,  whate'er  their  firft  efforts  produce, 
"Tis  an  abortive,  or  an  infant  mufe  : 
Whilft  yours,  like  Pallas,  from  the  head  of  Jove, 
Steps  out  full-grown,  with  nobleft  pace  to  move. 
What  ancient  poets  to  their  fubje&s  owe, 
Is  here  inverted,  and  this  owes  to  you  : 
You  found  it  little,  but  have  made  it  great, 
They  could  defcribe,  but  you  alone  create. 

Now  let  your  mufe  rife  with  expanded  wings, 
To  fing  the  fate  of  empires  and  of  kings  ; 
Great  William's  victories  flie'll  next  rehearfe, 
And  raife  ar  trophy  of  immortal  verfe  : 
Thus  to  your  art  proportion  the  defign, 
And  mighty  things  with  mighty  numbers  join 
A  fecond  Namur,  or  a  future  Boynt. 

H.  BLODNT. 


THE    DISPENSART. 


CANTO 


»5pfiAK,  goddefs !  fince  'tis  thou  that  bed  cand  tell, 
How  ancient  leagues  to  modern  difcord  fell; 
And  why  phyficians  were  fo  cautious  grown 
Of  others'  lives,  and  lavifti  of  their  own ; 
How  by  a  journey  to  th'  Elyflan  plain 
Peace  triumph'd,  and  old  time  return'd  again. 

Not  far  from  that  mod  celebrated  place, 
Where  angry  *  juftice  (hews  her  awful  face  ; 
Where  little  villains  mull  fubmit  to  fate, 
That  great  ones  may  enjoy  the  world  in  ftate ; 
There  {lands  a  f  dome,  majedic  to  the  fight, 
And  fumptuous  arches  bear  its  oval  height ; 
A  golden  globe,  plac'd  high  with  artful  {kill, 
Seems,  to  the  diftant  fight,  a  gilded  pill  : 
This  pile  was,  by  the  pious  patron's  aim, 
Rais'd  for  a  ufe  as  noble  as  its  frame  ; 
Nor  did  the  learn'd  fociety  decline 
The  propagation  of  that  great  defign  ; 
In  all  her  mazes,  nature's  face  they  view'd, 
And,  as  {he  difappear'd,  their  fearch  purfued.  (a) 
Wrapt  in  the  {hade  of  night  the  goddefs  lies,       "^ 
Yet  to  the  learn'd  unveils  her  dark  difguife,        > 
But  fliuns  the  grofs  accefe  of  vulgar  eyr s.  j 

Now  {he  unfolds  the  faint  and  dawning  drife 
Of  infant  atoms  kindling  into  life ; 
How  ductile  matter  new  meanders  takes, 
And  flender  trains  of  twifting  fibres  makes  ; 
And  how  the  vifcous  feeks  a  clofer  tone, 
By  juft  degrees  to  harden  into  bone  ; 
While  the  more  loofe  flow  from  the  vital  urn, 
And  in.  full  tides  of  purple  dreams  return; 
How  lambent  flames  from  life's  bright  lamps  arife, 
And  dart  in  emanations  through  the  eyes; 
How  from  each  fluke  a  gentle  torrent  pours, 
To  flake  a  feverifli  heat  with  ambient  ftiowers ; 


VARIATIONS. 


(a) they  dill  purfued. 

They  find  her  dubious  now,  and  then  as  plain, 
Here  flic's  too  {paring ;  there  profufely  vain. 


*  Old  Bailey. 


College  of  phyficians. 


Whence  their  mechanic  powers  the  fpirits  claim  ; 
How  great  their  force,  how  delicate  their  frame  ; 
How  the  fame  nerves  are  fafhion'd  to  fuftain 
The  greated  pleafure  and  the  greateft  pain  ; 
Why  bilious  juice  a  golden  light  puts  on, 
And  floods  of  chyle  in  filver  currents  run ; 
How  the  dim  fpeck  of  entity  began 
T'  extend  its  recent  form,  and  flretch  to  man  ; 
To  how  minute  an  origin  we  owe 
Young  Ammon,  C«efar,  and  the  great  Naffau  ; 
Why  paler  looks  impetuous  rage  proclaim, 
And  why  chill  virgins  redden  into  flame; 
Why  envy  oft'  transforms  with  wan  difguife, 
And  why  gay  mirth  fits  fmiling  in  the  eyes ; 
All  ice  why  Lucrece  ;  or  Sempronia,  fire ; 
Why  Scarfdale  rages  to  furvive  defire; 
When  Milo's  vigour  at  th'  Olympick's  fhown, 
Whence  tropestoFinch.or  impudence  to  Sloane;(i) 
How  matter,  by  the  vary'cl  fliape  of  pores, 
Or  ideots  frames,  or  folemn  ienators. 

Hence    'tis   we  wait   the   wondrcus  caufe   to 

find, 

How  body  afls  upon  impafiive  mind ; 
Huw  fumes  of  wine  the  thinking  parr  can  fire, 
Pad  hopes  revive,  and  prefent  joysinfpire; 
Why  our  complexions  oft'  our  foul  declare, 
And  how  the  paffions  in  the  feature  are  ; 
How  touch  and  harmony  arife  between 
Corporeal  figure,  and  a  form  unfeen ; 
How  quick  their  faculties  the  limbs  fulfil, 
And  a  (ft  at  every  fummons  of  the  will ; 
With  mighty  truths,  myflerious  to  deicry, 
Which  in  the  womb  of  didant  caufes  lie. 

But  now  no  grand  inquiries  are  defcry'd,       •». 
Mean  faction  reigns  where  knowledge  fliould  / 

prefide,  X 

Feuds  are  increaf'd,  and  learning  laid  afide.        \ 


VARIATIONS. 

(£)  Why  Atticus  polite,  Brutus  fevere, 
Why  Mechwin  muddy,  Montague  why  clear. 


WORKS    OF    GARTH. 


Thus  fynods  oft'  concern  for  faith  conceal, 

And  for  important  nothings  (hew  a  zeal : 

The  drooping  fciences  neglected  pine, 

And  Psean's  beams  with  fading  luftre  fliinc. 

No  readers  here  with  hetftic  looks  arc  found, 

Nor  eyes  in  rheum,  through  midnight-watching, 

drown'd ; 

The  lonely  edifice  in  fweats  complains 
That  nothing  there  but  fullen  filence  reigns. 

This  place,  f<>  fit  for  undifturb'd  repofe, 
The  god  of  floth  for  his  afylum  chofe ; 
Upon  a  couch  of  down  in  thefe  abodes, 
Supine  with  folded  arms  he  thoughtlefs  nods ; 
Indulging  dreams  his  godhead  lull  to  eafe, 
With  murmurs  of  foft  rills,  and  whifpering  trees  : 
The  poppy  and  each  numbing  plant  difpenfc 
Their  drowzy  virtue,  and  dull  indolence  ; 
No  pafiions  interrupt  his  eafy  reign, 
No  problems  puzzle  his  lethargic  brain  ; 
But  dark  oblivion  guards  his  peaceful  bed, 
And  lazy  fogs  hang  lingering  o'er  his  head. 

As  at  full  length  the  pamper'd  monarch  lay, 
Battening  in  eafe,  and  flumb<_ring  life  away; 
A  fpiteful  noife  his  downy  chains  unties, 
Haftes  forward,  and  increafes  as  it  "flies. 

Firft,  fome  to  ckave  the  ftubborn  *  flint  engage, 
Till,  urg'd  by  blows,  it  fparkles  into  rage  : 
Some  temper  lute,  fome  fpacious  veflels  move  j 
Thefe  furnaces  ere<5t,  and  thofe  approve ; 
Here  phials  in  nice  difcipline  arc  fet, 
There  gallipots  are  » ang'd  in  alphabet. 
In  this  place,  magazines  of  pills  yon  fpy  : 
In  that,  like  forage,  herbs  in  bundles  lie  ; 
AVhile  lifted  pefties,brar,ciifh'd  in  the  air, 
Defcend  in  peals,  and  civil  wars  declare.         [rend, 
l,oud  ftrokes,    with   pounding   fpice,  the  fabric 
And  ar<  rn.itic  clouds  in  fpires  afcend. 

Sa  when  the  Cyclops  o'er  their  anvils  fweat, 
And  fvvelii'ig  fuiews  echoing  blows  repeat; 
From  the  volcano*  grofs  eruptions  rife, 
And  cuniu',;  fheets  of  fmoke  obfcure  the  {kies. 

The  fiumherirg  God,  amaz'd  at  this  new  din, 
Thrice  ftrove'to  rife,  and  thrice  funk  down  again, 
Liilicfs  he  ilrecch'd,  and  gaping  rubb'd  his  eyes, 
Then  falrer'd  thus  betwixt  half  words  and  fighs  : 

How  impotent  a  deity  am  I  : 
With  godhead  born,  but  curs'd,  that  cannot  die  ! 
Through  my  indulgence,  mortals  hourly  lhare 
A  grateful  negligence,  and  cafe  from  care.- 
LnU'din  my  arms,  how  long  have  I  witb-held 
The  northern  monarch*  from  the  Judy  field  ! 
Kow  I  have  kept  the  Britifh  fleet  at  tale. 
From  tempting  thp  rcuph  dangers  of  the  feas! 
Hibernia  cxvns  the"mildncfs  of  my  reign, 
.And  my  divinity's  ador'd  in  Spain. 
I  iwains  ?o  fylvan  foiitudos  convey,  ~\ 

Where,  ftretch'd  on  moffy  beds,  thc-y  wade  away  C 
In  gentle  joys  the  night,  in  vows  the  day.  J 

What  marks  of  wondrous  clemency  I've  fhown, 
Son-.e  leverend  worthies  of  the  gown  can  own  : 
Triumphant  plenty,  with  a  cheerful  $:i:ic<:, 
Bulks  in  their  eye's,  and  fpaikles  in  their  face. 
How  {let  It.  their  looks,  how  goodly  is  their  mien, 
When  b:g  they  Unit  behind  a  Jumble  chLii! 

*  The  building  of  the  difycfifary. 


Each  faculty  in  blandifhmenfs  they  lull, 
Afpiring  to  be  venerably  dull ; 
No  learn'd  debates  moleft  their  downy  trance* 
Or  difcomuofe  their  pompous  ignorance; 
But,  undifturb'd,  they  loiter  life  away, 
So  wither  green,  and  bloflom  in  decay ; 
Deep  funk  in  down,  they,  by  my  gentle  care, 
Avoid  th'  inclemencies  of  morning  air,   [prayer, 
And  leave  to  tatter'd  *  crape  the  drudgery  of 
•  Urim  f  was  civil,  and  not  void  of  fenf«, 
Had  humour,  and  a  courteous  confidence  : 
So  fpnice  he  moves,  fo  gracefully  he  cocks, 
The  hallow'd  rofe  declares  him  orthodox  : 
He  pafs'd  his  eafy  hours,  inftead  of  prayer, 
In  madrigals,  and  phillyfing  the  fair ; 
Conftant  at  feafts,  and  each  decorum  knew, 
And,  foon  as  the  defert  appear'd,  withdrew; 
Always  obliging,  and  without  offence, 
And  fancy'd,  for  his  gay  impertinence. 
But  fee  how  ill-miftaken  parts  fucceed  ; 
He  threw  off"  my  dominion,  and  would  read  j 
Engag'd  in  conrroverfy,  wrangled  well ! 
In  convocation  language  could  excel ; 
In  volumes  prov'd  the  church  without  defence^ 
By  nothing  guarded  but  by  Providence; 
How  grace  and  moderation  difagree ; 
And  violence  advances  charity. 
Thus  writ  till  none  would  read,  becoming  foo» 
A  wretched  fcribbler,  of  a  rare  buffoon. 

Mankind  my  fond  propitious  power  has  try'^I 
Too  oft"  to  own,  too  much  to  be  deny'd. 
And  all  I  afk  are  (hades  and  filent  bowers, 
To  pafs  in  foft  fofgetfulnefs  my  hours.. 
Oft'  have  my  fears  fome  diilant  villa  chofc, 
O'er  their  quietui  where  fat  judges  dofe, 
And  lull  thsir  cough  and  confcience  to  repofe 
Or,  if  fome  cloifter's  refuge  I  implore,  (f) 
Where  holy  drones  o'er  dying  tapers  fnore, 
The  peals  of  *  Nafiau's  arms  thefe  eyes  unclof^J 
Mine  he  molefts,  to  give  the  world  repofe. 
That  eafe  I  offer  with  contempt  he  flies, 
His  couch  a  trench,  his  canopy  the  fkies. 
Nor  climes  nor  feafons  his  refolves  controul, 
Th'  equator  has  no  heat,  no  ice  the  pole. 
With  arms  refiiliefs  o'er  the  glebe  he  flie?, 
And  leaves  to  Jove  the  empire  of  the  fkies. 

But,  as  the  flothful  god  to  yawn  begun, 
He  lhook  off  the  dull  mift,  and  thus  went  on : 


VARIATIONS. 

(<0  Sometimes  among  the  Cafpian  cliffs  I  creep, 
Where  folitary  l>ats  and  fwallows  fleep; 
Or,  it  Tome  cloifter's  refuge  (  implore, 
Where  holy  drones  o'er  dying  tapers  fnorc, 
Still  Nafl'au's  arms  a  foft  repofe  deny, 
Keep  me  awake,  and  follow  where  I  fly, 

Siiic'j  !u:  has  blels'd  the  weary  world  with  peace,, 
And  with  a  nod  has  bid  Bellona  ceafe; 
I  fought  the  covert  of  fome  peaceful  cell, 
Where  fi'.Cnt  {hades  in  harmlefs  raptures  dwell; 
That  reft  might  pad  tranquillity  reftore, 
And  mortal  never  interrupt  me  more. 


*  ice  Euiler.u's  Lutrin. 


Dr.  Attcibury, 


THE    DISPENSARY. 


'Tvras  In  this  reverend  dome  I  fought  repofe, 
Thefe  walls  were  that  afylum  I  had  chofe.  (d)  . 
Here  have  I  rul'd  long  undifturb'd  with  broils, 
And  laugh'd  at  heroes,  and  their  glorious  toils. 
My  annals  are  in  mouldy  mildews  wrought, 
With  eafy  infignificance  of  thought. 
But  now  fome  bufy,  enterprifing  brain  ". 

Invents  new  fancies  to  renew  my  pain, 
And  labours  to  diffolve  my  eafy  reign.  j 

With  that,  the  god  his  darling  phantom  calls, 
And  from  his  faltering  lips  this  mefiage  falls : 


VARIATION!. 


Since  mortals  will  difpute  my  power,  I'll  try 
Who  has  the  greateft  empire,  they  or  I. 
:  Find  envy  out,  fome  prince's  court  attend, 
i  Moft    likely   there    you'll    meet    the   famifh'd 

fiend ;(» 

'  Or  where  dull  critics  authors'  fate  foretell ; 
Or  where  dale  maids,  or  meagre  eunuchs,  dwell; 
Tell  the  bleak  fury  what  new  projects  reign 
Among  the  homicides  of  Warwick-lane  ; 
And  what  th'  event,  unlefs  flic  ftrait  inclines 
To  blaft  their  hopes,  and  baffle  their  defigns. 

More  he  had  fpoke,  but  fudden  vapours  rife, 
And  with  their  filken  cords  tic  down  his  eyes. 


VARIATIONS. 


if)  Nought  underneath  this  roof  but  damps  are 

found, 

Nought  heard  hut  drowfy  beetles  buzzing  round,     (/)  Or  in  cabals,  or  camps,  or  at  the  bar, 
Spread  cobwebs  hide  the  walls,  and  duft  the  floors,    Or  where  ill  poets  pennylefs  confer, 
And  midnight  filcnce  guards  the  noifelefs  doors,      ,  Or  in  the  fenate-houfe  at  Weflminfter. 


G    A    N    T    6      II. 


SOON  as  the  evening  veil'd  the  mountains  neads 
And  winds  lay  hirfli'd  in  fubterranean  beds; 
Whilft  fickening  flowers  drink  up  the  filver  dew, 
And  beaux  for  fome  affembly  drefs  anew ; 
The  city  faints  to  prayers  and  play-houfe  hade ; 
The  rich  to  dinner,  and  the  poor  to  reft  : 
Th*  officious  phantom  then  prepar'd  with  care 
To  Hide  on  tender  pinions  through  the  air. 
Oft'  he  attempts  the  fummit  of  a-rock, 
And  oft*  the  hollow  of  fome  blafted  oak ; 
At  length  approaching  where  bleak  envy  lay; 
The  hitting  of  her  fnakes  proclaim'd  the  way. 

Beneath  the  gloomy  covert  of  an  yew, 
That  taints  the  grafs  with  fickly  fweats  of  dew ; 
No  verdant  beauty  entertains  the  fight, 
But  baneful  hemlock, and  cold  aconite; 
In  a  dark  grot  the  baleful  haggard  lay, 
Breathing  black  vengeance,  and  infecting  day. 
But  how  deform'd,  and  worn  with  fpiteful  woes, 
When  Accius  has  applaufe,  Dorfennus  Ihews. 
The  cheerful  blood  her  meagre  cheeks  forfook, 
And  bafslifks  fate  brooding  in  her  look ; 
A  bald  and  bloated  toad-ftool  raif  "d  her  head; 
The  plumes  of  boding  ravens  were  her  bed  : 
From  her  chapp'd  noftrils  fcalding  torrents  fall, 
And  her  funk  eyes  boil  o'er  in  floods  of  gall. 
Volcunos  labour  thus  with  inward  pains, 
While  feas  of  melted  ore  lay  wafte  the  plains. 

Around  the  fiend  in  hideous  order  fate 
Toul  bawling  infamy,  and  bold  debate; 
Gruff  difcontent,  through  ignorance  irifled, 
And  clamorous  faction  at  her  party's  head; 
Reftlefs  fedition  Hill  diffembling  fear, 
An«L  fly  hj-pocrify  withpiou;  leer. 


Clouting  with  fullen  fpite  the  fury  fnook 
Her  clotted  locks,  and  blafted  with  each  look; 
Then  tore  with  canker'd  teeth  the  pregnant  fcroll^ 
Where  fame  the  acts  of  demi-gods  enrols ; 
And,  as  the  rent-records  in  pieces  fell, 
Each  fcrap  did  fome  immortal  action  tell. 

This  fhow'd,  how  fix'd  as  fate  Torquatus  flood, 
That,  the  fam'd  pafiage  of  the  Granic  flood ; 
The  Julian  eagles,  here,  their  wingi  difplay, 
And  there,  like  fetting  ftar*,  the  Decii  lay ; 
This  does  Camillus  as  a  god  eKtol, 
That  points  at  Manlius  in  thecipitol; 
How  Codes  did  the  Tiber's  furges  brave, 
How  Curtius  plung'd  into  the  gaping  grave. 
Great  Cyrus,  here,  the  Medes  and  Perfian»jom, 
And,  there,  th'  immortal  battle  of  the  Boyne. 

As  the  light  mefienger  the  fury  %y'd, 
Awhile  his  curdling  blood  forgot  to  glide  : 
Confufion  on  his  fainting  vitals  hung, 
And  faltering  accents  flutter 'd  on  his  tongue  : 
At  length,  affuming  courage,  he  convey'd 
His  errand,  then  he  fhrunk  into  a  fliade. 

The  hag  lay  long  revolving  what  might  be 
The  bleft  event  of  iuch  an  embafiy  : 
Then  blazons  in  dread  fmilcs  her  hideous  form ; 
So  lightning  gilds  the  unrelenting  florm.  (/) 


VARIATIONS. 

(/)  Then  me :  Alas  !  how  long  in  vain  have  C 
Aim'd  at  thefe  noble  ills  the  fates  deny  J 
Within  this  ifle  for  ever  muft  I  find 
Difafters  to  diftract  my  reftlcfs  mind  ? 


^6  ft  It  S    OF    GARTFJ. 


Thus  file — Mankind  areblefc,  they  riot  ftill 
Unbounded  in  exgrbitance  of  ill. 
By  devaftation  the  rough  warrior  gains, 
And  farmers  fatten  moft  when  famine  reigns; 
For  fickly  feafons  the  phyficians  wait, 
And  politicians  thrive  in  broils  of  {hue; 
The  lover's  eafy  when  the  fair-one  fighfi, 
And  gods  fubfift  r.ot  but  by  facrifice. 

Each  other  being  fome  indulgence  knows  : 
Few  are  my  joys,  but  infinite  my  woes. 
My  prefenc  pain  Britannia's  genius  wills, 
And  thus  the  fates  record  my  future  ills. 

A  heroine  {hall  Albion's  fceptre  bear, 
"With  arms  (hall  vanquifh  earth,  and  heaven  with 

prayer. 

She  on  the  world  hef  clemency  fliall  fliower, 
And  only  to  preferve  exert  her  power. 
Tyrants  fliall  then  their  impious  aims  forbear, 
And  Blenheim's  thunder  more  than  ./Etna's  fear. 

Since  by  nb  arts  I  therefore  can  defeat 
The  happy  enterprifcs  of  the  great, 
I'll  calmly  ftoop  to  more  inferior  things, 
And  try  if  my  lov'd  fnakes  have  teeth  or  flings. 

She  faid ;  and  ftraight  fhrill  Colon's  *  pcrfon 

took, 

In  morals  loofe,  but  moft  pr'ecife  lA  look. 
Black-friars  annals  lately  pleas'd  to  call 
Him  warden  of  apothecaries-hall ; 
And,  when  fo  dignify'd,  did  not  forbear  ~\ 

That  operation  which  the  learn'd  declare 
Gives  colics  eafe,  and  makes  ttfe  ladies  fair.       j 
In  trifling  fhow  his  tinfel  talent  lies; 
And  form  the  want  of  intellects  fupplies. 
In  afpect  grand  and  goodly  he  appears, 
Revcr'd  as  patriarchs  in  primaeval  years. 
Hourly  his  learn'd  impertinence  affords 
A  barren  fuperfluity  of  words ;  (g~) 


VARIATIONS. 

Good  Tenlfon's  celeftial  piety 

At  laft  has  rais'd  him  to  the  facred  fee. 

Somers  does  fickening  equity  reftore, 

And  helplefs  orphans  are  opprefs'd  no  more. 

Pembroke  to  Britain  endlefs  bleffings  brings. 

He  fpoke;  and  peace  clapp'd  her  triumphant  wings. 

Great  Ormond  fhines  illuftrioufly  bright 

With  blazes  of  hereditary  right. 

The  noble  ardour  of  a  royal  fire 

Infpires  the  generous  breaft  of  Devonftiire. 

And  Macclesfield  is  active  to  defend 

His  country  with  the  zeal  he  loves  his  friend. 

Like  Leda's  radiant  fons  divinely  clear, 

Portland  and  Jerfey  deck'd  in  rays  appear, 

To  gild  by  turns  the  Gallic  hemifphere. 

"Worth  in  diftrefs  is  rais'd  by  Montague ; 

Auguftus  liftens  if  Maecenas  fue ; 

And  Vernon's  vigilance  no  {lumber  takes, 

Whillt  faction  peeps  abroad,  and  anarchy  awakes. 

( jr)  In  hafte  he  ftrides  along,  to  recompenfe 
The  want  of  bufinefs  with  its  vain  pretence. 

*  t-ee,  an  apotliscary. 


The  patient's  ears  remorfelefs  he  afTails, 
Murders  with  jargon  where  his  medicine  failti 

The  fury  thus  affuming  Colon's  grace, 
So  flung  her  arm«,  fo  {huffl'd  in  her  pace. 
Onward  Ihe  haftens  to  the  fam'd  abodes. 
Where  Horofcope*  invokes  th'  infernal  god*; 
And  n_;u  1/d  the  manfion  where  the  vulgar  run, 
For  ruin  throng,  and  pay  to  be  undone. 

This  vilionary  various  projects  trie?, 
And  knows  that  to  be  rich  is  to  be  wife. 
By  ufeful  obfervations  he  can  tell 
The  facred  charms  that  in  true  fterling  dwell ; 
How  gold  makes  a  patrician  of  a  flave, 
A  dwarf  an  Atlas,  a  Therfites  brave. 
It  cancels  all  defects,  and  in  their  place 
Frnds  fenfe  in  Brownlow,  charms  in  Lady  Grace ; 
It  guides  the  fancy,  and  directs  the  mind ; 
No  bankrupt  ever  found  a  fair-one  kind. 

So  truly  Horofcope  its  virtues  knows, 
To  this  lov'd  idol  'tis,  alone,  he  bows ; 
And  fancies  fuch  bright  heraldry  can  prove., 
The  vile  plebeian  but  the  third  from  Jove. 

Long  has  he  been  of  that  amphibious  fry, 
Bold  to  prefcribe,  and  bufy  to  apply. 
His  (hop  the  gazing  vulgar's  eyes  employs 
With  foreign  trinkets,  and  domeflic  toys. 
Here  mummies  lay  moft  reverendly  ftale  ; 
And  there  the  tortoife  hung  her  coat  of  mail; 
Not  far  from  fome  huge  fhark's  devouring  head 
The  flying  fifli  their  finny  pinions  fpread  ; 
Aloft  in  rows  large  poppy-heads  were  ftrung, 
And  near,  a  fcaly  alligator  hung; 
In  this  place,  drugs  in  mufty  heaps  decay'd; 
In  that,  dry'd  bladders  and  drawn  teeth  were  laid. 

An  inner  room  receives  the  numerous  Ihoals 
Of  fuch  as  pay  to  be  reputed  fools. 
Globes  Hand  by  globes,  volumes  on  volumes  lie, 
And  planetary  fchemes  amufe  the  eye. 
The  lage,  in  velvet  chair,  here  lolls  at  eafe, 
To  promife  future  health  for  prefent  fees  ; 
Then,  as  from  tripod,  folemn  flianie  reveals, 
And  what  the  ftars  know  nothing  of,  foretels. 

One  afks  how  foon  Panthea  may  be  won, 
And  longs  to  feel  the  marriage-fetters  on  : 
Others,  convinc'd  by  melancholy  proof, 
Inquire  when  courteous  fates  will  ftrike  them  off. 
Some,  by   what   means   they   may  redrefs  their 

wrong, 

When  fathers  the  poflefiion  keep  too  long. 
And  fome  would  know  the  iflue  of  their  caufr, 
And  whether  gold  can  folder  up  its  flaws. 
Poor  pregnant  Lais  his  advice  would  have, 
To  lofe  by  art  what  fruitful  nature  gave; 
And  Portia,  old  in  expectation  grown, 
Laments  her  barren  curfe,  and  begs  a  fon  : 
Whilft  Iris  his  cofmetic  wafli  would  try, 
To  make  her  bloom  revive,  and  lovers  die. 
Some  afk  for  charms,  and  others  philters  choofe, 
To  gain  Corinna,  and  their  quartans  lofe. 
Young  Hylas,  botch'd  with  itains  too  foul  to  name, 
In  cradle  here  renews  his  youthful  frame ; 
Cloy'd  with  defire,  and  furfeited  with  charms, 
A  hot-houfe  he  prefers  to  Julia's  arms. 

*  Dr.  Barnard. 


THE     DISPENSARY. 


And  ojd  Lu'cullus  would  th'  arcanum  prove, 
.Of  kindling  in  cold  veins  the  fparks  of  love. 

Bleak    envy   thcfe    dull   frauds   with    pleafure 

•    ices, 

And  wonders  at  'he  fenfelefs  myfteries. 
In  Colon's  voice  fhe  thus  calls  out  alo:id 
.On  Hurofcope  environ'd  by  the  crowd  ; 

Forbear,  forbear,  thy  vain  amufements  ceafe, 
Thy  woodcocks  from  their  gins  awhile  releafe  ; 
And  to  that  dire  misfortune  liflen  \yell, 
Which  thou  fhould'fl  fear  to  know,  or  I  to  tell. 
'Pis  true,  thou  ever  waft  efteem'd  by  me 
The  great  Alcidea  of  our  company. 
When  we  with  noble  fcorn  refoly'd  to  cafe       , 
Ourfclves  from  all  parochial  offices  ; 
And  to  o'.ir  wealthier  patients  left  the  care 
And  draggled  dignity  of  fcaveogerj 
Such  zeal  in  that  affair  thou  didil  exprefs, 
Bought  could  be  equal,  but  tha  great  fuccefs. 
Now  call  to  mind  thy  generous  prowefs  pall, 
Be  what  thou  fhould'fl,   by  thinking  what  thou 

waft  : 

The  faculty  of  Warwick-lane  defign, 
It  not  to  ftorm,  at  leaft  to  undermine. 
Their   gates  each   day   ten    thoufand   night-caps 

crowd, 

And  mortars  utter  their  attempts  aloud. 
If  the.y  fhojjd  once  mimalk  our  myftery, 
Each  nurfe,  ere  long,  would  be  as  learn'd  as  we ; 
pur  art  expos'd  to  every  vulgar  eye ; 
And  none,  in  complaifance  to  us,  would  die. 
What  if  :.we  claim  cheir  right  t'affaffinate, 
Muft  they  needs  turn  apothecaries  ftraight  ? 
Prevent  it,  gods  !  all  ftratagems  we  try, 
To  crowd  with  new  inhabitants  your  fky. 
'Tis  we  who  wait  the  detinues'  command, 
To  purge  the  troubled  air,  and  weed  the  land. 
And  dare  the  college  infolently  aim 
To  equal  our  fraternity  in  fame  ? 
Then  let  crabs-eyes  with  pearl  for  virtue  try, 
Or  tlighgate-hiil  with  lofty  Pindus  vie  ; 


So  glow-worms  may  compare  with  Titan's  beams, 

And  Hare-court  pump  with  Aganippe's  ftrcams. 

Our  mannfacitures  now  they  meanly  fell, 

And  their  true  value  treacheroufly  tell ; 

Nay,  they  difcover  too,  their  fpite  is  fuch, 

That  health,  that  crowns  more  valued,  cofts  not 

much  ; 

Whilft  we  muft  ftcer  our  conduct  by  thefe  rules,  * 
To  cheat  as  tradefmen,  or  to  itarve  as  fools,  (a) 

At   tftis   fam'd    Horofcope    turn'd    pale,    and 

ftraight 

In  filence  tumbled  from  his  chair  of  (late  : 
1'he  crowd  in  great  confuiion  fought  the  door, 
And  left  the  magus  fainting  on  the  floor; 
Whilft  in  his  bread  the  fury  breath'd  a  ftorm, 
Then  fought  her  cell,  and  re-affum'd  her  form. 
Thus  from  the  fore  although  the  infect  flies, 
It  leaves  a  brood  of  maggots  in  difgufe. 

Officious  Squirt  *  in  hade  forfook  his  fhop, 
To  fuccour  the  expiring  Horofcope. 
Oft'  he  effay'd  the  magus  to  reftorc, 
By  fait  of  fuccinum's  prevailing  power ; 
Yet  ftill  fupine  the  folid  lumber  lay, 
An  image  of  fear  ce-animated  clay ; 
Till  fates,  indulgent  when  difafters  call, 
By  Squirt's  nice  hand  apply'd  a  urinal. 
The  wight  no  fooner  did  the  ftream  receive, 
But  rou^'d,  and  blefs'd  the  ftale  refiorative. 
The  fprings  of  life  their  former  vigour  feel; 
Such  zeal  he  had  for  that  vile  utenfil. 

So  when  the  great  Pelides  Thetis  found, 
He  knew  the  fea-weed  Iceut,  and  th'  azure  god. 
defs  owii'd. 


VARIATIONS. 

(a)  Whilft  we,  at  our  expence,  muft  perfcvere, 
And  for  another  world,  be  ruin'd  here. 

-    #  Dr.  Barnard'*  man. 


CANTO 


111. 


ALL  ni^ht  the  fage  in  penfive  tumults  lay, 
Complaining  of  the  flow  approach  of  day  ; 
Oft'  turn'd  him  round,  and  Itrove  to  think  no 

more 

Of  what  fhnll  Colon  faid  the  day  before. 
Cowflips  and  poppies  o'er  his  eyes  he  fpread, 
And  Salmon's  works  he  laid  beneath  his  head. 
But  thofe  blefs'd  opiates  flill  in  vain  he  tries, 
Sleep's  gentle  image  his  embraces  flies  : 
Tumultuous  cares  lay  rolling  in  his  breaft, 
And  thus  his  anxious  thoughts  the  fage  expreft. 

Oft  has  this  planet  roli'd  around  the  fun, 
Since  to  confult  tha  fkies  I  firft.  begun  ; 


Such  my  applaufe,  fo  mighty  my  fuccefs, 
Some  granted  my  prediiftions  more  than  guefs, 
But,  doubtful  as  I  am,  I'll  entertain 
This  faith,  there  can  be  no  miftake  in  gain. 
For  the  dull  world  muft  honour  pay  to  thole, 
Who  on  their  under/landing  moft  irnpofe. 
Firft  man  creates,  and  then  he  fears  the  elf; 
Thus  others  cheat  him  not,  but  he  himfelf ; 
He    lothcs    the    fubftance,     and    he    loves    the 

fhow  ; 

You'll  ne'er  convince  a  fool,  himfelf  is  fo  : 
He  hates  realities,  and  hugs  the  cheat, 
And  ftill  the  only  pleafure's  the  deceit, 
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So  meteors  flatter  with  a  dazzling  dye, 
Which  no  exiftence  has,  but  in  the  eye. 
As  diftant  profpects  pleafe  us,  hut  when  near 
We  find  but  defert  rocks  and  fleeting  air  ; 
From  ftratagem  to  ftratagem  we  run, 
And  he  knows  moft,  who  lateft  is  undone. 

Mankind  one  day  fejene  and  free  appear ; 
'The  neit,  they're  cloudy,  fullen,  andfevcre; 
New  paflions  new  opinions  ftill  excite  ; 
And  what  they  like  at  noon  they  leave  at  night. 
They  gain   with    labour  what    they   quit   with 

cafe; 
And  health,  -for  want  of  change,  becomes  dif- 

eafe, 

Religion's  bright  authority  they  dare, 
And  yet  are  fiaves  to  fuperftitious  fear. 
They  counfel  others,  but  themfelves  deceive ; 
And  though  they're  cozen'd  ftill,  they  ftill  be 
lieve. 

So  falfe  their  cenfure,  fkkle  their  cfteem, 
This  hour  they  worfhip,  and  the  next  blafphcme{ 

Shall  I  then,  who  with  penetrating  fight 
Infpect  the  fprings  that  guide  each  appetite  ; 
Who  with  unfathom'd  fearches  hourly  pierce 
The  dark  rcceffes  of  the  univerfe  ; 
Be  aw'd,  if  punny  emmets  would  opprefs ; 
Or  fear  their  fury,  or  their  name  carcfs  ? 
If  all  the  fiends  that  in  low  darknefs  reign 
J3e  not  the  fictions  of  a  fickly  brain, 
That  profpect,  the  difpenfary  they  call, 
Before  the  moon  can  blunt  her  horns,  (hall  fall. 
With  that,  a  glance  from  mild  Aurora's  eyes 
Shoots  through  the  cryftal  kingdoms  of  the  fides. 
The  favage  kind  in  forefts  ceafe  to  roam, 
A:id  fots,  o'ercharg'd  with  naufeous  loads,  reel 

home ; 
Drums,  trumpets,  hautboys,  wake  the  numbering 

pair, 
Whilft  bridegroom  fighs,  and  thinks  the  bride  lefs 

fair ; 
JLight's  cheerful  fmiles  o'er  th'  azure  wafte  are 

fpread, 

And  mifs  from  inns  of  court  bolts  out  unpaid; 
The  fage,  tranfported  at  th'  approaching  hour, 
Imperioufly  thrice  thunder'd  on  the  floor; 
Officious  Squirt  that  moment  had  accefc, 
His  truft  was  great,  his  vigilance  no  lei's. 
To  hirri  thus  Horofcope  : 

My  kind  compaffion  in  this  dire  affair, 
Which  is  more  light,  fmce  you  afi'ume  a  fhare; 
Ply  with  what  hafte  you  us'd  to  da  of  old, 
When  clyfter  was  in  danger  to  be  cold  ; 
With  expedition  on  the  beadle  call, 
To  fummon  all  the  company  to  th'  hall. 

Away  the  friendly  coadjutor  flics, 
Swift  as  from  phial  iteams  of  hearts-horn  rile. 
The  magus  in  the  interim  mumbles  o:er   ~) 
Vile  terms  of  art  to  fome  infernal  power,  V 
And  draws  myfterious  circles  on  the  floor.  > 
But  from  the  gloomy  vault  no  glaring  fj  right. 
.Afcend",  to  blaft  the  tender  bloom  of  light. 
Ho  niyflic  founds  from  hell's  dtttfccd  womb 
In  dufky  exhalations  upwards  come. 
And  now  to  mile  -n  alt.ir  he  decrees, 
To  that  dtvouiiag  harpy  call'd 


Then  flowers  in  canifters  he  haftes  to  bring, 
The  wither'd  product  of  a  blighted  fpring ; 
With  cold  folanum  from  the  Pontic  more, 
The  roots  of  mandrake  and  black  hellebore  ; 
The  griper  fenna,  and  the  puker  rue, 
The  fweetener  faffafras,  are  added  too ; 
And  on  the  ftructure  next  he  heaps  a  load 
Of  fulphur,  turpentine,  and  maftic  wood; 
Gum*,  foffils  too,  the  pyramids  increaa'd; 
A  mummy  next,  once  monarch  of  the  eaft  ; 
Then  from  the  comptcr  he  takes  down  the  file-, 
And  with  prefcriptior slights  the  folemn  pile. 

Feebly  the  flames  on  clumfy  wings  afpire, 
And  fmothering  fogs  of  fmoke  benight  the  firc« 
With  forrow  he  beheld  the  fad  portent, 
Then  to  the  hag  thefe  orifons  he  fent  : 

Difeafe  !  thou  ever  moft  propitious  power, 
Whofe  kind  indulgence  we  difcern  each  hour  ! 
Thou  well  canft  boaft  thy  numerous  pedigree,  (a) 
Begot  by  floth,  maiutain'd  by  luxury. 
In  gilded  palaces  thy  prowefs  reigns, 
But  flies  the  humble  fheds  of  pottage  fwains. 
To  you  fuch  might  and  energy  belong, 
You  nip  the  blooming,  and  unnerve  the  ftrong. 
The  purple  conqueror  in  chains  you  bind, 
And  are  to  us  your  vaffals  only  kind. 

If,  in  return,  all  diligfnce  we  pay 
To  fix  your  empire,  and  confirm  your  fway, 
Far  as  the  weekly-bills  can  reach  around, 
From  Kent-ftreet  end,  to  fam'd  St.  Giles's  pound :' 
Behold  this  poor  libation  with  a  fmile, 
And  let  aufpicious  light  break  through  the  pile. 

He  fpoke  ;  and  on  the  pyramid  he  laid 
Bay-leaves  and  vipers-hearts,  and  thus  he  faid: 
As  thefe  confume  in  this  myfterious  fire, 
So  let  the  curs'd  difpenfary  expire  ! 
And  as  thofe  crackle  in  the  flames,  and  diej 
So  let  its  veffels  burft,  and  glaffes  fly  ! 
But  a  drifter  cricket  ftraight  was  heard; 
The  altar  fell,  the  offeriraj  difappear'd. 
As  the  fam'd  wight  the  omen  did  regret, 
Squirt  brought  the  news  the  company  was  met. 

Nigh  where  Fleet-ditch  defcends  in  fable  ftreams, 
To  wafh  his  footy  Naiad*  in  the  Thames; 
There  ftands  a  ftructure  on  a  rifing  hill, 
Where  Tyros  take  their  freedom  out  to  kill. 
Some  pictures  in  thefe  dreadful  fhambles  teJJ, 
How,  by  the  J)elian  god,  the  Python  fell ; 
And  how  Mc'dea  did  the  philtre  brew, 
That  could  in  JEfon's  veins  young  force  renew  ^ 
How  niournful  Myrrha  for  her  crimes  appears. 
And  heals  h\  fteric  matrons  ftill  with  tears ; 
How  Mentha  and  Ahhea,  nymphs  no  more, 
Revive  in  facred  plants,  and  health  reftore ; 
Hi>w  f.inguine  fwair.s  their  amorous  hours  repent 
When  pleafure's  paft,  and  pains  are  permanent ; 
And  how  frail  nymphs  oft',  by  abortion,  aim 
To  loofe  a  i'ubftance,  to  prefer ve  a  name. 


VARIATIONS. 

(</)  Thou  that  wotildft  lay  whole  ftates  and  rj» 

gions  vvaftc, 
Sooner  than  v.'C  ihy  cormorants  fiaould  faft. 


THE     DISPENSARY. 


Soon  as  each  member  in  his  rank  was  plac'd, 
The  affembly  Diafenna*  thus  addrels'd  : 

My  kind  confederates,  if  my  poor  intent, 
As  'tis  fincere,  had  been  but  prevalent, 
We  here  had  met  on  fon<e  n  ore  fafe  defign, 
And  on  no  other  bufinefs  but  to  dine ; 
The  faculty  had  ftill  maintain'd  their  fway, 
And  intereft  then  had  bid  us  but  obey ; 
This  only  emulation  we  had  known, 
"Who  beft  could  fill  his  purfe,  and  thin  the  town. 
But  now  from  gathering  clouds  deftruction  pours, 
"Which  ruins  with  madtage  our  halcyon  hours  : 
Mifts  from  black  jea!oufie>  the  tempeft  form, 
Whilft  late  divifions  reinforce  the  florm. 
Know,  when  thefe  feuds,  like  thofe  at  law,  were 

paft, 

The  winners  will  be  lofers  at  the  laft. 
Like  heroes  in  fea-fights  we  feek  renown  ; 
To  fire  feme  hoftile  fhip,  we  burn  our  own. 
"Whoe'er  throws  duft  againft  the  wind,  defcries 
He  throws  it,  in  effect,  but  in  his  eyes, 
That  juggler  which  another's  Height  will  (how, 
But  teaches  how  the  world  his  own  may  know. 
Thrice  happy  were  thofe  golden  days  of  old, 
When  dear  as  Burgundy,  ptiians  were  fold  ; 
When  patients  chofe  to  die  with  better  will, 
Than  breathe,  and  pay  the  apothecary's  bill ; 
And,  cheaper  than  for  our  affiftance  call, 
Might  go  to  Aix  or  Bourbon,  fpring  and  fall. 
Then  priefts  increas'd,  and  piety  decay'd, 
Churchmen  the  church's  purity  betray 'd, 
Their  lives  and   doctrine   flaves   and   atheifts 

made. 

The  laws  were  but  the  hireling  judge's  fenfe ; 
Juries  were  fway'd  by  venal  evidence. 
Fools 'were  promoted  to  the  council-board, 
Tools  to  the  bench,  and  bullies  to  the  fword. 
PenfionB  in  private  were  the  fenate's  aim ; 
And  patriots  for  a  place  abandon'd  fame. 

But  now  no  influencing  art  remains, 
For  Somers  has  the  feal,  and  Naffau  reigns. 
And  we,  in  fpite  of  our  refolves,  muft  bow, 
And  fuffer  by  a  reformation  too. 
For  now  late  jars  our  practices  detect:  (£). 
And  mines,  when  once  difcover'd,  lofe  effect. 
Diffenfions,  like  fmall  ftreams,  are  firft  begun, 
Scarce  fcen  they  rife,  but  gather  as  they  run  : 
.So  lines  that  from  their  parallel  decline, 
More  they  proceed,  the  more  they  {till  disjoin. 


VARIATIONS. 

(£)  But  now  late  jarsjour  practices  detect, 
For  mines,  when  once  difcover'd,  lofe  th'  effect. 
Diffenfions,  like  fmall  ftreams,  are  firfl  begun, 
Scarce  feen  they  rife,  but  gather  as  they  run. 
So  lines  that  from  their  parallel  decline, 
More  they  advance,  the  more  they  ftill  disjoin. 
'Tis  therefore  my  advice,  in  hafte  we  fend, 
And  beg  the  faculty  to  be  our  friend. 
As  he  revolving  flood  to  fay  the  reft, 
P.ough  Colocyruhus  thus  his  rage  expreft. 

*  GJHlrop,  an  ai>ot!)ccarr, 


'Tis  therefore  my  advice,  in  hafte  we  fend, 
And  beg  the  faculty  to  be  our  friend ; 
Send  fwarms  of  patients,  and  our  quarrels  end. ' 
So  awfu!  beadles,  if  the  vagrant  treat, 
Straight  turn  familiar,  and  their  fafces  quit. 
In  vain  we  but  contend,  that  planet's  power 
Thofe  vapours  can  difperfe  it  rais'd  before. 

As  he  prepar'd  the  mifchief  to  recite, 
Keen  Colocynthus*  paus'd,and  foam'd  with  fpite% 
Sour  ferments  on  his  mining  furface  fwim, 
Work  up  the  froth,  and  bubble  o'er  the  brim : 
Not  beauties  fret  ib  much  if  freckles  come, 
Or  nofc  fhould  redden  in  the  drawing-room  ; 
Or  lovers  that  miftake  th'  appointed  hour, 
Or  in  the  lucky  minute  want  the  power. 

Thus  he — "1  hou  fcandal  of  great  Pasan's  art, 
At  thy  approach  the  fprings  of  nature  ftart, 
The  nerves  unbrace  :  nay,  at  the  fight  of  thee, 
A  fcrarch  turns  cancer,  itch  a  leprofy, 
Could'ft  thou  propotr,   that  we,  the  friends  of 

fates, 

Who  fill  churchyards,  and  who  unpeople  ftates, 
Who  baffle  nature,  and  difpofe  of  lives, 
Whilft  kuffcif,  as  we  pleal'e,  or  ftarves  or  thrives. 
Should  e'er  fubmit  to  their  delpotic  will, 
Who  ou'  of  confolation  fcarce  can  kill  ? 
The  towering  Alps  fhall  fooner  fink  to  vales, 
And  leeches,  in  our  glaffcs,  fwell  to  whales  ; 
Or  Norwich  trade  in  inflrumerts  of  fteel, 
And  Birmingham  in  fluff's  and  druggets  deal '. 
Alleys  at  Wapping  furnifh  us  new  modes, 
And    M<'nmoath-ftrect,    Verfailles  with   riding-. 

hoods ! 

The  fick  to  ih*  hundreds  in  pale  throngs  repair, 
And  change  the  gravel-pits  for  Kentifll  airi 
Our  properties  muft  on  our  arms  depend  ; 
'  1'is  next  to  conquer,  bravely  to  defend. 

'Tis  to  the  vulgar  dearh  too  harfh  appears; 

The  ill  we  feel  is  only  in  our  fears. 

To  die,  is  landing  on  feme  tilent  fhore, 
Where  billows  never  break,  nor  tempefts  roar : 

Ere  well  we  feel  the  friendly  ftroke,  'tis  o'er. 

The  wife  through  thought  th'  ir.fults  of  death., 
defy  : 

The  fools  through  bleft  infenfibility. 

'Tis  what  the  guilty  fear,  the  pious  crave  ; 

Sought  by  the  wretch,  and  vanquifh'd  by  the  brave*,. 

It  eafes  lovers,  lets  the  captive  free ; 

And,  though  a  tyrant,  offers  liberty. 

Sound  but  to  arms,  the  foe  fhall  ibon  confefe 

Our  force  increafes,  as  our  funds  grow  lefs; 

And  what  requir'd  fuch  induftry  to  raife, 

We'll  fcatter  into  nothing  as  we  pleale, 

Thus  they'll  acknowledge,  to  annihilate  s 

Shews  no  lefs  wondrous  power  than  to  create. 

We'll  raife  our  numerous  cohort*,  apd  oppoi'e 

The  feeble  forces  of  our  pigmy  foe/ ; 

Legions  of  quacks  fhall  join  us  on  the  place, 

From  great  Kirleus  down  to  Doctor  Cafe. 

Though  fuch  vile  rubbifh  fink,  yet  we  {hall  rife  ^ 

Directors  ftill  fecure  the  greatcft  prize, 

Such  poor  fupports  ferve  only  like  a  ftay  ; 

The  tree  once  fix'd,  its  reft  is  torn  away. 

*  Dare,  an  apothecary. 

t  A  celebrated  undertaker  cf  funeral*! 


roar:  > 
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So  patriots,  in  time  of  peace  and  eafe, 
Forget  the  fury  of  the  lute  difeafe  : 
On  dangers  pal't  icrenely  think  no  more, 
And  curie  the1  hand  that  heai'd  the  wound  before. 

Arm  therefore,  gallant  friends,  'tis  honour's  call; 
Or  let  us  boldly  fi<;ht,  or 'bravely  fall  1  ; 

To  this  the  feffion  feem'd  to  give  confent, 
Mucli  Itk'd  the  war,  but  dreaded  much  th'  event. 
.At  length,  the  growing  difference  to  cornpofe, 
Two  brothers,  nam'd  Afcarides  *,  arofc. 
Both  hud  the  volibility  of  tongue, 
In  meaning  faint,  but  in  opinion  ftrong. 
To  fpeak  they  both  affum'd  alike  pretence ; 
The  elder  gain'd  his  juft  pre-eminenve, ' 

Thus  he  :   'Tis  true,  when  privilege  and  right 
Arc  once  invaded,  honour  bids  us  fight. 
.  But  ere  we  once  engage  in  honour's  caufe, 
Firft  know  what  honour  is,  and.  whence  it  was. 

Scorn'd  by  the  bafi,  'tis  courted  by  the  brave ; 
The  hero's  tyrant,  and  the  coward's  flave ; 
Born  in  the  noify  camp,  it  lives  0:1  nir, 
And  both  exifts  by  hope  and  by  -deipair ; 
Angry  whene'er  a  moment's  eafe  we  gain, 
And  reconcil'd  at  our  returns  of  pain. 
It  lives,  when  in  death's  arms  the  hero  lies : 
But  when  his  fafety  he  cohfults,  it  dies. 
Bigoted  to  this  idol,  we  difclaim 
Reft,  health,  and  eafe,  for  nothing  but  a  name. 

Then  let  us,  to  the  field  before  we  move, 
Know,  if  the  gods  our  enterprise  approve. 
Supppfc  th'  unthinking  faculty  unveil       » 
What  we,  through  wifer  conduct,  would  conceal : 
]*'t  reafon  we  mould  quarrel  with  the  glafs 
That  fhows  the  monftrous  features  of  our  face  ? 

'*  The  Psarces,  apothecaries. 


Or  grant  fome  grave  pretenders  have  of  Ut* 

Thought  fit  an  innovation  to  create ; 

Soon  they'll  repent  what  raftily  they  begun  : 

Though  projects  pleafe,  projectors  are  undone. 

All  novelties  mult  this  fucccis  expect, 

When  good,  our  envy ;  and  when  bad,  neglect  ; 

If  reaf9n  could  direcl,  ere  now  each  gate 

Had  b  irtie  fpme  trophy  of  triumphal  Mate ; 

Temples  had  told  how  Greece  and  Eslgia  owe 

Troy  and  Namur  to  Jove  and  to  NafTau. 

Then,  fince  no  veneration  is  allow'd, 
Qr  to  the  real,  or  tli'  appearing  good  ; 
The  project  that  we  vainly  apprehend 
Muft,  as  it  blindly  rofe,  as  vilely  end. 
Some  members  of  the  faculty  there  are, 
Who  interefc  prudently  to  oaths  prefer.     . 
Our   friendfhip,  with   fjeign'd    airs,  they    poorly 

court  (c), 

And  boaft.  their  politic*  arc  our  fupport 
Them  we'll  confult  about  this  enterprife, 
And  boldly  execute  what  thcyadvife. 

But  frt,m  below,  while  fuch  rtfolves  they  took, 
Some  Aurum  Fulmuians  the  fabric  fhook. 
The  champions,  daunted  at  the  crack,  retreat, 
Regard  their  fafety,  and  their  rage  forget. 

So  when  at  Bathos  earth's  big  offspring  drove 
To  fcale  the  fides,  and  wage  a  war  with  Jove  ; 
Soon  as  the  afs  of  old  Silenus  hray'd, 
The  trembling  rebels  in  confaliun  fled. 


VARIATIONS. 


(«)  If  things  of  ufe  were  valued,  there  had  been 
Some  workhoufe  where  the  monument  is  feen. 


CANTO        IV. 


.MoT  far  from  that  frequented  theatre, 
Where  wandering  punks  each  night  at  five  repair; 
Where  purple  emperors  in  buikins  tread, 
And  rule  imaginary  worlds  for  bread  : 
Where  Bentley  *,   by  old  writers,  weakhy  grew, 
And  Brifcoe  "  lately  was  undone  by  new  ; 
There  triumphs  a  phyfician  of  renown, 
To  none,  but  furh  as  rufl  in  health,  unknown. 
None  e'er  was  plac'd  more  fitly,  to  impart 
His  known  experience,  and  his  healing  art. 
•When  Burgefs  deafens  all  the  liftcning  prefs 
With  peals  of  mod  fcraphic  emptincfs; 
Or  when  rnyfterious  Freeman  mounts  on  high, 
To  preach  his  parifh  to  a  lethargy  ; 
This  ./Efculapius  waits  hard  by,  to  eafe 
The  martyrs  of  fuch  Chrifiian  cruelties. 

«  Two  bookfellcrs. 


Long  has  this  darling  quarter  of  the  town. 
For  Ictvdncf-,  wit,  and  gallantry,  been  known. 
All  forts  meet  litre,  of  whatfo'er  degree, 
To  blend  and  juflle  into  harmony. 
The  critics  e^cli  adventurous  author  fcan, 
And  praife  or  cenfure  as  they  like  the  man. 
The  weeds  of.  writings  for  the  flowers  they  cull ; 
So  nicely  taflclefs,  fo  ccrreclly  dull ! 
The  politicians  of  Parnaffus  prate, 
Ahd  poets  canvafs  the  affairs  of  ftate; 
The  cits  ne'er  talk  of  trade  at'd  flock,  but  tell 
How  Virgil  writ,  how  bravely  Tufntis  fell. 
.The  country-dames  drive  to  Hippolito's,"     . 
Firft  find  a  fpark,  and  after  lofe  a  nofe. 
The  lawyer  for  lac'd  coat  the  robe  does  quit, 
He  grows  a  madman,  and  then  turns  a  wit. 
And  in  the  cloifter  penfive  Strephon Awaits, 
Till  Cloe's  hackeuy  comes,  r.nd  then  retreats  j 


THE     DISPENSARY, 


And  if  th'  ungenerous  nymgh  a  fhaft  lets  fly,     ~) 

Mere  fatally  than  f;om  a  fparkiing  eye, 

Mirmitlo  *,  that  fam'd  Opiitr,  is  nigh.  J 

The  trading  tribe:  oft  thither  throng  to  dine^ 

And  want  of  elbow-room  fupply  in  wine. 

Cloy'd  with  variety,  they  lurieit  there, 

Whilfi  the  wan  patients  on  tliin  gu-.ei'fare. 

Twas  here  the  champions  of  t.he  party  met, 

Of  :heir  heroic  enterprife  to  treat. 

Each  hero  a  tremendous  air  put  on, 

And  frern  Mirmillo  in  thefe  words  begun  : 

'Tis   with  concern,  my  friends,  I    meet  you 
here ; 

No  grievance  you  can  know,  but  I  muft  (hare. 

'Tis  plain,  ruy  intereit  you've  advanc'd  fo  long, 

Each  fee,  though  !  was  mute,  woutd  find  a  tongue. 

And,  in  return,  though  1  have  flrove  to  rend 

Thoi'c  statutes,  which  on  oath  I  fhould  defend  ; 

Such  arts  ate  trifles  to  a  generous  mind  : 

Great  fervices  as  great  returns  fhould  find. 

Aud  you'll  perceive,  this  hand,  when  glory  calls. 

Can  hrandiih  arms  aj  well  as  urinals. 
Oxford  and  all  her  palling  bells  can  tell, 

By  this  right-arm  what  mighty  number?  fell. 

Whiift  others  meanly  afk'd  whole  months  to  flay, 

I  oft  difpatch'd  th^  patient  in  a  day  : 

With  pea  in  hand  I  pufh'd  to  that  degree, 

I  ftarce  had  left  a  wretch  to  give  a  fee. 

Some  fell  by  laudanum,  and  i'ume  by  fteel, 

And  death  in  ambufh  lay  in  every  pill. 

For,  fave  or  flay,  this  privilege  we  claim, 

Though  credit  fuffers,  the  reward's  the  fame. 
What  though  the  art  of  healing  we  pretend, 

He  that  defigns  it  leafl,  is  moft  a  friend. 

Into  the  right  we  err,  and  muft  confefs 

To  overfights  we  often  owe  fuccefs. 

Thus  Befius  got  the  battle  in  the  play ; 
Hi>  glories  cowardice  reftorM  the  day. 
So  the  fam'd  Grecian  piece  ow'd  its  defert 

To  chance,  and  not  the  labour'd  llrokss  ot  art. 

Phyfidans,  if  they're  wife,  fliould  never  think 
Of  any  arms  but  fuch  as  pen  and  ink: 
But  tfe'  enemy,  at  their  expence,  fh.a'il  find 

When  honour  calls,  I'll  fcorn  to  ft.iy  behind^ 

He  laid  ;  and  feal'd  th'  engagement  \vitii  a  kifs, 
Which  wasretnrn'd  by  younger  Afcaris  *  ; 
Who  thus  advanc'd  :    Each  word,  Sir,  you  impart, 
Has  fomething  killing  in  it,  like  your  art. 
How  much  we  to  your  b'oundlcls  friendfhip  owe, 
Our  files  can  fpsak,  arid  your  prefcriuions  (how. 
Your  ink  delcends  in  luch  exceffive  fhowers, 
'Tis  plain,  you  can  regard  no  health  but  outs. 
Whiift  poor  pretenders  puzzle  o'er  a  cafe, 
You  but  appear,  and  give  Qieeoaf  de  grace. 
O  that  near  Xanthus'  banks  you  had  but  dwelt, 
When  Ilrum  firft  Achaian  fury  felt ! 
The  horned  river  then  had  curs'd  in  vain 
Young  Peleus'  arm,  that  chjk'd  his  dream,  with 

ilain ; 

No  trophies' you  had  left  for  Greeks  to  raife  ; 
Their  ten  years  toil,  you'd  finifh'd  in  ten  days. 
Fate  fmiles  on  your  attempts ;  and,  when  you  lift, 
in  vaoi  the  cowards  fly,  or  brave  refill. 
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Then  let  us  arm,  we  need  not  feat  fuccefs; 

No  labours  are  too  hard  for  Hercules. 

Our  military  enfigns  we'll  difplay; 

Conqueft  purfucs,  where  courage  leads  the  way. 
To  this  defign  fhrill  Querp'i  *  did  agree, 

A  zeaiyus  member  of  the  faculty; 

liis  fire's  pretended  pious  Heps  he  treads, 

And  where  the  docT:»r.  fails,  the  faint  luccecds. 

A  conventicle  flefh'd  his  greener  years, 

And  his  full  age  the  righteous  rancour  fhares. 

Thus  boys  hatch  game-eggs  under  birds  of  prey, 

To  make  the  fowl  niore  furious  for  the  fray. 
Slow  Carus  f  next  difcover'd  his  intent, 

With  painful  paufes  muttering  what  he  meant. 

His  fpa;ks  of  life,  in  fpite  pf  drugq,  retreat, 

So  cold,  that  only  calentures  can  heat. 

In  his  chill  veins  the  fluggifh  puddle  flows, 

And  loads  with  lazy  fogs  his  fable  brows. 

Legions  of  lunatics  about  him  prefs; 

His  province  is,  loft  reafon  to'redrefs. 

S )  when  perfumes  their  fragrant  f&nt  give  o'er, 

Nought  cr.n  their  odour,  like  a  jakes,  rettore. 

When  for  advice  the  vulgar  throne,  he's  found 

With  lumber  of  vile  books  befieg'd  around. 

The  gazing  throng  acknowledge  their  furprife, 
And,  deaf  to  reafori,  flill  confiilt  their  eyes. 
Well  he  perceives,  the  world  will  often  find, 
To  catch 'the  eye  is  to -convince  the  mind. 

Thus  a  weak  Itate  by  wife  diftruft  inclines 

To  numerous  ftores,  and  ilrength  in  magazine^ 
So  fools  are  always  moft  profuie  of  words, 
And  cowards;  never  fail  of  longcft  fvvords, 
Abandon'd  authors  here  a  refuge  meet, 
And  from  the  world  to  dufl  and  worms  retr«at* 
Here  dregs  and  fedimont  of  auctions  reign, 
Ret'ufe  of  fairs,  and  gleanings  «f  Duck  lane. , 
And  up  thefc  vva'ls  much  Gothic  lumber  climbs, 
With  S  wills  philoff'phy,  and  Runic  rhymes. 
Hither,  retricv'd  from  cooks  and  grocers,  come 
Medc's  works  entire,  and  cndlefs  reams  of  Blome. 
Where  would  the  long  negje&ed  Gollim  fly, 
If  bounteous  Cams  fhould  refufe  to  buy  ? 
But  each  vile  fcribbler's  happy  on  this  fcore  : 
He*U  find  fome  Carus  ftill  to  read  him-iu'er, 

Nor  muft  we  the  obfequious  tlmbra  §  fpare, 
\Vlio  foft  by  nature,  yet  declar'd  firwar. 
But  when  fome  rival  power  invades  a  right, 
Flies  Jet  on  flies,  and  turtles  turtles  l"ght. 
Elfe  courteous  Umbra  to  the  laft  had  been 
Demurely  meek,  infipidly  fercne. 
With  him,  the  prd'ent  ftill  fome  virtues  have ; 
The  vain  are  fprightly  ;  and.  the  ftupid, grave; 
The  flojthful,  negligent;  the  foppifh,  neat ; 
The  lewd  are  airy,  and  the  fly  difcreetj 
A  wren,  an  eagle;   a  biiboon,  a  beau  ; 
Colt  )(•,  a  Lycurgus,  and  a  Phocion,  Rowe  ^[. 

Heroic  ardour  now  th'  affe-mbly  warnis, 
Each' combatant  breathes  nothing  but  alarms. 
For  future  glory  while  the  fcb-mie  is  laid, 
Fam'd  with  Horofcope  thtis  offers  to.  diiiuade  : 

Since  of  each  enterprife  th'  event's  unknown. 
We'll  quit  the  fword,  and  hearken  to  the  gow'n. 


#  Dr.  Howe, 
t  »r.  Goulil. 
H  Mr.  Aithony  SLowe, 


f  Or.  Tyfor.. 

II  sir  H.  uuttonColu 
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high  lives  Vagelliu*  *,  one  reputed  long 
For  ftrcngth  of  lungs,  and  pliancy  of  tongue. 
For  fees,  fo  any  form  he  moulds  a  caufe, 
The  word  has  merit*,  and  the  beft  has  flaws. 
Five  guineas  make  a  criminal  to-day  ; 
And  ten  to-morrow  wipe  the  ftain  away. 
Whatever  he  affirms  is  undeny'd, 
Mile's  the  lecher,  Clodius  th'  homicide ; 
Caco  pernicious,  Catiline  a  faint, 
Orford  fufpe$ed,  Duncomb  innocent. 
To  iaw  then,  friends,  for  'tis  by  fate  decreed, 
Vage'ilius,  and  our  m  >ney,  fhall  fucceed. 
Know,  when  1  £.•&  invok'd  diftafe  by  charms 
To  j.rove  propitious  to  our  future  arms, 
111  om-ris  did  the  facrifke  attcryi, 
Nor  would  the  Sibyl  from  her  gtot  afcend. 

As  Horofcope  urg'd  farther  to  be  heard, 
Ke  thus  was  interrupted  by  a  bard  f-: 

In  vain  your  magic  myfteries  you  ufe 
Such  founds  the  Sibyl's  facred  cars  abufe. 
Theft  lines  the  pale  divinity  {hall  raife, 
Such  is  the  power  of  found,  and  force  of  lays. 

"  §  Arms  meet  with  arms,  fauchions  with  fau- 

"  chions  cla&, 

"  And  fparks  of  fire  ftruck  out  from  armour  flafli. 
"  Thi'.k  clouds  of  duft  contending  warriors  raife, 
"  (I  And  hideous  war  o'er  all  the  regio.i  brays. 
"  Some  raging  ran  with  huge  Herculean  clubs, 
"  Some  maffy  balls  of  hrafs,  fome  mighty  tubs 
"  Of  cinders  bore  — 

"  <f  Naked  and  half-burnt  hills  with  hideous  wreck 
"  Affright  the  ikies,  and  fry  the  ocean's  back." 

As  he  went  rumbling  on,  the  fury  flraight 
Cravvl'd  in,  her  limbs  could  fcarce  fupport  her 

weight. 

A  rueful  rag  her  meagre  forehead  bound, 
And  faintly  her  furr'd  lips  thefo  accents  found: 

Mortal,  hyw  dar'ft  thou  with  fuch  lints  adarefs 
My  awful  feat,  and  trouble  my  reccTa  i 
In  Eflex  mKrfhy  hundreds  is  a  ^<_'l, 
Where  hzy  ft»t;s  and  drizzling  vapours  dwell  : 
Thither  raw  damps  on'droo;  ing  wings  repair, 
And  fluvering  quartans  flv.ke  the  Gckly  air. 
There,  when  fatigu'd,  fome  Glent  hours  I  pals, 
And  fubllitute  phyficinns  it:  my  j.lace. 
Tihen  <iaiv  not,  for  the  futurr,  uncc  rehcarfe 

.ircrunicc  of  Inch  untune.' J  verfe  ; 
But  ir  y>  i.r  li;ies>'let  energy  be  found, 
And  U,tra  to  rife  in  fcnfe,  and  link  in  found. 
Hirflj  \vords,  tliough  pertiticnr,  unco'th  a 
Wone  pleaii;  ilie  fancy,  who  offend  the  ear. 
]:••  ienl'e  and  numbers  if  you  would  excel, 
Read  Wychcriey,  coniide'r  l^ryden  will. 
In  one,  vvhat  vigorcis*  turns  o!  fancy  ftine  ! 
In  th'  other,  f.ytvlis  warb'o  in  each  line. 
If  Dorfet's  fprightly  Mufe  but  tcuch  the  lyre, 
The  fmiles  and  graces  melt  in  fot't  defire, 
A'.-.d  little  loves  coufefs  their  amorous  fL-e.  (..) 

After  (a")  thefe  lines  are  omitted  : 

'I  he  Tiber  now  no  gentle  Galius  fees, 

But  fmiling  Thaaics,  enjoy*  her  Normanbys. 


The  gentle  Ifis  claims  tiie  ivy  crowy, 
To  bind  th'  immortal  brows  of  Add"ifon. 


And  Britain,  i'mce  Paufaoiai  *  was  writ, 
Kirows  Spartan  virtue,  and  Athenian  wit. 
When  Stepney  paints  the  godlike  ads  of  kings, 
Or,  what  Apollo  dictates,  Prior  fings; 
The  banks  of  Rliine  a  pieas'd  attention  {how, 
And  iilver  Scquaua  forgets  to  flow. 

Such  juft  examples  carefully  read  o'er, 
Slide  without  falling ;  without  {training,  foar. 
Oft'  though  your  ftrokcs  lurprife,  you  Uiould  not 

choofe 

A  theme  fo  mighty  for  a  virgin  Mufe. 
Long  did  Apclle*  his  fam'd  piece  decline  ; 
His  Alexander  was  his  laft  dcfign. 
'Tis  Montague's  rich  vein  alone  uiuft  prove, 
None  but  a  Phidias  fliould  attempt  a  Jove. 

The  fury  paus'd,  till  with  a  frightful  found  (b) 
A  rifing  whirlwind  burft  th'  unhallow'd  ground. 
Then  {he — The  deity  we  fortune  call, 
Though  difUnt,  rules  and  influences  all. 
Straight  for  her  favour  to  her  court  repair; 
Important  ei^baflies  aflc  wings  of  air.  [foul, 

iiach  wondering  flood  ;  but   Horofcope's  great 
That  dangers  ne'er  alarm,  nor  doubts  control, 
Rdis'd  on  the  pinions  of  the  bounding  wind, 
Out-flew  the  rack,  and  left  the  hours  behind. 

The  evening  now  >vith  bluflies  warms  the  air, 
The  ftei-r  religus  the  yoke,  the  hind  his  care. 
The  clouds  above  with  golden  edgings  glow, 
And  falling  dews  rtfrtfU  the  earth  below. 
The  bat  with  fonty  wings  flits  through  the  grove, ~\ 
The  reed:>  fcarcc  ruftle,  nor  the  afpines  move.      / 
And  all  tlie  ijailicr'd  folks  fsrbear  their  lays  of  f 
love.  J 

Through  the  tranfparejt  region  of  the  flues, 
Swift  a»  a  wu'h,  the  miflii.nary  iiics : 
With  wonder  h£  furveys  the  upper  air, 
And  the  gay  gilded  meteors  fporting  there  ; 
How  lambent  jellies,  kindling  in  the  night, 
Shoot  through  the  rether  in  a  trail  of  light ; 
H«w  riiing  fleams  in  th'  azure  fluid  blend, 
Or  fleet  in  clouds,  or  foft  in  fliowers  defcend ; 
Or,  if  the  flubborn  rage  of  cold  prevail, 
In  flakes  they  fly,  or  fall  in  moulded  hail; 
How  honey-dews  embalm  the  fragrant  morn, 
And  the  fair  oak  with  lufcious  fvveats  adorn ; 
How  heat  and  moifture  mingle  in  a  inal's, 
Or  belch  in  thunder,  or  in  lightning  blaze  ; 
Why  nimble  corrufcations  ftrike  the  eye, 
A:K!  bold  tornados  blufter  in  the  fky  ; 


*  \r  Eartii    sho-.vcr. 
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VARIATION'S. 

(l>~)  The  fury  faid  :  and  vaniftiirg  from  fight, 
C:  y'd  out,  To  arms ;   fo  left  the  realms  of  light. 
The  comb-taiir*  to  th'  <-n:trprii'c  tor.fer.t, 
fmird  ot  the  great  event. 

«  I'aut'ur.iif.  \vrir..:-:  t.v  Mr.  ^^ 
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Why  a  prolific  Aura  upwards  tends, 
Ferments,  and  in  a  living  fhower  defcends; 
How  vapours  hanging  on  the  towering  hills 
In  breezes  figh,  or  weep  in  warbling  rills ; 
Whence  infant  winds  their  tender  pinions  try, 
And  river  gods  their  thirfty  urns  fupply. 

The  wondering  fags  purfues  his  airy  flight, 
And  braves  the  chill  unwholefome  damps  of  night: 
He  views  the  traces  where  luminaries  rove, 
To  fettle  feafons  here,  and  fates  above  ; 
The  bleak  Ardlurus  flill  forbid  the  feas, 
The  ftormy  Kids,  the  weeping  Hyades ; 
The  filming  lyre  with  ftrains  attracting  more 
Heaven's  glittering  manfkms  now  than  hell's  be 
fore; 

Glad  Caffiopeia  circling  in  the  flcy, 
And  each  fair  Churchill  of  the  galaxy. 

Aurora,  on  Etefian  breezes  borne, 
With  blufning  lips  breathes  out  the  fprightly  morn : 
Each  flower  in  dew  their  ftiort-liv'd  empire  weeps, 
And  Cynthia  with  her  lov'd  Endymion  fleeps. 
As  through  the  glpom  the  Magus  cuts  his  way, 
Imperfect  objefis  tell  the  doubtful  day  ; 
Dim  he  difcerns  majeflic  Atlas  rife, 
And  bend  beneath  the  burden  of  the  flcies; 
His  towering  brows  aloft  no  tcmpefts  know, 
Whilft  lightning  flies,  and  thunder  rolls  below. 

Diftant  from  hence  beyond  a  wafte  of  plains, 
Proud  Teneriff,  his  giant  brother,  reigns ; 
With  breathing  fire  his  pitchy  noftrils  glow, 
As  from  his  fides  he  fhakes  the  fleecy  fnow. 
Around  this  hoary  prince,  from  watery  beds, 
His  fubjedl  iflands  raife  their  verdant  heads; 
The  waves  fo  gently  wafh  each  rifing  hill, 
The  land  feems  floating,  and  the  ocean  ftill. 

Eternal  fpring  with  fmiling  verdure  here 
Warms  the  mild  air,  and  crawns  the  youchful  year, 
From  cryftal  rocks  tranfparent  rivulets  flow ; 
The  tuberofe  ever  breathes,  and  violets  blow. 
The  vine  undrefs'd  her  fwelling  clutters  bears, 
The  labouring  hind  the  mellow  olive  cheers ; 
Elcfloms  and  fruit  at  once  the  citron  fhews, 
And,  as  file  pays,  difcovers  ftill  (he  owes1. 
The  orange  to  her  fun  her  pride  difplays, 
And  gilds  her  flagrant  apples  with  his  rays. 
No  blait-;  e'er  difcompofe  the  peaceful  fky, 
The  fprings  but  murmur,  and  the  winds  but  figh. 
The  tuneful  fwans  on  gliding  rivers  fl.iat, 
And  warbling  dirges  die  on  every  note. 
Where  Flora  treads,  her  Zephyr  garlands  flings, 
And  fcattcrs  odours  from  hit  purple  wii:gs ; 


Whilft  birds  from  woodbine  bowers  and  jafminc 

groves 

Chant  their  glad  nuptials,  and  unenvy'd  loves. 
Mild  feafons,  rifing  hills,  and  filent  dales, 
Ceol  grottos,  filver  brooks,  and  flowery  vales, 
Groves  fill'd  with  balmy  fhrubs,  in  pomp  appear, 
And  fcent  with  gales  of  fweets  the  circling  year. 

Thefe    happy   ifles,    where    endlefs    pleafures 

wait, 

Are  ftyl'd  by  tuneful  bards — The  Fortunate. 
On  high,  where  110  hoarfe  winds  nor  clouds  rc-» 

fort, 

The  hoodwink'd  goddefs  keeps  her  partial  court. 
Upon  a  wheel  of  amethyft  flie  fits, 
Gives  and  refumes,  and  fmiles  and  frowns  by  fits. 
In  this  ftill  labyrinth,  around  her  lie 
Spells,  philters,  globes,  and  fchemes  of  palmiftry  ; 
A  figil  in  this  hand  the  gipfy  bears, 
In  th'  other  a  prophetic  fieve  and  fheers. 

The  dame,  by  divination,  knew  that  fonn 
The  Magus  would  appear — and  then  begun  : 
Hail  facred  feer  !  thy  embafly  I  know  : 
Wars  muft  enfue,  the  fates  will  have  it  fo. 
Dread  feats  fhall  follow,  and  difafters  great, 
Pills  charge  on  pill»,  and  bolus  bolus  meet : 
Both  fide*  {hall  conquer,  and  yet  both  fhall  fail ; 
The  mortar  now,  and  then  the  urinal. 

To  thee  alone  my  influence  I  owe  ; 
Where  nature  has  deny'd,  my  favours  flow. 
*Tis  I  that  give,  fo  mighty  is  my  power, 
Faith  to  the  Jew,  complexion  to  the  Moor. 
I  am  the  wretch's  wifh,  the  rook's  pretence, 
The  fluggard's  cafe,  the  coxcomb's  providence. 
Sir  Scrape-quill,  once  a  fupple  fmiling  flave, 
Looks  lofty  now,  and  infolently  grave ; 
Builds,  fettles,  purchafes,  and  has  each  hour 
Caps  from  the  rich,  and  curfcs  from  the  poor. 
Spadillio,  that  at  table  ferv'd  of  late,         v 
Drinks  rich  Tockay  himfelf,  and  eats  in  plate ; 
Has  levees,  villas,  miftrefles  in  (lore, 
And  owns  the  racers  which  he  rubb'd  before. 

Souls  heavenly  borne  my  faithlefs  boons  defy ; 
The  brave  is  to  himfelf  a  deity. 
Though  bleft  Aftrea's  gone,  fome  foil  remains 
Where  fortune  is  the  flave,  and  merit  reigns. 

The  Tiber  boafts  bis  Julian  progeny, 
Thames  his  Naflau,  the  Nile  his  Ptolomy. 
Iberia,  yet  for  fctu.-e  fway  defign'd, 
Shall,  for  a  Heffc,  a  greater  Mordaunt  find. 
Thus  Ariadne  in  proud  triumph  rode  ; 
She  loft  a  hero,  and  flic  found  a  god. 


CANTO 


V. 


"WHEN  the  fall  night,   with    peaceful   poppies  \  And  {lumbering  chiefs  of  painted  triumphs  dream, 
crown'd,  1  While  groves  and  ftreams  are  the  (oft  virgin'* 

IJad  fprcad  her  fhady  pinions  o'er  the  ground ;        [  theme  j 
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The  (urges  gently  dafh  againfl  the  {here, 
Flocks  quit  the  plains,  and  gally-flavesthe  oar  ; 
•Sleep  fhakes  its  downy  wings  o'er  mortal  eyes ; 
Murnillo  is  the  only  wretch  it  flies  ; 
He  finds  no  rcfpite  from  his  anxious  grief ; 
Then  leeks  from  this  foliloquy  n-.iief. 

Long  have  I  nign'd  unrival'd  in  the  town, 
Oj  j-itf.v'd  with  fees,  and  deafen'd  with  renown. 

None  e'er  could  die  with  due  folemnity, 
Unlcfs  his  paffport  firft  was  fign'd  by  me. 
IMy  arbirary  bounty's  undeny'd  ; 
I  give  reverfions,  and  for  heirs  provide. 
None  could  the  tedious  nuptial  ftate  fupport, 
But  I,  to  make  it  eafy,  make  it  fhort. 
1  fet  the  discontented  matrons  free, 
And  ranfom  hufbands  from  captivity. 
Shall  one  of  fuel:  importance  then  engage 
In  noify  riot  and  in  civil  rage  ? 
No  :   I'll  endeavour  ftraight  a  peace,  audio 
Preforve  my  character,  and  perfon  too. 

But  'difcord,  that  ft  ill  haunts  wirh  hideous  mien 
Thofe  dire  abodes  where  Hymen  once  hath  been, 
O'erheard  Mirmillo's  anguifh  ;  then  begun 
3ri  peevifh  accents  to  exprefs  her  own : 
'    Have  I  fo  often  banifli'd  laxy  peace 
Troin-her  dark  folitude,  and  lov'd  recefs  ? 
Have  I  made  South  and  Sherlock  difagree, 
And  puzzle  truth  with  learn'd  ohfcurityj 
And  does  the  faithful  Fergu'fcn  prufefs     : 
His  ardour  ftill  for  animofities  ? 
Have  I,  Britannia's  fafety  to  enfure, 
Ixpos'd  her  naked,  to  be  moft  fecure  ? 
Have- 1  made  parties  oppofite,  unite, 
Jn  monftrous  leagues  of  amicable  fpite, 
To  curfe  their  country,  whilft  the  common  cry 
Is  freedom  ;  but  their  ami,  the  miniftry  ? 
And  fhall  a  daflard's  cowardice  prevent 
The  war, fo  long  I've  labour'd  to  foment? 
2*Jo,  'tis  refolv'd,  he  either  fhail  comply, 
Or  I'll  renounce  my  wan  divinity. 

With  that,  the  hag  approach'd  Mirmillo's  bed, 
And,  taking  Querpo's  meagre  fhape,  fhe  faid  : 

At  noon  of  night  I  haften,  to  diipel 
Thofe  tumults  in  your  penfive  bofom  dwell. 
I  dreamt  but  now  1  heard  your  heaving  fighs, 
Nay,  faw  the  tears  debating  in  your  eyes. 
<>  that  'twere  but  a  dream  !  but  .threats  I  find 
ILour  in  your  looks,  and  rankk  in  your  mind. 
Speak,  whence  it  is  this  kte  diforder  flows, 
That  fhakes  your -foul,. and  troubles  your  repofe. 
!Miflakes  in  practice  fcarce  coald  give  you  pain  ; 
Too  \vell  you  know,  the   dead  will  ne'er  com 
plain. 

What  looks  difcover,  faid  the  homicide, 
V.\  aid  be  a  fruitlefs  induflry  to  hide. 
7viy  lafety  firft  I  muft  corfult,  nnd  then 
I'll  ferve  our  fullering  party  with  my  pen. 

All  fiinuld,  reply'd  the  hag,  their  talent  lcar.i ; 
The  moft  attempting  oft'  the  leaft  difceflP. 
l,et  Peterborough  fpeak,  and  Vanburgh  write, 
Soft  Aeon  court,  and  rough  Cxcinna  fight : 
{^ichmuft  fucceed;  but,  when  th'  enervate  aim 
l&yond  their  force,  they  fti'.l  contend  for  fname. 
Had  Colbatch  printed  noth'rg  cf  his  own, 
.lie  lud  not  been  the  Satfbl'j  of  ihc  to-.vu. 


Affcs  and  owls,  unfeen,  their  kind  hefray, 
If  thefe  attempt  to  hoot,  or  thof<?  to  bray. 
Had  Wefley  never  aim'd  in  vcife  to  pleafc, 
We  had  not  rank'd  him  with  our  OgilSys. 
Still  cenfureswill  on  dull  prettn;iers  fall; 
A  Codrus  fhotild  eTpe&  a  Juvenal. 
Ill  line*,  but  like  ill  paintings,  are  allow'd, 
To  fet  off,  and  to  recommend  the  good. 
So  diamonds  take  a  luftie  from  their  foil; 
And  to  a  Bentley  'tis  we  owe  a  Boyle. 

Confider  well  the  talent  you  pbflefs; 
To  ftrive  to  make  it  more,  would  make  it  lefs : 
And  recftlledl  what  gratitude  is  due, 
To  thofe  whofe  party  you  abandon  now. 
To  them  you  owe  your  odd  magnificence, 
But  to  your  ftars  your  magazine  of  fenfc. 
Hafpt  in  a  tombril,  aukward  have  you  fhin'd, 
With  one  fat  flave  before,  and  none  behind. 
Then  hafte  and  join  your  true  intrepid  friends, (a) 
Succefs  on  vigour  and  difpatch  depends. 

Labouring  In  doubts  iVTirmillo  ftood  ;  then  faid, 
Tis  hard  to  undertake,  if  gain  f"aTuade  ; 
What  fool  for.  noify  feuds  large  fees  would  leave  i 
Ten  har  veils  more  wouW  all  I  wifh  for  g'i'-'e. 

True  man  '.  reply'd  the  elf;   by  choice  difeas'd, 
Ever  contriving  pain,  and  never  pleas'd. 
A  preftnt  good  they  flight,  an  abfent  choofe  ; 
And  what   they  have,  for  what  they  have  nott 

lofe.    . 

Falfe  profpcCls  all  their  true  delights  deftroy, 
Refolv'd  to  want,  yet  labouring  to  enjoy. 
In  reftlefs  hurries  thoughtlefsly  they  live, 
At  fubftance  oft1  unmev'd,  for  fhadows  grieve. 
Children  at  toys,  as  men  at  titles,  aim  ; 
And  in  effedl  both  covet  but  the  fame. 
This  Philip's  fon  prov'd  in  revolving  years ; 
And  firft  tor  rattles,  then  for  vorlds  fhed  tears,  (a) 

The  fury  fpoke  ;  then  in  a  moment  fir'd 
The  hero's  breaft  with  tempefts,  and  retir'd. 

In  boding  dreams  Miimillo  fpent  the  night,  ") 
And  frightful  phantoms  danc'd  before  his  fight,  > 
Till  thv-pale  pleiads  clos'd  their  eye*  of  light.      _) 
At  length  giay  morn  glo\vn  in  the  eaftern  ikies, 
The  larks  in  raptures  through  the  sether  rife,' 
The  azure  mifts  feud  o'er  the  dewy  lawns, 
The  chaunter  at  his  early  matins  yawns, 
The  amaranth  opes  its  leaves,  the  lys  its  bells, 
And  Progne  her  complaint  of  Tereus  t'Jis. 

As  bold  Mirmiilo  the  gray  dawn  defcries, 
Arm'd  cap-a-pce,  where  honour  calls,  he  flits, 
And  find,*  the  legions  piamed  at  .their  poft  ; 
Where  mighty  Querpo  fiil'dthe  eye  the  moft. 
His  arms  were  made,  if  we  may  credit  fame, 
By  Mukiber,  the  Mayor  of  Birmingham. 


VARIATIONS. 

rrorn  (a) — (a)  originally  thus  : 
But  foon  what  they've  exalted  they'll  difcard, 
And  fet  up  Carus,  or  the  city  bard. 

Ahirm'd  at  this  the  hero  courage  took, 
Aru'  ftorms  of  terror  threattn'd  in  his  look. 
My  dread  r.f.  Lvef,  he  cry'd,  I'll  ftraight  purfue 
The  fury,  latis>fy'd,i»  fmilcs  wuhdrtw_ 


THE     DISPENSARY. 


JOt 


Of  tfmper'd  ftibiuni  the  bright  fhield  was  caft, 

And  yet  the  work  the  metal  far  furpafs'd. 

A  foliage  of  the  vulnerary  leaves,  [ceives 

Graved  round  the  brim,  the  wondering  fight  de- 

Around  the  centre  fate's  bright  trophies  lay, 

Probe*,  faws,  incifi'in-knives,  and  tools  to  flay. 

Eaibofl  upon  the  field,  a  battle  (rood 

Of  leeches  (pouting  hsemorrhoidal  blood. 

The  artift  too  exprefs'd  the  folemn  ftate 

Of  grave  phyficians  at  a  confult  met; 

About  each  fymptom  how  they  difagree, 

But  now  unanimous  in  cafe  of  fee. 

Whilft  each  affuflin  his  Icarn'd  colleague  tires 

"With  learu'd  impertinence,  the  fick  expires. 

Beneath  this  blazing  orb  bright  Q^erpo  fhone, 
Himfclf  an  Atlas,  and  his  (hield  a  moon. 
A  peftle  for  his  truncheon  led  the  van, 
And  his  high  helmet  was  a  clofc-ftool  pan. 
His  creft  an  Ibis,  brandifhing  her  beak, 
And  winding  in  loofe  folds  her  f'piral  neck. 
This  when  the  young  Qaerpoides  beheld, 
His  face  in  nurfe's  breaft  the  bey  conceal'd  ; 
Then,  peept,  and  with  the  effulgent   helm  would 

pky, 

And  as  the  monfter  gap'd,  would  (brink  away. 
Thus  fometimes  joy  prevaii'd,  and  fometimes  fear  ; 
And  tears  and  (miles  alternate  paflions  were. 

A*  QMerpo  towering  (lood  in  martial  might, 
Pacific  Cams  fparkkd  on  the  right. 
An  oran  outang  o'er  his  (boulders  hung, 
His  plume  confefs'd  the  capon  whence  it  fprung. 
His  motley  mail  fcarce  could  the  hero  bear, 
Haranguing  thus  the  tributes  of  the  war  : 

Fam'd  chiefs, 

For  prefent  triumphs  born,  defign'd  for  more, 
Your  virtue  I  admire,  your  valour  more. 
If  battle  be  refolv'd,  you'll  find  this  hand 
Can  deal  out  detliny,  and  fate  command. 
Our  foes  in  throng*  (hall  hide  the  cnmfon  plain, 
And  their  Apollo  interpofe  in  vain. 
Though  gods  themfelves  engage,  a  Diotned 
With  eafe  could  (how  a  deity  can  bleed. 

But  war's,  icugh  trade  ihould  be  by  fools  pro- 

feft, 

The  trceft  rubbifh  fills  a  trench  the  heft. 
Let  quinfies  throttle,  and  the  quartan  (hake, 
Or  dropfies  drown,  and  gout  and  chnlics  rack; 
Let  fword  and  peftilcnce  lay  watle,  while  we 
Wage  bloodlefs  wars,  and  fight  in  theory, 
Who  wants  not  merit,  needs  not  arm  for  fame; 
The  dead  I  raife,  my  chivalry  proclaim; 
Dilcafcs  baffled,  and  loft  health  reftor'd. 
)n  fame's  bright  lilt  my  vi&ories  record. 
More  lives  fiom  mt  their  preservation  own, 
Than  lovers  lofe  if  fair  Cornelia  frown. 

Your  cures,  (brill  Querpo  cry'd,  aloud  you  tell, 
But  wifely  your  mifcaniages  conceal. 
y,ci:o,  a  prieft,  in  Samothrace  of  old, 
Thus  reafon'd  with  Philopidas  the  bold: 
Immortal  gods  you  own,  but  think  them  blind 
To  what  concerns  the  ftate  of  human  kind. 
Kither  they  hear  not,  or  regard  not  prayer  ; 
That  argues  want  of  power  and  this  of  care. 
Allow  that  wifdom  infinite  muil  know  ; 
rover  infinite  mutt  aft.    "  I  grant  it  fo." 


Hafte  ftraight  to   Neptune's  fane  ;    furvey  with 

zeal 

The  walls.     "  What  then  ?"  reply'd  the  infidel. 
Obferve  thofe  numerous  throngs,  in  effigy, 
The  gods  have  fav'd  from  the  devouring  fea. 
"  '  Pis  true,  their  pictures  that  eicap'd  you  keep, 
"  But   where    are    theirs    that    periih'd    in    the 

"  deep?" 

Vaunt  now  no  more  the  triumph  of  your  (kill. 
But,  though  unfee'd,  exert  your  arm,  and  kill. 
Our  fcouts  have  learn'd  the  pofhire  of  the  foe  ; 
(n  war  furprifes  fureil  conduct  fhow. 

But  fame,  that  neither  good  nor  had  conceals. 
That   Pembroke's    worth,    and  Ormond's  valrfur 

tells; 

How  truth  in  Burnet,  ho\v  in  Cavendifti,  reigns, 
Varro's  magnificence  with  Maro's  drains; 
But  how  at  church  and  bar  all  gape  and  ftrctch 
If    Winniugton   but   plead,   or    South    or    Only 

preach  ; 

On  nimble  wings  to  Warwick-lane  repair*, 
And  what  the  enemy  intends,  declares. 
Confufion  in  each  countenance  appenr'd, 
A' council's  call'd,  and  Stentor*  firft  was  heard; 
His  labouring  lurtgs  the  thron'd  prajforium  rent,  (6) 
Addrefling  thus  the  paffivc  prefidtnt  : 

Machaonj-,  whofc  experience  we  adore, 
Great  M  your  rnatchlefs  merit,  is  your  power: 
At  your  approach,  the  baffled  tyrant  death 
Breaks  his  keen   lhafts,  and  grinds  his  clafhing 

teeth. 

To  you  we  leave  the  condu&  of  the  day; 
What  you  command,  your  vaffals  muft  obey. 
If  this  dread  enterprise  you  would  decline, 
We'll  fend  to  treat,  and  ftifle  the  defign. 
But,  if  my  arguments  had  force,  we'd  try 
To  humble  our  audacious  foes,  or  die  ; 
Our  (pile,  they'll  find,  to  their  advantage  leans  j 
The  end  is  good,  no  matter  for  the  means. 
So  modern  cai'uifts  their  talents  try, 
Uprightly  for  the  fake  of  truth  u>  lie. 

He  had   not  finifh'd,   till  th'  out-guards  def» 

cry'd  0) 
Bright  columns  move  in  formidable  pride; 


VARIATIONS. 

([>}  True  to  extremes,  yet  to  dull  forms  a  (lave, 
He's  always  dully  gay,  or  vainly  grave. 
With  indignation,  and  a  daring  air, 
He  paus'd  a  while,  and  thus  addrefs'd  the  chair. 

(<;)   What  Stentor  offer'd  was  by  mofl  approv'd  j 
But  feveral  voices  feveral  methods  mov'd. 
At  length  th'  adventurous  heroes  all  agree 
T'expecl  the  foe,  and  act  defenfively. 
Into  the  (hop  their  bold  battalions  move, 
And  what  their  chief  commands,  the  reft  approve. 
Down  from  the  walls  they  tear  the  (helves  in  hade, 
Which  0:1  their  flank  fur  palifadts  arephc'd; 

*  Dr.  Good»ll. 

f  Sir  Thomas  MUKagtcn. 


THE   WORKS    OF    GARTH. 


The  patting  pomp  fo  dazzled  from  afar, 
It  feem'd  a  triumph,  rather  than  a  war. 
Though  wide  the  front,  though  grofs  the  phalanx 

grew, 
It  lofrk'd  lefs  dreadful,  as  it  nearer  grew. 

Thfc  adverfe  hod  for  a<5lion  ftraight  prepare  ; 
All  eaget  to  unveil  the  face  of  war. 
Their  chiefs  lace  on  their  helms,  and  take  the 

field, 

And  to  their  trufly  fquire  refigns  the  fhield  : 
To  paint  each  knight,  their  ardour  hnd  alarms. 
Would  aflc  the  mufe  that  fung  the  frogs  in  arms. 

And  now  the  fignal  fummons  to  the  fray  ; 
Mock  falchions  flaih,  and  paltry  enfigns'  play. 
Their  patron  god  his  filver  bow-firings  twangs; 
Tough  harnefs  rufiles,  and  bold  armour  clangs; 
1   The  piercing  caullies  ply  their  fpiteful  power; 
J£metics  ranch,  and  keen  cathartics  fcour; 
The  deadly  drugs  in  double  dofes  fly  ; 
And  peftles  peal  a  martial  fymphony. 

Now  from  their  level'd  iyringes  they  pour 
The  liquid  volley  of  a  miffive  fliowcr. 
Not  ft.irms  of  ileet,  which  o'er  the  Baltic  drive 
Pufh'd  on  by  northern  gufts,  fuch  hormr  give. 
Like  fpouts  in  fouthern  feas  the  deluge  broke. 
And  numbers  funk  beneath  th*  impetuous  ilroke. 

So  when  Leviathans  difputc  the  reign 
And  uncontrol'd  dominion  of  the  main ; 
From  the  rent  rocks  whole  c«ral  groves  are  torn, 
And  ifles  of  fea-weed  on  the  waves  are  borne, 
Such  watery  (lores  from  their  fpread  noftrils  fly, 
'Tis  doubtful  which  is  fea,  and  which  is  fky. 

And  now  the  ftaggering  braves,  led  by  defpair, 
Advance,  and  to  return  the  charge  prepare, 
Each  feizes  for  his  fliield  a  fpacious  fcale, 
And  the  hrafs  weights  fly  thick  as  fhowers  of 

hail. 

Whole  heaps  of  warriors  welter  on  the  ground, 
With  gaily-pots  and  broken  ph;als  crown'd  ; 
Whilft  empty  jars  the  dire  defeat  refnund. 

Thus  when  i'ome  flcrm  its  cryftal  quarry  rends, 
And  Jove  in  rattling;  ftowers  of  ice  defc;r.d> ; 
Mount  Athos  fhiikes  the  iorefts  on  his  brovr,      ") 
Whilit  down  his  wounded  fides  frdh  torrents/ 
flow,  [below.  T 

And  leaves  and  limhs  of  trees  o'crfcread  the  vale  j 

fiu:  now,  all  order  loft,  promifcuous  blows 
Confus'dly  fall;  pffiplcx'd  the  battle  grows, 
.{•'rrtn  Stentor's*  arm  a  tr.aily  optsre  {I;;-, 
Ai.d  Untight  a  deadly  fleep  clos'd  Cams'  eyes. 
At  Colon  f  great  Sertorius  Buckthorn  flung, 
Who  with  fierce  gripes,  like  thole  of  death,  was 


And  then  behind  the  compter  ranjj'd  they  ftand 
1  heir  front  fo  well  fecur'd,  t'obey  command. 

And  now  the  icon's  the  advtrfe  hofti  difcry, 
P'u.'  apron?  in  the  air  for  colours  fly  : 
With  unrefifti-d  force  they  urge  their  v.r.v, 
And  find  the  foe  cmbattLd  in  array. 

*  br.  ConJaU  aj;a;Kft  Dr.  T^ci. 


But  with  a  dauntlefs  and  difdatnful  mein 
Hurl'd  back  fteel  pills,  and  hit  him  on  the  fpIeWjU 
Chiron  *  attack'd  Talthibius  with  fuch  might, 
On;  pafs  had  paunch'd  the  huge  hydropic  knight, 
Who  ftraight  retreated  to  evade  the  wound, 
But  in  a  flood  of  apozem  was  drown'd. 
This  Pfylas||  faw,  and  to  the  victor  faid, 
Thou  ftialt  not  long  furvive  th'  unwieldy  dead, 
Thy  fate  (hall  follow  ;  tq  confirm  it,  fwore, 
By  the  image  of  Priapus,  which  he  bore  : 
And  rais'd  an  eagle-ftone,  invoking  loud 
On  Cynthia,  leaning  o'er  a  filver  cloud  : 

Great  queen  of  night,  and  emprefs  of  the  feas, 
If  faithful  to  thy  midnight  myfteries, 
If,  ftill  obfervant  of  my  early  vows, 
Thefe  hands  have  eas'd  the  mourning  matron's 

throes, 

Diredl  this  rais'd  avenging  arm  aright ; 
So  may  loud  cymbals  aid  thy  labouring  light. 
He  faid,  and  let  the  ponderous  fragment  fly 
At  Chiron,  but  learn'd  Hermes  put  it  by. 

Though  the  haranguing  god  lurvey'd  the  vrar, 
That  day  the  mufes*  fons  were  not  his  care; 
Two  friends,  adepts,  the  Trifmegifts  by  name, 
Alike  their  features,  and  alike  their  flame ; 
As  fimpling  near  fair  Tweed  each  fung  by  turn, 
The  liftening  river  wduld  ncgle£  his  urn. 
Thofe  lives  they  fail'd  to  refcuc  by  their  flcill, 
Their  mufe  could  make  immortal  with  her  quill; 
But  learn'd  inquiries  after  nature's  ftate 
Diflblv'd  the  league,  and  kindled  a  debate. 
The  one,  for  lofty  labours  fruitful  known, 
Fill'd  magazinei  with  volumes  of  his  own. 
At  his  once-favour'd  friend  a  tome  he  threw", 
That  from  its  birth  had  flept  nnfeen  till  now ; 
Stunn'd  tvith  the  blow,  the  batter'd  bard  retir'd. 
Sunk  down,  and  in  a  fimile  cxpir'd. 

And  now  the  c<, hurts  {hake,  the  legion 
The  yielding  flunks  confefs  the  victory. 
Stentor,  undaunted  (till,  with  noble  rage 
Sprung  through  the  battle,  Qaerpo  to  engage. 
Fierce  was  the  orifet,  the  difpute  was  great, 
Both  could  not  vanquifli,  neither  would  retreat ; 
Each  ccir.barant  his  advcrfary  mauls, 
With  batter'd  bed-pans,  and  ftav'ci  urinals. 
On  Stentor's  crefl  the  ufual  cryflal  breaks, 
And  tears  of  ember  gutter'd  down  his  cheeks; 
But  whilft  the  champion,  as  late  rumours  tefl, 
Dtfigo'd  a  fure  dedGve  ftroke,  he  fell : 
And  as  tits  vidlor  hovering  o'er  him  flood, 
With  arms  extended,  thus  the  fuppliant  fued  : 

When  honour's  loft,  'tis  a  relief  to  die  ; 
Death's  but  a  Jure  retreat  from  infamy. 
But  to   ths  loft  if  pity  might  be  fhown, 
Rtfledl  dii  young  Qgerpo'idci  thy  Jon  ; 
Then  pity  mine,  for  fuch  an  infant  gma 
Smiles  in  his  eyes,  and  flitters  in  his  face. 
If  he  was  ntar,  compafiion  he'd  create, 
Or  elfe  lament  his  wretched  parent's  fate. 
Thine  is  the  glory,  and  the  field  i*  tiiine  ; 
To  thee  the  iov'd  Diipenlary  1  relign. 

*  Dr.  Gillaj;air.ft  Dr.'Riulcyr 
||  Dr. 
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At  this  the  victors  own  fuch  extaftes, 
AS  Memphian  priefts  if  their  Ofiris  fneeze  : 
Or  champions  with  Olympic  clangor  fir'cl; 
Or  fnupering  prudes  with  fprightly  Nantz  infpir'd ; 
Or  fuluns  rai.s'd  from  dungeons  to  a  crown ; 
Or  falling  zealots  when  the  fcrmon's  done. 

Awhile  the  chief  the  deadly  ilroke  declin'd, 
And  found  companion  pleading  in  his  mind. 
But  whilft  he  view'd  with  pity  the  diftrefs'd,    - 
He  fpy'd  Signeturf  writ  upon  his  breaft.      [head, 
Then  tow'rds  the  fkies  he  tofs'd   his  threatening 
And,  fir'd  with  more  than  mortal  fury,  faid  : 

Sooner  than  I'll  from  vow'd  revenge  defift,  (</) 
His  Holinefs  (hall  turn  a  Quieteft ; 


VARIATIONS, 


(<f)  Faith  fland  unmov'd  through  Stillingfleet's  de 
fence,  t 
And  Locke  for  myftery  abandon  feufe. 

•f-  Thofc  members  of  the  college  that  obfcrve  a  late  fta- 
tute,  ar«  called  by  the  apothecaridi  '"  fifnetur  men." 


Janfenius  and  the  Jefuits  agree, 

The  inquiiition  wink  at  herefy, 

Warm  convocations  own  the  church  fecurc, 

And  more  confult  her  doctrine  than  her  power* 

With  that  he  drew  a  lancet  in  his  rage, 
To  punfture  the  Hill  fupplicating  fage. 
But  while  his  thoughts  that  fatal  ftroke  decree, 
Apollo  interpos'd  in  form  of  fee. 
The  chief  great  Psean's  golden  trelTes  knew, 
He    own'd   the  god,   and  his  rais'd   arm   with 
drew. 

Thus  often  at  the  Temple- flairs  we've  feen 
Two  tritons,  of  a  rough  athletic  mien, 
Sourly  difpute  fome  quarrel  of  the  flood, 
With   knuckles  bruis'd,   and    face   bslrnear'J  R) 

blood ; 

But,  at  the  firft  appearance  of  a  fare, 
Both  quit  the  fray»  and  to  their  oars  repair. 

The  Hero  fo  his  enterprize  recalls, 
His  fift  unclinfhes,  and  the  weapon  falls. 


CANTO 


vr. 


WHILE  the  fhrUl  clangor  of  the  battle  rings, 
Aufpicious  health  appear'd  on  zephyr's  wings; 
She  feem'd  a  cherub  mod  divinely  bright. 
More  foft  than  air,  more  gay  than  morning-light. 
A  charm  flie  takes  from  each  excelling  fair, 
And  borrows  Carlifle's  fhape,  and  Grafton's  air. 
Her  eyes  like  Ranelagh's  their  beams  difpcnfe, 
With   Churchill's  bioom,   and   Berkeley's  inno 
cence; 

On  Iris  thus  the  differing  beams  beflow 
The  dye,  that  paints  the  wonders  of  her  bow  ; 
From  the  fair  nymph  a  vocal  miific  falls, 
As  to  Machaon  thu»  the  goddefs  calls  : 

Enough,  th'  atchievement  of  your  arms  you've 

fhown, 
You  feek  a  triumph  you  fhould  blufh  to  own. 

Haftc  to  th'  Elyfian  fields,  thofe  bleft  abodes, 
Where  Harvey  fits  among  the  demi-godsi 
Conlult  that  facred  fage,  he'll  foon  difclofe 
The  method  that  rr.uft  mollify  thefe  woes, 
Let  Celfus*  for  that  enterpiize  prepare, 
His  conduct  to  the  fliades  lhall  be  my  care. 

Aghaft  the  heroes  flood  diQblv  d  in  fear, 
A  form  fo  heavenly  hrighr  they  could  not  bear; 
Celfus,  alone  unmov'd,  the  fight  beheld, 
1'he  refl  in  pale  confuiion  left  the  field. 

So  when  the  pygmies,  marfhal'd  on  the  plains, 
Wage  puny  war  againlt  th'  invading  cranes ; 

*  Cr.  Bateiran, 


The  puppets  to  their  bpdfcin  fpears  repair, 
And  fcatter'd  feathers  flutter  in  the  air; 
But,  when  the  bold  imperial  bird  of  Jove 
Stoops  on  his  founding  pinions  from  above, 
Among  the  brakes  the  fairy  nation  crowds, 
And  the  Strimonian  fquadron  fecks  the  clouds. 

And  now  the  delegate  prepares  to  go  } 

And  view  the  wonders  of  the  realms  helow;      V 
Then  takes  Amomuni  for  the  golden  bough.       3 
Thrice  did  the  gocldefs  with  her  facred  wand 
The  pavement  flrike ;  and  ftraight  at  her  com 
mand 

The  willing  furface  opens,  and  defcries 
A  deep  ddcent  that  leads  to  nether  flcies. 
Hygeia  to  the  filcnt  region  tends ; 
And   with    his   heavenly   guide   the   charge   de-< 

fcends. 

Thus  Numa,  when  to  hallow'd  caves  retir'J, 
Was  by  ./Egeria  guarded  and  infpir'd. 

Within  the  chambers  of  the  globe  they  fpy 
The  beds  where  fleeping  vegetables  lie, 
Till  the  glad  fummens  uf  a  genial  lay 
Unbinds  the  glebe,  and  calls  them  out  to  day. 
Hence  pancies  trick  themfelves  in  various  hue. 
And  hence  jcnquila  derive  their  fragrant  dew; 
Hence  the  carnation  and  the  baihful  rofe 
I'htir  virgin  blufhes  to  the  morn  difch  t'e  ; 
Hence  the  chafle  lily  rifes  to  the  light, 
Unveils  her  inowy  breafls,  and  charms  the  flgh; ; 
G  iij 
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Hence  ardours  are  with  twining  greens  array'd, 
T*  oblige  complaining  lovers  with  their  fhade; 
And  hence  on  Daphne's  laurd'd  forehead  grow 
Immortal  wreaths  for  Phoebus  and  Naflau. 

The  infecls  here  their  lingering  trance  furvive  : 
Benumb'd  they  feem'd,  and  doubtful  if  alive. 
From  winter's  fury  hither  they  repair, 
And  flay  for  milder  flcies  and  i'ofter  air. 
Down  to  thcfe  cells  oufcener  reptiles  creep, 
"Where  hateful  nutes  and  painted  lizards  fleep  ; 
Where  fhivering  'hakes  the  fummer  folftice  wait : 
Unfurl  their  painted  folds,  and  flide  in  ftate. 
Here  their  new  form  the  numb'd  erucx  hide 
Their  numerous  feet  in  flender  bandage  ty'd  : 
Soon  as  the  kindling  ear  begins  to  rife,  T 

This  upftart  race  their  native  clod  defpife, 
And  proud  of  painted  wings  attempt  the  ikies,    j 

Now  thofe  profounder  regions  they  explore, 
"Where  metals  ripeu  in  yaft  cakes  of  ore. 
Here,  fullen  to  the  fight,  at  large  is  fpread 
The  dull  unwieldy  mafs  of  lumpilh  lead. 
There,  glimmering  in  their  dawning  beds,  are 

feen 

The  light  afpiring  feeds  of  fprigbtly  tin. 
The  copper  fparkles  next  in  ruddy  ftreaks  ; 
And  in  the  gloom  betrays  its  glowing  cheeks. 
The  filver  then,  with  bright  and  burnifu'd  grace, 
Youth  and  •a.  blooming  luflre  in  i:s  face, 
To  th'  arms  of  thcfe  more  yielding  metals  flies, 
And  in  the  folds  of  their  embraces  lies. 
So  clofe  they  cling,  fo  ftubbornly  retire  ; 
Their  love's  more  violent  than  the  chemift's  fire. 

Near  thefe  the  delegate  with  wonder  fpies 
Where  floods  of  living  filver  ferpentife ; 
Where  richeft  metals  their  bright  looks  put  on, 
And  goWen  flreams  through  amber  channels  run  : 
Where  light's  gay  god  defcends,  to  riptn  gems, 
And  lend  a  luftre  brighter  than  his  beams. 
Here  he  obferves  the  fubterranean  cells, 
Where  wanton  nature  fports  in  idle  fliells. 
Some  helicoeids,  fome  conical  appear  : 
Thefe»  mitres  emulate,  thofe  turbans  are. 
Here  marcafttes  in  various  figure  wait, 
To  ripen  to  a  true  metallic  flate  : 
Till  drops  that  from  impending  rocks  defcend 
Their  fubflance  petrify,  and  progrefs  end. 
Nigh,  livid  feas  of  kindled  fulphur  flow, 
And  whilft  tnrag'd,  their  fiery  furges  glow, 
Convulfions  in  the  labouring  mountains  rife, 
And  hurl  their  melted  vitals  to  the  fkies. 

-  He  views  with  horror  next  the  noify  cave, 
"Whfere  with  hoarfe  dins  imprifon'd  tempefts  rave ; 
"Whe,re  clamorours  hurricanes  attempt  thtir  flight, 
Or,  whirling  in  tumultuous  eddies,  fight. 
The  warring  winds  unmov'd  Hygeia  heard, 
JSrav'd  their  loud  jars,  but  much  for  Celfus  fcar'd. 
Andromeda  fo,  whilft  her  hero  fought, 
Shook  for  hi>  danger,  but  her  own  forgot. 

And  now  the  gcddels  with  her  charge  defcend?, 
Whilft  fcarce  one  chearful  glimpfe  their  fteps  be 
friends. 

Here  his  forfaken  feat  old  Chaos  keeps ; 
And,i:ndifturb'd  by  form,  in  filcnce  fleeps ; 
A  grifly  wight,  and  hideous  to  the  eye, 
An  aukward  lump  cf  fnapdefi  anarchy. 


With  fordid  age  his  features  are  defac'd : 
His  lands  unpeopled,  ami  his  countries  wafte. 
To  thefc  dark  realms  much  learned  lumber  creeps 
Tlrere  copious  Morton  fafe  in  filence  fleeps ; 
Where  imiihroorn  libels  in  oblivion  lie, 
And,  foon  as  born,  like  other  monfters,  die. 
Upon  a  couch  of  jet,  in  thefe  abodes, 
Dull  night,  his  melancholy  coulort,  nous. 
No  ways  and  mtans  their  cabinet  employ; 
But  their  dark  hours  they  wafte  in  barren  joy. 

Nigh  this  rcciif*,  with  terror  they  furvey 
Where  death  maintains  his  dread  tyrannic  fway. 
In  the  clbfe  covert  of  a  cyprefs  grove, 
Where  goblins  frifk,  and  airy  fpc&res  rove, 
Yawns  a  dark  cave,  with  awful  horror  wide, 
And  there  the  monarch's  triumphs  are  defcry'd; 
Confus'd,  and  wildly  huddlfid  to  the  eye, 
The  beggar's  po\.ch  and  prince's  purple  lie; 
Dim  lamps  with  fickly  rays  fcarce  feem  to  glow; 
Sighs  heave  in  mournful  moans,  and  tears  o'erfiow; 
Rcillefi  anxiety,  forlorn  defpair, 
Arid  all  the  faded  family  of  care  ; 
Old  mouklering  urns,  racks,  daggers,  and  diftrefs, 

Make  up  the  frightful  horror  of  the  place. 

Within  its  dreadful  jaws  thofe  furies  wait, 
Which  execute  the  harfh  decrees  of  fate. 

Febris  is  firft  :  the  hag  relcntlefs  hears 

The  virgin's  fighs,  and  fees  the  infant's  tears. 

In  her  parch'd  eye-balls  fiery  meteors  rei^n  ; 

And  reftlefs  ferments  revel  in  each  veign. 
Then  liydrops  next  appears  amorgft  the  throng ; 

Bloated,  and  big,  (he  flowly  fails  along. 

But,  like  a  miier,  in  excefs  fhe's  poor, 

And  pines  for  thirft  amidft  her  watery  (lore. 
Now  loathfome-lepra,  that  offenfive  fpright, 

With  foul  eruptions  ftain'd,  offends  the  light; 

Still  deaf  to  beau'y's  foft  perfuadirg  \-  v.  er  ; 

Nor  can  bright  Hebe's  charms  herbloom  fecure. 
Whilft  meagre  Pthifis  gives  a  filuit  blow, 

Her  ftrokes  are  fure,  but  her  advances  (low  : 

No  loud  alarms,  nor  fierce  affaults,  are  fluwn; 

She  ftarvts  the  fortreft  firft,  then  takes  the  town. 

Behind  flood  crowds  of  much  inferior  fame, 

Too  numerous  to  repeat,  too  foul  to  name  ; 

The  vaff.ils  of  their  monarch's  tyranny, 

Who,  at  his  nod,  on  fatal  errands  fly. 

Now  Cclfus,  with  his  glorious  guide,  invades 

The  filent  region  of  the  fleeting  fbades  ; 

Whi  re  rocks  and  rueful  defercs  are  defcry'J, 

And  fullen  Styx  rolls  down  his  lazy  ti  ie ; 

1  h-.n  fiiows  the  ferry-man  the  plant  he  bore, 

And  claims  his  pafTige  to  the  further  fhore. 

To  whom  the  Stygian  pilot,  fmiltng,  faid, 

You  need  no  paflport  to  demand  our  aid. 

Phyfician?  never  linger  on  this  ftrand  : 

Old  Charon'*  prcfent  ftill  at  your  command. 

Our  awful  monarch  and  his  confort  owe 

To  them  the  peopling  of  the  realms  below. 

Then  in  his  1'wanhy  hand  he  grafp'd  the  oar, 

Rcceiv'd    his   gucfls   aboard,    and    fhov'd    from. 

fhore. 
Now,  as  the  goddefs  and  her  charge  prepare 

To  breathe  the  fweets  of  foft  Klyfian  air, 

U^on  the  left  they  fpy  a  pen  five  fliade. 

Who  on  his  bended  arm  had  rais'd  his  head  : 
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Pale  grief  fat  heavy  on  his  mournful  look ; 
To  whom,  not  unconcern'd,  thus  Celfus  fpoke  : 

Tell  me,  thou  much  afflided  (hade,  why  fighs 
Burft  from  your  brcaft,  and  torrents  from  your 

eyes  : 

And  who  thofe  mangled  manes  arc,  which  fliow 
A  fullen  fatisfa&ion  at  your  woe  ? 

Sine?,  faid  the  ghoft,  with  pity  you'll  attend, 
Know,  I'm  Guaicum  f ,  once  your  firmed  friend; 
And  on  this  barren  beach  in  difcontent 
Am  do<>m'd  to  (lay,  till  th"  angry  powers  relent. 
Thofe  fpe<5lres,  feam'd  with  fears,  that  threaten 
The  vidlims  of  my  late  ill-conducl:  are.        [there, 
They  vex  with  endlefs  clamours  my  repofe  : 
This  wa'nts  his  palate ;   that  demands  his  nofe  : 
And  here  they  execute  ftern  Pluto's  will, 
And  ply  me  every  moment  with  a  pill. 

Then  Celfus  thus:   O  much-lamented  ftate  ! 
How  rigid  is  the  fentence  you  relate  ! 
Methinks  I  recollect  your  former  air, 
But  ah  !   how  much  you're  chang  d  from  what 

you  were ! 

Jnfipid  as  your  late  ptifans  you  lie, 
That  once  were  fprightlier  far  than  Mercury. 
At  the  fad  tale  you  tell,  the  poppies  weep, 
And  mourn  their  vegetable  fouls  afleep  ; 
The  un<5hious  larix,  and  the  healing  pine, 
Lament  your  fate  in  tears  of  turpentine. 
Eut  ftill  the  offspring  of  your  brain  fhall  prove 
The  grocer's  care,  and  brave  the  rage  of  Jove  : 
When   bonfires  blaze,  your  vagrant  works  fhall 

rife 
In  rockets,  till  they  reach  the  wondering  flues. 

If  mortals  e'er  the  Stygian  powers  could  bend, 
Intreatits  to  their  awful  feats  I'll  fend. 
But,  fince  no  human  arts  the,  fates  diffuade, 
Direct:  me  how  to  find  blefs'd  Harvey's  fhade. 
In  vain  th'  unhappy  ghoft  ftill  urg'd  his  flay  ; 
Then,  rifing  from  the  ground,  he  fhew'd  the  way. 
Ni^h  the  dull  fhore  a  fhapelefs  mountain  flood, 
That  with  a  dreadful  frown  furvey'd  the  flood. 
Its  fearful  brow  no  lively  greens  put  on  ; 
No  frifking  goats  bound  o'tr  the  ridgy  (lone. 
To  gain  the  fummit  the  bright  goddefs  try'd  ; 
And  Celfus  foliow'd,  by  degrees,  his  guide. 

Th'   afcent  thus  conquer' d,    now   they  tower 

on  high, 

And  tafte  th'  indulgence  of  a  milder  fky. 
JLoofe  breezes  on  their  airy  pinions  play, 
Soft  infant  bloffoms  their  chafte  odours  pay 
And  rofes  blufh  their  fragrant  lives  away 
Ceol   firearm   through  flowery  meadows  gently 

glide ; 

And,  as  they  pafs,  their  painted  banks  they  chide 
Thefe  bliMul  plains  no  blights  nor  mildews  fear, 
The  flowers  ne'er  fade,  and  fhrubs  are  myrtles 
The  morn  awakes  the  tuiip  from  her  bed  ;  [here. 
Ere  noon  in  painted  pride  fhe  decks  her  head, 
Robb'd  in  ricli  dye  fhe  triumphs  on  the  green, 
And  every  flower  does  homage  to  the;r  queen. 
So,  when  bright  Venus  riles  from  the  flood, 
Around  in  throngs  the  wondering  Nereids  crowd; 
The  Tritons  gaze,  and  tune  each  vocal  fhell, 
And  every  grace  uniting,  the  waves  concsaj. 
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The  delegate  obferve's,  with  wondering  eyes, 
Ambrnfial  dews  defcend,  and  incenfc  rife ; 
Then  haftens  onward  to  the  penfive  grove, 
The  filent  manfion  of  difaftrous  love. 
Here  jealoufy  with  jaundic'd  looks  appears, 
And  broken  {lumbers,  and  fantaftic  fears. 
The  widow'd  turtle  hang's  her  moulting  wings, 
And  to  the  woods  in  mournful  murmurs  fings. 
No   winds  but   fighs   there   are,   no   floods    but 

tears : 

Each  confcious  tree  a  tragic  fignal  bears. 
Their  wounded  bark  records  fome  broken  vow, 
And  willow-garlands  hang  on  every  bough. 

Olivia  here  in  folitude  he  found, 
Her  dowucaft  eyes  fix'd  on  the  filent  ground  : 
Her  drefs  negledled,  and  unbound  her  hair, 
She  feein'd  the  dying  image  of  defpair. 
How  lately  did  this  celebrated  thing 
Blaze  in  the  box,  and  fparkle  in  the  ring; 
Till  the  green  ficknefs  and  love's  force  betray'd 
To  death's  remorfelefs  arms  th'  unhappy  maid  '. 

All  o'er  confus'd  the  guilty  lover  flood, 
The  light  forfook  his  eyes,  his  cheeks  the  blood ; 
An  icy  horror  fhiver'd  in  his  look, 
As  to  the  cold-complexion'd  nymph  he  fpoke : 
Tell  me,   dear  (hade,  from  whence  iuch  anxi 
ous  care, 

Your  looks  diforder'd,  and  your  bofom  bare  ? 
Why  thus  you  languifh  like  a  drooping  flower, 
Crufh'd  by  the  weight  of  fome  relentlefs  fhower  ? 
Your  languid  looks  your  late  ill-condu<5l  tell ; 
Oh  that,  inftead  of  trafh,  you'd  taken  fleel ! 

Stabb'd  with  th'  unkind  reproach,  the  confc-i- 

ous  maid 

Thus  to  her  late  infulting  lover  faid  : 
When  ladk?  liften  not  to  loofe  defire, 
You  flile  our  modefty  our  want  of  fire: 
Smile  or  forbid,  encourage  or  reprove, 
You  ftill  find  reafons  to  believe  we  love  : 
Vainly  you  think  a  liking  we  betray, 
And  never  mean  the  peevifh  things  we  fay. 
Few  are  the  fair-ones  of  Rufilla's  make, 
Unafk'd  fhe  grants,  uninjur'd  fh^'ll  forfake: 
But  feveral  Caiia's,  feveral  ages  boaft, 
That  like,  where  reafon  recommends  the  mofl. 
Where  heavenly  truth  and  tendenieis  confpire, 
Chafte  paflion  may  perfuade  us  to  defire. 

Your  lex,  he  cry'd,  as  cuflom  bids,  behaves; 
In  forms  the  tyrant  ties  fuch  haughty  flaves. 
To  do  nice  conduct  right, you  nature  wrong; 
Impulfes  are  but  weak,  where  reafon's  flrong. 
Some  want  the  courage  ;  but  how  few  the  flame '. 
They  like  the  thing,  that  ftartle  at  the  name. 
The  lonely  phcenix,  though  profefs'd  a  nun, 
Warms  into  love,  and  kindles  at  the  fun; 
Thcfe  tales  of  fpicy  urns  and  fragrant  fires 
Arc  but  the  emblems  of  her  fcorch'd  dcfires. 

Then,  as  he  ftrove  to  clafp  the  fleeting  fair, 
His  empty  arms  confcfs'd  th'  impaflive  air. 
From  his  embrace  th'  unhody'd  1'pedre  flies, 
And,  as  fhe  movxd,  (he  chid  him  with  her  eyes. 

They  hafceri  now  to  that  delightful  plain, 
Where  the  glad  manes  of  the  bkfs'd  remain  : 
Where  Harvey  gathers  fimples,  to  bellow 
Ima.ortal  youth  c;i  heroes'  ftudes  below. 
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Soon  as  the  bright  Hygtia  was  in  view, 
The  venerable  fage  her  prefence  knew  : 
Thus  he — 

Hail,  blooming  goddefs !  them  propitious  poxt-er, 
Whofe  bleffings  mortals  nvTe  than  life  implore! 
With  fo  much  luftre  your  bright  looks  endear, 
That  cottages  are  courts  where  thofe  appear. 
Mankind,  as  you  vouchfafe  to  fmile  or  frown, 
Finds  cafe  in  chains,  or  anguifh  in  a  crown. 

With  juft  refentments  and  contempt  you  fee  - 
The  foul  diflenfions  of  the  faculty  ; 
How  your  fad  fickening  art  now  hangs  her  head, 
And,  once  a  fcience,  is  become  a  trade. 
Her  fons  ne'er  rifle  her  myfterious  (lore, 
But  ftudy  nature  lefs,  and  lucre  more. 
>Jjot  fo  when  Rome  to  th'  Epidaurian  rais'd 
A  temple,  where  devoted  incenfe  blaz'd. 
Oft  father  Tiber  views  the  lofty  fire : 
As  the  learn'd  fon  is  worfliipp'd  like  the  fire ; 
The  fage  with  Romulus  like  honours  claim; 
The  gift  of  life  and  laws  were  then  the  fame. 

I  thow'd  of  old,  how  vital  currents  glide, 
And  the  meanders  of  the  refluent  tide. 
Then,  Willis,  why  fpcntaueous  actions  here, 
And  whence  involuntary  motions  there  : 
And  how  the  fpirits,  by  mechanic  laws, 
In  wild  careers  tumultuous  riots  caufe. 
Nor  would  our  Wharton,  Bates,  and  Gliffon,  lie 
In  the  abyfs  of  blind  obfcurity. 
But  now  fuch  wondrous  fearches  arc  foreborn, 
And  Psean's  art  is  by  divifions  torn. 
Then  let  your  charge  attend,  and  I'll  explain 
How  her  loft  health  your  fcience  may  regain. 

Hafte,  and  the  matchlefs  Atticus  addrefs, 
From  Heaven  and  great  Naffau  he  has  the  mace. 
Th'  opprefs'd  to  his  afylum  flill  repair  ; 
Arts  he  fupports,  and  learning  is  his  care, 
He  foftens  the  harfli  rigour  of  the  laws, 
Blunts  their  keen  edge,  and  grinds  their  harpy 
And  gracioufly  he  cafts  a  pitying  eye  [claws; 

On  the  fad  date  of  virtuous  poverty. 
Whene'er  he  fpeaks,    Heaven !   how  the  Men- 
ing  throng 
J)welU  on  the  melting  mufic  of  his  tongue  ! 


His  arguments  are  emblems  of  his  mien, 
Mild,  but  not  faint,  -and  forcing,  though  fereflc; 
And,  when  the  p»werof  eloquence  he'd  try, 
Here   lightning   ftrikes  you;   there  foft  breezes 
f.gh. 

To  him  you  mud  your  fickly  ftate  refer, 
Yr  ur  charter  claims  him  as  your  vifiter. 
Your  wounds  he'll  clofe,  and  fovereignly  reftore 
Yourlcience  to  the  height  it  had  before. 

Then   Naflau's    health  lhall   be   our   glorioul 

aim, 

His  life  (hall  be  as  lading  as  his  fame. 
Some  princes'  claims  from  deveftatioris  fpring  ; 
He  condefcends  in  pity  to  be  king; 
And,  when  amidft  his  olives  plac'd  he  (lands, 
And  governs  more  by  candour  than  commands; 
Ev'n  then  not  lefs  a  hero  he  appears, 
Than  when  hi»  laurel  diadem  he  wears. 

Would  Phoebus,  or  his  Granville,  but  infpire 
Their  iacred  vehemence  of  poetic  fire; 
To  celebrate  in  fong  that  godlike  power, 
Which  did  the  labouring  univerfe  reftore: 
Fair  Albions  cliffs  would  echo  to  the  drain, 
And  praiie  the  arm  that  conquer'd,  to  regain 
The  earth's  repofe,  and  empire  o'er  the  main. 

Still  may  th'  immortal  man  his  cares  repeat. 
To  make  his  bledings  endlefs  as  they're  great : 
Whilft  maKce  and  ingratitude  confefs 
They've  ftrove  for  ruin  long  without  fuccefs. 
When,  late,  Jove's  eagle  from  the  pile  (hall  rife 
To  bear  the  victor  to  the  boundlefs  Ikies, 
A  while  the  god  puts  off  paternal  care, 
Neglects  the  earth,  fo  give  the  heavens  a  Jlar. 
Near  thee,  Alcides,  (hall  the  hero  (hine ; 
His  rays  refemblmg  as  his  labours,  thine. 

Had  fome  fam'd  patriot,  of  the  Latian  blood. 
Like  Julius  great,  and  like  Oclavius  good, 
But  thus  preferv'd  the  Latian  liberties, 
Afpiring  columnsfoon  had  reach'd  the  flcies  : 
Loud  lo's  the  proud  capitol  had  (hook, 
And  all  the  ftatues  of  the  gods  had  fpoke. 

No  more  the  fage  his  raptures  could  purftie  : 
He  paus'd ;  and  Celfus  with  his  guide  withdrew. 
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CLAREMONT: 

Addreffed  to  the  Right  Honourable      • 
THE    EARL     OF    CLARE, 

AFTERWARDS  DUKE  OF  NEWCASTLE. 

«'  — Dryadum  fylvas,  faltufque  fequamur 
tt  Intados,  tua,  Mascenas,  baud  mollia  juffa." 

VIRGIL. 


PREFACE. 

THEY  that  have  feeri  thofe  two  excellent  poems 
ef  Cooper's  Hill  and  Windfor-Foreft;  the  one  by 
Sir  J.  Denham,  the  other  by  Mr.  Pope ;  will 
fhew  a  great  deal  of  candour  if  they  approve  of 
this.  It  was  written  upon  giving  the  name  of 
Claremont  to  a  villa  now  belonging  to  the  Earl 
of  Clare.  The  fituation  is  fo  agreeable  and  fur- 
prifing,  that  it  inclines  one  to  think  fome  place  of 
this  nature  put  Ovid  at  firlt  upon  the  ftory  of 
Narciffus  and  Echo.  It  is  probable  he  had  obferv- 
cd  fome  fpring  arifing  amongft  woods  and  rocks, 
where  echoes  were  heard;  and  fome  flower  bending 
over  the  ftream,  and  by  confequencc  reflected 
from  it.  After  reading  the  ftory  in  the  third  book 
of  the  Metamorphofis,  it  is  obvious  to  object  (as 
an  ingenious  friend  has  already  done)  that  the  re 
newing  the  charms  of  a  nymph,  of  which  Ovid 
hand  difpoflefled  her,' 

"  — vox  tantum  atque  offa  fupcrfunt," 

is  too  great  a  violation  of  poetical  authority.  I 
dare  fay  the  gentleman  who  is  rueaut,  would  have 
been  well  pleafed  to  have  found  no  faults.  There 
are  not  many  authors  one  can  fay  the  fame  of  : 
experience  (hews  us  every  day  that  there  are  wri 
ters  who  cannot  bear  a  brother  mould  fucceed, 
and  the  only  refuge  from  theirj  indignation  is 
by  being  inconfiderable ;  upc<i  which  reflection, 
this  thing  ought  to  have  a  pretence  to  their  fa 
vour. 


They  -who  would  be  more  informed  of  what 
relates  to  the  ancient  Britons,  and  the  Druids 
their  priefls,  may  confult  Pliny,  Ovid,  and  ths 
other  clafllc  authors  that  have  mentioned  them. 


CLAREMONT. 

WHAT  frenzy  has  of  late  pofTefs'd  the  brain  • 
Though  few  can  write,  yet  fewer  can  refrain. 
So  rank  our  foil,  or  bards  rife  in  fuch  ftore, 
Their  rich  retaining  patrons  fcarce  are  more. 
The  laft  indulge  the  fault  the  firft  commit; 
And  take  of  ftill  the  offal  of  their  wit. 
So  fhamelefs,  fo  abandon'd  are  their  ways ; 
They  poach  Parnafius,  and  lay  fnares  for  praife. 

Nane  ever  can  without  admirers  live, 
Who  have  a  penfion  or  a  place  to  give. 
Great  minifters  ne'er  fail  of  great  deferts  ; 
The  herald  gives  them  blood,  the  poet  parts. 
Senfe  is  of  courfe  annex'd  to  wealth  and  power; 
No  mufe  is  proof  again  ft  a  golden  ihower. 
Let  but  his  lordfhip  write  fome  poor  lampoon, 
He's  Horac'd  up  in  doggrel  like  his  own  : 
Or,  if  to  rant  in  tragic  rage  he  yields,          [fields, 
Falfe  fame  cries — Athens;  honefl  truth — Moor. 
Thus  fool'd,  he  flounces  on  through  fkods  of  ink; 
Flags  with  full  fail ;  and  rifes  but  to  fink. 

Some  venal  pens  fo  proftitute  the  bays, 
Their  panegyric  lafti ;  their  latires  praife. 
So  naufeoufly,  and  fo  unlike,  they  paint, 

N '«  an  Adonis ;  M r,  a  laint. 

Metius  with  thofe  fam'd  heroes  is  comparM, 
That  led  in  triumph  Porus  and  Tallard. 
But  fuch  a  fhatnelefs  mufe  muft  laughter  move. 
That  aims  to  make  Salmoneus  vie  with  Jove. 

To  form  great  works,  puts  fate  itfelf  to  pain; 
Ev'n  nature  labours  far  a  mighty  man, 
And,  to  perpetuate  her  hero's  fame, 
She  ftrains  no  lefs  a  poet  next  to  frame. 
Rare  as  the  hero's,  is  the  poet's  rage; 
Churchills  and  Drydens  rife  but  once  an  age. 
With  earthquakes  towering  Pindar'b  birth  begun  ; 
And  an  eclipfe  produc'd  Alcmena's  fon. 
The  fire  of  gods  o'er  Phoebus  eaft  a  fhade ; 
But,  with  a  hero,  well  the  world  repaid. 


THE    WORKS    OF   GARTH. 


No  bard  of  bribes  fhould  proftitute  his  vein ; 
Nor  dare  to  flatter  where  he  fhould  arraign. 
To  grant  big  Thrafo  valour,  Phormio  frnfe, 
Should  indignation  give,  at  leaft  offence. 
I  hate  fuch  mercenaries,  and  would  try 
From  thi?  reproach  to  refcue  poetry. 
Apollo's  few  ftiould  fcorn  the  fervile  art, 
And  to  court-preachers  leave  the  fulfome  part. 

What  then — You'll  fay,  Muft   no  true  fterling 
Because  impure  allays  fome  coin  debafe  i       [p^i's, 
Yes,  praife,  if  juflly  ofler'd,  I'll  allow  ;• 
And,  when  t  meet  with  merit,  fcribble  too. 
The  man  who's  honed,  open,  and  a  friend, 
Glad  to  oblige,  uneafy  to  offend ; 
Forgiving  others,  to  himfelf  fevere ; 
Though  earned,  eafy ;   civil,  yet  fincere  ; 
\Vhofeldom  but  through  great  good-nature  errs; 
Detefting  fraud  as  much  as  flatterers  ;     . 
'Tis  he  my  mufe's  homage  fliould  receive ; 
If  I  could  write,  or  Holies  could  forgive. 
But  pardon,  learned  youth,  that  I  decline 
A  name  fo  lov'd  by  me,  fo  lately  thine. 
When  Pelham  you  refign'd  what  could  repair 
A  lofs  fo  great,  unlefs  Newcaftie's  heir  ? 
Hydafpes,  that  the  Afian  plains  divides, 
From  h's  bright  urn  in  purtft  cryflal  glides ; 
But,    when   pew-gathering   ftrcams   enlarge    his 

courfc, 

He's  Indus  nam'd,  and  rolls  with  mightier  force  ; 
la  fabled  floods  of  gold  his  current  flows, 
And  wealth  on  nations,  as  he  runs,  bcftovvj. 

Direvft  me,  Clare,  to  name  fome  nobler  mufe, 
That  for  her  theme  thy  late  recefs  may  choofe ; 
Such  bright  defcriptions  fhall  the  fubject  drefs; 
Such  vary'd  fcenes,  fuch  pleafing  images, 
That  fwains  fhall  leave  their  lawn?,  and  nymphs 

their  bowers, 
And  quit  Arcadia  for  a  feat  like  your's. 

But  fay,  who  fhall  attempt  th'  adventurous  part 
Where  Nature  bonows   drefs  from  Vanburgh's 

art? 

Jf,  by  Apollo  taught,  he  touch  the  lyre,  "p 

Stones  mount  in  columns,  \  alaces  afpire,  > 

And  rocks  are  animated  with  his  fire.  J 

*Tishe  can  paint  in  verfe  thofe  rifing  hills, 
Their  gentle  vallies,  and  their  filver  rills ; 
Clofe  groves,    and  opening  glades  with  vcrdu.re 

fpread, 
Plowers  fighing  fweets,  and  fhrubs  that  balfam 

bleed ; 

XVith  gay  variety  the  profpeil  crown'd," 
A,nd  all  the  bright  horizon  fmiling  round. 
"Whilft  I  attempt  to  tell  how  ancient  fame 
Record?  from  whence  the  villa  took  its  name. 
in  times  of  old,   when   Biitifh  nymphs  were 

known 

To  love  no  foreign  faftiinns  like  their  own  ; 
When   drtfs   was  monftrous,  and    fig-leaves   the 
And  quality  put  on  no  paint  but  woad  ;      [mode, 
Of  Spanifh  red  unheard  was  then  the  name 
(For  cheeks  were  only  taught  to  blufhfor  fhame)  ; 
No  beauty,  to  increafe  hsr  crowd  of  flavcs, 
Rofe  out  of  walb,  as  Venus  out  of  waves; 
Not  yet  lead  comb  war  on  the  toiler  phc'd  ; 
J"Jo:  yetb:oad  eye-browa  were  roluc'J  by  pafte  ; 


No  fhapc-fmith  fet  up  fhop,  and  drove  a  trade 
To  me  id  the  work  wife  Providence  had  made ; 
Tires  were  unheard  of,  and  unknown  the  loom, 
And  thrifty  filkworms  fpun  for  times  to  dime; 
Bare  limbs  were  then  the  marks  of  modcfty  ; 
All  like  Diana  were  below  the  knee. 
The  men  appear'd  a  rough,  undaunted  race, 
Surly  in  (how,  unfafliion'd  in  addrcfs; 
Upright  in  actions,  and  in  thought  fincere ; 
And  ftiriiftly  were  the  fame  they  would  appear. 
Honour  was  plac'd  in  probity  alone  ; 
For  villains  had  no  titles  but  their  own. 
None  travel'd  to  return  politely  mad  ; 
But  fiill  what  fancy  wanted,  realbn  had. 
Whatever  Nature  aflc'd,  their  hands  could  give ; 
Unlearn'd  in  fealls,  they  only  eat  to  live. 
No  cook  with  art  increas'd  phyficians*  fees, 
Nor  fcrv'd  up  death  in  foups  and  fricafees  : 
Their  tafte  wa^,  like  their  temper,  unrefin'd  ; 
F»r  looks  were  then  the  language  of  the  mind. 

Ere  right  and  wrong,  by  turns,  fet  prices  bore; 
And  confcience  had  its  rate  like  common  whore  ; 
Or  tools  to  great  employments  had  pretence; 
Or  merit  was  made  out  by  impudence ; 
Or  coxcombs  look'd  affuming  in  affairs; 
And  humble  friends  grew  haughty  minifter?; 
In  thofe  good  days  of  innocence,  here  ftoo-J 
Of  oaks,  with  heads  unftiorn,  a  folemn  wood, 
Frequented  by  the  Druids,  to  beftow 
Religious  honours  on  the  Mifleltoe. 

The  naturalifts  are  puzzled  to  explain 
How  trees  did  Hrft  this  ftranger  entertain  ; 
Whether  the  bufy  birds  ingraft  it  there; 
Or  clfe  fome  deity's  myfterious  care, 
As  Druids  thought ;  for,  when  the  blaflrd  oat 
By  lightning  falls,  this  plant  efcapes  the  ftroke. 
So,  when  the  GauU  the  towers  of  Rome  dcfac'd, 
And    flames     drove    forward     with    outrageous 

wafte, 

Jove's  Favour'd  capitol  unir/jur'd  flood  : 
So  facred  was  the  manlion  of  a  God. 

Shades  honour'd  by  this  plant  the  Druids  chofe, 
Here,  for  the  bleeding  victims,  altars  role. 
To  Hermes  oft  they  paid  their  facrifice  ; 
Pareist  of  arts,  and  patron  of  the  wife. 
Good  rules  in  mild  perfuafior.s  they  convey'd; 
Their  lives  confirming  what  their  lectures  laid. 
None  violated  truth,  invaded  right ; 
Yet  had  few  laws,  but  will  and  appetite. 
The  people's  peace  they  ftudied,  and  profefl 
No  politics  but  public  intereft. 
Hard  was  their  lodging,  homely  was  their  food  J 
For  all  their  luxury  was  doing  good. 

No  mitred  priell  did  then  with  princes  vie, 
Nor  o'er  his  matter  claim  fuprcmacy; 
Nor  were  the  rules  of  faith  allovv'd  more  pure, 
For  being  fevcral  centuries  ohfcure. 
None  loft  their  fortunes,  forfeited  their  blood, 
For  not  believing  what  none  underftood. 
Nor  fimony,  nor  fine-cure,  were  kn.iwn  ; 
Nor  would  the  bee  work  honey  lor  the  droue. 
Nor  was  the  u  ay  invented,  to  dilmifs 
Fair  Abi^i^  witii  f.u  pluralities.     . 

But  then,  in  tillers  bound,  a  hallow'd  band 
Taught  how  to  tend  the  flocks,  and  till  the  land  j 
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Could  tell  what  murrains  in  what  months  begun, 
And  how  the  feafbns  trdvel'd  with  the  fun ; 
V7hen  his  dim  orb  fetrn'd  wading  through  the  air, 
They  told  that  rain  on  dropping  wings  drew  near; 
And  that  the  winds  their  bellowing  throat*  would 

try, 

When  reddening  clouds  reflrtS  his  blood-fhot  eye  : 
All  their  remarks  on  nature's  laws  require 
More  lines  than  would  even  Atpin's  readers  tire. 

This  fc<5l  in  facred  veneration  held 
Opinions,  by  the  Sarriian  fage  reveal'd ; 
That  matter  no  annihilation  knows, 
But  wanders  from  thcie  tenements  to  thofe 
Fur  when  the  platiic  particles. are  gone, 
They  rally  in  fome  fpecies  like  their  own  ; 
The  felf-fame  atoms,  if  new-jumbled,  will 
In  feas  be  reillefs,  and  in  earth  be  ftill ;     • 
Can,  in  the  truflle,  furnifh  out  a  feaft, 
And  iiaufeate,  in  the  fcaly  fquili,  the  tafte. 
Thofe  falling  leaves  that  wither  with  the  year, 
Will,  in  the  next,1  on  other  ftems  appear. 
The  fap,  that  now  forffckes  the  burfting  bud, 
In  fome  new  ih«ot  will  circulate  green  blood. 
The  breath  to-day  that  from  the  jafmine  blows, 
Will,  when  the  feafori  offers,  fcent  the  rofe  ; 
And  thfofe  bright  flames -that  in  carnations  glow, 
Ere  ktag  will  blanch  the  lily  with  a  (how. 

They  hold  that  matter  muft  be  ftill  the  fame, 
And  varies  but  in  figure  and  in  name  ; 
And  fh'at  the  foul  not  dies,  but  fhifts  her  feat, 
New  rounds  of  life  to  run,  or  paft  repeat. 
Thus,  jvhen  the  brave  and  virtuous  ceafe  to  live, 
In  beings  brave  and  virtuous  they  revive. 
Again  fhall  Romulus  in  Naffau  reign  ;  "J 

Great  Namu,  in  a  Brunfwick  prince,  ordain        ( 

Good,  laws;  and  Halcyon  years  fhall  huih  thef 

world  again.  '    J 

The  truths  of  old  traditions  were  their  theme ; 

Or  gods  defcending  in  a  morning  dream. 

Pafs'd  a&s  they  cited  ;  ai.d  to  come,  foretold  ; 

And  could  events,  not  ripe  for  fare,  utifgld  : 

Beneath  the  (bady  covert;  of  an  oak, 

In  rhymes  uncouth,  prophetic  truths  they  fpokc. 

Attend-then,  Clare  ;  nor  is  the  1-gcnd  long; 

The  ftoryiof  thy  villa  is  their  fong. 
The  fair  Montana^  of  the  lylvan  race, 

Was  with  each  beauty  blefs'd,  and  every  grace. 

His  fire,  green  Faunus,  guardian  of  the  wood; 

His  mother,  a  fwift  Naiad  of  the  flood. 

Her  filver  urn  fupply'd  the  neighbouring  dreams, 

A  darling  daughter  of  the  bounteous  Thames. 
Not  >loyelier  feem'd  Narcifius  to  the  rye  ; 

Nor,  when  a  flower,  cpuJd  boaft  more  fragrancy : 

His  fkin  might  with  the  down  of  fwans  compare, 

More  fm'ooth  than    pearl';  than  mountain  liiow 
more  fair : 

In  fhape  fo  poplars  or  the  cedars  pleafe  ; 

But  thrl'e  arc  net  fo  ftraight,  nor  graceful  thefe  : 

His  flowing  hair  in  unforc'd  ringlets  hung  ; 

Tuneful  his  voice,  perfuafwe  was  his  tongue  ; 

The  ha\ightieft  fair  fcarce  heard  without  a  wound, 

But  funk  to  foftnefs  at  the  melting  found. 
The  fourth  bright  luftre  had  hut  juft  begun 

To    (hade    his    blufhing    checks    with    doubtful 
•    .    dowu.. 


All  day  he  rang'd  the  wood?,  and  fpread  the  tails, 
And  knew  no  pleafures  but  in  fylvan  fpoils.  " 
In  vain  the  nymphs  put  on  each  pleafing  grace; 
Too  cheap  the  quarry  feem'd,  too  fhort  the  chace  ; 
For,  though  poffcffion  be  th!  undoubted  view, 
To  feize  is  far  lefs  -pleafare'than  purfue. 
Thole  nymphs,  that  yield  too  foon,  their  charms 

impair, 

And  prove  at  lafh  but  dcfpicably  fr.jr. 
His  oWri  undoing  glutton  love  decrees  ; 
And  palls  the  ar peti'e  he  meant  to  pleafe  : 
His  flender  wants  too  largely  he  fupplies; 
Thrives  on  fhort  -meals,  but  by  indulgence  dies. 

A  grot  there  was,  with  hoary  mofs  o'ergrown, 
Rough  with  rude  {hells,  and  arch'd  with  moulder* 

ing  ftone  ; 

Sad  filtnce  reigns  within  the  lonefome  wall, 
And  weeping  riils  but  whifper  as  they  fall; 
'The  clafping  ivies  up  the  ruin  creep, 
And  there  the  bat  and  droufy  beetle  fleep. 

This  cell  (ad  Echo  chofe,  by  love  betray'd. 
A  fit  retirement  for  a  mourning  maid. 
Hither,  fatigu'd  with  toil,  the  fylvan  flies, 
'To  fhim  the  calenture  of  fultry  fkies  ; 
But  feels  a  fiercer  flame  :  love's  keeneft  dart 
Finds  through  his  eye- s  a  paffage  to  his  hearc. 
Per.five  the  virgin  f-dte  with  folded  arms, 
Her  tears  but  lending  luftre  to  her  charms. 
With  pity  he  beholds'  her  wounding  woes ; 
But  wants  himfelf  the  pity  he  beftows. 

Oh  whether  of  a  mortal  born  !  he  cries ; 
Or  fome  fair  daughter  of  the  dillant  fkies ; 
That,  in  compailion,  leave  your  cryftal  fphere, 
To  guard  fome  favour'd  charge,  and  wander  here ; 

Slight  not  my  fuit,  nor  too  ungentle  prove  ; 
But  pity  one,  a  novice  yet  in  love. 

If  words  avail  not,  fee  my  fuppliant  tears; 

Nor  disregard  thofe  dumb  petitioners. 

From  his  complaint  the  tyrant  virgin  flies, 

Affcrting  all  the  empire  of  her  eyes. 

Full  thrice  three  days  he  lingers  out  in  grief, 

Nor  leeks  from  fleep,  or  fuftenance,  relief. 

The  larup  of  life  now  cafts  a  glimmering  light ; 

'The  meeting  lids  his  fetting  eyes  benight. 

What  force  remains,  the  haplefs  lover  tries ; 

Invoking  thus  his  kindred  deities  : 

Hafte,  parents  of  the  flood,  your  race  to  mourn ; 

With  tears  repl.:mih  each  exhaufted  urn  ; 

Retake  the  lite  you  gave,  but  let  the  maid 

Fall  a  juft  vidtiin  tq  an  injur'd  fhade. 

More  he  endeavoured ;  but  the  accents  hung 

Half  form'd,  E,nd  ftopp'd  unfinifli'd  on  his  tongue.. 
For  him  the  gracco  their  fad  vigils  keep; 

Love  broke  his  bow,  and  wifn'd  for  eyes  to  weep. 

What  gods  can  do,  the  mournful  faunus  tries ; 

A  mount  erecting  where  the  fylvan  lies. 

'The  .r.  ural  powers  the  wondrous  pile  furvey, 

And  pioufly  their  different  honours  pay. 

Th'  afcent  with  verdant  herbage  Pales  fpread; 

And  nymphs,   transform'd   10  laurels,   lent  their 
fhade. 

Her  flream  a  Naiad  from  the  bafis  pours; 

And  Flora  {trows  the  fummit  with  her  flowers. 

Alone  Mount  Latmos  claims  pre-eminence, 

When  Giver  C)  uthia  ilghts  the  world  frtm  thence, 
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Sad  Echo  now  laments  her  rigour,  more 
Than  for  Narciffus  her  loofe  flame  before. 
Her  flefli  to  finew  fhrinks,  her  charms  are  fled ; 
All  day  in  rifted  rocks  fhe  hides  her  head. 
Soon  as  the  evening  {hews  a  iky  ferene, 
Abroad  fhe  ftrays,  but  never  to  be  feen. 
And  ever,  as  the  weeping  Naiads  name 
Her  cruelty,  the  nymph  repeats  the  fame; 
With  them  fhe  join?,  her  lover  to  deplore, 
And  haunts  the  lonely  dales  he  rang'd  before. 
Her  fex's  privilege  fhe  yet  retains; 
And,  though  to  nothing  wafted,  voice  remains. 
So  fung  the  Druids — then,  with  rapture  fir'd, 
Thus  utter  what  the  Delphic  god  infpir'd  : 

Ere- twice  ten  centuries  fhall  fleet  away, 
A  Brunfwick  prince  fhall  Britain's  fceptre  fway. 
No  more  fair  liberty  fhall  mourn  her  chains  ; 
The  maid  is  refcu'd,  her  lov'd  Perfeus  reigns. 
From  Jove  he  comes,  the  captive  to  reftore ; 
Nor  can  the  thunder  of  his  fire  do  more. 
Religion  fliail  dread  nothing  but  difguife ; 
And  juftice  need  no  bandage  for  her  eyes. 
Britannia  fmiles,  nor  fears  a  foreign  lord ; 
Her  fafety  to  fecure,  two  powers  accord, 
Her  Neptune's  trident,  and  her  monarch's  fword. 
Like  hin»,  fhall  his  Auguftus  fhine  in  arms, 
Though  captive  to  his  Carolina's  charms. 
Ages  with  future  heroes  (he  fhall  blefs, 
And  Venus  once  more  found  an  Alhan  race. 

Then  fhall  a  Clare  in  honour's  caufe  engage  : 
Example  muft  reclaim  a  gracelefs  age. 
Where  guides  thtmfelvcs  for  guilty  views  rr.iflead ; 
And  laws  even  by  the  legiCatorg  bleed  ; 
His  brave  contempt  of  ftate  fhall  teach  the  proud, 
None  but  the  virtuous  are  of  noble  blood  : 
For  tyrants  are  but  princes  in  cjifguife, 
Though  fprung  by  long  defccnts  from  Ptolemies. 
Right  he  fhall  vindicate,  good  laws  defend; 
The  firmefl  patriot,  and  the  warmed  friend. 
Great  Edward's  order  early  he  fhall  wear, 
New  light  restoring  to  the  fully'd  ftar. 
Oft  will  his  Icifure  this  retirement  choofe, 
Still  finding  future  fuhjcdb  for  the  mufe ;  . 
And,  to  record  the  fylvan's  fatal  flame, 
7"he  place  fhall  live  in  fong,  aud  Clareinom  be 
the  name. 
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THE  LADY  LOUISA  LENOS  : 

WITH  OVID'S  EPISTLES. 

IM  moving  lines  thefe  few  epiftles  tell 

What  fate  attend*  the  nymph  that  likes  too  well 

How  faintly  the  fuccefsful  lovers  burn, 

And  their  neglected  charms  how  ladies  mourn. 

The  fair  you'll  find,  when  foft  entreaties  Lil, 

Aflert  their  unconttfted  right,  and  rail. 

Too  foon  they  Men,  and  rcfent  too  late; 

'Tit  furc  they  l.-ve,  whene'er  they  flrive  to  hate. 

Their  fex  or  proudly  fhuns,  or  poorly  craves ; 

Commencing  t\  rant-,  and  concluding  flaveg. 

Tn  different  breafb  what  •  Bering  paflions glow  ! 
OUTS  kindle  ouiek,  but  yours  extirguiili  How. 


The  fire  we  boaft,  with  force  uncertain  burns, 
And  breaks  but  out,  as  appetite  returns: 
But  yours,  like  incenfe,  mounts  by  foft  degrees, 
And  in  a  fragrant  flame  con  fumes  to  pleafe. 

Your  fcx,  in  all  that  can  engage,  excel ; 
And  ours  in  patience,  and  persuading  well. 
Imperial  nature  equally  decrees  : 
You  ha»e  your  pride,  and  we  our  perjuries. 
Though  form'd  to  conquer,  yet  too  oft  you  fall 
By  giving  nothing,  or  by  granting  all. 

But,  Madam,  long  will  your  unpra&is'd  years 
Smile  at  the  tale  of  lovers'  hopes  and  fears. 
Though  infant  graces  footh  your  gentle  hours, 
More  foft  than  fighs,  more  fweet  than  breathing 

flowers; 

Let  rafh  admirers  your  keen  lightning  fear ; 
'  Tis  bright  at  diftance,  but  deftroys  if  near. 

The  time  ere  long,  if  verfe  prefape,  will  come, 
Your  charms  fhall  open  in  full  Brudcnell  bloom. 
All  eyes  fhall  gaze,  all  hearts  fhall  homage  vow, 
And  not  a  lover  languifh  but  for  you. 
The  mufe  fhall  firing  her  lyre,  with   garlandi 

crowned, 
And  each  bright  nymph  fhall  ficken  at  the  found. 

So,  when  Aurora  firft  falutes  the  fight, 
Pleas'd  we  beheld  the  tender  dawn  of  light; 
But,  when  with  riper  red  fhe  warms  the  fkies, 
In  circling  throngs  the  wing'd  mufioians  rile, 
And  the  gay  groves  rejoice  in  fymphonies. 
Each  pearly  flower  with  painted  beauty  fhines, 
And  every  ftar  its  fading  fire  rcfigns. 


TO 

RICHARD  EARL  OF  BURLINGTON. 

OVID'S  ART  OF  LOVE. 


MY  LORD, 

OUR  poet's  rules,  in  eafy  numbers,  tell, 
He  felt  the  paffion  he  defcribrs  fo  well. 
Tn  that  foft  art  fuccefsfully  refin'd, 
Though  angry  Csefar  frowii'd,  the  fair  were  kind. 
More  ills  from  love,  than  tyrants  malice,  flow; 
Jove's  thunder  ftvikes  lefs  fure  than  Cupid's  how. 

Ovid  both  felt  the  pain,  and  found  the  cafe  : 
Phyficians  ftudy  moft  their  own  difeafe. 
The  pradics  of  that  age  in  this  we  try, 
Ladies  would  liftcn  then,  and  lovers  lie. 
Who  ftatter'd  moft  the  fair  were  moft  polite, 
Each  thought  her  own  admirer  in  the  right : 
To  be  but  faintly  rude  was  criminal, 
•But  to  be  boldly  fo  aton'd  for  all. 
Brt-eiling  was  banifU'd  for  the  fair  one's  fake, 
The  fex  ne'er  gives  but  fuffersours  fhould  take. 

Advice  to  yon,  my  lord,  in  vain  we  bring; 
The  flowers  ne'er  fail  to  meet  the  blooming  fpring. 
Though  you  poflefs  all  nature's  gifts,  take  care  ; 
Love's  queen  has  charms,  but  fatal  is  her  fnare. 

On  all  that  podded  her  falfe  fmiles  beftows  ; 
A«  on  the  feas  fhr  reigns,  from  whence  flie  rofe. 
Young  Zephyrs  figh   with   flagrant  brtath,  foft 

gala 
GviJc  her  gay  bnrgf ,  and  fwcll  the  Hlken  frili  i 
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Each  filver  wave  in  beauteous  order  moves, 
Tair  as  her  bofom,  gentle  as  her  doves; 
But  he  that  once  embarks,  too  furely  finds 
Afullen  Iky,  black  ftorms,  and  angry  winds; 
tares,  fears,  and  anguifii.  hovering  on  the  coaft, 
And  wrecks  of  wretches  by  their  folly  loft. 

When  coming  time  (hall  bltfs  you  with  a  bride, 
Let  paflion  not  perfuade,  but  realun  guide  ; 
Inftead  of  goU,  let  gentle  truth  endear; 
She  has  moft  charms  who  is  the  mofl  liuccre. 
iihun  vain  variety,  'tis  but  difeale  ; 
Weak  appetites  are  ever  hard  to  plcafe. 
The  nymph  muft  fear  to  be  inquifuive  ; 
'Tis  for  the  lex's  quiet,  to  believe. 
Her  air  an  eafy  confidence  rauft  (how, 
And  fhun  to  find  what  (he  would  dread  to  know  ; 
Still  charming  with  all  acts  tha.c  can  engage, 
And  be  the  Juliana  "of  the  age. 


THE  DUCHESS  OF  B.OLTON, 

ON   HER  STAYING  ALL  THE  WINTER  IN  THE 
COUNTRY. 

CEASE  rural  conquefts,  and  fet  free  your  fwains, 
To  Dryads  Leave  the  groves,  to  nymphs  the  plains. 
In  penlive  dales  alone  let  echo  dwell, 
And  each  fad  figh  fhe  hears  with  forrow  tell. 
Hufte,  let  your  eyes  at  Kent's  pavillion  *  fhine, 
It  wanes  but  ftars,  and  then  the  work's  divine. 
Of  late,  fame  only  tells  of  yielding  towns, 
Of  captive  generals  and  protected  crowns  : 
Of  purchas'd  laurels,  and  of  battles,  won,  "\ 

Lines  forc'd,  flates  van^uifh'd,  provinces  o'er-  / 
run,  f 

And  all  Alcides'  labour  fumm'd  in  one.  3 

The  brave  mufl  to  the  fair  now  yield  the  prize, 
And  Engl'.fh  arms  fubmit  to  Englifh  eyes : 
In  which  bright  lift  among  the  firft  you  ftund ; 
^Though  each  a  godded,  or  a  Sunderlajid. 


THE  DUKE  OF  MARLBOROUG^ 

ON   HIS  VOLUNTARY  BANISHMENT. 

Go,  mighty  prince,  and  thofe  great  nations  fee, 
Which  thy  victorious  arms  before  made  free  ; 
View  that  fam'd  column,  where  thy  name  en- 

grav'd 

Shall  tell  their  children  who  their  empire  fav'd, 
Point  out  that  marble  where  thy  worth  is  fhovvn, 
To  every  grateful  country  but  thy  own. 
O  cenlure  undelerv'd  !   unequal  fate  ! 
Which  ftrove  to  leffen  him  who  made  her  great  : 
Which,  pamper'd  with  fuccefs  and  rich  in  fame, 
lixtollM  his  conquefts,  but  condemn'd  l 
But  virtue  is  a  crinie  when  plac'd  on  high, 
I'luu^h  all  the  fault's  in  the  beholder's  eye; 

*  A  gallery  ni  3r.  Jamcs*» 


Yet  he,  untouch'd,  as  in  the  heat  of  wars, 
Flies  from  no  danger  but  domeftic  jars, 
Smiles  at  the  dart  which  angry  envy  (hakes, 
And  only  fears  for  her  whom  he  forfakes  : 
He  grieves  to  find  the  courfe  <>f  vittue  crofi'd, 
Blulhing  to  fee  our  blood  no  better  loft  ; 
Difdains  in  factious  parties  to  contend, 
And  proves  in  abfence  mofl  Britannia's  friend. 
So  the  great  Scipio  of  old, 'to  fliun 
That  glorious  envy  which  his  arms  had  won, 
Far  from  his  dear,  ungrateful  Rome  retir'd, 
Prepar'd,  whene'er  his  country 'scaufe  requir'd, 
To  fhine  in  peace  or  war,  and  be  again  admjr'd. . 


THE  EARL  OF  GODQLPHIN. 

WHILST  weeping  Europe  bends  beneath  her  ills, 
And  where  the  fword  deftroys  not,  famine  kills; 
Our  ifle  enjoys,  by  your  fuccefsful  care, 
The  pomp  of  peace,  amidjt  the  woes  of  war. 
So  much  the  public  to  your  prudence  owes, 
You  think  no  labours  long  for  our  repofe  : 
Such  conduct,  fiich  integrity  are  fhown, 
There  are  no  coffers  empty,  but  your  own. 

From  mean  dependance,  merit  you  retrieve, 
Unafk'd  you  offer,  and  unleen  you  give  : 
Your  favour,  like  the  Nile,  increafe  beftows, 
And  yet  conceals  the  fotirce  from  whence  it  flows. 
No  pomp,  or  grand  appearance,  you  approve  : 
A  peopls  at  their  eafe  is  what  you  love  : 
I'o  kffen  taxes,  and  a  nation  fave, 
Are  all  the  grants  your  fervices  would  have. 
Thus  far  the  ftate-machine  wants  no  repair, 
iJut  moves  in  matchlefs  order  by  your  care ; 
Free  from  confufion,  fettled  and  ferene; 
And,  like  the  univerfe,  by  fprings  unfeen. 

But  now  fome  ftar,  iiaifter  to  our  prayers, 
Contrives  new  fchemes,  and  calls  you  from  affairs: 
No  anguifh  in  your  looks,  or  cares  appear, 
But  how  to  teach  th"  unpradlis'd  crew  to  fleer. 
Thus,  like  a  vidlim,  no  conflraint  you  need, 
To  expiate  their  offence  by  whom  you  bleed. 

Ingratitude's  a  weed  of  every  clime, 
It  thrives  too  fail  at  firft,  but  fades  in  time. 
The  god  of  day,  and  your  own  lot's  the  fame  ; 
The  vapours  you  have  rais'd,  obfcure  your  flame  i 
But  though  youfuffer,  and  awhile  retreat, 
Your  globe  of  light  looks  larger  as  you  fct. 


HER  MAJESTY'S   STATUE 
1-5  «.r.  PAUL'S  CHURCH-YARD. 

NEAR  the  vr  I  bulk  of  that  ft upendoiis  frame, 
Known  by  th,.  Gentiles'  great  apoftle's  name  f 
With  grace  divine,  great  Anna's  feen  to  rife, 
An  awful  form  that  glads  a  nation's  eyes; 
Beneath  her  feet  f'-ur  mighty  realms  appear, 
And  with  due  reverence  pay  tlielr.  homage  there, 


THE   WORKS    OF   GARTH, 


Britain  and  Ireland  feem  to  own  her  grace, 
And  even  wild  India  wears  a  fmiling  face. 

But  France  alone  with  downcaft  eyes  is  feen, 
The  fad  attendant  of  fo  good  a  queen  : 
Ungrateful  country '.  to  forget  fo  foon, 
AH  that  great  Anna  for  thy  fake  has  done : 
When  fworn  the  kind  defender  of  thy  caufe, 
Spite  of  her  dear  religion,  fpite  of  laws; 
For  thee  fhe  fheath'd  the  terrors  of  her  fword, 
For  thee  fhe  broke  her  general — and  her  word  ; 
For  thee  her  mind  indouhtful  terms  ftie  told, 
And  learn'd  to  fpeak  like  oracles  of  old. 
For  thee,  for  thee  alone,  what  could  (he  more  ? 
She  loft  the  honour  fhe  had  gain'd  before ; 
Loft  all  the  trophies,  which  her  arms  had  won 
(Snch  Casfar  never  knew,  nor  Philip's  fon)  ; 
Refign'd  the  glories  of  a  ten  year's  reign, 
And  Inch  as  none  but  Marlborough's  arm  could 

gain. 

Fpr  thee  in  annals  fhe's  content  to  fhine, 
£ike  other  monarchs  of  the  Stuart  line.  • 


THE  NEW  CONSPIRACY,  1716. 

WHERE,   where,    degenerate   countrymen— how 

high 

Will  your  fond  folly  and  yot:r  madnefs  fly  ? 
Are  fcenes  of  death,  and  fervile  chains  fo  dear, 
To  fue  for  blood  and  bondage  every  year, 
Like  rebel  Jews,  with  too  much  freedom  curft, 
To  court  a  change — though  certain  of  the  worft  ? 

There  is  no  climate  which  you  have  not  fought, 
Where    tools   of    war,    and   vagrant  kings,    are 

bought ; ' 

O  !  noble  paflion,  to  your  country  kind, 
To  crown  her  with — the  refufe  of  mankind. 
As  if  the  new  Rome,  which  your  fchemes  unfold, 
Were  to  be  built  on  rapine,  like  the  old, 
While  her  afylum  openly  provides        •  ' 
For  every  ruffian  every  nation  hides. 

Will  you  flill  tempt  the  great  avenger's  blow, 
And  force  the  bolt — which  he  is  loth  to  throw  ? 
Have  there  too  few  already  bit  the  plains, 
To  make  you  feek  new  Preftons  and  Dumblains  ? 
lvf  vengeance  lofes  its  effe&s  fo  faft, 
Yet  thofe  of  mercy  fure — fhould  longer  laft. 

Say,  it  it  rafhnefs  or  defpair  provoke* 
Your  harden'd  hearts  to  thefe  repeated  ftrokes  ? 
Reply  : — Behold,  their  looks,  tbeir  fouls  declare, 
AH  pale  with  guilt,  and  dumb  with  deep  defpair. 
Hear  then,   you   fons  of  blood,  your  deitin'd 

fate, 

Hear,  ere  you  fin  too  foon — repent  too  late. 
Madly  you  try  to  weaken  George's  reign, 
And  ftem  the  ftream  of  Providence  in  vain. 
By  right,  by  worth,  by  wonders,  made  our  own, 
The  hand  that  gave  it  fhall  prelerve  his  throne. 
As  vain  your  hopes  to  diftant  times  remove, 
To  try  the  fecond,  or  the  third  from  Jove; 
For  'tis  the  nature  of  that  facred  line, 
Vo  conquer  monfters,  aqd  to  grow  divine, 


THE  KING  OF  SPAIN. 

PALLAS,  deftrudlive  to  the  Trojan  line, 

Raz'd  the    proud   wall?,  though  built  by  hands 

divine : 

But  love's  bright  goddefs,  with  propitious  grace, 
Preferv'd  a  hero,  and  reftnr'd  the  race. 
Thus  the  fam'd  empire  where  the  Jber  flows, 
Fell  by  Eliza,  and  by  Anna  rofe. 


VERSES  WRITTEN  FOR 

THE  TOASTING  GLASSES 

OF  THE 

pIT-CAT-CLUB.     1703. 

LADY  CARLISLE. 

CARLISLE'S  a  name  can  every  mufe  infpire; 
To  Carlifle  fill  the  glafs,  and  tune  the  lyre. 
With  his  lov'd  bays  the  god  of  day  fhall  crown 
A  wit  and  luftre  equal  to  his  own. 

THE   JAME. 

At  once  the  fun  and  Carlifle  took  their  way, 
To  warm  the  frozen  north,  and  kindle  day  ; 
The  flowers  to  both  their  glad  creation  ow'd, 
Their  virtues  he,  their  beauties  fhe  beftow'd. 

LADV  ESSEX. 

The  braveft  hero,  and  the  brightest  dame, 

From  Belgia's  happy  clime  Britannia  drew ; 
One  pregnant  cloud  we  find  does,  ofren  frame 
•  The  awful  thunder  and  the  gentle  dew. 

THE   SAME. 

To  Effex  fill  the  fprightly  wine  ; 
The  health's  engaging  and  divine. 
Let  pure'ft  odours  fcent  the  air, 
And  wreaths  of  rofes  bind  our  hair  : 
In  her  chaftc  lips  thcfe  blufhing  lie, 
And  thofe  her  gentle  fighs  fupply. 

LADT   HYPE. 

The  god  of  wine  grows  jealous  ot  his  &»  t, 
He  only  fires  the  head,  but  Hyde  the  heart. 
The  queen  of  love  looks  on,  and  fmiles  to  fee 
A  nymph  more  mighty  than  a  deity. 

ON   LADY   HYDE   IN   CHILD-EED. 

Hyde,  though  in  agonies,,  her  graces  keeps, 

A    thoufand    charms   the    nymph's   complaints 
adorn ; 

In  tears  of  dew  fo  mild  Aurora  weeps, 

But  her  bright  offspring  is  the  cheerful  morn. 

LADY  WHARTON. 

When  Jove  to  Ida  did  the  gods  invite, 
And  in  immortal  toafting  pafs'd  the  night, 
With  more  than  ue<Sar  he  the  banquet  bkfs'd, 
For  Wharton  was  the  Vcr.us  of  the  fcaft. 


POEMS. 


DESIGNED  FOR 

TAMERLANE. 

TO-DAY  a  mighty  hero  comes,  to  warm 
Your  curdling  blood,  and  bid  you,  Britons,  arm. 
To  valour  much  he  owes,  to  virtue  more  ; 
He  fights  to  fave,  and  conquers  to  reftore. 
He  drains  no  text,  nor  makes  dragoons  perfuade 
He  likes  religion,  but  he  hates  the  trade. 
Born  for  mankind,  they  by  his  labour  live ; 
Their  property  is  his  prerogative. 
His  fword  deftroys  Ids  than  his  mercy  faves, 
And  none,  except  his  pafiions,  are  his  flaves. 
Such,  Britons,  is  the  prince  that  you  poflefs, 
In  council  greateft,  and  in  camps  no  lefs  : 
Brave,  but  not  cruel ;  wife  without  deceit ; 
Born  for  an  age  curs'd  with  a  Bajazet. 
But  you,  difdaining  to  be  too  fecure, 
Afk  his  protection,  and  yet  grudge  his  power. 
With  you  a  monarch's  right  is  in  difpute ; 
Who  give  fupplies,  are  only  abfolute. 
Britons,  for  fliame  !  your  factious  feuds  decline, 
Too  long  you've  labour'd  for  the  Bourbon  line  ; 
AiTert  loft  rights,  an  Auftrian  prince  alone 
Is  born  to  nod  upon  a  Spanifli  thron,e. 
A  cauje  no  lefs  could  on  great  Eugene  call ; 
Steep  Alpine  rocks  require  an  Hannibal  : 
He  fhows  you  your  loft  honour  to  retrieve ; 
Our  troops  will  fight,  when  once  the  fenate  give. 
Quit  your  cabals  and  factions,  and  in  fpite 
Of  Whig  and  Tory  in  this  caufe  unite. 
One  vote  will  then  fend  Anjou  back  to  France ; 
There  let  the  meteor  end  his  airy  dance  : 
Eife  to  the  Mautuan  foil  he  may  repair,  -\ 

Kv'n  abdicated  gods  were  JLatium's  care, 
At  worft,  he'll  find  fome  Cornifh  borough  here,  j 


PROLOGUE 

TO  THE 

MUSIC-MEETING  IN  YORK-BUILDINGS. 

WHERE  mufic  and  more  powerful  beauties  reign, 
Who  can  fupport  the  pleafure  and  the  pain  ? 
Here  their  loft  magic  thofe  two  Syrens  try, 
And  if  we  liften,  or  but  look,  we  die. 
Why  fliould  we  then  the  wondrous  tales  admire, 
Of  Orpheus'  numbers,  or  Apiphion's  lyre; 
Of  walls  erected  by  harmonious  {kill,  [dill ! 

How  mountains  mov'd,  and  rapid  ftreams  ftood 
Behold  this  fcene  of  beauty,  and  confefs 
The  wonder  greater,  and  the  fiction  lefs. 
Like  human  victims  here  we  (land  decreed 
To  worftiip  thofe  bright  altars  where  we  bleed. 
Who  braves  his  fate  in  fields,  muft  tremble  here  ; 
Triumphant  love  more  vaflals  makes  than  fear.  ' 
No  faction  homage  to  the  fair  denies ; 
The  right  divine's  apparent  in  their  eyes. 
That  empire's  fix'd,  that's  founded  in  defire; 
Thofe  flames,  the  veftals  guard,  cun  ne'er  expire. 
VOL,  VI !• 
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THE  CORNISH  SQJJIRE,  A  COMEDY. 

WHO  dares  not  plot  in  this  good-natur'd  age  ?  ' 
Each  place  is  privikg'd  except  tfie  ftage ; 
There  the  dread  phalanx  of  reformers  come, 
Sworn  foes  to  wit,  as  Carthage  was  to  Rome ; 
Their  ears  fo  fanctify'd,  no  fcenes  can  pleafe, 
But  heavy  hymns,  or  penfive  homilies : 
Truths,  plainly  told,  their  tender  nature  wound, 
Young  rakes  muft,  like  old  patriarchs,  expound ; 
The  painred  punk  the  profelyte  muft  play, 
And  bawds,  like  fllc-devrtes ,  procure  and  pray. 
How  nature  is  inverted  !  foon  you'll  fee 
Senates  unanimous,  and  fects  agree, 
Jews  at  extortion  rail,  and  monks  at  myftery 
Let  characters  be  reprefented  true, 
An  airy  firmer  makes  an  aukward  prue. 
With  force  and  fitting  freedom  vice  arraign  ; 
Though  pulpits  flatter,  let  the  ftage  fpcak  plain. 
If  Verres  gripes  the  poor,  or  Nsenius  write, 
Call  that  the  robber,  this  the  parafue, 
Ne'er  aim  to  make  an  eagle  of  an  owl; 
Cinna's  a  ftatefman  ;  Syd.  ophel  a  tool. 
Our  cenfurers  with  want  of  thought  difpenfe, 
But  tremble  at  the  hideous  fin  of  fenfe. 
Who  would  not  fuch  hard  fate  as  ours  bemoan, 
Indicted  for  fome  wit,  and  damn'd  for  none  ? 
But  if,  to-day,  fome  fcandal  fhould  appear, 
Let  thofe  precife  Tartuffs  bind  o'er  Moliere. 
Poet,  and  Papift  too,  they'll  furely  maul, 
Th.ve's  no  indulgence  at  Hick's- hall. 
Gold  only  can  their  pious  fpite  allay, 
They  call  none  criminals  that  can  hut  pay: 
The  heedlefs  ihrines  with  victims  they  invoke, 
They  take  the  fat,  and  give  the  gods  the  fmoke. 


PROLOGUE 

Spoken  at  the  opening  of  the  Beta's    Theatre,  in 
the  Hay-Market. 

SUCH  wa«  our  builder's  art,  that,  foon  as  nam'd, 
This  fabric,  like  the  infant  world,  was  fram'd. 
The  architect  muft  on  dull  order  wait, 
But  'tis  the  poet  only  can  create. 
None  eife,  at  pleafure,  can  duration  give  : 
When  marble  fails,  the  mules'  ftructures  live. 
The  Cyprian  fane  is  now  no  longer  feen, 
Thongh  facred  to  the  name  of  love's  fair  queen. 
Ev'n  Athens  fcarce  in  pompous  ruin  flands, 
Though  finiih'd  by  the  learn'd  Minerva's  hands. 
More  lure  prefages  from  thefe  walls  we  find. 
By  beauty  *  founded,  and  by  wit  defign'd, 

In  the  good  age  of  ghoftly  ignorance, 
How  did  cathedrals  rile,  and  zeal  advance  '. 
The  merry  monks  faid  orifons  at  eafe, 
Large  were  their  meals,  and  light  their  penances; 
Pardons  for  fins  were  purchas'd  with  eftates, 
And  none  but  rogues  in  rags  died  reprobates. 


*  Lady  SunderlanJ. 
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Ept,  now,  that  pious  pageantry's  no  more, 
And  ftagcs  thrive,  ay  churches  did  before  ; 
Your  own  magnificence  you  here  furvey, 
jVlageftic  columns  fiand,  where  dunghills  lay, 
And  carrs  triumphal  rife  from  carts  of  hay. 
Swains  here  are  taught  to  hope,  and  nymphs  to 

fear, 

And  big  Almanzor's  fight  mocks  Blenheim's  here. 
Defccnding  goddeffes  adorn  our  fcenes, 
And  quit  their  bright  abodes  for  gilt  machines. 
Should  Jove,  for  this  fair  circle,  leave  his  throne, 
He'd  meet  a  lightning  fiercer  than  his  own. 
Though  to  the  fon  his  towering  eagles  rife, 
They  fcarcc  could  bear  the  luftre  of  thcfc  eyes. 


EPILOGUE 

TO 

THE  TRAGEDY  OF  CATO. 

WHAT  odd  fantaftic  things  we  women  do  !        ~) 

"Who  would  not  liften  when  young  lovers  woo  ?  > 

What !  die  a  maid,  yet  have  the  choice  of  two  !  j 

Ladies  are  often  cruei  to  their  coft  : 

To  give  you  pain,  themfelves  they  punifh  moft. 

"Vows  of  virginity  fhould  well  be  weigh'd ; 

Too  off   they're   canccH'd,   though  in  convents 

made. 

Would  you   reveEge  fuch  rafh   refolves — youT 
may  I 

Se  fpiteful — and  believe  the  thing  we  fay  ;          f 
We  hate  you,  when  you're  eafily  faid  nay.          J 
How  needlefs,  if  you  knew  us,  were  your  fears  '. 
JLet  love  have  eyes,  and  beauty  will  have  ears. 
Our  hearts  are  form'd,   as  you  yourfelves  would 
Too  proud  to  afk,  too  humble  to  refufe  :  [choofe, 
"We  give  to  merit,  and  to  wealth  we  fell ; 
He  fighs  with  moft  fucctfs  that  fettles  well. 
The  woes  of  wedlock  with  the  joys  we  mix  ; 
*Ti»  befl  repenting  in  a  coach  and  fix. 
Blame  not  our  conduft,  fince  we  but  purfue 
Thcfe  lively  leffohs  we  have  learnvd  from  you  : 
Your  breafts  no  more  the  fire  of  beauty  warms, 
But  wicked  wealth  ufurps  the  power  of  charms. 
"What  pains  to  get  the  gaudy  thing  you  hate, 
To  fwell  in  fhow,  and  be  a  wretch  in  ftate  '. 
At  plays  you  ogle,  at  the  ring  you  bow ; 
Ev'n  churches  are  no  fan&uaries  now; 
There  golden  idols  all  your  vows  receive  ; 
She  is  iio  goddefi  who  ha?  nought  to  give. 
Oh  may  once  more  the  happy  age  appear,    [cere  ; 
When  words  were  artlefs,  and  the  thoughts  fin- 
When  gold  and  grandeur  were  uncnvy'd  things, 
And  courts  iofs  coveted  than  groves  and  fprings. 
a.uvc  thw.i   fball  oniy  mourn  when  truth   com 
plains, 

And  confbncy  feel  tranfport  in  its  chains; 
Sighs  w;'h  furcefs  their  own  f</ft  anguiih  tell, 
An.',  ryes  (hall  utter  what  the  lips  conceal : 
V'rtue  again  to  its  bright  ftation  climb, 
And  beauty  fear  no  enemy  but  time  : 
The  fair  fhall  liften  to  defer*  alone, 
And  ever}-  Luch  find  a  Cato's  foil, 


A  SOLILOQUY,  OUT  OF  ITALIAN. 

COULD  he  whom  my  diffembled  rigour  grieves, 
But  know  what  torment  to  my  foul  it  gives; 
He'd  find  bow  fondly  I  return  his  flame, 
And  want  myfclf  the  pity  he  would  claim, 
Immortal  gods  !  why  has  your  doom  decreed 
Two   wounded  hearts   with  equal  pangs  fliould 

bleed  ? 

Since  that  great  law,  which  your  tribunal  guides, 
Has  join'd  in  love  whom  deftiny  divides; 
Repent,  ye  powers,  the  injuries  you  caufe, 
Or  change  our  natures,  or  reform  your  laws. 
Unhappy  partner  of  my  killing  pain, 
Think  what  I  feel  the  moment  you  complain. 
Each  figh  you  utter  wounds  my  tendereft  part, 
So  much  my  lips  mifreprefent  my  heart. 
When  from  your  eyes  the  falling  drops  difti!, 
My  vital  blood  in  every  tear  you  fpill : 
And  all  thofe  mournful  agonies  f  hear, 
Are  but  the  echoes  of  my  own  defpair. 


IMITATION  OF  A  FRENCH  AUTHOR. 

CAN  you  count  the  filver  lights 

That  deck  the  ikies,  and  cheer  the  nights; 

Or  the  leaves  that  ftrow  the  vales, 

When  groves  are  ftript  by  winter- gales; 

Or  the  drops  that  in  the  morn 

Hang  with  tranfparent  pearl  the  thorn  ; 

Or  bridegroom's  joys,  or  mifer's  cares, 

Orgamefter's  oaths,  or  hermit's  prayers; 

Or  envy's  pangs,  or  love's  alarms, 

Or  Mariborcugh's  a6b,  or n's  charms  ? 


ANACREONTIC  EPISTTE  TO  MR.  GAY, 

ON  HI&  POEMS. 

When  fame  did  o'er  the  fpacious  plain 

The  lays  fhe  once  had  learn'd  repeat; 
All  liften 'd  to  the  tuneful  ftrain, 

And  wonder'd  who  could  fing  fo  fweet. 
'Twas  thus.     The  graces  held  the  lyre, 

Th*  harmonious  frame  the  mufes  ftrung, 
The  love's  and  fruiles  compos* d  the  choir, 

And  Gay  tranfcrib'd  what  Phcebus  fun^. 


TO  THE   MERRY   POETASTER, 

AT   SADLERS-HALL  IN  CHEAPSIDE. 

UNWIEI.DT  pedant,  let  thy  aukward  mufe 
With  cenfmes  praife,  with  flatteries  abufe. 
To  lafh,  and  not  be  felt,  in  thee's  an  art  ; 
Thou  ne'er  mad'ftjany,  but  thy  fchcol-boys,  {mart. 
Then  he  advin'd,  and  fcribhie  not  again  ; 
Tho'i'rt  fafh.ion'd  for  a  flail,  uid  not  a  pc». 


POEMS. 


ll  B 1's  immortal  wit  thou  would'ft  decry, 

Pretend  'tis  he  that  writ  thy  poetry. 

Thy  feeble  fatire  ne'er,  can  do  him  wrong  ; 

*fhy  poems  and  thy  patients  live  not  long. 


THE  EARL  OF  GODOLPHIN 

TO 

DR.     GARTH, 

UPON   THE   LOSS  OF   MISS  DINGLE, 

Jn  return  to  the  Donor's  Confolatory  Verfes  to  Lim, 
ufon  the  Lofs  of  his  Rod. 


THOU,  who  the  pangs  of  my  embitter'd  rage 
Could'ft,  with  thy  never-dying  verfe,  affuage  ; 
?mmortal  verfe,  fecure  to  live  as  long 
As  that  curs'd  profe  that  did  condemn  thy  long  : 
Thou,  happy  bard,  whofe  double  gifted  peri, 
Alike  can  cure/an  aking  corn,  or  fpleen; 
Whofe  lucky  hand  adminifters  repole 
As  well  to  breaking  heart,  as  broken  nofe; 
Accept  this  tribute  :  think  it  all  I  had, 
In  recompence  of  thine,  when  I  was  fad.    , 
What  though  it  comes  from  an  unpraclis'd  mufe, 
JBad  at  the  bcft,  grown  worfe  by  long  difufe  ; 
In  filence  loft,  fince  once  1  did  complain 
Of  Wiv—  1's  cold  neglect  in  humble  ftrain  ; 
When,  check'd  by  flaviih  confcier.ce,  fhe  deny'd 
To  throw  afide  the  niece,  and  act  the  bride  : 
Yet  fure  I  may  be  thought  among  the  throng, 
If  not  to  fing,  to  whittle  out  a  fong  : 
Then  take  the  kind  remembrance,  of  my  verfe, 
"While  Dingle's  lofs  with  forrow  I  rehearfe. 

Dingle  is  loft,  the  hollow  caves  refound 
Dingle  is  loft,  and  multiply  the  found  ; 
Till  echo,  chanting  it  by  juft  dagree, 
Shortens  it  to  Ding,  then  foftens  it  to  D. 

Dingle  is  loft  ;  where's  now  the  parent's  care, 
The  boafted  force  of  piety  and  prayer  ? 
No  more  (hall  fhe  within  thy  fpacious  hall 
Lead  up  the  dance,  and  animate  the  ball  ; 
Deferted  thus,  no  more  (halt  thou  engage 
tinder  the  roof  to  Whartonife  the  age. 

Train'd  by  thy  care,  by  thy  axsmple  led, 
;  Early  fhe  learnt  to  fcorn  the  nuptial  bed  ; 
In  vain  by  thy  advice  cnlarg'd  her  kind, 
And  vow'd,  like  thee,  to  multiply  her  mind, 
For  Dingle  thou  didft  blefs  the  nether  ikies, 
In  hopes  a  mingled  race  might  once  arife, 
To  footh  thy  hoary  age,  and  clcfe  thy  dying 
eyes. 

Learn,  ye  indulging  parents,  learn  from  hence  : 
Think  not  compliance  e'er  will  influence. 
The  fifth  command  alone  you  did  enjoin, 
And  frankly  gave  her  up  the  other  nine  : 
Yet  fhe,  though  that,  and  that  alone,  was  prefs'd, 
Regardlefs  of  your  will,  the  fifth  tranfgrefs'd. 

But  oh  !  my  friend,  copfider,  though  fne's  gone, 
She  left  no  coffers  empty  but  her  own  ; 
Her  mind,  that  did  direct  the  great  machine, 
Mov'd,  Uke  the  wniverfe,  by  fprings  unfeen  ; 


And,  though  from  thy  inftructions  fhe  retreats, 
Her  globe  of  light  grows  larger  as  fhe  lets ; 
For  nought  could  brighter  make  her  luftre  fhinc, 
Than  to  withdraw,  and  fingle  it  from  thine, 
Then  think  of  this ;  and  pardon,  when  you  fee, 
Thofe  virtues  you  fo  late  adtnir'd  in  me. 


OVID'S  METAMORPHOSES. 

BOOK    XIV. 


THE  TRANSFORMATION  OF  SCYLLA, 

Now  Glaucus,  with  a  lover's  hafte,  bounds  o'er 
The  fwelling  waves,  and  feeks  the  Latiah  fliore. 
Mcffena,  Rhegium,  and  the  barren  coaft 
Of  flaming  ./Etna,  to  his  fight  are  loft  : 
At  length  he  gains  the  Tyrrhene  feas,  and  viewsr 
The  hills  where  baneful  philtres  Circe  brews  ; 
Monfters  in  various  forms  around  her  prcfs; 
As  thus  the  god  falntes  the  forcerefs  : 
O  Circe,  be  indulgent  to  my  grief, 
And  give  a  love-fick  deity  relief. 
Too  well  the  mighty  power  of  plants  I  know1, 
To  thofe  my  figure  and  new  fate  I  owe. 
Againft  Meflena,  on  th"  Aufonian  coaft, 
I  Scylla  view'd,  and  from  that  hour  was  loft. 
In  tendereft  founds  I  fucd ;   hut  ftill  the  fair 
Was  deaf  to  vows,  and  pitilefs  to  prayer. 
If  numbers  can  avail,  exert  their  power  ; 
Or  energy  of  plants,  if  plants  have  more. 
I  aflc  no  cure  ;  let  but  the  virgin  pine 
With  dying  pangs,  or  agonies,  like  mine. 

No  longer  Circe  could  her  flame  difguifc, 
But  to  the  fuppliant  god  Marine,  replies  : 

When    maids   are  coy,   have  manlier  aims  ia 

view ; 

Leave  thofe  that  fly ;  but  thofe  that  like,  purfue^ 
If  love  can  be  by  kind  compliance  won  ; 
See,  at  yout  feet,  the  daughter  of  the  fun. 

Sooner,  faid  Glaucus,  fhall  the  afh  remove 
From  mountains,  and  the  fwelling  furges  love; 
Or  humble  fea-weed  to  the  hills  repair ; 
E'er  I  think  any  but  my  Scylla  fair. 

Straight  Circe  reddens  with  a  guilty  fhamet 
And  vows  revenge  for  her  rejected  flame. 
Fierce  liking  oft'  a  fpite  as  fierce  creates; 
For  love  refiis'd,  without  averfion,  hates. 
To  hurt  her  haplefs  rival,  fhe  proceeds ; 
And,  by  the  fall  of  Scylla  Glaucus  bleeds. 

Some  fafcinating  beverage  now  fhe  brews, 
Compos'd  of  deadly  drugs  and  baneful  juice. 
At  Rhegium  flie  arrives  ;  the  ocean  braves, 
And  treads  with  unwet  feet  the  bailing  waves* 
Upon  the  beach  a  winding  bay  there  lies, 
Ehelter'd  from  feas,  and  fhadcd  from  the  flcies: 
This  ftation  Scylla  chofe  ;  a  f&ft  retreat 
From  chilling  winds,  and  ragintr  Cancer1*  heat* 
Hij 
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The  vengeful  forcer&fs  vifits  this  recefs; 
Her  charm  infufe!6,  and  infe<5lsthe  place. 
Soon  as  the  nymph  wades  in,  her  nether  parts 
Turn  into  dogs  ;  then  at  herfelf  fhe  ftarts. 
A  ghaftly  honor  in  her  eyes  appears; 
But  yet  (he  knows  not  who  it  is  fhe  fears; 
In  vain  {he  offers  from  herfelf  to  run, 
A:id  drag?  about  her  what  fhe  ftrives  to  fhun. 

Opprefs'd  with  grief  the  pitying  God  appears, 
And Twclls  the  r:fing  furges  with  his  tears  ; 
Prom  the  diftreiTed  forcerefs  he  flies  ; 
Her  art  reviles,  and  her  addrcfs  denies  : 
"Whjlft  haplefs  Scylla,  chang'd  to  rocks  decrees 
Deftrudtion  to  thofc  barks  that  beat  the  feas. 


THE  VOYAGE  OF  ^NEAS  CONTINUED. 

HERE  bulg'd  the  pride  of  fam'd  UlyfilY.  fleet; 

But  good  JEneas  'fcap'd  the  fate  he  met. 

As  to  the  Latian  fhore  the  1'rojan  flood, 

And  cut  with  wtll-tim'd  oars  the  foaming  flood  : 

He  wcarher'd  fell  Charybdis  :  but  ere-long 

The  fkics  were  darken'd,  and  the  temped  ftrong. 

Then  to  the  Libyan  coaft  he  ftrctches  o'er; 

And  makes  at  length  the  Carthaginian  fhore. 

Here  Dido,  with  an  hofpitable  care, 

Into  her  heart  receives  the  wanderer. 

.From  her  kind  arms  th'  ungrateful  hero  flies;     ~\ 

The  injur'd  queen  looks  on  with  dying  eyes,        > 

Then  to  her  folly  falls  a  facrifice.  j 

.ffineas  now  fets  fail,  and,  plying,  gains 
Fair  Eryx,  where  his  friend  Aceftes  reigns  : 
Firft  to  his  fire  does  funeral  rites  decree, 
Then  gives  the  figral  next,  and  ftands  'o  fea  ; 
Out-runs  the  iflands  where  volcano's  roar; 
Gets  clear  of  Syrens,  and  their  faichlds  fhore  : 
tr.t  lofts  Palinurus  in  the  way  ; 
Then  makes  Inarime,  and  Prochyta. 


TRANSFORMATION  OF  CERCOPIANS 
INTO  APES.  - 

THE  gallics  now  by  Pythecufa  pafs ; 

The  naiv.e  is  from  the  iwtivis  of  the  j'lace. 

The  father  of  the  gods,  d<  telling  lies, 

Oft',  with  abhorrence,  heard  their  perjuries. 

Th*  abandoned  race,  transf'orm'd  to  bcafb,  began 

To  mimic  the  impertinence  of  man. 

Fiat-uos'ii,  and  furrow'd  ;  with  grimace  they  grin ; 

Anu  look,  to  what  they  were,  too  near  akiii  : 

Merry  in  make,  and  buly  to  no  end ; 

This  mi mcnt  they  divert,  the  next  offend  : 

ho  much  th»s  fpecies  of  their  palt  retain-: ; 

M  hough  loft  the  language,  yet  the  Doilc  remains. 


DESCENDS  TO  HELL. 

>"o\v,  on  his  right,  he  leaves  Parthenope  : 
His  kft,  Milenus  jutting  ia  the  ICA: 


Arrives  at  Cuma,  and  with  awe  furvey'd 
The  grotto  of  the  venerable  maid  ; 
Bcf^s  leave  through  black  Avernus  to  retire, 
Ard  view  the  much-lov'd  manes  of  his  fire. 
Straight  the  divining  virgin  rais'd  her  eyes; 
And,  foaming  with  a  holy  rage,  replies  : 

O  thcju,  whofe  worth  thy  wondrous  works  pro 
claim  ; 

The  flames,  thy  piety  ;  the  world,  thy  fame; 
Though  great  be  thy  requeft,  yet  (halt  thou  lee 
Th'  Elyfian  fields,  th'  infernal  monarchy  ; 
Thy  parent's  fhade  :  this  arm  thy  fteps  fhall  guide  : 
To  fuppliant  virtue  nothing  is  deny'd. 

She  fpoke,  and  pointing  to  the  golden  bough, 
Which  in  th'  Avernian  grove  refulgent  grew, 
Seize  that,  fhe  bids  :  he  liftens  to  the  maid ; 
Then  views  the  mournful  manfions  of  the  dead  ; 
Trie  fhade  of  great  Anchifes,  and  the  place 
By  fates  determin'd  to-the  Trojan  race. 

As  back  to  upper  light  the  hero  came, 
He  thus  falutes  the  vifionary  dame : 

O,  whether  fome  propitious  deity, 
Or  lov'd  by  thofe  bright  rulers  of  the  flcy  ! 
With  grateful  incenfe  I  (hallftyle  you  one, 
And  deem  no  godhead  greater  than  your  own. 
' Twasyou  reftor'd  me  from  the  realms  of  night, 
And  gave  me  to  behold  the  fields  of  light ; 
To  feel  the  breezes  of  congenial  air, 
And  nature's  bleft  benevolence  to  fhare. 


THE  STORY  OF  THE  SIBYL. 

I  AM  no  deity,  reply'd  the  dame, 

But  mortal,  and  religious  rites  difclaim. 

Yet  had  avoided  death's  tyrannic  fway, 

Had  I  confented  to  the  God  of  day. 

With  promifes  he  fought  my  love,  and  faid, 

Have  all  you  wifh,  my  fair  Cumican  maid. 

I  paus'd;  then  .pointing  to  a  heap  offand, 

For  every  grain,  to  live  a  year,  demand. 

But  ah  I   unmindful  cf  th'  effect  of  time, 

Forgot  to  covenant  for  youth,  and  prime. 

Theftniling  bloom,  1  boafted  once,  is  gone, 

And  feeble  age  with  lagging  limbs  creeps  on. 

Seven  centuries  have  1  liv'd  ;  three  more  fulfil 

The  peri<  d  rf  the  years  to  finifh  flill. 

Who'll  think,  that  Phoebus,  dreft  in  youth  divine, 

Had  once  believ'd  his  luftre  lefs  than  mine? 

This  wither'd  frame   (fo  fates  have  will'd)  (hall 

watte 
To  nothing,  but  prophetic  words,  at  laft. 

The  Sibyl  mounting  now  from  nether  fkie», 
And  the  fam'd  Ilian  prince,  at  Cuma  rife. 
He  fail'd,  and  near  rhe  place  to  anchor  came, 
Since  call'd  Cajeta,  from  his  nurfe's  name. 
Here  did  rhe  lucklefs  Macareus,  a  friend 
To  wife  Ulyffes.his  long  labours  end. 
Here,  wandering,  Achxmenides  he  meets, 
And  fiidden  thus  his  late  affodate  greets  : 
Whence  came  you  here,  O  friend,  and  whither" 

bound  ? 

All  gave  you  loft  on  far  Cyclopean  ground  ! 
A  Greek's  at  laft  aboard  a  Trojan  found. 


jvhither"} 
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POEMS. 


THE  ADVENTURES  OF  ACH^EMENIDES. 

THUS  Achaemenides— With  thanks  I  name 
jEneas,  and  his  piety  proclaim. 
I  'fcap'd  the  Cyclops  through  the  hero's  aid, 
Elfe  in  his  maw  my  mangled  limbs  had  laid. 
When  firft  your  navy  under  fail  he  found, 
He  rav'd,  till  ./Etna  labour'd  whh  the  found. 
Raging  he  ilalk'd  along  the  mountain's  fide, 
And  vented  clouds  of  breath  at  every  ftride. 
His  ftaff  a  mountain  afh ;  and  in  the  clouds 
Oft',  as  he  walks,  his  grifly  front  he  fhrouds. 
Eyelefs  he  grop'd  about  with  vengeful  hafte, 
AndjufMed  promontories,  as  he  pafs'd. 
Then  heav'd  a  rock's  high  fummit  to  the  main, 
And  bcllow'd,  like  fome  burfting  hurricane  : 

Oh  !  could  I  feize  Ulyfles  in  his  flight, 
How  unlamented  were  my  lofs  of  fight ! 
Thefe  jaws  fhould  piece-meal  tear  each  panting 

vein, 

Grind  every  crackling  bone,  and  pound  his  brain. 
As  thus  he  rav'd,  my  joints  with  horror  fhook  ; 
The  tide  of  blood  my  chilling  heart  forfook. 
I  faw  him  once  difgorge  huge  morfels,  raw, 
Of  wretches  vmdigefted  in  his  maw. 
From  the  pale  breathlefs  trunks  whole  limbs  he  tore, 
His  beard  all  clotted  with  o'erflowing  gore. 
My  anxious  hours  I  pafs'd  in  caves;  my  food 
Was  foreft  fruits,  and  wildings  of  the  wood. 
At  length  a  fail  I  wafted,  and  aboard 
My  fortune  found  an  hofpitable  lord. 

Now,  in  return,  your  own  adventures  tell, 
And  what,  fince  firft  you  put  to  fea,  befel. 


THE  ADVENTURES  OF  MACAREUS. 

THEN  Macareus — There  reign'd  a  prince  of  fame, 
O'er  Tufcan  feas,  and  jEolus  his  name. 
A  langefs  to  Ulyfles  he  confign'd, 
And  in  a  fleer's  tough  hide  inclos'd  a  wind. 
Nine  days  before  the  fwelling  gale  we  ran ; 
The  tenth,  to  make  the  meeting  land,  began  : 
When  now  the  merry  mariners,  to  find 
Imagin'd  wealth  within,  the  bag  unbind. 
Forthwith  out-rufh'd  a  guft,  .which  backwards") 
Our  gallies  to  the  Laeftrigonian  fhore,         [bore  C 
Whofe  erown  Antiphates  the  tyrant  wore.  j 

Some  few  commiflion'd  were  with  fpecd  to  treat ; 
We  to  his  court  repair,  his  guards  we  meet. 
To  friendly  flight  preferv'd  ;  the  third  was  doom'd, 
To  be  by  thofe  curs'd  cannibals  confum'd. 
Inhumanly  our  haplcfs  friends  they  treat ; 
Our  men  they  murder,  and  deflroy  tur  fleet. 
In  time  the  wife  Ulyfles  bore  away, 
And  dropp'd  his  anchor  in  yon  faithlefs  bay.  j 
The  thoughts  of  perils  paft  we  ftill  retain, 
And  fear  to  land,  till  lots  appoint  the  men. 
Politeg  true,  Elpenor  given  to  wine, 
Eurylochus,  myfelf,  the  lots  aflign. 
Defign'd  for  dangers,  and  refolv'd  to  dare, 
irce's. fatal  palace  we  repair. 


THE  ENCHANTMENTS  OF  CIRCE. 

BEFORE  the  fpacions  front,  a  herd  we  find 

Of  hearts,  the  fierceft  of  the  favage  kind. 

Our  trembling  tteps  with  blandifhmerits  they  meet, 

And  fawn,  unlike  their  fpecies,  at  our  feet. 

Within  upon  a  fumptuous  throne  of  ftate, 

On  golden  column!  rais'd,  th"  cnchantre!"  fate. 

Rich  washer  robe,  and  amiable  her  mk:i, 

Her  afpect  awful,  and  ftie  look'd  a  quctn. 

Her  rruids  not  niiud  ihe  loom,  nor  hovfehold  care, 

Nor  wage  in  needle  work  a  Scythian  war  ; 

But  cull  in  canifters  difaftrous  flowers,  ~) 

And  plantsfrom  hauntedhearhs,andfairy bovvers,  x 

With  brazen  fickles  reap'd  at  planetary  hours.     J 

Each  dofe  the  goddefs  weighs  with  watchful  eye  : 

So  nice  her  art  in  impious  pharmacy  ! 

Entering  fhe  greets  us  with  a  gracious  lock, 

And  airs,  that  future  amity  bcfpoke. 

Her  ready  nymphs  ferve  up  a  rich  repaft; 

The  bowl  me  dafhes  firft,  then  gives  to  tafte. 

Q^ick,  to  our  own  undoing,  we  comply  ; 

Her  power  we  prove,  and  fhew  the  for  eery. 

Soon,  in  a  length  efface,  our  head  extends ; 
Our  chin  ftiff  bridles  bears,  and  forward  bends. 
A  breadth  of  brawn  new  buinifhes  our  ucck  ; 
Aiion  we  grunt,  as  we  begin  to  fpeak. 
Alone  Eurylochus  refus'd  to  tafte, 
Nor  to  a  beaft  obfcene  the  man  dcbas'd. 
Hither  Ulyfles  haftes  (fo  fates  command), 
And  bears  the  powerful  Moly  in  his  hand; 
Unfheaths  his  fcymitar,  aflaults  the  dame, 
P.-cferves  his  fpecies,  and  remains  the  fame. 
The  .nuptial  right  this  outrage  ftraight  attends; 
The  dower  defir'd  is  his  transfip-nr'd  friends. 
The  incantation  backwards  fhe    »_  .-ats, 
Inverts  her  rod,  and  what  fhe  d:u  Defeats. 

And  now  our  fkin  grow*   frr.ooth,  our  fliapc 

upright ; 

Our  arms  ftretch  up,  our  cloven  feet  unite. 
With  tears  our  weeping  general  we  embrace ; 
Hang  on  his  neck,  and  melt  upon  his  face  ; 
Twelve  filver  moons  in  Circe's  court  we  flay, 
Whilft  there  they  wafte  th'  unwilling  hours  away. 
'Twas  here  1  fpy'd  a  y>>uth  in  Parian  flone  ; 
His  head  a  pecker  bore  ;  the  cauie  unknown 
To  paflt-ngers.     A  nymph  of  Circe's  train 
The  myftery  thus  attempted  to  explain. 


THE  STORY  OF  PICUS  AND  CANENS. 

Picui,  who  once  th'  Aufonian  fccptre  held, 
Could  rein  the  fteed,  and  fit  him  for  the  field  ; 
So  like  he  was  to  what  you  fee,  that  ftiil 
We  doubt  if  real,  or  the  failptor's  fkill. 
The  grates  in  the  finifh'd  piece,  you  find, 
Are  but  the  copy  of  his  fairer  mind. 
Four  luftres  fcarce  the  royal  youth  could  name, 
Till  every  love-fick  nymph  confciVii  a  flame. 
Oft'  for  l.is  love  the  mountain  Diyads  fu'd, 
And  evcrv  filver  fifter  of  the  Good : 
H  iij 


THE    WORKS    OF    GARTH. 


Thofe  cf  Numicus,  Albula,  and  thofe 

V/here  Almo  creeps,  and  hafty  Nar  o'erflows  : 

Where  fedgy  Anio  glides  through  fmiliug  meads, 

Where  fhady  Farfar  ruftles  in  the  reeds : 

And  thofe  that  love  the  lakes,  and  homage  owe 

To  the  chafte  goddefs  of  the  filver  bow. 

In  vain  each  nymph  her  brighteft  charms  put 

on, 

pis  heart  no  fovereign  would  obey  but  one  : 
She  whom  Venilia,  on  Mount  Palatine, 
To  Janus  bore,  the  faireft  of  her  line. 
Nor  did  her  face  alone  her  charms  confefs, 
Her  voice  was  ravifhing,  and  pleas'd  no  lefs. 
"Whene'er  fhe  fung.'fo  melting  were  her  drains, 
The  flocks  unfed  feem'cj  liftening  on  the  plains ; 
The  rivers  would  ftand  ftill,  the  cedars  bend ; 
And  birds  negledt  their  pinions  to  attend; 
The  favage  kind  in  foreft-wilds  grow  tame ; 
And  Canens,  from  her  heavenly  voice,  her  name. 

Hymen  had  now  in  fome  ill-fated  hour 
Their  hands  united,  as  their  hearts  before. 
Whilft  their  foft  moments  in  delights  they  wafte, 
And  each  new  day  was  dearer  than  the  part; 
Picus  would  fometimes  o'er  the  forefts  rove, 
And  mingle  fports  with  intervals  of  love. 
It  chanc'd,  as  once  the  foaming  boar  he  chac'd, 
His  jewels  fparkling  on  his  Tyrian  veft, 
JLafdvious  Circe  well  the  youth  furvey'd, 
Asfirhpling  on  the  flowery  hills  Ihe  ftray'd. 
Her  wifliing  eyes  their  filent  mefkge  tel), 
And  from  her  lap  the  verdant  mikhief  fell. 
As  fhe  attempts  at  words,  his  courier  fprings 
O'er  hills,  and  lawns,  and  ev'n  a  wilh  ouiwings. 
Thou  fhalt  not  "fcape  me  fo,  pronoanc'd  the 

dame, 

If  plants  have  power,  and  fpells  be  not  a  name. 
She  faid — and  forthwith  form'd  a  hoar  of  air,  . 
That  fought  the    9  "ert  with  diflembled  fear. 
Swift  tu  the  thicuLt  Picus  wings-  his  way 
On  foot,  to  chace  the  vifionary  prey. 

Now  (he  invokes  the  daughters  of  the  night, 
Does  noxious  juices  fmear,  and  charms  recite ; 
Such  as  can  veil  the  moon's  more  feeble  fire, 
Or  (hade  the  golden  Juftre  of  Her  fire. 
In  filthy  fogs  Ihe  hides  the  cheerful  noon  ; 
The  guard  at  diftance,  and  the  youth  alone: 
By  thofe  fair  eyes,  fhe  cries,  and  every  grace 
That  finilh  all  the  wonders  of  your  face, 
O!i !   I  conjure  thee,  hear  a  queen  complain; 
Nor  let  the  i'un'sfolt  lineage  I'ue  in  vain. 

Whoe'er  thou  art,  reply'd  the  king,  forbear, 
None  can  my  paflion  with  iny  Canens  Qiars. 
She  firil  my  every  tender  \vifh  pcfleft, 
And  found  the  foft  approaches  to  my  breaft. 
In  nuptial*  bleft,  each  ioofe  defire  we,  fhun, 
Nor  time  car.  end  what  innocence  begun. 
:    Think  not,  {he  cry'd,  to  launter  out  a  life 
Of  form,  with  that  domtftic  drudge  a  wife ; 
JVly  juft  revenge,  dull  fool,  ere  long,  fliall  {how"} 
Wliat  ills  -we  women,  if  refus'd,  cun  do  ;      ...       v 
Think  mo  a  woman,  and  a  lover  too.  j 

From  dear  fucccfsful  fpite  we  hope  for  eafe, 
Nor  fail  to  piuufb,  where  we  fail  to  p'.eafe. 
.    Nov.-  twice  to  ea(t  flie  ttirrs  as  oft'  to  weft ; 
Thrice  waves  her  w?.ud,  a;  eft'  a  charm  expreft. 
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On  the  loft  youth  her  magic  power  {he  tries  7 
Aloft  he  fprings,  and  wonders  how  he  flies.' 
On  painted  plumes  the  woods  he  feeks,  and  ftill 
The  monarch  oak  he  pierces  with  his  bill. 
Thus   chang'd,  no   more   o'er   Latian   lands    he 

reigns ; 
Of  Picus  nothing  but  the  name  remains.          [air, 

The  winds  from  drizling  damps  now  purge  the 
The  mi  (Is  fubfide,  the  fettling  flcies  are  fair  : 
The  court  their  fovereign  feck  with  arm*  in  hand, 
They  threaten  Circe,  and  their  lord  demand. 
Quick  flic  invokes  the  fpirits  of  the  air, 
And  twilight  elves,  that  on  dun  wings  repair 
To  charuels,  and  th'  unhallow'd  fepulchre. 

Now,  ftrange  to  tell,  the  plants  fweat  drops  of 

blood, 

The  trees  are  tofs'd  from  forefts  where  they  flood; 
Blue  ferpents  o'er  the  tainted  herbage  flide, 
Pale  glaring  fpedlres  on  the  xther  ride ;       [beds, 
Dogs  howl,  earth  yawns ;  rent  rocks  forfake  their 
And    from   their  quarries   heave   their  ftubbora 

heads.      ' 

The  fad  fpe&ators,  ftiflen'd  with  their  fears, 
She  fees,  and  fudden  every  limb  (he  fmears  ; 
Then  each  of  favage  beafts  the  figure  beats. 

The  fun  did  now  to  weftern  waves  retire, 
In  tidts  to  temper  his  bright  world  of  fire. 
Canens  laments  her  royal  hufband's  ftay ; 
111  fuits  fond  love  with  abfence,  or  delay  : 
Where  fhe  commands,  her  ready  people  run ; 
She  wills,  retraces ;  bi Js,  and  forbids  anon. 
Reftlefs  in  mind,  and  dying  with  defpair, 
Her  breafrs  fhe  beats,  and  tears  her  flowing  hair. 
Six  days  and  nights  (he  wanders  on,  as  chance 
Directs,  without  or  fleep,  or  fuftenance. 
Tiber  at  laft  beholds  the  weeping  fair; 
Her  feeble  limbs  no  more  the  mourner  bear ; 
Strctch'd  on  his  bankj,  /he  to  the  flood  complains, 
And  faintly  tunes  her  voice  to  dying  ftrains. 
The  Cckening  fwan  thus  hangs  her  filver  wing?, 
And,  as  flic  droops,  her  elegy  fhe  fings: 
Ere-long  fad  Canens waftes  to  air;  whilft  fame 
The  place  ftill  honours  with  her  haplefs  name. 

Here  did  the  tender  tale  of  Picus  ceafc, 
Above  belief  the  wonder,  I  confef*. 
Again  we  fail,  but  more  difafters  meet, 
Foretold  by  Circe,  to  our  fuflering  flceC. 
Myfelf,  unable  further  woes  to  bear, 
Declin'd  the  voyage,  and  am  refug'd  here. 


rs,       ^ 

:••  J 


JENEAS  ARRIVES  IN  ITALY. 

THUS  Macareus — Now  with  a  pious  aim  ") 

Had  good  ./Eneas  rais'd  a  funeral  flame,  > 

In  honour  of  his  hoary  nurfe's  name.  j 

Her  epitaph  he  fix'd  ;  and  fetting  fail, 
Cajeta  left,  and  catch'd  at  every  gale. 

He  fteer'd  at  diftance  from  the  faithlefs  more 
Where  the  falfe  goddefs  reigns  with  fatal  power  ; 
And  fought  thofe  grateful  groves,  that  {hade  the~l 
plain,  { 

Where  Tiber  roils  majeftic  to  the  main,  f 

And  fattens,  as  b.e  runs,  ths  fair  campain.  J 


p   © 

His  kindrad  gods  the  here's  wiiues  crswu        p 
With  fair  Lavinia,  and  Latinu.s'  throne  :  > 

But  not  without  a  war  the  prize  he  won.  j 

Prawn  up  in  bright  array  the  battle  ftands : 
Turnus  with  arms  his  promis'd  wife  demands. 
•Hetrurians,  Latians,  equal  fortune  {hare ; 
And  doubtful  long  appears  the  face  of  war. 
Both  powers  from  neighbouring  princes  leek  fuf  • 

plies, 

And  embaflies  appoint  for  new  allies. 
./Eneas,  for  relief,  Evander  moves ; 
His  quarrel  he  afTerts,  his  caufe  approves. 
The  bold  Rutilians,  with  an  equal  fpeed, 
Sage  Venelus  difpatch  to  Diomedc. 
The  king,  late  griefs  revolving  in  his  mind, 
Thefe  reafons  for  neutrality  affign'd  : 

Shall  I,  of  one  poor  dotal  town  poffeft, 
My  people  thin,  my  wretched  country  wafte; 
An  exil'd  prince,  and  on  a  Jhaking  throne  ; 
Or  rifle  my  patron's  fuhjedls,  or  my  own  ? 
You'll  grieve  the  harflinefs  of  our  hap  to  hear; 
Nor  can  I  tell  the  tale  without  a  tear. 


THE  ADVENTURES  OF  DIOMEDES. 

AFTER  fam'd  Ilium  was  by  Argives  won, 
And  flames  had  finifh'd  what  the  fword  begun ; 
Pallas,  incens'd,  purfued  us  to  the  main, 
In  vengeance  of  her  violated  fane. 
Alone  Oileus  forc'd  the  Trojan  maid, 
Yet  all  were  punifh'd  for  the  brutal  deed. 
A  ftorm  begins,  the  raging  waves  run  high, 
The  clouds  look  heavy,  and  benight  the  flcy ; 
Red  flieets  of  lightning  o'er  the  leas  are  fpread, 
Our  tackHng  yields,  and  wrecks  at  lafl  fucceed. 
'Tis  tedious  our  difaflrous  ftate  to  tell; 
Even  Priam  would  have  pitied  what  befel. 
Yet  Pallas  fav'd  me  from  the  fwallowing  main  ; 
At  home  new  wrongs  to  meet,  as  fates  ordain, 
Chac'd  from  my  country,  I  once  more  repeat 
All  fuffering  feas  could  give,  or  war  complete ; 
For  Venus,  mindful  of  her  wound,  decreed 
Still  new  calamities  fhould  paft  fucceed. 
Agmon,  impatient  through  fuccefiive  ills, 
With  fury,  love's  bright  goddefs  thus  reviles: 
Thefe  plagues  in  fpite  to  Diomede  are  fent ; 
The  crime  is  his,  but  ours  the  punifhment. 
Let  each,  my  friends,  her  pxmy  fpleen  defpife, 
And  dare  that  haughty  harlot  of  the  fides. 
The  reft  of  Agmon's  infolence  complain, 
And  of  irreverence  the  wretch  arraign. 
About  to  anfwer,  his  blafpheming  throat 
Contracts,  and  fhrieks  in  fomc  dil'dainful  note. 
To  his  new  fkin  a  fleece  of  feathers  clings, 
Hides  his  late  arms,  and  lengthens  into  wings. 
The  lower  features  of  his  face  extend, 
Warp  into  horn,  and  in  a  beak  defcend. 
Some  more  experience  Agmon's  deftiny  ; 
And,  wheeling  in  the  air,  like  fwans  they  fly. 
Thefe  thin  remains  toDaunus'  realms  I  bring, 
And  here  I  reign,  a  poor  precarious  king. 


S. 


THE  TRANSFORMATION  OF  APPULUS. 

THUS  Diomodes  — Vennlus  withdraws; 
Unfped  the  fervice  of  the  common  caufc. 
Puteoli  he  paffes,  and  furvey'd 
A  cave  long  honour'd  for  its  awful  fhade. 
Here  trembling  reeds  exclude  the  piercing  ray,  •) 
Here  dreams  in  gentle  falls  through  windings  f 
ftray,  C 

And  with  a  pafling "breath  cool  Zephyrs  play,     j 
The  goat-herd  god  frequents  the  filent  place, 
As  once  the  wood-nymphs  of  the  fylvan  race, 
Till  Appulus,  with  a  difiioneft  air, 
And  grofs  behaviour,  banifh'd  thence  the  fair. 
The  bold  buffoon,  whene'er  they  tread  the  greerij 
Their  motion  mimicks,  but  with  geft  obfceae. 
Loofe  language  oft*  he  utters ;  but  ere  long 
A  bark  in  filmy  net-work  binds  his  tongue. 
Thus  chang'd,  a  bafe  wild  olive  he  remains ; 
The  Ihrub  the  coarfenefs  of  the  clown  retains^ 


tne  waves  before. 
\  prow  retire  ;       ^ 

wings  al'pire,          f  ; 
ts  his  attribute  of  C  j 

J i 


TROJAN  SHIPS  TRANSFORMED  TO 
SEA-NYMPHS. 

MEANWHILE  the  Latians  all  their  power  prepare, 
'Gainft  fortune  and  the  foe  to  pufli  the  war. 
With  Phrygian  blood  the  floating  fields  they  {lain; 
But,  fhort  of  fuccours,  flill  contend  in  vain. 
Turnus  remarks  the  Trojan  fleet  ill-mann'd, 
Unguarded,  and  at  anchor  near  the  ftrand ; 
He  thought;  and  frraight  a  lighted  brand  he  bore, 
And  fire  invades  what  'fcap'd  the  waves  before. 
The  billows  from  the  kindling  prow  retire  ; 
Pitch,  rofin,  fearwood,  on  red 
And  Vulcan  on  the  feas  exerts 
fire. 

This  when  the  mother  of  the  gods  beheld, 
Her  towery  crown  (he  (hook,  and  flood  reveal'd  ; 
Her  brindled  lions  reiri'd,  unveil'd  her  head, 
And,  hovering  o'er  her  favour'd  fleet,  flic  faid ; 

Ceafe  Turnus,  and  the  heavenly  powers  rcipeclj 
Nor  dare  to  violate  what  I  prntevSt. 
Thefe  gallics,  once  fair  trees,  on  Ida  flood, 
And  gave  their  (hade  to  each  defcending  god  ; 
Nor  fhall  confume ;  irrevocable  fate 
Allots  their  being  no  determin'd  date. 

Straight  peals  of  thunder  heaven's  high  arches 

rend 

The  hail-flones  leap,  the  fliowers  in  fpouts  defcend. 
The  winds  with  widen'd  throats  the  fignal  give  ; 
The  cables  break,  the  frnoking  veflels  drive. 
Now,  wondrous,  as  they  beat  the  foaming  flood, 
The  timber  foftens  into  fltfa  and  blood ; 
The  yards  and  oars  new  arms  and  legs  defign  ; 
A  trunk  the  hull;  the  flender  keel,  a  fpine; 
The  prow  a  female  face  ;  and  by  degrees 
The  gallies  rife  green  daughters  of  the  feas. 
Sometimes  on  coral  beds  they  fit  in  ftate, 
Or  wanton  on  the  waves  they  fear'd  of  late. 
The  barks,  that  beat  the  feas,  are  ftill  their  care, 
Theaifelves  remembering  what  cf  late  they  were 
Hiiij 


THE    WORKS    OF    GARTH. 


To  fave  a  Trojan  fail,  in  throngs  they  prefs, 
But  fmile  to  fee  Alcinous  in  diflrefs. 

Unable  were  thole  wonders  to  deter 
The  Latian?  from  their  unfuccefsful  war. 
Both  fides  for  doubtful  vidtory  contend  ; 
And  on  their  courage,  and  their  Gods,  depend. 
Nor  bright  Lavinia,  nor  Latinus*  crown, 
Warm  their  great  foul  to  war,  like  fair  renown. 
Venus  at  laft  beholds  her  godlike  ion 
Triumphant,  and  the  field  of  battle  won ; 
Brave  Turnus  flain ;  ftrong  Ardea  but  a  name, 
And  buried  in  fierce  deluges  of  flame ; 
Her  towers,  that  beaded  once  a  fovercign  fway, 
The  fate  of  fancy'd  grandeur  now  betray. 
A  famifh'd  heron  from  the  afhtsfprings, 
And  beats  the  ruin  with  difaftrous  wings; 
Calamities  of  towns  diftrelt  flic  feigns, 
And  oft',  with  woeful  fhricks,  of  war  complains. 


THE  DEIFICATION  OF  AENEAS. 

Now  had  JEnezs,  as  ordain'd  by  fate, 
Surviv'd  the  period  of  Saturnia's  hate  : 
And,  by  a  fure  irrevocable  doom, 
l-'ix'd  the  immortal  majefty  of  Rome. 
Pit  for  the  flation  of  his  kindred  flars, 
His  mother  goddeft  thus  her  fuit  prefers  : 

Almighty  arbiter,  whofe  powerful  nod 
Shakes  diftant  earth,  and  bows  our  own  abode; 
To  thy  great  progeny  indulgent  be, 
And  rank  the  goddefs-born  a  deity. 
Already  has  he  view'd,  with  mortal  eyes, 
Thy  brother's  kingdoms  of  the  ne:her  fkies. 

Forthwith  a  conclave  of  the  godhead  meets, 
Where  Juiioin  the  fhining  ienate  fits. 
Kemorfe  for  pafi.  revenge  the  goddels  feels ; 
Then  thundei  ing  Jove  th'  almighty  mandate  feals; 
Allots  the  piince  of  his  celeftial  liue 
An  apotheofis,  and  rights  divine. 

The  cryftal  manfions  echo  with  av.plaufe,   ' 
And,  with  her  graces,  love's  bright  queen  with 
draws  ; 

Shonts  in  a  blaze  of  light  along  the  fkies, 
And,  borne  by  turtle,  to  Laurtntum  flies; 
Alights  where  through  the  reeds  Numious  ftray?, 
And  to  the  feas  his  watery  tribute  pays. 
The  god  {he  1'upplicates,  to  wafii  away 
The  parts  more  grofs,  and  fubjtdt  to  decay 
And  cleanfe  the  gotldefs-born  from  femin 

lay. 

The  horped  flood  with  glad  attention  ftands, 
Then  bids  his  ftrcams  obey  their  fire's  commands. 

His  better  parts  by  luftral  waves  rtfin'i!, 
More  Jiure,  and  nearer  to  etherial  mind, 
With  gums  of  fragrant  fcem  the  goddefs  ftrevvs, 
And  on  his  features  breathes  ambrofial  <!ews. 
Thus,  deify'd,  new  honours  Rome  decrees, 
bhrines,  feilivals ;  ?.;id  ftilcs  him  Indices. 


cay,        / 
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Then  young  Latinus  :  Next  an  Alba  came, 
The  grace  and  guardian  of  the  Alban  name. 
Then  Kpitus;  then  gentle  Capys  rcign'd  ; 
Then  Capetis  the  regal  power  fuftain'd. 
Next  he  who  perifh'd  on  the  Tufcan  flood, 
And  honour'd  with  his  name  the  river  god. 
Now  haughty  Romulus  began  his  reign, 
Who  fell  by  thunder  he  afpir'd  to  feign. 
Meek  Acrota  fucceeded  to  the  crown  ; 
From  peace  endeavouring,  more  than 

nown, 

To  Aventinus  well  refign'd  his  throne.  _ 

The  mount  on  which  he  rul'd  prefer ves  his  name, 
And  Procas  wore  the  regal  diadem. 
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TH  E  LINE  OF  THE  LATIAN  KINGS. 

ASCANIUS  now  the  I.atian  fcer.tri  fways; 
The  Alban  nation  Sylvius  r.cxt  cbrjs. 


STORY  OF  VERTUMNUS  AND  POMONA. 

A  HAMA-DRTAD  flourifh'd  in  thefe  days, 
Her  name  Pomona,  from  her  woodland  race. 
In  garden  culture  none  could  fo  excel, 
Or  form  the  pliant  fouls  of  plants  fo  well ; 
Or  to  the  fruit  more  generous  flavours  lend, 
Or  teach  the  trees  with  nobler  loads  to  bend. 

The  nymph  frequented  not  the  fluttering  dream, 
Nor  meads,  the  fuhjedl  of  a  virgin's  dream  ; 
But  to  fuch  joys  her  nurfery  did  prefer, 
Alone  to  tend  her  vegetable  care. 
A  pruning-hook  fhe  carry'd  in  her  hand, 
And  taught  the  ftragglers  to  obey  command; 
Left  the  licentious  and  unthrifty  bough, 
Tne  too  indulgent  parent  fhould  undo. 
She  fhows.  how  flocks  invite  to  their  embrace 
A  graft,  and  naturalife  a  foreign  race 
To  mend  the  falvage  teint ;  and  in  its  flead 
Adopt  new  nature,  and  a  nobler  breed. 

Now  hourly  fhe  obferves  her  growing  care, 
And  guards  their  nonage  from  the  bleaker  air  : 
Then  opes  her  dreaming  fluices,  to  fupply 
With  flowing  draughts  her  thirfty  family. 

Long  had  fhe  labour'd  to  continue  free 
From  chains  of  love,  and  nuptial  tyranny  ; 
And,  in  her  orchard's  fmall  extent  immur'd, 
Her  vow'd  virginity  fhe  ftill  fecur'd. 
Oft  would  looie  Pan,  and  all  the  luftful  train 
Of  fatyrs,  tempt  her  innocence  in  vain. 
Silenus,  that  old  dotard,  own'd  a  flame;  "•) 

And  he,  that  frights  the  thieves  with  ftratagcm  ( 
Of  fword,   and   fomething   elfe,  too   grois  to  f 
name.  j 

Vertummis  too  purfued  the  maid  no  lefs ; 
But,  with  his  rivals,  fhar'd  a  like  fuccefs; 
To  gain  accefs,  a  thoufand  ways  he  tries ; 
Oft',  in  the  hind,  the  lover  would  difguife, 
The  heedlefs  lout  comes  fhambling  on,  and  feems 
Juft  fweatinor  from  the  labour  of  his  teems. 
1'htn,  irom  the  harveft,  oft'  the  mimic  fw.mi 
Seems  bending  with  a  load  of  bearded  grain. 
Sometimes  a  dreffer  of  the  vine  he  feigns, 
And  lawlefs  tendrils  to  their  bounds  rcftrcins. 
Sometimes  hi1-,  fword  a  foldier  fhew»;  his  rod, 
An  anglce ;  ftill  fo  various  is  tho  gcj. 


POEMS. 
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Now,  in  a  forehead  cloth,  feme  crone  he  fccms, 
A  ftaff  fupplying  the  defect  of  limbs; 
Admittance  thus  he  gains ;  admires  the  ftore 
Of  fairefl  fruit;  the  fair  poffeffor  more  ; 
Then  greets  her  with  a  kifs :    Th'  unpraclis'd 

dame 

Admir'd  a  grandame  kifs'd  with  fuch  a  flame. 
Now,  feated  by  her,  he  beholds  a  vine 
Around  an  elm  in  amorous  foldings  twine. 
If  that  fair  elm,  he  cry'd,  alone  fhould  ftand, 
No  grapes  would  glow  with  gold,  and  tempt  the 

hand; 

Or  if  that  vine  without  her  elm  mould  grow, 
'Twould  creep  a  poor  neglected  fhrub  below. 

Be  then,  fair  nymph,  by  thefe  examples  led ; 
Nor  ftiun,  for  fancy'd  fears,  the  nuptial  bed. 
Not  fhe  for  whom  the  Lapithites  took  arms, 
Nor  Sparta's  queen,  could  boaft  fuch  heavenly 

charms. 

And,  if  you  would  on  woman's  faith  rely, 
None  can  your  choice  direct  fo  well  as  I. 
Though  old,  fo  much  Pomona  I  adore, 
Scarce  does  the  bright  Vertumnus  love  her  more. 
'  Fis  your  fair  felf  alone  his  breaft  infpires 
"With  fofteft  wiihcs  and  unfoil'd  defires. 
Then  fly  all  vulgar  followers,  and  prove 
The  god  of  leafons  only  worth  your  love  : 
On  my  affurance  well  you  may  repofe; 
Vertumnus  fcarce  Vertumnus  better  knows. 
True  to  his  choice,  all  loofer  flames  he  flies  ; 
Nor  for  new  faces  fafhionably  dies. 
The  charms  of  youth,  and  every  fmiling  grace 
Bloom  in  his  features,  and  the  god  confefs. 
Befides,  he  puts  on  every  fhape  at  eafe  ; 
But  thole  the  moft  that  beft  Pomona  pleafe. 
Still  to  oblige  her  is  her  lover's  aim  ; 
Their  likings  and  averfions  are  the  fame. 
Not  the  fair  fruit  your  burden'd  branches  bear, 
Nor  all  the  youci.ful  product  of  the  year, 
Could  bribe  his  choice;   yourfclt"  alone  can  prove 
A  fit  reward  for  fo  refin'd  a  love. 
Relent,  fair  nymph ;  and  with  a  kind  regret, 
Think  'tis  Vertnmnus  weeping  at  your  feet. 
A  tale  attend,  through  Cyprus  known,  to  prove 
How  Venus  once  reveng'd  neglected  love. 


THE 
STORY  OF  IPHIS  AND  ANAXARETE. 

IP  HIS,  of  vulgar  birth,  by  chance  had  view'd 

Fair  Anaxarete  of  Teucer's  blood. 

Not  long  had  he  beheld  the  royal  dame, 

Ere  the  bright  fparkle  kindled  into  flame. 

Oft  did  he  ftruggle  with  a  juft  defpair, 

Unfix'd  to  afk,  unable  to  forbear. 

But  love,  who  flatters  ftill  his  own  difeafe, 

Hopes  all   things  will  fucceed,  he   knows  will 

pleafe. 

Where'er  the  fair  one  haunts,  he  hovers  there  ; 
And  leeks  her  confident  with  fighs  and  pray'r ; 
Or  letters  he  conveys,  that  feldom  prove 
GuccsfsM  raeffengers  in  fuiu  of.  love, 


wretch  ap-"\ 

3  rears,        f 
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Now  fliivering  at  her  gates  the  wretch  ap-~ 

pears, 

And  myrtle  garlands  on  the  columns  rears, 
Wet  with  a  deluge  of  unbidden  tears. 
The  nymph,  more  hard  than  rocks,  more  deaf 

than  feas, 

Derides  his  prayers;  infults  his  agonies; 
Arraigns  of  inlblence  th'  afpiring  fwain  ; 
And  takes  a  cruel  pleafure  in  his  pain. 
Refolv'd  at  laft  to  finifh  his  defpair, 
He  thus  upbraids  th'  inexorable  fair  :  j 

O  Anaxarete,  at  laft  forget 
The  licence  of  a  paflion  indifcreet. 
Now  triumph,  fince  a  welcome  facrifice 
Your  Have  prepares,  to  offer  to  your  eyes. 
My  life,  without  reluctance,  I  refign  ; 
That  prefent  beft  can  pleafe  a  pride  like  thine. 
But,  O  !  forbear  to  blaft  a  flame  fo  bright, 
Doom'd  never  to  expire,  but  with  the  light. 
And  you,  great  powers,  do  juftice  to  my  name; 
The  hours,  you  take  from  life,  reftore  to  fame. 

Then  o'er  the  ports,  once  hung  with  wreaths, 

he  throws 

The  ready  cord,  and  fits  the  fatal  noofe; 
For  death  prepares;  and,  bounding  from  above, 
At  once  the  wretch  concludes  his  life,  and  love. 

Ere  long  the  people  gather,  and  the  dead 
Is  to  his  mourning  mother's  arms  convey'd. 
Firft,  like  fome  ghaftly  ftatue  Ihe  appears : 
Then  bathes  the  breat  hlefs  corfe  in  feag  of  tear?. 
And  gives  it  to  the  pile ;  now,  as  the  throng 
Proceed  in  fad  folemnity  along, 
To  view  the  pafiing  pomp,  the  cruel  fair 
Haftes,  and  beholds  her  breathlefs  lover  there. 
Struck  with  the  fight,  inanimate  fhe  feems  ; 
Set  are  her  eyes,  and  motionlefs  her  limbs  : 
Her  features  without  fire,  her  colour  gone, 
And,  like  her  heart,  fhe  hardens  into  ftone. 
In  Salamis  the  ftatue  ftill  is  feen, 
In  the  fam'd  temple  of  the  Cyprian  queen. 
Warn'd  by  this  tale,  no  longer  then  difdain, 
O  nymph  belov'd,  to  eafe  a  lover's  pain. 
So  may  the  frofts  in  fpring  your  bloflbms  fpare, 
And  winds  their  rude  autumnal  rage  forbear  '. 

The  ftory  oft  Vertummis  urg'd  in  vain, 
But  then  afium'd  his  heavenly  form  again. 
Such  looks  and  luftre  the  bright  youth  adorn, 
As  when  with  rays  glad  Phoebus  paints  the  morn. 
The  fight  fo  warms  the  fair  admiring  maid, 
Like  fnow  fhe  melts  :  fo  foon  can  youth  perfuade., 
Confent,  on  eager  winds,  fucceeds  delire : 
And  both  the  lovers  glow  with  mutual  fire. 


THE  LATIAN  LINE  CONTINUED. 

Now  Procas  yielding  to  the  fates,  his  fon 
Mild  Numitor  fucceeded  to  the  crown. 
But  falfe  Amulius,  with  a  lawlefs  power, 
At  length  depos'd  his  brother  Numitor. 
Then  Ilia's  valiant  iffue,  with  the  fword, 
Her  parent  re-enthron'd,  the  rightful  lord. 
Next  Romulus  to  people  Rome  contrives ; 
The  joyous  time  of  Pales', feaft  arrives; 

He  gives  the  word  to  fcize  the  Sabine  wives. 
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The  fires  enrag'd  take  arms,  by  Tatius  kJ, 
Bold  to  revenge  their  violated  bed. 
A  fort  there  was,  not  yet  unknown  to  fame, 
Call'd  the  Tarpeian,  its  commander's  name. 
This  by  the  falfe  Tarpeia  was  betray "d  ; 
But  death  well  recompens'd^he  treacherous  maid. 
The  foe  on  this  now-bought  fuccefs  relies, 
And  filent  march  the  city  to  furprife. 
Sa'urnia's  arts  with  Sabine  arms  combine; 
But  Venus  countermines  the  vain  defign  ; 
Intreats  the  nymphs  that  o'er  the  fprings  prefide, 
Which  near  the  fane  of  hoary  Janus  glide, 
To  fend  their  fuccours ;  every  urn  they  drain, 
To  flop  the  Sabines  progrefs,  but  in  vain. 

The  Naiads  now  more  flratagems  effay  ; 
And  kindling  fulphur  to  each  fource  convey. 
The  floods  ferment,  hot  exhalations  rife, 
Till  from  the  fcalding  ford  the  army  flies. 
Soon  Romulus  appears  in.fhining  arms, 
And  to  the  war  the  Roman  legions  warms: 
The  battle  rages,  arcl  the  field  is  fprcad 
With  nothing  but  the  dying  and  the  dead. 
I5oth  fides  confent  to  treat  without  delay, 
And  their  two  chiefs  at  once  the  fceptre  fway. 
But,  Tatius  by  Lavinian  fury  (lain, 
oreac  Romulus  continued  long  to  reign. 


THE  ASSUMPTION  OF  ROMULUS. 

Now  warrior  Mars  his  burnifh'd  helm  puts  on, 
And  thus  addreffes  Heaven's  imperial  throne : 

Since  the  inferior  world  is  now  become 
One  vaiTal  globe,  and  colony  to  Rome, 
This  grace,  O  Jove,  for  Romulus  I  claim, 
Admit  him  to  the  Ikies,  from  whence  he  came. 
JLong  haft  thou  promis'd  an  ethereal  ftate 
To  Mars's  lineage  ;  and  thy  word  is  fate. 

The  fire,  that  rules  the  thunder,  with  a  nod 
Declar'd  the  fiat,  and  difmifs'd  the  god. 

Soon  as  the  power  armipotent  furvey'd 
The  flafhing  ikies,  the  fignal  he  obey'd  ; 
And,  leaning  on  his  lance,  he  mounts  his  car, 
His  fiery  courfers  lafhing  through  the  air. 
Mount  Palatine  he  gains,  and  finds  his  fon 
Good  laws  enacting  on  a  peaceful  throne  ; 
The  fcales  of  heavenly  juftice  holding  high, 
With  fteady  hand,  and  a  difcernifcg  eye. 
Then  vaults  upon  his  car,  and  to  the  fphere. 
Swift,  as  a  flying  fhaft,  Rome's  founder  bears. 
The  parts  more  pure  in  rifing  are  refin'd, 
The  grofs  and  perifhable  lag  behind. 
His  fhrine  in  purple  veftments  ftands  in  view  ; 
He  looks  a  god,  and  is  Quirinus  now. 


THE  ASSUMPTION  OF  HERSILIA. 

ERE  long  the  goddefcof  the  nuptial  bed,  ^ 

With  pity  mov'd,  fends  Iris  in  her  (lead 
To  fad  Herfiiia — Thus  the  meteor  maid  :  J 

Chafte  relict  !  in  bright  truth  to  heaven  ally'd, 
Tfcs  Sabines'  glory,  and  the  fcx's  pride; 


Honour'd  on  earth,  and  worthy  of  the  love 
Of  fuch  a  fpoufe  as  now  refide*  above  ; 
Some  refpites  to  thy  killing  grief,  afford; 
And,  if  thou  would'ft  once  more  behold  thy  lord, 
Retire  to  yon'   ffetp  mount,    with  groves  o'er- 

ipread, 

Which  with  an  awful  gloom,  hi*  temple  fliadc. 
With  fear  the  modefl  matron  lifts  her  eyes. 
And  to  the  bright  ambaffadrefs  replies  : 

O  goddefs,  yet  to  mortal  eyes  unknown  ! 
But  fure  thy  various  charms  confefs  thee  one  : 
O  quick  to  Romulus  thy  votrefs  bear '. 
With  looks  of  love  he'il  fmile  away  my  care  : 
In  whate'er  orb  he  fhines,  my  heaven  is  there. 
Then  hades  with  Iris  to  the  holy  grove, 
And,  up  the  Mount  Quimal  as  they  move, 
A  lambent  flame  glides  downward  through  the 

air, 

And  brightens  with  a  blaze  Herfilia's  hair. 
Together  on  the  bounding  ray  they  rife, 
And  Shoot  a  gleam  of  light  along  the  flcies. 
With  opening  arms  Ojiirinus  met  his  bride, 
Now  Ora  nam'd,  and  prefa'd  her  to  his  fide. 


OVID'S  METAMORPHOSES. 

BOOK     XV. 


THE  STORY  OF  CIPPUS. 

OR  as  when  Cippus  in  the  current  viewM 
The  fhooting  horn  that  on  his  forehead  ftood, 
His  temples  firft  he  feels,  and  with  (urprife 
His  touch  confirms  th'  affurance  of  his  eyes ; 
Straight  to  the  flcies  his  horned  front  he  rears, 
And  to  the  gods  direds  thefe  pious  prayers  :  ' 

If  this  portent  be  profperous,  O  decree 
To  Rome  th'  event ;  if  otherwife,  to  me. 
An  altar  then  «f  turf  he  haftes  to  raife, 
Rich  gums  in  fragrant  exhalations  blaze; 
The  panti»g  entrails  crackle  as  they  fry, 
And  boding  fumes  pronounce  a  myftery. 
Soon  as  the  augur  faw  the  holy  fire, 
And  vidlims  with  prefaging  figns  expire, 
To  Cippus  then  he  turns  his  eyes  with  fpeed, 
And  views  the  horny  honours  of  his  head  : 
Thtn  cry'd,  Hail,  conqueror !  thy  call  obey, 
Thofe  omens  I  behold  preftge  thy  fway. 
Rome  waits  thy  nod,  unwilling  to  be  free, 
And  owns  thy  fovereign  power  as  fate's  decree. 

He  faid — and  Cippus,  flartirg  at  th'  event, 
Spoke  in  thefc  words  his  pious  difcontent : 

Far  hence,  ye  gods,  this  execration  fend, 
And  the  great  r?.ce  of  Romulus  defend. 
Better  that  I  in  exile  live  abhorr'd, 
Than  e'er  the  capitol  ihould  ftile  me  lord. 

This  fpoke,  he  hides  with  leaves  his  omeu'd 

head ; 
Then  prays,  the  fenats  next  convenes,  and  faid ; 
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If  augurs  can  forefee,  a  wretch  is  come, 
jDefign'd  by  deftiny  the  bane  of  Rome. 
Two  horns  (moft   ftrange  to   tell)  his  templet 

crown ; 

If  e'er  he  pafs  the  walls,  and  gain  the  town, 
Your  laws  are  forfeit  that  ill-fated  hour, 
And  liberty  muft  yield  to  lawlefs  power. 
Your  gates  he  might  have  enter'd  ;  but  this  arm 
Seiz'd  the  ufurper,  and  with-held  the  harm. 
Hafte,  find  the  monftcr  out,  and  let  him  be 
Condemn'd  to  all  the  fenate  can  decree ; 
Or  ty'd  in  chains,  or  into  exile  thrown  ; 
Or  by  the  tyrant's  death  prevent  your  own. 

The  crowd  fuch  murmurs  utter  as  they  (land, 
As  fwelling  furges  breaking  on  the  flrand  : 
Or   as   when    gathering    gales    fweep  o'er  the 

grove, 
And  their  tall  heads  the  bending  cedars  move. 


Each  with  confufion  gaz'd,  and  then  began 
To  feel  his  fellow's  brows,  and  find  the  man. 
Cippus  then  {hakes  his  garland  off,  and  cries, 
The  wretch  you  want,  I  offer  to  your  eyes. 

The  anxious  throng  look'd  down,  and,  fad  in 

thought, 

All  wilh'd  they  had  not  found  the  Cgn  they  fought: 
In  hafte  with  laurel-wreaths  his  head  they  bind ; 
Such  honour  to  fuch  virtue  was  affign'd. 
Then  thus  the  fenate :  Hear,  O  Cippus,  hear ; 
So  god-like  is  thy  tutelary  care, 
That,  Cnce  in  Rome  thyfelf  forbids  thy  ftay,      -\ 
For  thy  abode  thofe  acres  we  convey  / 

The  plough-fliare  can  furround,  the  labour  of  a  C 

day.  3 

In  deathlefs  records  thou  (halt  (land  inroll'd, 
And  Rome's  rich  polls  fhall  iliine  with  horns  of 

gold. 
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Thy  reliques,  ROWE  !  to  this  fad  (brine  we  truft, 
And  near  thy  SHAKSPEARE  place  thy  honour'd  buft, 
Oh  '.  next  him  flcill'd  to  draw  the  tender  tear, 
For  never  heart  felt  paflion  more  lincerc ; 
To  nobler  fentiment  to  fire  the  brave, 
For  never  Briton  more  difdain'd  a  flave ! 
Peace  to  thy  gentle  (hade,  and  endlefs  reft, 
Bleft  in  thy  genius,  in  thy  love  too  bleft ! 
And  bleft  that  timely  from  our  fcenc  remov'd 
Thy  foul  enjoys  the  liberty  it  lov'd. 

POPE'S  EPITAPB  09  ROWE, 


EDINBURGH: 

PftlNTED  BY  MUNDELL  AND  SON,  ROYAL  BANK  CLOSE, 
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ROWE,  one  of  the  greateft  names  in  the  Englifti  drama,  was  born  at  Little  Berkfcri, 
The  feat  of  his  grandfather  Jafper  Edwards,  Kfq.  in  Bedfordfhire,  in  the  year  1673.  His  family  had 
long  poffefled  a  confiderable  eftate  at  Lamberton  in  Devonlhire  ;  the  anccftor  from  whom  he  de- 
fcended  in  a  direA  line,  having  received  the  arms  borne  by  his  defcendents  for  his  bravery  in  the 
Holy  War.  His  father,  John  Rowe,  Efq.  who  wat  the  firft  that  left  the  frugal  management  of  his 
paternal  inheritance,  to  practife  any  art  of  profit,  ftudied  the  law  in  the  Middle  Temple,  was  called 
to  the  degree  of  Serjeant,  and  publiflied  Benlow's  and  Daliifon's  Reports,  in  the  reign  of  James  II., 
•when,  in  oppofition  to  the  courtly  claim  of  difpenfmg  fewer,  he  ventured  to  remark  how  low  his  au 
thors  rated  the  prerogative,  and  to  defend  the  liberty  of  the  fubject  againft  the  encroachments  of 
tfre  crown,  as  his  anceftors  had  done  in  all  the  changes  of  government.  He  died  April  30.  1692, 
and  was  buried  in  the  Temple  Church. 

Rowe  was  inftructed  in  the  rudiments  of  claflical  learning  at  a  private  fchool  at  Highgate,  from 
whence  he  was  removed  to  Weftminfter,  and  placed  under  the  care  of  Dr.  Bufby,  and  at  the  age 
of  fifteen  was  chofen  one  of  the  King's  fcholars.  He  gave  early  proofs  of  a  vigorous  underftand- 
jng  and  a  liv«ly  imagination,  which  did  not  efcape  the  difcernment  of  Bufby,  who  fuffered  none 
of  his  fcholar*  to  let  their  powers  lie  ufelefs  ;  and  his  exercifes  in  feveral  languages  are  faid  to  have 
been  written  with  uncommon  degrees  of  excellence,  and  yet  to  have  coft  him  very  little  labour. 

At  fixteen,  his  father,  defigning  him  for  his  own  profeffion,  took  him  from  fchool,  and  entered 
him  a  ftudent  in  the  Middle  Temple,  where,  for  feme  time,  he  profecuted  the  ftudy  of  the  law  with 
M  proficiency  proportionate  to  the  vigour  of  his  mind,  which  was  already  fuch  that  he  endeavoured 
to  comprehend  law,  not  as  a  collection  of  ftatutes,  or  a  feries  of  precedents,  but  as  a  fyftem  found 
ed  on  right  reafon,  and  calculated  for  the  good  of  mankind. 

At  nineteen,  he  was,  by  the  death  of  his  father,  left  more  to  his  own  direction,  and  though 
he  was  patronifed  by  Lord  Chief  Juftice  Treby,  and  had  the  beft  opportunities  of  rifing  to  emi- 
acnce  in  the  law,  from  that  time,  probably,  there  appeared  to  him  more  charms  in  Euripides, 
Sophocles,  .Sifchylus,  and  Shakfpeare,  than  in  Glanville,  Bracton,  Littleton,  and  Coke ;  and  he 
fufffred  law  gradually  to  give  way  to  poetry. 

.  At  twenty-five,  he  produced  his  firft  tragedy,  The  Ambitious  Sfefmotktr,  which  was  acted  at  the 
theatre  in  LincolnVJnn-Fields,  and  dedicated  to  the  Earl  of  Jerfey.  The  defign  of  the  pjay 
feems  to  have  been  taken  from  the  eftablifhment  of  Solomon  on  the  throne  of  David  by  Bathiheha, 
Zadok,  and  Nathan,  but  the  characters  are  made  Perfian.  "  The  purity  of  die  language,"  fays  Dr. 
Welvvond,  "  the  juftnefs  of  his  characters,  the  noble  elevation  of  the  fentiments,  were  all  of  tjiera 
admirably  adapted  to  the  plan  of  the  play."  The  conduit  of  it  may  be  objected  to  as  injudi 
cious;  but  it  lias  an  infinite  deal  c/f  fire  in  it;  the  bufinefs  is  precipitate  and  the  chara£ers  active  § 
and  it  maj-  IP  doubted  whether  he  ever  wrote  another  p!?.y  with  fo  much  elevation, 

$ 
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Downe9,  in  his  "  Rofcius  Anglicanus"  fays,  "  the  play  anfwcred  the  Company's  expectation-"  It 
was  received  with  Co  much  favour,  that  he  devoted  himfelf  from  that  time  wholly  to  the  cultiva 
tion  of  elegant  literature,  and  the  purfuit  of  poetical  fame. 

His  next  tragedy  was  Tamerlane •,  acted  at  the  fame  theatre  in  1702,  and  dedicated  to  the  Marquis 
of  Hartington.  In  this  play,  under  the  name  of  Tamerlane,  he  intended  to  characterife  King 
William,  and  Lewis  XIV.  under  Baj;»zet.  This  was  the  tragedy  which  Dr.  Welwood  fays, "  he  va 
lued  the  moft,"  and  which  probably  excited  moft  applaufe  ;  but  it  has  for  a  long  time  been  acted  only 
once  a  year,  on  the  4th  of  November,  in  commemoration  of  the  landing  of  King  William,  when 
an  occaiional  prologue  is  fpoken. 

The  Fair  Penitent,  his  next  production,  was  acted  at  the  fame  theatre  in  1703,  and  dedicated  to 
the  Duchefs  of  Ormond.  The  plan  of  it-  is  borrowed  from  the  "  Fatal  Dowry"  of  Maflingcr. 
It  is,  as  Dr.  Johnfon  obferves,  one  of  the  moft  pleafing  tragedies  on  the  ftage,  where  it  ftill  keeps  its 
turns  of  appearing,  and  probably  will  long  keep  them ;  for  there  is  fcarcely  any  work  of  any  poet 
at  once  fo  interefting  by  the  fable,  and  fo  delightful  by  the  language.  The  ftory  is  domestic,  and 
therefore  eafily  received  by  the  imagination,  and  afiimilated  to  common  life;  the  diction  is  exqui 
fitely  harmonious,  and  foft  or  fpritely  as  occafion  requires. 

It  has  been  obferved,  that  the  title  of  the  play  does  not  fufficiently  correfpond  with  the  behaviour 
of  Caiifla,  who,  at  iaft,  (hews  no  evident  figns  of  repentance  ;  but  may  be  reafonably  fufpected  of 
feeling  pain  from  detection  rather  than  from  guilt,  and  expreffes  more  fhame  than  forrow,  and  more 
rage  than  fnam  . 

In  1706,  he  ventured  on  a  comedy,  and  produced  The  Liter,  which  was  acted  at  the  fame 
theatre,  but  met  with  no  fuccefr,  and  he  tried  at  lighter  fcenes  no  more. 

His  next  tragedy  was  U\^ffcs,  which  was  acted  the  fame  year,  at  the  theatre  in  the  Hay-Market, 
and  dedicated  to  Lord  Godolphin.  It  met  with  fuccefs,  but  is  now  generally  neglected,  probably 
becaufe  the  ftory  is  mythological ;  for  it  has  bufmefs,  paflion,  and  tragic  propriety  to  recommend  it. 
The  character  of  Penelope  is  an  excellent  example  of  conjugal  fidelity. 

In  1708,  The  Royal  Convert  was  acted  at  the  fame  theatre,  and  dedicated  to  Lord  Halifax.  It 
met  with  but  fmall  fuccefs,  as  appears  from  the  motto  to  it,  laudatur  et  alget,  and  is  not  often  acted, 
though  it  highly  deferves  to  be  fo.  The  characters  of  Rhodogune  and  Ethelinda  are  finely  con- 
traftcd,  as  are  alfo  thofe  of  Hengift  and  Aribert.  The  incidents  are  interefting,  the  language  occa- 
Conally  fpirited  and  tender,  yet  every  where  poetical,  and  the  cataftrophe  affecting,  and  truly  dra 
matic.  "  Rhodogune,"  Dr.  Johnfon  fays,  "  is  a  perfonage  truly  tragical,  of  high  fpirit,  and  vio 
lent  paffions,  great  with  tempeftuous  dignity,  and  wicked  with  a  foul  that  would  have  been  heroic 
if  it  had  been  virtuous." 

Gibbon  (Hiftory  of  the  Roman  Empire,  vol.  III.  p.  617.)  fays,  that  Procopius  might  have  fug- 
gcfted  to  Rowe  the  character  and  Ctuation  of  Rhodogune  in  this  play. 

In  1709,  he  undertook  an  edition  of  Shakfpearc's  plays,  to  which  he  prefixed  an  account  of  hi« 
life,  fuch  as  tradition  then  almoft  expiring  could  fupply.  This  edition,  without  the  pomp  of  anno 
tations,  or  the  parade  of  emendatory  criticifm,  at  leaft  contributed  to  the  popularity  of  Shakfpeare'* 
dramas. 

•  In  1714,  the  tragedy  of  Jane  Shore,  written  in  imitation  of  Slak/fcaris  Jlyle,  was  acted  at  the 
theatre  in  Drury-Lane,  and  dedicated  to  the  Duke  of  Queenfberry  and  Dover.  This  is  a  very  ex 
cellent  tragedy,  and  continually  acted  with  great  fuccefs.  "  In  what  he  thought  himfelf  an  imita 
tor  of  Shakfpeare,  it  is  not,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  eafy  to  conceive.  The  numbers,  the  diction, 
the  fentimtnts,  and  the  conduct,  every  thing  in  which  imitation  can  confift,  are  remote  in  the  ut- 
moft  degree  from  the  manner  of  Shakfpeare,  whofe  dramas  it  refembles  only  as  it  is  an  Englifh 
ftory,  and  as  fomc  of  the  pcrfons  have  their  names  in  hiftory.  This  play,  confifting  of  domeftic 
fcenes  and  private  diftrels,  lays  hold  upon  the  heart.  The  wife  is  forgiven  becaufe  (he  repents,  and 
the  hufband  is  honoured  becaufe  he  forgives.  This,  therefore,  is  one  of  thofe  pieces  which  we  dill 
welcome  on  the  ftage." 

Hi»  Iaft  tragedy  was  Lady  Jjne  Gray,  acted  at  the  fame  theatre  in  1715,  and  dedicated  to  the 
of  Wales.     This  fubect  had  been  chofen  by  his  friend  Smith,  whofe  papers  were  put,  ime 
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his  hand  by  Mr.  Ducket,  confiding  of  loofe  hints  of  fentiments,  and  fhort  flf  etches  of  fcenes,  from 
which  he  borrowed  one,  in  which  Lord  Guildford  fingly  perfuades  Lady  Jane  to  take  the  crown, 
inferred  in  the  third  act.  This  play  is  frequently  aded  with  fuccefs,  though  not  abfolutely  on  the 
acting  lift  of  plays. 

His  attachment  to  poetry  did  not  entirely  unfit  him  for  bufinefs.  He  was  Under-Secretary" 
for  three  years,  when  the  Duke  of  Queenfberry  was  Secretary  of  State.  After  the  Duke's  death, 
the  avenues  to  his  preferment  being  (lopped,  he  paffed  his  time  in  retirement  during  the  reft  of 
Queen  Anne's  reign. 

A  ftory  is  told  by  Spence,  of  his  applying  to  Harley  for  fome  public  employment.  Harley  en 
joined  him  to  ftudy  Spanifh,  and  when  he  came  again  and  faid  that  he  had  mattered  it,  difmiffed 
him  with  this  congratulation.  "  Then,  Sir,  I  envy  you  the  pleafure  of  reading  Don  Qnixotte  in 
the  original." 

The  ftory  may  be  juilly  doubted  ;  for  Harley,  who  was  defirous  to  be  thought  a  patron  of  lite 
rature,  cannot  be  fuppofed  to  infult  a  man  of  acknowledged  merit ;  and  Rowe,  who  was  fo  zealous 
a  Whig,  that  he  did  not  willingly  affociate  with  Tories,  cahnot  be  fuppofed  to  alk  preferment  of  the 
leader  of  the  oppofite  party. 

At  the  acceffion  of  King  George,  he  was  made  Poet-Laureat,  in  the  room  of  Tate,  who  died  in 
1716,  in  the  Mint,  where  he  was  forced  to  feek  fhelter  from  extreme  poverty.  He  was  likewife 
made  one  of  the  Land-furveyors  of  the  Port  of  London.  The  Prince  of  Wales  chofe  him  Clerk 
pf  his  Council,  and  the  Lord  Chancellor  Parker,  as  foon  as  he  received  the  Seals,  appointed  him, 
unafked,  Secretary  of  Prefentations. 

Having  already  tranflated  fome  part  of  Lucans  Pkarfalia,  which  had  been  publifhed  in  the  Mif- 
cellanies,  he  undertook  a  verfion  of  the  whole  work,  which  he  lived  to  finifh,  but  not  to  publifh. 

He  died  the  6th  of  December  1718,  in  the  45th  year  of  his  age,  and  was  buried  among  the 
Poets  in  Weftminfter  Abbey. 

He  was  twice  married,  firft  to  a  daughter  of  Mr.  Auditor  Parfons,  and  afterwards  to  a  daugh 
ter  of  Mr.  Devenifh,  of  a  good  family  in  Devonfhire.  By  his  firft  wife  he  had  a  fon,  and  by  the 
fecond  a  daughter,  married  to  Mr.  Fane. 

His  character  is  given  by  Dr.  Welwood  with  the  fondnefs  of  a  friend. 

"  His  perfon  was  graceful  and  well  made,  his  face  regular  and  of  a  manly  beauty.  He  had  a 
quick  and  fruitful  invention,  a  deep  penetration,  and  a  large  compafs  of  thought,  with  fingular 
dexterity  and  eafinefs  in  making  his  thoughts  to  be  underftood.  He  was  mafter  of  moft  parts  of 
polite  learning,  efpecially  the  claflical  authors,  both  Greek  and  Latin,  underftood  the  French,  Ita 
lian,  and  Spanifh  languages,  and  fpoke  the  firft  fluently,  and  the  other  two  tolerably  well.  He  had 
a  good  tafte  in  philofophy,  and  having  a  firm  impreffion  of  religion  upon  his  mind,  he  took  great 
delight  in  divinity  and  ecclefiaftical  hiftory.  He  ahhored  the  principle  of  perfecuting  men  upon  ac 
count  of  their  principles  in  religien,  and  being  ftrict  in  his  own,  he  took  it  not  upon  him  to  cen- 
fure  thofe  of  another  perfuafion.  His  converfation  was  pleafant,  witty,  and  learned;  without  the 
leaft  tincture  of  affectation  or  pedantry,  and  his  inimitable  manner  of  diverting  the  company,  made 
it  impoffible  for  any  one  to  be  out  of  humour  when  he  was  in  it.  He  died  like  a  Chriftian  and  a 
philofopher,  in  charity  with  all  mankind,  and  with  an  abfblute  refignatior  to  the  will  of  God.  He 
kept  up  his  good  humour  to  the  laft,  and  took  leave  of  his  wife  and  friends,  immediately  befdre  his 
laft  agony,  with  the  fame  indifference  for  life  as  though  he  had  been  upon  taking  but  a  fhort 
journey." 

To  this  character  may  be  added  the  teftimony  of  Pcpe,  who  fays,  in  a  letter  to  Blount,  "  Mr. 
Rowe  accompanied  me  and  paffed  a  week  in  the  Foreft.  I  need  not  tell  you  how  much  a  man  of 
hib  turn  entertained  me  ;  but  1  muft  acquaint  you  there  is  a  vivacity  and  gaiety  of  difpofition  almoft 
peculiar  to  him,  which  makes  it  impoffible  to  part  from  him  without  that  uneafmefs  which  generally 
fucceeds  all  our  plcafures." 

A  lefs  advantageous  mention  of  his  companion  is  reported  by  Warburton.     "  Rowe,  in  Mr. 
Pope's  opinion,  maintained  a  decent  character,  but  had  no  heart."     A  converfation  is  added  be- 
VOL.  VII.  I 
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tween  Pope  and  Addifon,  in  which  Pope  is  reported  to  have  mentioned  the  fatisfaiflicn  which  thcif 
common  friend  expreffed  at  fome  jun&ure  of  Addifoti's  advancement,  and  Addifon  is  faid  to  have 
replied,  "  I  do  not  fulpecl  tha;  he  feigned ;  but  the  levity  of  his  heart  is  fuch,  that  he  is  ftruck 
with  any  new  adventure;  a:ni  it  would  affed:  him  jufl  in  the  fame  manner  if  he  heard  that  I  was 
going  to  be  hanged."  But  much  ftrefs  is  not  to  be  laid  on  hyperbolical  acctifations,  and  pointed 
fentences,  which  were  probably  meant  to  be  applauded  rather  than  credited  ;  for  it  is  to  be  hoped 
that  he  who  knew  how  to  feize  the  hearts  of  others,  did  not  want  one  himfclf. 

Pope  has  left  behind  him  a  refutation  of  this  cenfure,  in  his  "  Epitaph  on  Rowe,"  which  contains 
a  liberal  encomium  on  his  genius,  his  patriotifm,  and  his  fenfibility.  A  more  unqueftionable  tefti- 
mony  to  the  excellence  of  his  heart,  is  to  be  found  in  the  love  and  efteem  of  men  of  the  highcft 
reputation  for  abilities  and  virtue  among  his  contemporaries. 

Enough  for  him  that  Gangrene  was  his  friend, 
That  Gartb,  and  Steels,  and  Add-on  commend. 

His  "  Poetical  Works,''  confiding  of  his  plays  and  mifcellaneous  poems,  were  collected  and 
printed  by  Tonfon,  in  3  vols.  lamo,  1719.  An  account  of  his  life  was  prefixed  by  the  Rev.  S.  Hales, 
dated  St  James's,  December  28.  1718,  with  Verfes  on  his  death  by  Mr.  Beckingham,  Mr.  Am- 
hurfl,  Mrs.  Centlivre,  and  Mr.  Newcomb. 

His  tranflation  of  Lucan  s  Pharfalla  was  publifhed  by  Dr.  Welwood,  foon  after  his  death  ;  and 
dedicated  to  the  King  by  his  widow,  at  his  defire. 

Rowe  is  chiefly  diftinguiftied  as  a  dramatift  and  a  tranfiator.  His  occafional  poems  and  fhort 
compofitions,  like  thofe  of  Shakfpeare  and  Otway,  are  rarely  worthy  of  much  praife  or  ccnfure; 
for  they  feem  the  cafual  effufions  of  a  mind  feek'mg  rather  to  amufe  its  leifure  than  to  exercife  itJ 
powers.  His  tranflation  of  the  Golden  Verfes  of  Pytlagora*,  and  of  the  firft  book  of  Quillet's  Calll- 
fadia,  is  fmooth  and  free ;  yet  few  lines  are  eminenrly  elegant.  The  Poem  on  the  Succefs  of  Lit 
•M'tjtfly't  Arms  is  tedious.  His  beautiful  ballad,  intituled,  Colin  s  Complaint,  is  the  moft  popular  of 
his  little  pieces.  It  may  be  ranked  with  the  "  Pafloral  Ballad"  of  Shenflone,  of  which  it  was 
probably  the  model. 

His  admirable  verfion  of  Lucan  is  not  appended  to  this  edition  of  his  poems,  in  confequence  of 
an  arrangement  adopted  by  the  proprietors  of  this  publication,  which  is  to  give  the  entire  tranfla. 
tions  of  the  poetical  authors  of  antiquity  in  a  particular  feries. 

"  I  know  not  that  there  can  be  found  in  his  p!ays,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  any  deep  fearch  into 
nature,  any  accurate  difcrimination  of  kindred  qualities,  or  nice  difplay  of  paflion  in  its  progrefs; 
all  is  general  and  undefined.  Nor  does  he  much  intereft  or  affc-d  the  auditor,  except  in  Jane  Stare, 
who  is  always  feen  and  heard  with  pity.  JE':cia  is  a  chara&er  of  empty  noile,  with  no  rtleuiblance 
to  real  forrow,  or  to  natural  maduefs." 

"  Whence,  then,  has  Rowe  his  reputation? — From  the  reafonablenefs  and  propriety  of  fome  of  his 
fcenes,  from  the  elegance  of  his  diction,  and-thc  fuavity  of  his  verfe.  He  feldom  "moves  either  pity 
or  terror,  but  he  often  elevates  the  fentimcnts ;  he  fcidom  pierces  the  heart,  but  he  always  delights 
the  ear,  and  often  improves  the  underftanding." 

"  His  verfion  of  Lucan  is  one  of  the  greateft  productions  of  Englifh  poetry ;  for  there  is  perhaps 
none  that  fo  completely  preferves  the  genius  and  fpirit  of  the  original.  Lucan  is  diftinguiihcd  by  a 
kind  of  dictatorial  or  philofophic  dignity  ;  rather,  as  Quintilian  obferves,  declamatory  than  poetical; 
full  of  ambitious  morality  and  pointed  fentences  compiifcd  in  vigorous  and  animated  lines.  This 
character  Rowe  has  very  diligently  and  fuccefsfully  preferved.  His  verfification,  which  is  fuch  as 
his  contemporaries  pra<Slifed,  without  any  attempt  at  innovaiion  or  improvement,  feldom  wants 
either  melody  or  force.  His  author's  fenfe  is  fometimes  a  little  diluted  by  additional  infufions,  and 
fumetimes  weakened  by  too  much  expanfion.  But  fuch  faults  are  to  be  expected  in  all  tranfbtions, 
from  the  conflraint  of  meafures  aad  ciflimilitude  of  languages.  The  PLarfjlia  of  Rowe  dtlxrvcs 
more  n&tict  than  it  obtains,  and  as  it  it  more  read  will  be  more  efteeaied." 
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THE 

GOLDEN  VERSES  OF  PYTHAGORAS, 

TRANSLATED   FROM  THE  GREEK. 


TO  THE  READER. 

IOPE  the  reader  will  forgive  the  liberty  I  have 
en  in  translating  thefe  verfes  fomewhat  at  large, 
hout  which  it  would  have  been  almoft  impofii- 

to  have  given  any  kind  of  turn  in  Erglifh  poe- 

to  fo  dry  a  fubject.  The  fenfe  of  the  author 
!  hope,  no  where  miftaken  ;  and  if  there  feenis 
ome  places  to  be  fome  additions  in  the  Englifh 
fes  to  the  Greek  text,  they  are  only  fuch  as 
y  be  juftified  from  Hieroch-s's  Commentary, 

delivered  by  him  as  the  larger  and  explained 
~e  of  the  author's  fhort  precept.  I  have  in  fome 
W  places  ventured  to  differ  from  the  learned  Mr. 
cier's  French  interpretation,  as  thofe  that  (hall 
themfelves  the  trouble  of  a  ftridt  companion 
I  find.  How  far  I  am  in  the  right,  is  left  to 

reader  to  determine. 


&ST  to  the  gods  thy  humble  homage  pay ; 
e  greateft  this,  and  firft  of  laws  obey  : 

rform  thy  vows,  obferve  thy  plighted  troth, 
d  let  religion  bind  thee  to  thy  oath, 
e  heroes  next  demand  thy  juft  regard, 
nown'd  on  earth,  and  to  the  ftars  preferr'd,    / 
light  and  endlefs  life,  their  virtue's  fure  re-  ^ 

waid. 

e  rites  perform  and  honours  to  the  dead, 
every  wife,  to  every  pious  ihade. 
th  lowly  duty  to  thy  parents  bow, 
d  grace  and  favour  to  thy  kindred  fhew  : 
•  what  concerns  the  reft  of  human  kind, 
x>fe  out  the  man  to  virtue  heft  inciin'd ;         ( 
n  to  thy  arms  receive,  him   to  thy  bofom  ( 
bind.  _ 

^Teft  of  fuch  a  friend,  preferve  him  ftill ; 

ffr  thwart  his  counfels  with  thy  ftubborn  will ; 

I  mt  to  all  his  admonitions  prove, 

•  i  yield  to  all  his  cffices  of  love  : 


Him  from  thy  heart,  fo  true,  fo  juftly  dear, 
Let  no  rafh  word  nor  light  offences  tear. 
Bear  all  thou  canft,  ftill  with  his  failings  drive, 
And  to  the  utmoit  Hill,  and  nill  fwrgive; 
For  flrong  nectffity  aloi.e  explores 
The  fecrer  vigour  of  our  latent  po-.vers, 
Rouzes  and  urges  on  the  lazy  heart. 
Force,  to  itfelf  unknown  before,  t'eicert., 
By  ufe  thy  ftronger  appetites  affwage, 
Thy  gluttony,  thy  floih,  thy  luit,  thy  tage: 
From  each  difhoneft  icl  of  fhame  forbear; 
Of  others,  and  thyfelf,  alike  beware. 
Let  revertnce  of  thyfelf  thy  thoughts  control, 
And  guard  the  facrtd  temple  of  thy  foul. 
Let  juftice  o'er  thy  word  and  deed  prcfuie, 
And  reafon  ev'n  thy  meaneft  adtions  guidi:  . 
For  know  th.Lit  death  is  man's  appointed  doom, 
Know  that  the  day  of  great  account  will  come,. 
When  thy  paft  life  (hall  ftriiStly  be  furvcy'd,        ") 
Each  word,  each  deed,  be  in  the  balance  laid,      f 
And  all  the  good  arid  all  the  ill  moft  jullly  be  l" 

repaid.  J 

For  wealth,  the  perifhing,  uncertain  good, 
Jibbing  and  flowing  like  the  fick!e  flood, 
That  knows  no  fure,  no  fix'd  abiding-place, 
But  wandering  loves  from  hand  to  hand  topafs; 
Revolve  the  getter's  joy  and  lofer's  pain, 
And  think  if  it  be  worth  thy  while  to  gain. 
Of  all  thofe  forrows  that  attend  mankind, 
Wi;h  patience  bear  the  lot  to  thee  affign'd; 
Nor  think  it  chance,  nor  murmur  at  the  load; 
For  know  what  man  calls  fortune  is  from  God. 
In  what  thou  jnay'ft,  from  w:fdom  feek  relief, 
And  let  her  healing  hand  affwage  thy  grief; 
Yet  ftill  whate'er  the  righteous  d<u  m  ordainSj 
What  caufe  fnever  multiplies  thy  pains, 
Let  not  (hofe  pains  as  ill;  !?e  underftood; 
For  G<  d  delights  not  to  afHict  the  good. 

The  reafoning  art,  to  various  t;:ds  a^ply'dj 
Is  oft  a  lure,  but  oft  an  erring  guide. 
1'hy    judgment    therefore    found    and    cool  pre* 

fcrve, 

Nor  ligluly  from  thy  refolution  fwerve; 
The  dazzling  pomp  of  words  dots  oft  deceive, 
And  Iwcet  pcrfuaflon  wins  the  cafy  to  believe. 
When  fools  and  liars  labour  to  periuade 
Ee  dumb,  and  let  the  babblers  vainly  plead. 


THE   WORKS    OF  ROWE. 


This  ahove  all,  this  precept  chiefly  learn, 
This  nearly  does,  and  firft,  thyftlf  concern  ; 
Let  not  example  let  no  foothmg  t  >ngue,  ~) 

PP  vail  upon  thce  with  a  Syren's  f<;ng, 
To  do  thy  foul's  immortal  effence  wrong.  j 

Of  "no:'  and  ill  by  words  or  deeds  expreft, 
Ch.'uifc  for  thyfelf  and  always  chonfe  the  beft. 

Ler  wary  thought  each  enterj-rife  forerun, 
And  ponder  on  thy  taflc  before  begun, 
Left  folly  flioulil  tlie  wretched  work  deface, 
A"  1  ni'>rk  thy  fruitlcfs  labours  wi'h   difgrace. 
Fools  huddle  on, and  always  are  in  hafte, 
A&  without  rhou  :ht,  and  thoughtlefs  words  they 

wafte. 

But  thou,  in  all  thou  doft   with  early  cares 
Strive  ro  prevent  a'  firft  a  fate  like  theirs; 
That  forrow  on  the  end  may  never  wait, 
Nor  fharp  repentance  make  thee  wife  too  late. 
Beware  thy  meddling  hand  in  ought  to  try, 
That  docs  beyond  thy  reach  of  knowledge  lie ; 
But  feck"  to  know,  and  bend  thy  ferious  thought 
Tofearch  the  profitable  knowledge  out. 
So  joys  on  joys  for  ever  fhall  increafe,  ~) 

\ViTdom  (hall  crown  thy  labours,  and  fhall  Wefts 
Thy  life  with  pleafure,  and  thy  end  with  peace.  J 

Nor  let  the  body  want  its  part,  but  fhare 
A  juft  proportion  of  thy  tender  care  : 
For  health  and  welfare  prudently  provide, 
And  let  its  lawful  wan*.-  he  all  fupply'd. 
"Let  fobtr  draughts  refrefti,  and  wholefome  fare} 
l)tcayii)w  nature's  waited  force  repair; 
And  fprightly  exercifr  the  duUer  fpirits  cheer.   3 
In  all  things  ftill  which  to  this  cart  belong, 
Obferve  this  rule,  to  guard  thy  foul  from  wrong. 
By  virtuous  ufc  thy  life  and  manners  frame, 
Manly  and  fimply  pure,  andfreffrom  blame. 

Provoke  not  envy's  deadly  rage,  but  Jly 
The  glancing  curfe  of  her  malicious  eye. 

Seek  not  in  needlef*  luxury  to  wafle 
Thy  wealth  and  fubftance    with  a  fpendthrift's 

hafte. 

Y*'t  flying  thefe,  be  watchful,  left  thy  mind,         ~) 
Prone  to  extremes,  an  equal  danger  find, 
And  be  to  fordid  avarice  inclinM.  j 

Diftant  alike  from  each,  to  neither  lean, 
But  ever  keep  the  happy  golden  mean, 

Be  careful  flill  to  guard  thy  foul  from  wrong, 
And    let    thy    thought    prevent   thy    hand    and 

tongue. 

Let  not  the  flealing  god  of  flt-ep  furprife, 
Nor  creep  in  dumber*  on  thy  weary  tfycs, 
Ere  every  action  of  the  former  <iay 

/  thou  doft  and  ri^hteoufly  furvey. 
With  reverence  at  thy  own  tribunal  fland, 
And  anfwer  juftly  to  thy  own  demand. 
Where   have    1    been  ?     In    what   have   I    tranf- 

grefs'cl  ? 

What  good  or  ill  has  this  day's  life  exprefs'd  ? 
Where  have  I  fail'd  in  what  I  ought  to  do  ? 
l:i  whjt  to  God,  to  mr.n,  or  to  r.iyiVlf  1  owe  ? 
I.iq'-'.rc  fevere  what-e'er  from  firlt  to  laft, 
From  morning's  dawn,  till  evening's  gloom,  has 

•    p.?  ft. 

If  evil  were  thy  deed*,  repenting  niourn, 
And  Ivt  ;hy  foul  with  ftrong  rimorfe  be  tern. 


I 


If  good,  the  good  with  peace  of  mind  repay, 
And  to  thy  fecret  fclf  with  pleafure  fay, 
Rejoice,  my  heart,  for  all  went  well  to  day. 

Thefe   thoughts,  and   chiefly  thefe   thy  mind 

fliould  move, 

Employ  thy  ftudy.  and  engage  thy  love. 
Thefe  are  the  rules  which  will  t»  virtue  lead, 
And  teach  thy  feet  her  heavenly  paths  to  trade. 
This  by  hi*  name  I  fwear,  whofe  facred  lore 
Firft  to  mankind  explain'd  the  myftic  four, 
Source  i  f  eternal  nature  and  almighty  power. 

In  all  thou  doft  firft  let  thy  prayers  afcend, 
And  to  the  gods  thy  labours  firft  commend  : 
From  them  implore  fuccefs,  and  hope  a  profper-l 

ous  end. 

So  fhall  thy  abler  mind  be  taught  to  foar, 
And  wifdom  in  her  fecret  ways  explore; 
I'o  range  through  heaven  above  and  earth  below4 
Immortal  gods  and  mortal  men  t«  know. 
S..  fhalt  thou  learn  what  power  does  all  control, 
What  bounds   the    parts,   and  what   unites   the 

whole : 

And  rightly  judge,  in  all  this  wondrous  frame, 
How  universal  nature  is  the  fame  ; 
So  fhalt  thou  ne'er  thy  vain  affections  place 
On  hopes  of  what  fhall  never  come  to  pafs. 

Man,  wrerched  man,  thou  fhalt  be  taught  t* 

know, 

Who  bears  within  himfelf  the  inborne  caufe  of  woe. 
Unhappy  race  1   that  never  yet  c<>u!d  tell, 
How  near  their  good  and  happmefs  they  dwell. 
Depriv'd  of  fenfe,  they  neither  hear  nor  fee;       "J 
Fetter'd  in  vice,  they  feek  not  to  be  free, 
B'lt  flupid,  to  their  own  fad  fate  agree  :  j 

Like  ponderous  roiling-ftones,  opprefs  with  ill,   "1 
The  weight  that  loads  them  makes  them  roll  onf 
ftill,  f 

Bereft  of  choice  and  freedom  of  the  will ;  J 

For  'native  ftrife  in  every  bofom  reigns, 
And  fecrcrly  an  impious  war  maintains: 
Provoke  not  this,  but  let  the  combat  ceafe, 
And  every  yielding  pafllon  fue  for  peace. 

Would'il  thou.  great  Jove,  thou  father  of  man-*} 
kind,  / 

Reveal  the  d.xn-.on  for  that  tafk  aflign'd,  f 

The  wretched  race  an  end  of  woes  would  find.  J 
And  yrt  be  bold,  O  man,  divine  thou  art, 
And  of  the  gods  ceieflial  t  fierce  part. 
Nor  facred  r.utiire  is  from  thee  conceal'd, 
Bqt  to  thy  race  her  myflic  rules  rcveal'd. 
Thefe  ii  to  know  thou  happily  attain, 
Soon  fhalt  thou  perfuSl  be  in  all  that  I  ord; 
Thy  wounded  foul  to  health  thou  fhalt  reflore, 
And  free  from  every  pain  fhe  felt  before. 

Abftain.  I  warn   from  meats  unclean  and  foul, 
So  keep  thy  hotly  pure,  fo  free  thy  foul ; 
So  riuhtly  judge;  thy  re  a  fun  fo  maintain; 
Rtu.'bn  which  heaven  did  tor  thy  guide  ordain, 
Let  thar^  bell  reafon  ever  hold  the  rein. 

Tl'rn  if  this  mortal  body  thou  forfake, 
And  thy  plad  flight  to  the  pure  xther  take, 
.-\mon;^  -..;!ted  fhi.lt  thou  fhine, 

Immortal,  incorruptible,  divine  : 
Tin:  tyrant  death  fVcurcly  fhalt  then  brave, 
And  fcorn  the  datk  dominion  of  the  grave. 
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A  POEM 
•NTHE  LATE  GLORIOUS  SUCCESSES,  &c. 

Humbly  Infcribed  to 
'THE  LORD  TREASURER  GODOLPH1N. 

WHILE  kings  and  nations  on  thy  counfels  wait, 
And  Anna  truftsto  thee  the  Britifh  (late  ; 
While  fame,  to  thee,  from  every  foreign  coaft, 
Flits  with  the  news  of  empires  won  and  loft, 
Relates  whate'er  her  buiy  eyes  beheld, 
Ar-d  tells  the  fortune  of  each  bloody  field ; 
While,  with  officious  duty,  crowds  attend, 
To  hail  the  labours  of  thy  god-like  friend, 
Vouchfafc  the  mule's  humbler  joy  to  hear; 
For  facred  numbers  fhall  he  {till  thy  care ; 
Though  mean  the  verle,  though  lowly  be  the  ftrain, 
Though  leaft  regarded   be  the   inufe,  of  all  the 

tunefui  train, 

Yet  rife,  negle&ed  nymph,  avow  thy  flame, 
Affert  th'  infpiring  god,  and  greatly  aim 
To  make  thy  numbers  equal  to  thy  theme. 
From  heaven  deiive  thy  verfe  ;  to  heaven  belong 
The  counfels  of  the  wi(e,  and  battles  of  the  ftrong. 
To  heaven  the  royal  Anna  owe*,  alone, 
The  virtues  which  adorn  and  guard  her  throne  ; 
Thence  is  her  juftice  wretches  to  redrcfs, 
Thence  is  her  mercy  and  her  love  of  peace ; 
Thence  i?  her  power,  her  fceptre  uncontrol'd, 
To  bend  the  ftubhorn,  and  reprefs  the  bold; 
Her  peaceful  arts  fierce  factions  to  affwage, 
To  heal  their  breaches,  and  to  footh  their  rage  ; 
Thence  is  that  happy  prudence,  which  prefides 
In  each  defign,  and  every  action  guides ; 
Thence  is  fhe  taught  her  fhimng  c.  urt  to  grace, 
And  fix  the  worthiest  in  the  worthieft  plnce, 
To  truft  at  home  Godolphin's  watchful  care, 
And  lend  victorious  Churchill  forth  to  war. 

Arife,  ye  nations  relcued  by  her  fvvord, 
Freed  from  the  bondage  of  a  foreign  lord, 
Arife,  and  join  the  heroine  to  blefs, 
Behold  fhe  fends  to  fave  you  from  diftrefs ; 
Rich  is  the  royal  bounty  fhe  bcftows, 
Tis  plenty,  peace,  and  fafery  from  your  foes. 
And  'hou,  Iberia  !  rous'd  at  length,  difdain 
To  wear  enilav'd  the  Gallic  tyrant's  chain. 
For  fee  !  the  Brkifh  genius  comes,  to  cheer 
Thy  fainting  fi.ns,  and  kindle  them  to  war. 
With  her  own  glorious  fires  their  foul  flic  warms, 
And  bids  them  burn  for  liberty  and  arms. 
Unhappy  land  !  the  foremolt  once  in  fame, 
Once  lifting  to  the  ftars  thy  noble  name, 
In  aits  excelling,  and  in  arms  fcvere, 
The  weilcru  kingdoms'  envy,  and  their  fear  ; 
Where  is  thy  pride,  thy  confcious  honour,  flown, 
Thy  ancient  valour,  and  thy  firft  renown  ? 
How  art  Thou  funk  among  the  nations  now  !       ~) 
How  haft  thou  taught  thy  haughty  neck  to  bow,  / 
And  droptthe  warrior's  wreath  inglorious  fro; :i  C 
thy  brow  .  J 

Not  thus  of  i,ld  her  valiant  fathers  bore 
The  bondage  of  the  unbelieving  Moor, 


But,  oft,  alternate,  made  the  victors  yield, 

And  prov'd  their  might  in  many  a  well-fought 

field; 

Bold  in  defence  of  liberty  they  flood, 
And  doubly  dy'd  their  crofs  in'Moorifh  blood: 
Then  in  heroic  arms  their  knight*  excell'd, 
The  tyrant  then  and  giant  then  they  quell'd. 
Then  every  nobler  thought  their  minds  did  move, 
And   thofe  who  fought  for  freedom,  figh'd   for 

love. 

Like  one,  thofe  facred  flam-s  united  live, 
At  once  they  languifti,  and  at  once  revive ; 
Alike  they  fhun  the  coward  and  *he  flave, 
But  blefs  the  free,  the  virtuous,  and  the  brave. 
Nor  frown,  ye  fair,  nor  think  my  verfe  untrue  :"\ 
Though  we  difdain  that  man  fhould  man  fub-  f 

due,  [y°u-\" 

Yet  all  the  free-born  race  are   flaves  alike  toj 

Yet,  once  again  that  glory  to  reftore, 
The  Britons  feck  the  Celtiberian  fhore. 
With  echoing  peals,  at  Anna's  high  command, 
Their  naval  thunder  wakes  the  drowfy  land  ; 
High  at  their  head,  Iberia's  promis'd  lord, 
Young    Charles   of  Auftria,    waves    his   fhining 

fword ; 

His  youthful  veins  with  hopes  of  empire  glow, 
Swell  his  bold  heart,  and  urge  him  on  the  foe  : 
With  joy  he  reads,  in  every  warrior's  face, 
Some  happy  omen  of  a  fure  Iuccefs; 
Then  leaps  exulting  on  the  hoftilc  ftrand, 
And  thinks  -he  deftin'd  fceptre  in  his  hand. 

Nor  fate  denies,  whaffirtl  his  wifhes  name, 
Proud  Barcelona  owns  his  jufter  claim, 
With  the  firft  laurel  binds  his  youthful  brows, 
Aiid,  pledge  of  future  crowns,  the  mural  wreath 

beltows. 

But  foon  the  equal  of  his  youthful  years, 
Philip  of  Bourbon's  hau;,lity  line  appears; 
Like  hopes  attend  his  birth,  like  glories  grace, 
(If  glory  can  be  in  a  tyrant's  race) 
In  numbers  proud,  he  thr  ats  no  more  from  far, 
But  nearer  draws  the  black  impending  war ; 
He  views  his  hofr,then  icorns  the  rebel  town, 
And  dooms  to  certain  death  the  rival  of  his  crown. 

Now  fame  and  empire,  all  the  nobler  fpoils 
That  urge  the  hero,  and  reward  his  toils, 
Piac'd  in  their  view,  alike  their  hopes  engage, 
And  fire  their  breaft*  with  more  than  mortal  rage. 
Not  lawlefb  love,  not  vengeance,  nor  defpair, 
So  daring,  fierce,  untarn'd,  and  furious  are, 
As  when  ambition  prompts  the  great  to  war; 
As  youthful  kings,  when,  ftriving  for  renown, 
They  prove  their  might  in  arms,  and  combat  for  a 

crown. 

Hard  was  the  cruel  ftrife,  and  doubtful  long 
Betwixt  the  chiefs  fufpcndcd  conqueft  hung; 
Fill,  forc'd  at  length,  d>(daining  much  to  yield, 
Charles  to  his  rival  quits  the  fatal  field. 
Numbers  and  fortune  o'er  his  right  prevail, 
And  ev'n  the  Britifh  valour  feems  to  fail; 
And  yet  they  lail'd  not  all.     In  that  extreme, 
Confcious  of  virtue,  liberty,  and  fame, 
They  vow  the  youthful  monarch's  fate  to  fhare, 
A'n)Vt  diftrels,  u:  conquei  'd  by  <lefpair, 
Stiil  to  defend  the  town  and  animate  the  war. 
I  in 
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But,  lo  !  when  every  better  hope  was  pad, 
When  every  day  of  danger  fcem'd  their  laft, 
Fa:  on  the  diilant  ocean, they  furvey, 
"Where  a  proud  navy  plows  its  watery  way. 
Nor  ]cti<i  they  doubted,  but  with  joy  defcry, 
Upon  the  chief  "s  tall  t.  f. -marts  waving  high, 
Thf  Britifh  crofs  and  Bclgic  lion  fly. 
3  <;K;  with  tumultuous  clamour,  loud  they  rear 
Theii  cries  of  ecftafy,  and  rend  the  air ; 
In  peals  on  peals  the  fhouts  triumphant  rife, 
Spread  fwiit,  and  rattle  through  the  fpaeious  fkies; 
While^  from  below,  old  ocean  groans  profound,  *\ 
The  wal!%  the  rocks,  the  fhores,  repel  the  found,  ( 
Ring  with  the  deatenjng  ihock,  and  thunder  allf 

around.  «/ 

Such  was  the  joy  tht  Trojan  youth  exprefs'd       "") 
\\  ho,  by  the  fierce  Rutilian's  fiege  diltrefs'd,       ? 
"Were  by  the  Tyrrhene  aid  at  length  rcleai'd  ;     J 
When  young  Afcanius,  then  in  arms  firft  try'd,"} 
Xumbers  and  every  other  want  fupply'd, 
And  haughty  Turnus  from  his  walls  defy'd  :       3 
Sav'd  in  the  town  an  empire  yet  to  come, 
And  fix'd  the  fate  of  his  imperial  Rome. 

But  oh  !  what  verfe,  what  numbers,  fhall  reveal 
Thofe    pangs   of   rage  and   grief   the  vanquiih'd 

feel: 

Who  fhall  retreating  Philip's  fhame  impart, 
And  tell  the  anguifh  of  his  labouring  heait ! 
What  paint,  what  Ipeaking  pencil  fhail  exprefs 
The  blended  paffions  ftriving  in  his  face  ! 
Hate,  indignation,  courage,  pride,  remorfe, 
With  thoughts  of  glory  pall,  the  lokr's  greateft 

curie. 

Fatal  ambition  '.  fay  what  wondrous  charms 
Drh.de  mankind  to  toil  for  tiee  in  arms  ! 
"When  all  thy  ipoils,  thy  wreath?  in  battle  won, 
The  ptide  of  power,  and  glory  of  a  crown, 
When  all  war  gives,  when  ail  the  great  can  gain, 
Ev'n  thy  whole  pleafure,  pays  not  half  thy  fain. 

All  hail     ye  loiter,  hapi  ici  arts  i-f  peace, 
Secur'd  irom  harms,  and  bleft  with  learned  eafe  ; 
In  battles,  blood,  and  perils  hard,  unfkilPd, 
Which  haunt  the  warrior  in  the  fatal  field  ; 
But  chief,  thee,  godiltfs  mufe  !  my  verfe  would 

raife, 

And  to  :hy  own  f<  f  t  numbers  tune  thy  praife  ; 
H;»Jiy  the  )  outh  infpir'ii,  beneath  thy  fl.ade, 
Ti<y  vi  rdant,  ever-living  laurels  kid  ! 
"I  here,  f;ife,  no  pleafures-,  there  no  jainsthey 

know, 

But  thol<  which   from  thy  facred  raptures  flow, 
Koi  v.;fh  for  crowns,  but  what  thy  groves  Le 
ft  ow. 

Mc.rymrh  divine!  nor  fcorn  my  hrn.l-le  prayer, 
Hecrivt  unworthy,  to  tl  y  ki;  c.ci  care, 
T)  rm'd  to  a  gentle:  though  r  oie  h.wly,  fate, 
K>'i  wifiiing  once,  not  knov. ing  to  be  gi't^t  ; 
Tvie,  to  thy  } xacelui  haunts, inglorious  bung,      "J 
Where  fccret  .hy  cejel'ial  lilttis  (irg,  / 

Pafl  by  their  lacreci   lull,  ai.ti  lv  eet   CaUiliar  f 

fp'rii'g  3 

But  nohltr  thoupht-- the  viclor  prince  employ, 
And  raile  his  hr^rt  \^  th  high  triumphart  ]<  y  ; 
From  hence  a  b< ;  •  i  c-  urfe  of  time  rol  s  on, 
And  whiter  days  lucttfiive  fci.ni  to  rui;._ 
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From  hence  his  kinder  fortune  feems  to  date 
The  rifing  glories  of  his  future  ftate, 
From  hence  ! — But  oh !  too  foon  the  hero  mourns 
His  hopes  deceiv'd,  and  war's  inconftant  turns. 
In  vain,  his  echoing  trumpets  loud  alarms 
Prov<.ke  the  cold  Iberian  lords  to  arms; 
Careleis  ol  fame,  as  of  their  monarch's  fate, 
In  fullen  floth  fupmely  proud  they  fate  ; 
Or  to  be  flaves  or  free  alike  prepar'd, 
And  trufting  heaven  was  bound  to  be  their  guard, 
Untouch'd  with  fbame,the  noble  ftrife  beheld, 
Nor  once  eflay'd  to  flruggle  to  the  field; 
But  fought  in  the  cold  fhade,  and  rural  fear, 
An  unmolefted  eafe  and  calm  retreat : 
Saw  each  contending  prince's  arms  advance, 
Then  with  a  lazy  dull  indifference        [chance. 
Turn'd  to  their    reft,    and    left  the   world  to 
So  when,  commanded  by  the  w  ife  of  Jove, 
Thaumantian  Iris  left  the  realms  above, 
And  fwift  defcending  on  her  painted  bow, 
Sought  the  dull  god  of  fleep  in  fhades  below; 
Nodding  and  flow,  his  drowfy  head  he  rear'd, 
And  heavily  the  facrcd  mcffoge  heard  ; 
Then  with  a  yawn  at  once  forgot  the  pain, 
And  funk  to  his  firft  floth  and  indolence  again 
But  oh,  my  mufe  !   th'  ungrateful  toil  forlake, 
Some  tafk  more  pleafing  to  thy  numbers  take, 
Nor  choofe  in  melancholy  (trains  to  tell 
Each  harder  chance  the  jufter  caufe  hefel. 
Or  rather  turn,  aufpicious  turn  thy  flight, 
Where  Marlhorough's  heroic  arms  invite, 
\\  here  higheft  deeds  the  p<  et's  hrcaft  infpire 
With  rage  divine,  and  fan  the  lacred  fire. 
See  !  where  ac  once  Ramillia's  noble  field 
1'en  thoufand  themes  for  living  verfe  fhall  yield. 
See  !  where  at  once  the  dreadful  oljedls  rife, 
At  once  they  fpread  before  my  wondering  eye«, 
And  fhock  my  labouring  foul  with  vaft  furprife; 
At  once  the  wide-extended  battles  move, 
At  once  they  j<  in,  at  once  their  fate  they  prove. 
The  roar  akends  proir.ifcuous;  groans  and  cries/ 
The  tirums,  the  cannons'  hurft.thefhout,  fupplies| 
One  univerfal  anarchy  of  noife. 
One  din  coi;fu^'d,  found  mixt  and  loft  in  found, 
Echoes  to  all  the  frighted  cities  round. 
Thick  duft  and  fmoke  it:  wavy  clouds  ariff , 
Stain  the  hri^ht  day,  and  taint  the  purer  fkies; 
While  flafhing  flames  like  lightning  dart  betweel 
And  fill  the  horn  r  of  the  fatal  fcene. 
Around  the  field,  all  dy'd  in  purple  foam, 
Hate,  fury,  and  ini'atiate  fjuughter  roam  ; 
Difcord  with  p!ealu:e  o'er  the  ruin  treads, 
And  laughing  wrap*  her  in  her  tatter'd  weeds 
ileice  Belloi.a  thunders  in  her  car, 
teniblc  her  ftecly  whip  from  lar, 
An u  \\irh  new  rage  revives  the  fainting  war. 
SD  v.  hen  two  currents,  rapid  in  their  courfc, 
Ruil;  to  a  point,  and  meet  with  ecjual  force, 
ry  liii.ows  rear  their  heads  on  liigh, 
Dafliing  «loft  the  foaming  furgcs  fly, 
Am',  rtfiiig  clo-.id  the  air  with  ruifty  ipry  ; 
The  raging  fiord  is  heard  from  far  to  roar, 
[hi  phervis  on  the  diftant  fhore, 
\A  lii'e  much  th  y  ic  r,  wl,;:*  ills  it  fn.  uhi  portendj 
And  wonder  \vi.y  the  \v«:cry  gods  contend. 
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High  in  the  midft,  Britannia's  warlike  chief, 
Ton  greatly  bold,  and  prodigal  of  life, 
Is  feen  to  prefs  where  death  and  dangers  call,     ~\ 
Where  the  war  bleeds,  and  where  the  thickeft  ( 
fall,  f 

He  flies,  and  drives  confus'd  the  fainting  Gaul.  J 
Like  heat  diffus'd,  his  great  example  warms, 
And  animates  the  focial  warriors'  arms, 
Inflames  each  colder  heart,  confirms  the  bold, 
Makes  the  young  heroes,  and  renews  the  old. 
In  forms  divine  around  him  watchful  wait 
The  guardian  genii  of  the  Britifh  ftate; 
Juflice  and  truth  his  fteps  unerring  guide, 
And  faithful  loyalty  defends  his  fide  ; 
Prudence  and  fortitude  their  Mvlbr.rough  guard, 
And  pleafing  liberty  his  labours  cheer'd ; 
But  chief,  the  angrl  of  his  queen  was  there,         ~) 
The  union-crofs  his  filver  fhicld  did  bear, 
And  in  his  decent  hand  he  fhook  a  warlike  fpear.  j 
While  vidtory  celeftial  foars  above, 
Plum'c'  like  the  eagle  of  imperial  Jove, 
Hangs  o'er  the  chief,  whom  flie  delights  to  blefs, 
And  ever  arms  his  fword  with  fure  fuccefs, 
Dooms  him  the  proud  opprcfTor  to  deftroy, 
Then  waves  her  palm,  and  claps  her  wings  for  joy. 
Such  was  young  Ammon  on  Arbela's  plain, 
Or  fuch  the  painter  *  did  the  hero  feign, 
Where  rufliing  on,  ai*i  fierce,  he  feems  to  ride,  "J 
With  graceful  ardor,  and  majeftic  pride,  / 

With  all  the  gods  of  Greece  and  fortune  on  hisf 
fids.  J 

Nor  long  Bavaria's  haughtj  prince  in  vain 
Labours  the  fight  unequal  to  maintain  ; 
He  ices  'tis  doom'd  his  fatal  friend  the  Gaul 
Shall  fhare  the  iharue,  and  in  one  ruin  fall; 
Flies  from  the  foe  too  oft  in  battle  try'd, 
And  heaven  contending  on  the  victor's  fide ; 
Then  n-.nurns  his  rafh  ambition's  crime  too  late, 
And  yields  reluctant  to  the  force  of  fate. 
'Sa  when  ./Eneas,  through  night's  gloomy  fhade,") 
The  dreadful  forms  of  hoftile  gods  furvey'd,        C 
H'-pelefs  he  left  the  burning  town,  and  fled  :      j 
Saw  'twas  in  vain  to  prop  declining  Troy, 
Or  favs  what  heaven  had  d<:ftin'd  to  deftroy. 

What  vaft  reward,  O  Europe,  ihalt  thoi:  pay 
To  him  who  fav'd  thce  on  this  glorious  day ! 
Blefs  him,  ye  grattful  nations,  where  he  goes, 
And  heap  the  victor's  laurel  on  his  brows. 

In  every  land,  in  every  city  freed  ~) 

Le,t  the  proud  column  rear  its  marble  head, 
To  Murlborough  and  liberty  decreed  ;  j 

Rich  with  his  wars,  triumphal  arches  raife, 
T<>  teach  your  wondering  fons  the  hero's  praife  ! 
To  him  your  Ikilful  bards  their  verfe  fliall  bring, ~) 
For  him  the  tuneful  voice  be  taught  to  ling,        / 
Tiie  breathing  pipe  fliall  fwell,  fhall  found  the  T 
tre-r,!;  i:ig  firing.  Ji 

O  happy  thou  !   where  peace  for  ever  fmiles, 
Britannia  !  nonleft  of  the  oceau's  ifles, 
Jvir  queen !  who  doft  amidft  thy  waters  reign, 
And  Uretch  thy  empire  o'ei  the  fartheil  mam  : 
What  trar.fports  in  thy  parent  b;.fom  roll'd, 
'.::;u:  at  firft  the  pleafing  ftory  told  ! 

*  Le  F.;un. 


How  didft  thou  lift  thy  towery  front  on  high  ! 
Not  meanly  con-cious  of  a  mother's  joy, 
Proud  of  thy  fon  as  Crete  was  of  her  Jove,         ~\ 
How  wert  thou  pleas'd  heaven  did  thy  choice  f 

approve,  C 

And  fixt  luccefs  where  thou  haft  fixt  thy  love  !  3 
How  with  regret  his  abfence  didft  thou  mourn  1 
How  with  impatience  wait  his  wifht  return ! 
How  were  the  w.nds  accus'd  for  his  delay  !         ~\ 
How  didft  thou  chide  the  gods  who  rule  the  fea,  f 
And  charge  the  Nereid  nymphs  to  waft  hi:n  on  C 

his  way  !  j 

At  length  he  comes,  he  ceafes  from  his  toil ! 
Like  kings  of  old  returning  from  the  fp-)il ; 
To  Britain  and  his  queen  for  ever  dear, 
He  comes,  their  joy  and  grateful  thanks  to  ihare ; 
Lowly  he  kneels  before  the  royal  feat, 
And  lays  its  proudeft  wreaths  at  Anna's  feet. 
While,  form'J  qJike  for  labours  or  for  eafe, 
In  ca  nps  to  thunder,  or  in  courts  to  pltafe, 
Britain's  bright  nymphs  make  Marlborough  their 

care, 

In  all  his  dangers,  all  hi?  triumphs,  fhare. 
Conquering    he    lends  the  well  pleas'd   fair  new 

grace, 

And  adds  frefh  luflre  to  each  beauteous  f.ice ; 
Britain  preferv'd  by  his  victorious  arms,  "1 

With  wondrous  pi  ,-afure  each  fair  bufom  warms,  f 
Lightens  in  all  their  eyes,  and  doubles  all  their  £" 

charms. 

Ev'n  his  own  Sunderland,  in  beauty's  {tore 
So  rich,  flie  fcem'd  incapable  of  more, 
Now  fhines  with  graces  never  known  befo 
Fierce  with  transporting  joy  (he  feems  to  burn, 
And  each  foft  feature  takes  a  fprightly  turn ; 
New  ilames  are  feen  to  fparkle  in  her  eyes, 
And  on  her  blooming  cheeks  frefh  rofes  rile; 
The  pleafing  pafl]on  heightens  each  bright  hue, 
And  feems  to  touch  the  iimfh'd  piece  anew, 
Improves  xvhat  nature's  bounteous  hand  had  given4 
And  mends  the  faireft  workmatifhip  f>f  heaven. 

Nor  joy  like  this  in  courts  is  only  f  mid, 
But  fpreads  to  all  the  grateful  people  round  ; 
Laborious  hinds  inur'd  to  rural  toil, 
To  tend  the  flocks  and  turn  the  mellow  foil, 
In  homely  guile  their  honefc  hears  exprels, 
And  blefs  the  warrior  who  protedis  the  peace, 
Who  keeps  the  foe  aloof,  and  drives  afar 
The  dreadful  ravage  of  the  walling  war. 
No  rude  deftroyer  cuts  the  ripening  crop, 
Prevents  the  harveft,  and  deludes  their  hope; 
No  helplefs  wretches  fly  with  wild  amaze, 
L-  ok  weeping  back,  and  fee  their  dwellings  blaze; 
The  vidcor's  chain  no  mournful  captives  know, 
Nor  hear  the  threats  of  the  infulting  foe, 
But  freedom  laughs,  the  fruitful  fields  abound, 
The  cheerful  voice  of  mirth  is  heanj  to  found, 
Arid  plenty  doles  her  various  bounties  round. 
The  humble  village,  and  the  wealthy  town, 
Coiifentiug  join  their  happinefs  to  own  : 
What  heaven  and  Anna's  gentled  reign  afford, 
All    is    fecut'd     by    Marlborough's    conquering 

fwnrd. 

O  facred,  ever  honour' d  name  !  O  thou  ! 
That  wert  our  greateft  William  once  belov; ! 
I  iiij 


"     I 

fore.     3 
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V  hat  place  foe'er  thy  virtue  s  nn\v  poffefs 

hf  ar  the  bright  fource  of  everia!*iii:g  blifs, 

Where'er  exalted  to  cthcrial  height, 

Radiant    with    ftars,    tiiou    trcadft   the   fields  of 

light, 

Thy  feats  divine,  thy  heaven  a-while  forfake, 
.And  deign  the  Briton-  '  triumph  to  partake. 
J»Jor  art  thou  chang'd,  but  {till  thou  fhait  de-"} 


To  hear  the  fortune  of  the  glorious  fight, 
How  fail'd  oppreffion,  and  prevai.'d  the  right. 
What  once  below,  fuch  ftill  thy  pleafures  are, 
Europe  and  liberty  are  ftill  thy  care; 
Thy  great,  thy  ger.crous,  pure,  immortal  mind 
Is  ever  to  the  public  good  inclin'd, 
Is  ftill  the  tyrant's  foe,  and  patron  <  f  mankind. 
Behold  where  Marlborough,  thy  laft  beil  gift, 
At  parting  to  thy  native  Belgia  left,  ' 
Succeeds  to  all  thy  kind  patemal  cares, 
Thy  watchful  counfels,  and  laborious  wars; 
Jjikc  thce  afpires  by  virtue  to  renown, 
Fights  to  fequre  an  empire  not  his  own, 
Reaps  only  toil  himfelf.  and  gives  away  a  crown. 
At  length  thy  prayeryO  pious  prince  :  is  heard, 
Heave;   has  at  length  in  its  own  caufc  appcar'd  ; 
At  length  Ramillia's  field  atones  for  all 
The  Lithlefs  breaches  of  the  perjur'd  Gaul  ; 
At  length  a  better  age  to  man  decreed,  ") 

"With  truth,  with  peace,  and  juftice,  fhall  fuc-  f 
ceed  ;  '  freed.  I 

Fall'n  are  the  proud,  and  the  griev'd  world  isj 

One  triumph  yet,  my  muie.  remains  behind, 
Another  vengeance  yet  the  Gaul  fhall  find  ; 
On  Lombard  plains,  beyond  his  Alpine  hills, 
Loi.is  the  force  of  hofliie  Britain  feels  : 
•Swift  u   her  friends  diftrefs'd  her  fuccours  fly, 
And  iliftant  wars  her  wealthy  fons  1'npply  : 
From  flow  unactive  courts,  they  grieve  to  hear 
Eugene,  a  name  to  every  Briton  dear, 
By  ti-i'uous  languishing  delays  is  held 
Kepm'ing,  and  impatient,  from  the  !uld  : 
While  factious  ftatefmen  riot  in  exctfg, 
And  lazy  priefts  whole  provinces  pcflefs, 
Of  unregarded  \.ants  the  brave  complain, 
And  the  ftarv'd  foldier  lues  for  brcu)  in  vain; 
At  once  with  generous  indignation  warm, 
Biitain  the  trecfure  fends,  and  bids  the  hero  arm, 
Straight  eager  to  the  fit.."!  he  fiieed^  away, 
Thwc  vo\vs  the  vitftor  Gaul  {hull  dear  lepay 
The  fprils  of  Calcinato's  fatal  clay  : 
Chetr'd  by  ~he  prefer.ce  of  the  chief  they  love, 
Once  mort  theii  late  the  warriors  long  to  prove; 
Reviv'd  each  -ioldier  lifrs  his  drooi'irg  head, 
Forgets  his  \v<  nni:.s.  and  call?  him  <>n  to  lead  ; 
Agaii   their  crefis  the  GeTi,:  >:  i.:;;les  rear, 
Stretch  their  broad  w-ir.gs,  ant!  fan  ihc  Latian  air; 
Greedy  for  battle  and  the  prey  they  cj.1!, 
Ami  point  great  Eugene's  thiinder  on  the  Gaul. 
The  chief  u>ir.nai:d<,  and  loot    in  dread  array 
Onwards  the  moving  legioi  >  urge  their  vvu;  ; 
With  hardy  marchc*  ar.;;  -> 

O'er  every  1  arner  f  rr;  ,:s'd, 

Which  rature  nr  tlie  {kill'ul  ;<K-  L.u!  pisc'd.  j 

The  foe  in  vain  with  liuilic  si-ts  artijui.s, 
To  n-ark.  which  way  ti, 


Vainly  in  war's  myflerious  rules  is  wife,  ~) 

Lurks  wht  je  tall  woods  and  thkkrft  covert?  rife,  > 
And  meanly  hopes  a  conqueft  in  m  turpra'e.         ) 
Now  with  fwift  horfe  the  plain  around  them  beats, 
And  oft.  advances,  aud  as  off  retreats; 
Now  fix'd  to  wait  the  coming  force,  he  feems, 
Secur'd  by  Iteer.y  hanks  ,md  r.:  >id  flrea:iis; 
While  r;vc  -g»ds  in  vain  exhauft  their  {lore; 
From  plenteous  urns  the  gufhing  t  nents  pour, 
Rife  o'er  their  utmofl  margins  to  the  plain, 
And  ftrive  to  ftay  tl  e  warrit.r's  haftc  in  vain; 
Alike  they  pafs  the  plain  and  cloffi  wood, 
Explore  th    ford,  apd  tempt  the  fweliirg  flood, 
Unfhdken  flill  purlue  the  ftedfafl  couric, 
Ajid  where  they  want  their  way,  they  fi::d  it  or 
they  force. 

But  anxious  thoughts  Savoy's  great  prince  infeft, 
And  rull  ill-boding  in  his  careful  breait ; 
Oft  he  revolves  the  ruins  of  the  great, 
And  fadly  thinks  on  !<>(f  Bavaria's  fate, 
The  haplcfs  mark  of  fortune's  cruel  fport,  T 

An  exile,  meanly  forc'd  to  beg  fupport 
From  the  flow  bounties  of  a  foreign  court.  j 

Forc'd  from  his  lov'd  Turin,  his  laft  retreat, 
His  glory  once  and  empire's  ancient  feat, 
He  fees  from  far  where  wide  deftrudlions  fpread, 
And  fiery  fhowers  the  goodly  town  invade, 
Tlu-r  turns  to  mourn  in  vaitf  iiis  ruin'd  ftate, 
And  curfe  the  unrelenting  tyrarit's  hate. 

But  great  Eugene  prevents  his  every  fear, 
He  had  refolv'd  it,  and  he  would  be  there; 
Not  danger,  toil,  the  tedious  weary  way, 
Nor  all  the  Gallic  powers  his  prc.mis'd  aid  delay. 
Like  truth  itlelf  unknowing  how  to  fail, 
He  fc<  rn'd  to  doubr,  and  knew  he  muft,  prevail. 
Thus  ever  certain  doe*  the  fun  appear, 
Bour.d  by  the  law  of  Jove's  eternal  year ; 
Thus  conftant  to  his  courfe  fets  out  at  morn,      ~\ 
Round  ihc  ui;ij  \varld  in  twice  twelve  hours  is/ 
borne,'  { 

And  to  a  moment  keeps  his  fix'd  return. 

Straight  to  the  ;own  the  heroes  turn  their  care," 
Their  friendly  iiiccour  for  the  brave  prepare, 
And  on  the  foe  united  bend  the  war. 
O'er    the    fteep    trench    and    ramparts    guarded 

height, 

At  once  they  rufh,  and  drive  the  rapid  flight; 
VVnh  idle  aims  the  Ciullic  legions  ieem 
To  (Urn  the  r.-.ge  cf  the  refilllefs  ftream  ; 
At  once  it  bears  them  down,  at  <  nre  they  yield, 
Headlong  are  pufh'd  and  fwept  along  the  field  ; 
Rffiftar.ce  cc-afes,  and  'tis\\£r  no  more, 
At  once-  the  \ai  quifh'd  own  the  viclor 's  power  ; 
Throughout   the  field,   where'er    they  turn  their 

'Tis  all  or  corqueft  or  inglorious  flight ; 
Sv.ift  to  i};i.ir  rc-icucu   n:tnd»  their  joys  they^ 
bear,  / 

With  life  ai'.'  rre  tl.ty  cl'.eer,  ^ 

Ar.'l  lave  tl«:n  in  the  nn  n-cnt  of  ddpair.  J 

bo  tinuly  to  tr.i  ng  Rome, 

us  come : 

.So  to  :':  way,  ^ 

•So  frerr,  tl.i  pi<  iul  Barbariai  ?•  fj  >.-. di'd  hi.-  prey,  V 

d£,y.  ^ 


*j 
are.T 
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From  impious  arms  at  length,  O  Louis,  ceafe  ! 
And  leave  at  length  tht  labi'Uriiig  world  in  peace, 

aven  <!i  iloie  iome  yet  more  fatal  fcenc, 
Fatal  beyond  Rumillia  or  J  utin  ; 
JLeft  from  thy  hand  thon  fee  thy  fceptre  torn, 
And  humb't  .  '•'>  the  duft  thy  lofles  mourn  : 
Left  urgM  a<  length  thy  own  repining  Have, 
Though  for.ii  of  burdens,  and  in  bondage  brave, 
Purfue  thy  hoary  head  with  curies  to  the  grave. 


AN  EPISTLE  I  O  FLAVIA. 

#N   THE  SIGHT  OF  TWO   PINDARIC  ODES  ON  THE 
SPLEEN   AM)   VAM  1  Y. 

Written  by  a  1  ady  *,  her  Friend. 

FLAVIA,  to  you  with  fafety  I  commend 

This  verl'e,  the  fecret  failing  of  ycur  friend. 

To  your  good  r:it  re  F  fecurcly  truft, 

Who  kn<  w,  that  to  conceal,  is  to  be  juft. 

The  mufe,  like  wretched  maids  by  love  undone, 

From  friends,  acquaintance,  and  the  light  would 

run  ; 

Confcious  of  folly,  fears  attending  fhame, 
Fears  the  cenf  rious  world,  and  lofs  of  fame. 
Some  confident  by  chance  {he  finds  (though  few 
Pity  the  fools,  whom  love  or  verfe  undo), 
Whofe  fond  compaffion  foothes  her  in  the  fin, 
And  fet?  her  on  to  venture  once  again. 
Sure,  in  the  better  ages  of  old  time, 
Nor  poetry  nor  love  was  thought  a  crime;- 
From  heaven  they  both  the  gods  heft  gifts  were 

fent, 

Divinely  perfect  both,  and  innocent. 
Then  were  bad  poets  and  loofe  loves  nor  known  ; 
None  felt  a  warmth  which  they  might  blufti  to 

own 

Beneath  cool  fhadesour  happy  fathers  lay, 
And  fpent  in  pure  untainted  joys  the  day : 
Artlefs  their  loves,  artlefs  rheir  numbers  were, 
While  nature  fimply  did  in  both  app?ar, 
None  could  the  cenfor  or  the  critic  fear. 
Pleas'd  to  be  pleas'd,   they  took  what  heaven  be- 

ftow'd, 

Nor  were  too  curious  of  the  given  good. 
At  length,  like  Indians  fond  of  fancy'd  toys, 
We  loft  being  happy,  to  be  thought  more  wife. 
In  one  curs'd  age,  to  punifh  verfe  and  fin, 
Critics  and  hangmen,  both  at  once,  came  in. 
Wit  and  the  laws  had  both  the  fame  ill  fate, 
And  partial  tyrants  fway'd  in  either  (late. 
Ill-rut  ur'd  cenfure  would  be  fure  to  damn 
An  alien-wit  of  independent  fame, 
While  Bayes  grown  old,  and  harden'd  in  offence, 
Was  f'.ifflr'd  to  write  on  in  fpite  of  fenfe  ; 
Back'd  by  his  friends,  th1  invader  brought  along  •) 
A  crew  of  foreign  words  into  our  tongue,  C 

To  ruin  and  enflave  the  free-born  Englifh  fong ;  J 
Still  the  prevailing  faction  propt  his  throne, 
And  to  four  volumes  let  his  plays  run  on; 
Then  a  lewd  tide  of  verfe,  with  vicious  rage, 
Broke  in  upon  the  morals  of  the  age. 

#  Anne  Counters  of  Wiacliclfea. 


i  one.        J 


The  frage  (whofc  art  was  once  the  mind  to  move 

To  noble  daring,  and  to  vi"tuoi:s  love) 

Precept,  with  pltdfure  mix'd,  no  more  profeft, 

But  dealt  in  double-meaning  bawdy  jeft  : 

The  (hocking  founds  offend  the  bluming fair, 

And  drive  then)  from  the  guilty  theatre. 

Ye  wretched  bards  !  from  whom  thele  ills  have 

fprung, 

Whom  the  avenging  powers  have  fpar'd  too  long, 
Well  may  you  fear  the  blow  will  furely  come, 
Your  Sodom  has  no  ten  to  avert  its  doom  ; 
Unlds  the  fail  Ardelia  will  alone 
To  heaven  for  all  the  guilty  tribe  atone ; 
Nor  can  ten  faints  do  more  than  fuch  a  one. 
Since  (he  alone  <•{  the  poetic  crowd 
To  the  falfe  gods  of  wit  has  never  bow'd, 
The  empire   which  fhe  fave«,  {hall  own  herfway, 
And  all  Parnaffus  her  blefs>'d  laws  obey. 

Say,  from  what  facred  fountain,  nymph  divine  ! 
The  treafures  flow,  which  in  thy  verfe  do  fhine  ? 
With  what  (trange  infpiration  art  thou  bleft, 
What   more    than   Delphic    ardour    warms   thy 

breaft  ? 

Our  fordid  earth  ne'er  bred  fo  bright  a  flame, 
But  from  the  ikies,  thy  kindred  ikies,  it  came. 
To  numbers  great  like  thine,  th'  angelic  quire 
In  joyous  concert  tune  the  golden  lyre  ; 
Viewing,  with  pitying  eyes  "ur  cares  with  theCj 
;  hey  wifely  own,  that  "  All  is  vanity;" 
Ev'n  all  the  joys  which  mortal  minds  can  know, 
And  find  Ardelia's  verfe  the  leaft  vain  thing  below. 

If  Pindar's  name  to  thofe  bleft 'd  manfions  reach. 
And  mortal  mufcs  may  immoral  teach, 
In  verfe  like  his,  the  heavenly  nation  raife 
Their  tuneful  voices  to  their  Maker's  praife. 
Nor  fhall  celeftial  harmony  difdain, 
F'or  once,  to  imitate  an  earthly  ftrain, 
Whofe  fame  fecure,  no  rival  e'er  can  fear, 
But  thofe  above,  and  fair  Ardelia  here, 
hhe  who  undaunted  could  his  raptures  view, 
And  with  bold  wings  his  facred  heights  purfue ; 
Safe  through  the  Dirhyrambic  ftream  fhe  ftcer'd, 
Nor  the  rough  det-p  in  all  its  dangers  fear'd  ; 
Not  fo  the  reft,  who  with  fuccefalefs  pain 
Th'  unnavigahle  torrent  try'd  in  vain. 

So  Clelia  leap'd  into  the  rapid  flood, 
While  the  Etrufcan<=  ftruck  with  wonder  ftood  : 
Amidft  the  waves  her  ra(h  purfuers  dy'd, 
The  matchlefs  dame  could  only  (tern  the  tide, 
And  gain  the  glory  of  the  farther  fide. 

See  with  what  pomp  the  antic  mafque  comes  in! 
The  various  forms  of  the  fantafhc  fpleen. 
Vain  empty  laughter,  howling  griei  and  tears, 
Falfe  joy,  bred  by  falfe  hope,  and  faller  fears  ; 
Each  vice,  each  uaffion  which  pale  nature  wears, 
In  this  odd  monftruus  medley  mix'd  appears. 
Like  Bsyes's  dance,  confus'dly  round  they. run, 
Statdman,  coquet,  gay  fop,  and  penfive  nun, 
Spectres  and  heroes,  hufbands  and  their  wives, 
With  monkilh  drones  that  dream  away  their  lives. 
Long  have  I  labour'd  with  the  dire  difeafe, 
Nor  found,  but  from  Ardelia's  numbers,  eafe  : 
The    dancing    verfe    runs    through  my    fluggift. 

veins, 
Where  dull  and  cold  the  frozen  blood 
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Pale  carts  and  anxious  thoughts  give  way  in  hafte, 
And  to  returning  joy  refign  my  breaft  ; 
Then  free  from  every  pnin  I  did  endure, 
I  blefs  the  charming  author  of  my  cure. 
So  when  to  Saul  the  great  mufician  play'd,  T 

The  fullen  fiend  unwillingly  obey'd,  ^    f 

And  left  the  monarch's  breaft,  to  feek  fome  fafer  f 
fhade.  3 


SONG. 

Sappho  with  harmonious  airs 
Her  dear  Philenis  charms, 
With  equal  joy  the  nymph  appears 
Diffolving  in  his  arms. 

Thus  to  themfelves  alone  they  are 
What  all  mankind  can  give ; 

Alternately  the  happy  pair 
All  grant,  and  all  receive. 

Like  the  twin-ftars,  fo  fam'd  for  friends, 

Who  fct  by  turns,  and  rife ; 
When  one  to  Thetis'  lap  defcends, 

His  brother  mounts  the  ikies. 

With  happier  fate,  and  kinder  care, 
Thefe  nymphs  hy  turns  do  reign, 

While  ftill  the  falling  does  prepare 
The  riling  to  fuflain. 

The  joys  of  either  fex  in  love, 

In  each  of  them  we  read  ; 
Succeffive  each  to  each  does  prove, 

fierce  youth  and  yielding  maid. 


THOUGH  in  the  Commons  Houfe  you  did  prevail, 
Good  Sir  Cleeve  Moore,  and  gentle  Mafter  Hale  . 
Yet  on  good  luck  be  cautious  of  relying, 
Burgefs  ft»r  Bramber  is  no  place  to  die  in. 
Your  predeceffors  have  been  oddly  fated ; 
Afgill  and  Shippen  have  been  both  tranjlatet/. 


VERSES  MADE  TO  A  SIMILE  OF  POPE'S. 

WHILE  at  our  houfe  the  fcrvants  brawl, 
And  raii'e  an  uproar  in  the  hall ; 
When  John  the  butler,  and  our  Mary, 
About  the  plate  and  linen  vary  : 
Till  the  fmart  dialogue  grows  rich, 
In  fneaking  dog  !  and  ugly  hif.ch  ! 
Down  comes  my  lady  like  the  devil, 
And  makes  them  Client  all  and  civil. 
Thus  cannon  clears  the  cloudy  air, 
And  fcatters  tempefts- brewing  there; 
Thus  bullies  fomstimes  keep  the  peace, 
And  one  fcold  makes  another  ccafc. 


ON  NICOLINI  AND  VALENTINI'S 
firft  coming  to  the  Hoiife  in  tie  Hay-Marlct^ 

AMPUION  ftrikes  the  vocal  lyre. 

And  ready  at  his  call, 
Harmonious  brick  and  (lone  confpire 

To  raife  the  Theban  wall. 
In  emulation  of  his  praife 

Two  Lation  Signers  come, 
A  finking  theatre  to  raife 

And  prop  Van's  tottering  dome. 
But  how  this  laft  mould  come  to  pafs 

Muft  ftill  remain  unknown, 
Since  thefe  poor  gentlemen,  alas ! 

Bring  neither  brick  nor  ftone. 


EPILOGUE  TO  THE  INCONSTANT; 

OR, 
THE  WAY  TO  WIN  HIM. 

A  COMEDY.       BY   MR.  FAROJSHAR. 
As  it  ivai  afied  at  the  Theatre-Royal  in  Drury-Laue^ 

I703- 
SPOKEN  BY  MR.  WILKS. 

FROM  Fletcher's  great  original  *,  to-day 

We  took  the  hint  of  this  our  modern  play  : 

Our  author,  from  his  lines,  has  ftrove  to  paint 

A  witty,  wild,  inconftant,  free  gallant : 

With  a  gay  foul,  with  fcnfe  and  will  to  rove,      ~\ 

With   language,  and  with  foftnefs  fram'd  to/ 

move,  f 

Wkh  little  truth,  but  with  a  world  of  love.  J 
Such  forms  on  maids  in  morning  {lumbers  wait,  ~J 
When  fancy  firft  inftru<5li  their  hearts  to  beat,  / 
When  firft  they  wifh,  and  figh  for  what  they  T 

know  not  yet.  J 

Frown  net,  ye  fair,  to  think  your  lovers  may 
Reach  your  cnld  hearts  by  fon.e  unguarded  way  ; 
Let  Villeroy's  misfortune  make  you  wile, 
There's  danger  flill  in  darknels  and  furprife; 
Though  from  his  rampart  he  defy'd  the  foe, 
Prince  hugene  found  an  aqueduct  below. 
With  eafy  Ireedom,  and  a  gay  addrefs, 
A  prefiing  lover  feldom  wants  fuccefs  : 
Whilft  the  refpe&ful,  like  the  Greek,  fits  down, 
And  waftes  a  ten  years  fietje  before  one  town. 
For  her  own  fake  let  no  forfaken  maid, 
Our  wanderer  for  want  of  love,  upbra-d  ; 
Since  'tis>  a  fecret,  none  fliould  e'er  confcfs, 
That  they  have  loft  the  happy  power  to  pleafc. 
It  you  lulpect  the  rogue  inclin'd  to  break, 
Break  firft,   and  fwear   you've  turu'd  him  off  a 

week  ; 

As  princes  when  they  rcfly  ftatcfmen  doubt, 
Before  (hoy  can  furrender,  turn  them  out. 
Whate'er  yon  think,  grave  ulcs  may  be  made, 
As  much,  ev'n  for  inconftancy  be  faid. 
Let  the  good  man  for  marriage  rites  defign'd,     ") 
With  ftudious  carf ,  a;;d  diligence  of  mind,  > 

Turn  over  every  page  of  v,  orr.aiikind  ;  3 

*  Sec,  The  Wild  Guofc  Chace. 


POEMS. 


Mark  every  fenfe,  and  how  the  readings  vary, 
And  when  he  knows   the   word   on't — let  him 
marry. 


PROLOGUE  TO  THE  GAMESTER. 

A  COMEDY.       BY  MRS.   CENTL1VRE. 

A i  it  "was  a£ied  at  tie  New  Theatre  in  Lincoln  s-lnn 
Fields,  1704 

SPOKEN  BY   MR.  BKTTERTON. 

IF  humble  wives,  that  drag  the  marriage-chain 
With  curfed  digged  huJbands,  may  complain; 
If  turn'd  at  large  to  ftarve,  as  we  by  you, 
They  may,  at  leaft,  for  alimony  fue. 
Know,  we  rtfolve  to  make  the  cafe  our  own, 
Between   the  plaintiff  ftage,   and   the   defendant 

town. 

When  firft  you  took  us  from  our  father's  houfe, 
And  lovingly  our  iniereft  did  efpoufe, 
You  kept  us  fine,  carefs'd,  and  lodg'd  us  here, 
And  honey  moon  held  out  above  three  year; 
At  length,  for  pleafures  known  do  feldorn  laft, 
Frequent  enjoyment  pall'd  your  fprightly  tafte; 
And  though  at  firft  you  did  not  quite  neglecl, 
We  found  your  love  was  dwindled  to  refpecl:. 
Sometimes,  indeed,  as  in  your  way  it  fell, 
You  ftopp'd,  and  call'd  to  fee  if  we  were  well. 
Now,  quite  eftrang'd,  this  wretched  place  you  ftun, 
Like  bad  wine,  bus'nefs,  duels,  and  a  dun. 
Have  we  for  this  increas'd  Apollo's  race  ?  ~\ 

Been  often  pregnant  with  your  wit's  embrace  ?  > 
And  born  you  many  chopping  babes  of  grace  ?    j 
Some  ugly  toad"  we  had,  ar.d  that's  the  curfe. 
They  were  fo  like  you,  that  you  far'd  the  worfe  ; 
For  this  to-night,  we  are  not  much  in  pain, 
Look  on't  and  if  ynu  like  it,  entertain  : 
If  all  the  midwife  fays  of  it  be  true, 
There  are  fome  features  too  like  fome  of  you  : 
For  us,  if  you  think  fitting  to  forfake  it. 
We  mean  to  run  away,  and  let  the  parifh  take  it. 


EPILOGUE 

Sfoken  ly  Mrs.  Barry,  at  the  Theatre- Royal  in 
Dru-y-Lane,  April  7.  1709,  at  her  flaying  in 
"  Love  for  Love*"  -with  Mrs.  Bracegirdle,for  tie 
Benefit  of  Mr.  Betterton. 

As  fome  brave  knight,  who  once  with  fpear  and 
ftield 

Had  fought  renown  in  many  a  well-fought  field ; 
But  now  no  more  with  facred  fame  infpir'd, 
Was  to  a  peaceful  hermitage  retir'd  : 
There,  if  by  chance  difaftrous  tales  he  hears, 
Of  mat.  ons  wrongs,  and  captive  virgins  tears, 
He  feels  loft  pity  urge  his  generous  breaft, 
And  vows  once  more  ro  (uccour  the  diftrefs'd. 
Buckled  in  rsail,  he  failles  on  the  plain, 
And  turns  him  to  the  feats  of  arms  again. 

So  we,  to  former  leagues  <•{  f  iemiihip  true,  ~j 
Have  bid  once  more  our  peaceful  homes  adieu,  > 
To  aid  old  Thomas,  and  to  plealure  you.  S 


Like  errant  damfels,  boldly  vce  engage, 
Arm'd,  as  you  fee,  for  the  defencelefs  ftage. 
Time    was    when   this  good   man   no  help  did 

lack, 

And  fcorn'd  that  any  fhe  mould  hold  his  back ; 
But  now,  fo  age  and  frailty  have  ordain'd, 
By  two  *  at  once  he's  forc'd  to  be  fuftain'd, 
You  fee  what  failing  nature  brings  man  to; 
And  yet  let  none  infult,  for  ought  we  know, 
6he  may  not  wear  fo  well  with  fome  of  you. 
Though  old,  yet  find  his  Hrength  is  not  clean 

paft, 

But  true  as  fteel  he's  metal  to  the  laft. 
[f  better  he  perlbrm'd  in  days  of  yore, 
Yet  now  he  gives  you  all  that's  in  his  power; 
What  can  the  yoimgeft  of  you  all  do  more  ? 
What  he  has  been,  though  prefent  praife 

dumb. 

Shall  haply  be  a  theme  in  times  to  come, 
As  now  we  talk  of  Rofcius,  and  of  Rome. 
Had  you  withheld  your  favours  on  this  night, 
Old    Shakfpeare's  ghoft    had    ris'n    to    do    him 


With  indignation  had  you  feen  him  frown 
Upon  a  worthlefs,  witlefs,  taflelefs  town; 
Griev'd  and  repining,  you  had  heard  him  fay, 
Why  are  the  mufe's  labours  caft  away  ? 
Why  did  I  write  what  only  he  could  play  ? 
But  fince,  like  friends  to  wit,  thus  throng'd 

meet, 

Go  on,  and  make  the  generous  work  complete 
Be  true  to  mwit,  and  Itill  own  his  caufe, 
Find   fomething   for   him   more   than    bare 

plaufe. 

In  juft  remembrance  of  your  pleafure  paft, 
Be  kind,  and  give  him  a  difcharge  at  laft ; 
In  peace  and  eafe  life's  remnant  let  him  wear, 
And  hang  his  confecrated  bufkinf  there. 


you 


EPILOGUE  TO  THE  CRUEL  GIFT  : 

A  TRAGEDY.      BY  MRS.  CENTL1VRE. 

As  it  ivas  aftcd  at  the  Theatre-Royal  in  Drury-Lane, 
1717. 

SPOKEN   BY   MRS.  OLDFIEtD. 

WELL — 'twas  a  narrow  'fcape  rny  lover  made, 
That  cup  and  mefiage — I  was  fore  afraid — 
Was  that  a  prefent  for  a  new-made  widow, 
All  in  her  dilhial  dumps,  like  doleful  Dido  ? 
When  one  peep'd  in — and  hop'd  for  lomething 

good, 

There  was — oh!  Gad  !  a  nafty  heart  and  blood|| 
If  the  old  man  had  (hewn  himfelf  a  father, 
His  bowl  ihould  have  inclos'd  a  cordial  rather, 

*  Mrs.  Barry  and  Mrs  Bracecirdk  clafp  him  round  the 
wait.1. 

+  Pointing  to  the  top  of  the  ft  age- 

||  This  tragedy  was  founded  upon  the  ftory  of  Segif- 
nionda  and  Guifcardo.  one  of  Boccace's  novels:  wliereiu 
die  ht art  of  the  lover  is  lent  by  the  taclicr  to  his  daughter. 
as  a  prefent. 


THE   WORKS   OF  ROW  E. 


Something  to  cheer  me  up  amidft  my  trance, 
JL'Eaii  dc  Bardi — or  comfortable  Nants*  1 
He  thought  he  j.atd  it  off  with  being  fmart, 
And,  to  be  witty,  cry'd  he'd  fend  the  heart. 
I  could  have  told  his  gravity,  m  rcover  "p 

Were  I  our  (ex's  fccrets  to  difcov^r, 
'Tis  whar  we  never  look'd  fir  in  a  lover.  J 

Let  but  the  bridegro.  m  prudently  provide 
All  other  matter-  frthiK  f  r  a  bride,  ^ 
So  he  male  good  the  jewels  and  the  jointure, 
To  mil's  the  heart  doe    feldom  difappoim  her. 
Faith,  f  .r  the  iaihion  hearts  of  late  are  made  in, 
They'are  the-  vildl  baubles  we  can  trade  in. 
Where  a  e  the  tough  brave  Britons  to  be  found, 
With  hearts  of  oak   io  much  of  old  rcriown'd  ? 
How  many  wor  hy  gentlemen  of  late 
Sxvoie  to  be  true  t<>  mother-church  and  ftate; 
When  their  fali'c  hearts  were  (ecretly  maintaining 
Yon  trim  king  Pcpin,  at  Avignon  reigning  ? 
Shame  on  the  canting  crew  of  !oul-inlu:ers, 
The  Tyburn  tribe  of  fpeech-making  Non  jurors; 
Who,  in  new-fangled  terms,  old  truths  explain 
ing,  [«ng- 
Teach  honeft  Englifhmen,  damn'd  double-mean- 

Oh  '.  would  you  loft  integrity  reftore, 
And  boaft  that  faith  your  plain  fore-fathers  bore; 
What  furer  pattern  can  you  ho.-e  t»  find, 
Than  that  dear  pledge  r  y  ur  monarch  left  behind : 
See  how  hisl-oks  his  homft  heart  explain, 
And  fpeak  the  b'.tffings  of  his  future  reign  ! 
In  his  each  feature,  tiuth  and  candour  trace, 
And  read  plain-dealing  written  in  his  face. 


PROLOGUE  TO  THE  NON- JUROR: 

A  COMEDY         BY  MR    CIBBER. 

As  it  -was  atted  at  the  Tbs  tre  Royal  in  Dury-?ane, 

1718. 
SPOKEN   BY   MR.  WILKS. 

To  NIGHT,  ye  Whigs  and  Torits,  both  be  fafe, 
Nor  hope  at  .  ne  another's  colt  to  laugh. 
We  me;ui  to  i<  ufe  old  Satan  and  'he  Pope  ; 
TheyV  no  reh  ions  here,  nor  friends,  we  hope. 
A  tool  if  theirs  fuj -plies   he  comic  llage 
With  j.ift  materials  for  tat  nc  rage  : 
Nor  thi  k  our  colours  may  too  llrongly  paint 
The  ttiff  Non-juring  reparation  faint. 
Good  breeding  ne'er  commands  us  to  be  civil 
To  thofe  who  give  the  nation  to  the  devil; 
WV,  at  ourfurefi,  heft  foiindati-.n  (hike, 
And  hate  our  m  narch  and  our  church  alike  : 
Our  church — which,  a^'d  with  reverential  fear, 
Scarcely  th.   mule  prtfiiines  tomenti  n  here. 
Lo-ig  may  fhe  th<.le  licr  worli  <  f  foes  defy. 
And  lift  her  mitred  head    riuiaprnnt  t>  the  fky  : 

W.'.i'.c  theirs '  ut  tatirerii  nt!y  (iifdains 

To  name   what  live-  not,  but  in  madmen'-  hnins 
Like  bawds,  each  lurking  pallor  (icks  the  ua^k, 
And  fears  the  juiticcN  inquiring  ck;k. 

»  i.  e.  Citron  \v.\trr  .mil  coo-^  hrandy. 
t'l'lic  Prince  oiWiile*,  thtn  prefcRt. 


.  clofe  back-rooms  his  routed  flocks  he  rallies, 
Vnd  reigns  the  patriarch  of  blind  lanes  and  alliej 

'here  fafe,  he  lets  his  thundering  cenfures  fly,  ") 

'nchriiiens,  damns  us,  gives  our  laws  the  lie,      £ 
^nd  excommunicates  three  (lories  high.  J 

Arhy,fmcea  land  of  liberty  they  hate, 

till  will  they  linger  in  this  free-born  ftate  ? 
iere,  ever\-  hour,  frefh,  hateful  objt<SU  rife, 
Jeace  and  profperity  afflict  their  eyes  ; 
*Vith  anguifh   prince  and  people  they  furvey, 

"heir  jult  obedience  and  his  righteous  fway. 

hip  off,  ye  flaves,  and  feek  fome  paffive  land, 
iVhere  tyrants  after  your  own  hearts  command. 

'o  your  fraiifalpine  mafttr'brule  refort, 
And  fill  an  en,pty  abdicated  court : 

'urn  your  pofleflions  here  to  ready  rhino, 
Aad  byy  ye  lamls  and  lordfhips  at  Urbino. 


HORACE,  BOOK  II.  ODE  IV.  IMITATE*. 

THE  LORD  GRIFFIN   TO  THE  EARL 
OF  SCARSDALE. 


Do  not,  mofl  fragrant  earl,  difclaint 
Thy  bright,  fhy  reputable  flame, 

To  B  acegirdle  the  bnwn  : 
SutpuMicly  tfpoufe  the  dame, 

And  fay,  G  -  d  -  the  town. 

11. 

Full  many  heroes,  fierce  and  keen, 
With  drabs  have  deeply  fmittcn  been, 

Although  right  good  commanders; 
Some  who  with  you  have  Hounflow  fee»f 

And  fome  who've  been  in  Flanders. 

in. 

Did  not  bafe  Greher's  Peg  '  inflame 
The  fober  Karl  of  Nottingham, 

Of  fober  fire  defcended  ? 
That,  carelefs  of  his  foul  and  fame, 
To  play-houfe*  he  nightly  came, 

At  d  left  church  undefended. 

IV. 

The  monarch  who  of  France  is  hight, 
Who  rules  the  road  with  matchlefs  niight 

Since  William  went  to  heaven  ; 
L.-V<  -  Maintenon,  his  lady  bright, 

Who  was  but  Scarron's  leaving. 

v. 

Though  thy  dear's  father  kept  an  inn 
At  gnfly  head  of  Saracen, 

For  carriers  at  Northampton  ; 
Yet  fhe  might  come  of  gentler  kin, 

1'han  e'er  that  father  dreamt  on. 

VI. 

Of  proffers  large  her  ch  ice  had  fhe, 
Of  jewels,  pbte,  and  land  in  f.-e, 

Which  fhe  with  Icorn  rejided  : 
\rd  can  a  nymph  fo  virtuous  be 
Of  bafc-Wn  blood  fufpe&cd  ? 


*  s-^nsra   France  'co  Margusrc:.; 
ongftrcfs, 


POEMS, 


Her  dimple  cheek,  and  roguifli  eye, 
Her  {lender  vvaifl,  and  taper  thigh, 

1  always  thought  provoking  ; 
But,  faith,  though  I  talk  waggifbly, 

I  mean  no  more  than  joking. 

vni. 

Then  be  not  jealou^,  friend  :  for  why  ? 
My  lady  marchionefs  is  nigh, 

To  fee  I  ne'er  mould  hurt  ye ; 
Befides,  you  know  full  well  that  I 

Am  turn'd  of  five-and-forty. 


THE    RECONCILEMENT 

BETWEEN 

JACOB  TONSON  AND  MR.  CONGREVE. 

AN  IMITATION  OF  HORACE,  BOOK  111.  ODE  IX. 
TONSON. 

WHILE  at  my  houfe  in  Fleet-ftreet  once  you  lay, 
How  merrily,  dear  Sir,  time  pafs'd  away  ? 
While  "  1  partook  your  wine,  your  wit,  and  mirth, 
"  I  was  the  happieft  creature  on  God's  yearth  *." 

CONGREVE. 

While  in  your  early  days  of  reputation, 
You  for  blue  garters  had  not  fuch  a  paflion^; 
While  yet  you  did  not  ufe  (as  now  your  trade  is) 
To  drink  with  noble  lords,  and  toaft  their  ladies ; 
Thou,  Jacob  Tonfon,  wcrt  to  my  conceiving, 
The  cheerfulleft,  beft,  honeft  fellow  living. 
TONSON. 

I'm  in  with  Captain  Vanburgh  at  the  prefent, 
A  mod  fweet-natur'd  gentleman,  and  pleafant ; 
He   writes  your  comedies,    draws  fchemes,  and 

models, 

And  builds  dukes  houfes  upon  very  odd  hills  : 
For  him,  fo  much  I  dote  on  him,  that  I, 
If  I  was  fure  to  go  to  heaven,  would  die. 

CONGREVE. 

Temple  f  and  Delavel  are  now  my  party, 
Men  that  are  tarn  Murcurio  both  quam  Marte  ; 
And  though  for  them  I  fhall  icarce  go  to  heaven, 
Yet  I  can  drink  with  them  fix  nights  in  feven. 
TONSON. 

What  if  from  Van's  dear  arms  I  fhould  retire, 
And  once  more  warm  my  Bunnians  §  at  your  fire; 
If  I  to  Bow-ftreet  fhould  invite  you  home, 
And  fet  a  bed  up  in  my  dining  room, 
Tell  me,  dear  Mr.  Congreve,  would  you  come  ? 

CONGREVE. 

Though  the  gay  failor  and  the  gentle  knight, 
Were  ten  times  more  my  joy  and  heart's  delight, 
Though  civil  perfons  they,  you  ruder  were, 
And  had  more  humours  than  a  dancing  bear ; 
Yet  ft  r  your  fake  I'd  bid  them  both  adieu. 
And  live  and  die,  dear  Bob,  with  only  you. 

*  The  dialed  of  the  elder  Ton  Con. 

•t  SirKiciiard  Temple,  afterwards  Lord  Cobhaai. 

|  Jacob's  term  for  hi*  corns. 


HORACE,  BOOK  III.    ODE  XXI. 

TO   HIS  CASK. 
I. 

HAIL,  gentle  calk,  whofe  venerable  head 

With  hoary  down  and  ancient  duft  o'erfpreacT, 
Proclaims,  that  fince  the  vine  firft   brought  thee 
forth 

Old  age  has  added  to  thy  wor^h. 
Whether  the  fprightly  juice  thou  doft  contain, 

Thy  votaries  will  to  wit  and  love, 

Or  fenfelefs  noife  and  lewdnefs  move, 
Or  fleep,  the  cure  of  thefe  and  every  other  pain, 

n. 

Since  to  feme  day  propitious  and  great, 
Juflly  at  firlt  thou  waft  defign'd  by  fate; 

This  day,  the  happieft  of  thy  many  years, 

With  thee  I  will  foi  ger  my  cares  : 
To  my  Corvinus'  health  thou  (halt  go  round, 

(Since  thou  art  ripen'd  for  to-day, 

And  longer  age  would  bring  decay) 
Till  every  anxious  thought  in  the  rich  ftream  be 
drown  *d. 

in. 

To  fhee  my  friend  bis  rough  nefs  fhall  fubmit, 
And  Socrates  himfelf  a  while  forget. 
Thus  when  old  Cato  would  fomerimes  unbend 

The  rugged  ftiffnefs  of  his  mind, 
Stern  and  fevere,  the  Stoic  quaff'd  his  bowl, 

His  frozen  virtue  felt  the  charm, 

And  foon  grew  plcas'd,  and  foon  grew  warm. 
And  blefs'd  the  fprightly  power  that  cheer'd  his 
gloomy  foul. 

IV. 

With  kind  conftraint  ill-nature  thou  doft  bend, 
And  mould  the  fnarling  cynic  to  a  friend. 
The  fage  referv'd,  and  fam'd  for  gravity, 
Finds  all  he  knows  fumm'ci  up  in  thee, 
And  by  thy  power  unlock'd,  grows  eafy,  gay, 

and  free. 
The  fwain,  who  did  fome  credulous  nymph  per- 

To  grant  him  all,  infpir'd  by  thee,  [fuade* 

Devotes  her  to  his  vanity, 
And  to  his  fellow-fops  toafts  the  abandon'd  maid. 

v. 

The  wretch  who,  prefs'd  beneath  a  load  of  cares, 
And  labouring  with  continual  woes,  dcfpairs, 
If  thy  kind  warmth  does  his  chill'd  feni'c  invade, 
From  earth  he  rears  his  drooping  head, 
Reviv'd  by  thee,  he  ceafes  now  to  mourn ; 

His  flying  cares  give  way  to  hafte, 

And  to  the  god  refign  his  breaft, 
Where   hopes  ol  better  days,  and  better  things 
return. 

VI. 

The  labouring  hind,  who  with  bard  toil  and  pains, 
Amidft  his  wants,  a  wretched  life  maintains; 
If  thy  rich  juice  his  homely  (upper  crown, 
Hot  with  thy  fires,  ar.-d  bolder  grown, 
Of  kings,  and  nf  their  arbitrary  power, 
And  how  by  impious  arms  they  reign, 
Fiercely  he  talks  with  rude  difdam, 
And  vows  to  be  a  flave,  to.  be  a  wretch,  no  more. 


\ 
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Fair  qucfn  of  love,  and  thou  great  god  of  wine, ") 
Hear  every  grace,  and  all  ye  powers  divine,        £ 
All  that  to  mirth  and  friendfliip  do  incline,          ) 
Crown  this  auspicious  cafk,  and  happy  night, 
With  all  things  that  ca:>  give  delight; 
Be  every  care  and  anxious  thought  away: 

Ye  tapers  dill  be  bright  and  clear, 

Rival  the  moon  and  each  pale  ifar, 
Your  beams  (hall  yield  to  none  but  his  who  brings 
the  day. 


HORACE,  BOOK  IV.    ODE  I. 

TO  VENUS. 

ONCE  more  the  queen  <f  love  invades  my  bread 
Late,  \i  ith  long  eafe  and  peaceful  pleafures  bled  ; 
Spare,  fpare   the  wretch,   that   ftili  has  been^ 
thy  flave,  t 

And  let  my  former  fervice  have  C 

The  mtrit  to  protect  me  to  the  grave.  J 

Much  am  I  chang'd  from  what  I  once  have  been, 

When  under  Cynera,  the  good  and  fair, 

With  joy  I  did  thy  fetters  wear, 
Blefs'd  in  the  gentle  fway  of  an  indulgent  queen. 
Stiff  and  unequal  to  the  labour  now, 
With  pain  my  neck  beneath  thy  yoke  I  bow. 
Why  tioft  hou  urge  me  ftill  to  bear  ?  Oh  !  whyT 
Doft  thou  not  much  rather  fly 
To  youthful  breads,  to  mirth  and  gaiety  ?  j 

Go,  bid  thy  fwans  their  gloffy  wings  expand, 

And  fwiftly  through  the  yielding  air 

To  Damon  thee  their  goddefs  bear, 
Worthy  to  be  thy  flave,  and  fit  for  thy  command. 
Noble,  and  graceful,  witty,  gay,  and  young, 
Jay  in  his  heart,  love  in  his  charming  tongue. 
Sk'ill'd  in  a  thoufand  foft;  prevailing  arts,  *) 

With  wondrous  force  the  youth  imparts 
Thy  power  to  unexperienc'd  virgins'  hearts.       ) 
Far  fhall  he  dretch  the  hounds  of  thy  command ; 

And  if  thou  (halt  his  wifhes  hlefs, 

Beyond  his  rivals  with  fuccefs, 
In  gold  and  marble  fhall  thy  flames  (land. 
Beneath  the  facred  (hade  of  Odel's  wood, 
.Or  on  the  banks  of  Oufc's  gentle  flood, 
With  odorous  beams  a  temple  he  (hall  raife,       ~) 
For  ever  facred  to  thy  praife,  [decays.  V 

Till  the  fair  dream,  and  wood,  and   love   itfcif  J 
There  while  rich  incenfe  on  thy  altar  burns, 

Thy  votaries,  the  nymphs  and  fwains, 

In  melting  foft  harmonious  drains, 
Mix'd  with  their  fofter   flutes,  (hall  tell    their 

flames  by  turns. 

As  love  and  beauty  with  the  light  are  born, 
So  with  the  day  thy  honours  (hall  return  ; 
Some  lovely  youth, pair'd  with  a  blufliing  maid, } 
A  troop  of  either  frx  fhall  lead,  [tread.  V 

And  twice  the  Salian  meafurcs  round  thy  altar  j 
Thus  with  an  equal  empire  o'er  the  light, 

The  queen  of  love,  and  god  of  wit, 

Together  rife,  together  fit:  [n'ghf' 

But,  godded,  do  thou  day,  and  blefs  alone  the 


There  nsay'ft  thou  reign,  while  I  forget  to  love  ; 

No  more  faile  beauty  (hall  my  paffion  move ; 

Nor  fhall  my  fond  believing  heart  be  led, 

By  mutual  vows  and  oaths  betray'd, 

To  hope  for  truth  from  the  pn.tefting  maid. 

With  love  the  fprightly  joys  of  wine  arc  fled; 

The  rofes  too  fhall  wither  now, 

That  us'd  to  (hade  and  crown  my  brow, 
And  round  my  cheerful  temples  fragrant  odouri 

(hed. 

But  tell  me,  Cynthia,  fay,  bewitching  fair, 
What  mean  thefe  fighs?  why  deals  this  falling  tear  ? 
And  when  my  druggling  thoughts  for  paffage  \ 
Why  did  my  tongue  refufs  to  move  ;      [drove,  > 
Tell  me,  can  this  be  any  thir  g  but  love  ?  J 

Still  with  the  night  my  dreams  my  griefs  renew, 

Still  die  is  prefent  to  my  eyes, 

And  dill  in  vain  I,  as  die  flies, 
O'er  woods,    and  plains,   and  feas,  the  fcornful 
maid  purfue. 


HORACE,  BOOK  I.  EPIST.  IV.  IMITATED. 

TO  RICHARD  TUORNHILt,    ESQj*. 

THORNHILL,  whom  doubly  to  my  heart  commend, 
The  critic's  art,  and  candour  of  a  friend, 
Say  what  thou  dod  in  thy  retirement  find, 
Worthy  the  labours  of  thy  a&ive  mind ; 
Whether  the  tragic  mufe  infpires  thy  thought, 
To  emulate  what  moving  Otway  wrote ; 
Or  whether  to  the  covert  of  tome  grove 
Thou  and  thy  thoughts  do  from  the  world  re 
move, 

Where  to  thyfelf  thou  all  thofe  rules  dod  (how, 
That  good  n:en  ought  to  pradiie,  or  wile  know'. 
For  fure  thy  mafs  of  men  is  no  dull  clay, 
But  well-inform'd  with  the  celeltial  ray. 
The  bounteous  gods,  to  thee  completely  kind, 
In  a  fair  frame  inclos'd  thy  fairer  mind; 
And  though  they  did  profufely  wealth  bedow, 
They  gave  thee  the  true  life  of  wealth  to  know. 
Could  ev'n  the  nurfe  widi  for  her  darling  boy 
A  happinefs  which  thou  dod  net  enjoy ; 
What  can  her  fond  ambition  afk  beyond 
A  foul  by  wifdom's  nobled  precepts  crown'd  ?  ~\ 
To  this  fair  fpeech,  and  happy  utterance  join'd,> 
T'  unlock  the  fecret  treafures  of  the  mind,        3 
And  make  the  bleffmg  common  to  mankind. 
On  thefc  let  health  and  reputation  wait, 
The  favour  of  the  virtuous  and  the  great : 
A  table  cheerfully  and  ckanly  fpread, 
Stranger  alike  to  riot  and  to  need  : 
Such  an  edate  as/io  extremes  may  know, 
A  free  and  jud  difdain  for  all  things  elfe  below. 
Amidd  uncertain  hopes,  and  anxious  cares, 
Tumultuous  drife,  and  miferable  fears, 
Prepare  for  all  events  thy  condan:  bread, 
And  let  each  day  be  to  thee  as  thy  lad, 
That  morning'-  da\va  will  with  new  pleafurerife, 
Whofe  light  fhall  unexpected  blefs  thy  eyes. 

«  Who  fjught  the  duel  wit!i  Sir  Cl'^rr.cn^cy  Djcr:r£. 


P     O     E 

Me,  when  t»  town  in  winter  you  repair, 
Battening  in  eafe  you'll  find,  fleck,  frifk,  and  fair; 
Me,  who  have  learn'd  from  Epicurus'  lore, 
To  fnatch  the  bleflings  of  the  flying  hour, 
Whom  every  Friday  at  the  Vine  *  you'll  find 
Hii  true  difciple,  and  your  faithful  friend. 


THE    UNION. 

WHILE  rich  in  brighteft  red  the  blnfhing  Rofe 
Her  frefheft  opening  beauties  did  difclole ; 
Her,  the  rougli  Thiftle  from  a  neighbouring  field, 
With  fond  defires  and  lover's  ey.n  beheld  : 
Straight  the  fierce  plant  lays  by  his  pointed  darts, 
And  wooes  the  gentle  flower  with  fofter  arts. 
Kindly  fhe  heard,  and  did  his  flame  approve, 
And  own'd  the  warrior  worthy  of  her  love. 
Flora,  whofe  happy  laws  the  fealbns  guide,         "^ 
Who  does  in  fields  and  painted  meads  prefide,    / 
And  crowns  the  garden*  with  their  flowery  f 

pride.  3 

With  pleafure  faw  the  wifbjng  pair  combine,       ~l 
To  favour  what  their  goddefs  did  defign, 
And  bid  them  in  e;ernal  Union  join.  J 

Henceforth,  fhe  faid,  in  each  returning  year, 
One  ftem  the  Thiftle  and  the  Rofe  fhall  bear  : 
The  Thiftle's  lafting  grace,  thou,  O  my  Rofe  ! 

(halt  be, 
The  warlike  Thiftle's  arms,  a  fure  defence  to  thee. 


ON  CONTENTMENT. 

DONE  FROM  THE  LATIN  OF  J.  GERHARD  -J-. 

MANY  that  once,  by  fortune's  bounty  rear'd, 
Amidft  the  wealth  and  the  greut  appear'd; 
Have  wifely  from  thofe  envy'd  heights  declin'd, 
Have  funk  to  that  juft  level  of  mankind, 
Where  nor  too  little  nor  too  much  gives  the  true 
peace  of  mind. 


ON  THE 
LAST   JUDGMENT, 

AND   THE 

HAPPINESS  OF  THE  SAINTS  IN  HEAVEN. 

DONE  FROM  THE    LATIN  OF  J.  GERHARD. 

IN  that  blefs'd  day,  from  every  part,  the  juft, 
Rais'd  from  the  liquid  deep,  or  mouldering  duft, 
The  various  produ>5b  of  time's  fruitful  wonab, 
All  of  pail  ages,  prefent  and  to  come, 
In  fill  aflembly  fhall  at  once  refort, 
And  meet  within  high  heaven's  capacious  court : 
There  famous  names  rever'd  in  days  of  old, 
Our  great  forefathers  there  we  fhall  bdiold, 

*  A  tivern  iu  Long-Acre. 
•f  In  Ins  MeJitaticmcs  Sacrae, 
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From  whom  old  flocks  and  anceftry  began, 
And  worthily  in  long  fucceffion  ran ; 
The  reverend  fires  with  pleafure  fhall  we  greet,") 
Attentive  hear,  while  faithful  they  repeat  / 

Full  many  a  virtuous  deed,  and  many  a  noble  f" 

feat.  J 

There  all  thofe  tender  ties,  which  here  below,  ~\ 
Or  kindred,  or  rnore  facrcd  friencifhip  know,  V 
Firm,  conftant,  and  unchangeable  (hall  ;*row.  ) 
Rcfin'd  from  paffion,  and  the  dreg*  of  fenfe,  ~* 
A  better,  truer,  dearer  love  from  thence, 
It*  everlafting  being  fhal]  commence  :  3 

There,  like  their  days,  their  joys  fliail  ne'er  be") 

done,  [f"nV 

No  night  fhall  rife,  to   (hade  heaven's  glorious  C 
But  one  eternal  holiday  go  on.  j 


COLIN'S  COMPLAINT. 

A    SONO. 
To  tie  funs  of  "  Grim  King  of  tl>e  Gbojls" 

DESPAIRING  befide  a  clear  ftream, 

A  fhepherd  forfaken  was  laid ; 
And  while  a  falfe  nymph  was  his  theme, 

A  willow  fupported  his  head. 
The  wind  that:  blew  over  the  plain, 

To  his  fighs  with  a  figh  did  repry  ; 
And  the  broi.k,  in  return  to  his  pain, 

Ran  mournfully  murmuring  by. 

Alas,  filly  fwain  that  I  was ! 

Thus  fadly  complaining,  he  cry'd, 
When  firft  I  beheld  that  fair  face, 

'Twere  better  by  far  I  had  dy'd. 
She  talk'd,  and  I  blefs'd  the  dear  tongue; 

Wru-n  fhe  fmi!'d,  'twas  a  pleafure  too  great. 
I  liften'd,  and  cry'd,  when  fhe  fung, 

Was  nightingale  ever  io  fwect  ? 

How  foolifh  was  I  to  believe 

She  could  doat  on  fo  lowly  a  clown, 
Or  that  her  fond  heart  would  not  grieve, 

To  forfake  the  fine  folk  of  the  town  ? 
To  think  that  a  beauty  fo  gay, 

So  kind  and  fo  conftant  would  prove; 
Or  g'>  clad  like  our  maidens  in  grey, 

Or  live  in  a  cottage  on  love  ? 

What  though  I  have  (kill  to  complain, 

Though  the  mules  my  temples  have  crown'd; 

What  though,  when  they  hear  my  foft  ftrain, 
The  virgins  fit  weeping  around. 

Ah,  Colin,  thy  hopes  are  in  vain, 

Thy  pipe  and  thy  laurel  refign  ; 

Thy  falfe  one  inclines  to  a  fwain, 
Whole  mufic  is  fweeter  than  thine. 

And  you,  ir.y  companions  fo  dear, 

Who  forrow  to  lee  me  betray'd, 
Whatever  I  differ,  forbear, 

Forbear  to  accafc  the  falfe  maid, 
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Though  through  the  wide  world  I  fhould  range, 
'Tis  in  vain  from  my  fortune  t<>  fly; 

Twas  hers  to  be  falfc  and  to  change, 
Tis  mine  to  be  conftant  and  die. 

If  while  my  hard  fate  I  fnftain, 

In  her  breall  any  pity  is  found, 
Let  her  c'>me  with  the  nymphs  of  the  plain, 

And  fee  me  laid  low  in  the  ground. 
The  laft  humble  boon  that  I  crave, 

Is  to  fhade  me  with  cyprefs  and  yew ; 
Jknd  when  (he  looks  down  on  my  grave, 

Let  her  own  that  her  fhepherd  was  true. 

Then  to  her  new  love  let  her  go, 

And  deck  her  in  golden  array, 
Be  fineft  at  every  fine  fhow, 

And  frolic  it  all  the  long  day; 
While  Colin,  forgotten  and  gone, 

No  more  (hall  he  talk'd  of,  or  feen, 
Unlcfs  when  beneath  the  pale  moon, 

His  ghoft  fhall  glide  over  the  green. 


*EPLY,  BY  ANOTHER  HAND. 


YE  winds  to  whom  Colin  complains, 

In  ditties  fo  fad  and  fo  fweet, 
-  Believe  me,  the  fhepherd  but  feigns 

He's  wretched,  to  (how  he  has  wit. 
No  charmer  like  Colin  can  move, 

And  this  it  fome  pretty  new  art ; 
Ah  !  Colin's  a  juggler  in  love,       ' 

And  likes  to  play  tricks  with  my  heart. 

ii. 
When  he  will,  he  can  figh  and  look  pale, 

Seem  doleful  and  alter  his  face, 
Can  tremble,  and  alter  his  tale, 

Ah  ;   Colin  has  every  pace  : 
The  willow  my  rover  prefers 

To  the  breaft,  where  he  once  beg'd  to  lip, 
And  the  ftream,  that  he  fwells  with  his  tears, 

Are  rivals  belov'd  more  than  I. 

in. 
His  head  my  fond  bofom  would  bear, 

And  my  heart  would  foon  beat  him  to  reft; 
Let  the  fwain  that  is  flighted  defpair, 

But  Colin  is  only  in  jefl : 
No  death  the  deceiver  defigns, 

Let  the  maid  that  is  ruin'd  dcfpcir  ; 
For  Colin  but  dies  in  his  lines, 

And  gives  himfelf  that  modifh  air. 

IV. 

Can  fhepherds  bred  far  from  the  court, 

So  wittily  talk  of  their  flame  ? 
But  Colin  makes  paffion  his  fport, 

Beware  of  fo  fatal  a  game  : 
My  voice  of  no  mufic  can  boaft, 

Nor  my  perfon  of  ought  that  is  fine, 
But  Colin  may  find,  to  his  coft, 

A  face  that  is  fairer  than  mine. 


Ah  '   then  I  will  break  my  lov'd  rrook, 

To  thee  I'll  bequeath  all  nir  fluep, 
And  die  in  the  much-favour'd  brook, 

Where  Colin  d<>es  now  fit  and  weep  i 
Then  mourn    he  fad  fate  that  you  gave, 

In  fonnets  (<>  fmooth  and  divine  ; 
Perhaps,  I  may  rife  from  my  grave, 

To  hear  fuch  loft  mufic  as  thine. 

VI. 

Of  the  violet,  daify,  and  rofe, 

The  heart's  cafe,  the  lily,  and  pink, 
Did  thy  fingers  a  garland  compofe, 

And  crown'd  by  the  rivulet's  brink; 
How  oft,  my  deaT,  fwain,  did  I  fwear, 

How  much  my  fond  love  did  admire 
Thy  verfes,  thy  fhape,  and  thy  air, 

Though  deck'd  in  thy  rural  attire ! 

VII 

Your  fheep-hook  you  rul'd  with  fuch  art, 

Thar  all  your  fmall  fubjeds  obey'd  ; 
And  flill  you  reign  d  king  of  this  heart, 

Whofe  paffion  you  falfely  upbraid 
Ho\v  often,  my  fwain,  have  I  faid, 

Thy  arms  are  a  palace  to  me, 
And  how  well  I  could  live  in  a  fhade, 

Though  adorn'd  with  nothing  but  thee ! 

VIII. 

Oh  !  what  are  the  fparks  of  the  town, 

Though  never  fo  fine  and  fo  gay  ? 
I  freely  would  leave  the  beds  of  down, 

For  thy  breaft  on  a  bed  of  new  hay  : 
Then,  Colin,  return  once  again, 

Again  make  me  happy  in  love, 
Let  me  find  thee  a  faithful  true  fwain, 

And  as  cunflant  a  nymph  1  will  prove. 


EPIGRAM 

On  a  Lady  tubo  Jbed  her  Water  at  feeing  tie  Tra 
gedy  of  Cato  ;  occajioned  l>y  (in  £j  igraat  on  a  JLady 
•who  ivept  at  it. 

WHILST  maudlin  Whigs  deplore  their  Cato'sfate, 
Still  with  dire  eyes  the  Tory  Ceha's  fate  ; 
But  though  the  pride  forbade  her  eyes  to  flow, 
The  gufhing  waters  found  a  vent  below. 
Though    fecret   yet    with    copious    dreams    fhe 

mourns, 

Like  twenty  river-gods  with  all  their  urns. 
Let  others  fcrew  an  hypocritic  face, 
She  fhows  her  grief  in  a  fincerer  place  ! 
Here  nature  reigns,  and  paffion  void  of  art  ; 
For  this  road  leads  directly  to  the  heart. 


IMITATED  IN  LATIN. 

PLORAT  fata  fiii  duni  cxtera  turba  Catonis^ 
Ecce  '.   oailis  ficcis  C.xlia  fixa  fedet ; 

At  quarquam  lacrymis  faftus  vetat  ora  rigarl, 
Invencre  viam  qu \  per  opaca  fluani : 


POEMS. 


Clam  dolet  ilia  quidem,  manat  tamen  humor  a- 
Numints  ex  urna1,  ceu  fluvialis  aqua.        [bunde, 

Diftorq'jent  alix  vultus,  fimulantque  dolorem  : 
Quse  mage  fincera  eft  Cxlia  partc  dolet. 

Qna  mera  Datura  eft,  non  perfenata  per  artem, 
Q^aque  itur  re&a  cordis  ad  ima  via. 


M 


C  E  N  A  S. 


Vcrffs  occasioned  by  the  Honours  conferred  on  the  Right 
Honourable  the  Earl  of  Halifax,  1714  ;  being  that 
year  in/lulled  Knight  »f  the  Mojl  Noble  Order  of 
the  Garter. 

PHOEBUS  and  Caspar  once  confpir'd  to  grace 
A  noble  knight  of  ancient  Tufcan  race. 
The  monarch,  greatly  confcious  of  his  worth, 
From  books  and  his  retirement  call'd  him  forth  ; 
Adorn'd  the  patriot  with  the  civic  crown, 
The  cental's  fafces  and  patrician  gown  : 
The  world's  whole  wealth  he  gave  him  to  beftow, 
And  teach  the  ftreams  of  treaiure  where  to  flow  : 
To  him  he  bade  the  fuppliant  nations  come, 
And  on  his  counfels  fix'd  the  fate  of  Rome. 

The  god  of  wit,    who  taught  him  firft  to") 

ftng,  / 

And  tune  high  numbers  to  the  vocal  ftring,        f 

With  jealous  eyes  beheld  the  bounteous  king,     j 

Forbear,  he  cry'd,  to  rob  me  of  niy  mare  ; 
Our  common  favourite  is  our  common  care. 
Honours  and  wealth  thy  grateful  hand  may  give  ; 
But  Phcebus  only  bids  the  poet  live. 
The  fervice  of  his  faithful  heart  is  thine;  ~\ 

There  let  thy  Julian  ftar  an  emblem  fhine  ; 
His  mind,  and  her  imperial  feat  are  mine.  j 

Then  bind  his  brow,  ye  Thcfpian  maids,  he  faid:  ") 
The  willing  mufes  the  command  obey'd, 
And  wove  the  dea-thlefc  laurel  for  his  head.        J 


EPIGRAM 

ON  THE   PRINCE  OF  WALEs's,  THEN   REGENT, 
Appearing  at  the  Fire  in  Spring-Garden,  1746. 

THY  guardian,  bleft  Britannia,  fcorns  to  fleep, 
When  the  fad  fubjects  of  his  father  weep  ; 
Weak  princes  by  their  fears  increafe  diftrefs; 
He  faces  danger,  and  fo  ma^es  it  lefs. 
Tyrants  on  blazing  towns  may  fmile  with  joy; 
He  know?,  tofave,  is  greater  than  defray. 


SONG 
ON  A  FINE  WOMAN  WHO  HAD  A  DULL  HUSBAND. 

i. 

WHEN  on  fair  Celia's  eyes  I  gaze, 
And  blef*  their  )i?bt  divir.c  : 
V./..VI!. 


I  ftand  confounded  with  amaze, 

To  think  on  what  they  (hine. 

ii. 
On  one  vile  clod  of  earth  flic  feems 

To  fix  their  influence  ; 
Which  kindlesnot  at  thofe  bright  beams, 

Nor  wakens  into  feufe. 

in. 
Loft  and  bewilder'd  with  the  thought, 

F  could  not  but  complain, 
That  nature's  lavifli  hand  had  wrought 

This  faireft  work  in  vain. 

IV. 

Thus  fome,  who  have  the  ftars  furvey'd, 

Are  ignorantly  led, 
To  think  thofe  glorious  lamp?  were  made 

To  light  Tom-Fool  to  bed. 


OCCASIONED  BY 

HIS  FIRST  VISIT  TO  LADY  WARWICK, 

AT  HOLLAND   HOUSE. 
t. 

HEARING  that  Chloe's bower crownM         '- 

The  fummit  of  a  neighbourirg  hill, 
Where  every  rural  joy  was  found, 
Where  health  and  wealth  were  plac'd  around, 

To  wait  like  fervants  on  her  will. 

n. 
I  went,  and  found  'twas  as  they  faid, 

That  every  thing  look'd  frefh  and  fair; 
Her  herds  in  flowery  pafttires  ftray'd, 
Delightful  was  the  green-wood  fhade, 

And  gently  breath'd  the  balmy  air. 

in. 
But  when  I  found  my  troubled  heart 

Uneafy  grown  within  my  breaft, 
My  breath  come  fhort,  and  in  each  part 
Some  new  diforder  feem  to  ftart, 

Which  pain'd  me  fore  and  broke  my  reft. 

IV. 

Some  noxious  vapour  furc,  I  faid, 

From  thisunwholefome  foil  muft  rife  ; 
Some  fecret  venom  is  convey 'd 
Or  from  this  field,  or  from  that  faade, 

That  does  the  powers  of  life  furprifc. 

v. 
Soon  as  the  flcilful  Leach  beheld 

The  change  that  in  my  health  was  growri* 
Blame  not,  he  cry'd,  nor  wood  nor  field  ; 
Difeafes  which  fuch  fymptoms  yield, 

Proceed  from  Chloe's  eyes  alone. 

VI. 

Alike  fhe  kills  in  every  air, 

The  ccldeft  breaft  her  beauties  warm  ; 
And  though  the  fever  took  you  there, 
If  Chloe  had  not  been  fo  fair, 

The  place  had  never  done  you  harm. 
K. 
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STANZAS  TO  LADY  WARWICK, 
ON  MR.  ADDISON'S  GOING  TO  IRELAND. 

i. 

YE  god§  and  Nereid  nymphs  vl.o  rule  the  fea  '. 
Who  chain  loud  ftorms,  and  ftill  the  raging 

main ! 

With  care  the  gentle  Lycidas  convey, 
And  bring  the  faithful  lover  fafe  again. 

11. 
When  Albion's  fhore  with  cheerlefs  heart  he  lefc, 

Penfn  •.-  and  fa:l  upon  the  deck  he  flood, 
Of  every  joy  in  Ch'.oe's  eyes  bereft, 

And  wept  his  forrovvs  in  the  fwclling  flood. 

in. 
Ah,  faireft  maid !  whom,  as  I  well  divine, 

The  righteous  gods  his  juft  reward  ordain  ; 
For  his  return  thy  pious  wifhes  join, 

That  thou  at  length  may'ft  pay  him  for  his  pain. 

IV. 

And  fmcc  his  love  does  thine  alone  purfue, 

In  arts  unpradtis'd  and  unus'd  to  range  ; 
I  charge  thec  be  by  his  example  true, 

And  fhun  thy  fex's  inclination,  change. 

v. 
When  crowds  of  youthful  lovers  round  thee  wait, 

And  tender  thoughts  in  fweeteft  words  impart ; 
When  thou  art  woo'd  by  titles,  wealth,  and  ftate, 

Then  think  on  Lycidas,  and  guard  thy  heart. 

VI. 

When  the  gay  theatre  fhall  charm  thy  eyes, 

When  artful  wit  fhall  fpeak  thy  beauty's  praife; 

When  harmony  fhall  thy  foft  foul  furprife, 
Soothe  all  thy  1'enfes,  and  thy  paflions  raife : 

VII. 

Arr.idlt  whatever  various  joys  appear, 

Yet  breathe  one  figh,  for  one  fad  minute  mourn ; 

Nor  let  thy  heart  know  one  delight  fincere, 
Till  thy  own  trueft  Lycidas  return. 


THE  VISIT. 

WIT  aid  beauty  t'other  day, 

Chanc'd  to  take  me  in  their  way ; 

And,  to  make  the  favour  greater, 

Brought  the  graces  and  good-nature, 

Converfarion  care-beguiling, 

Joy  in  dimples  ever  fmiling, 

*\l\  ti:e  pkafures  here  below, 

Meti  can  afk,  or  gods  beftow. 

A  jolly  train,  believe  me  !  No  : 

There  were  but  two,  Lepell  *  and  How. 


THE  CONTENTED  SHEPHERD. 

TO   MRS.  A——  D— — f. 
I. 

As  on  a  fummer's  day 

*n  the  greenwood  lhade  I  lay, 

•  Afterwards  the  celebrated  Lady  H«r»ey. 
t  Aft«rwar4«  hi*  wife, 


GURU  V. 

The  maiil  that  1  lov  d, 
A->  her  fjncy  iiiov'd, 
;amc  walking  forth  that  way. 

n. 

And  as  fhe  patted  by 
Wrh  a  fcornful  glance  of  her  eyfk 
Wliat  a  (harne,  quoth  flic, 

I  wain  mull  it  be, 
Like  a  lazy  loon  for  to  die  ! 

in. 

And  doft  thou  nothing  heed, 
What  Pan  our  £od  has  decreed; 
What  a  prize  to-day 
Shall  be  given  away, 
To  the  fweeteft  Shepherd's  reed! 

IV. 

There's  not  a  fmglefv.ai.i 
Of  all  this  fruitful  plain, 

But  with  hopes  and  fears 

Now  bufily  prepares 
The  bonny  boon  to  gain, 
v. 

Shall  another  maiden  fhine 
In  brighter  array  than  thine  ? 

Up,  up,  dull  fwain, 

Tune  thy  pipe  once  again, 
And  make  the  garland  mine. 

VI. 

Ala«! !  my  love,  he  cry'd, 
What  avails  this  courtly  pride  ? 

Since  thy  dear  defert 

Is  written  in  my  heart, 
What  is  all  the  world  bcfide  ? 

VII. 

To  me  thou  art  more  gay, 
In  thi*  homely  ruffet  gray, 

Than  the  nymphs  of  our  green, 

So  trim  and  fo  (been  ; 
Or  the  brighteft  queen  of  May. 

VIII. 

What  though  my  fortune  frown, 
And  deny  thte  a  filken  gown ; 
My  own  deaf  maid, 
Be  content  with  this  fhade, 
Aud  a  fliepherd  all  thy  own. 


SONG. 

AH    WILLOW. 

TO  THE   SAME  IN   HER  SICKNESI. 


To   the  brook  and  the  willow  that  heard  hint 
complain, 

Ah  willow,  willow. 
Poor  Colin  fat  weeping,  and  told  them  his  pain; 

Ah  willow,  willow ;  ah  willow,  willow. 

n. 
Sweet  ftream,  he  cry'd  fadly ,  I'll  teach  thec  to  flow. 

Ah  willow,  &c. 
And  the  waters  fhall  rife  to  the  brink  with  my  woe. 

Ah  willow,  &c. 


p   d 
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All  refclefs  and  painful  poor  Amorct  lies, 

Ah  willow,  &c. 
And  counts  the  iad  moments  of  time  as  it  flies. 

Ah  willow,  &c. 

IV. 

To  the  nymph  my  heart  loves,  ye  foft  Cumbers 

repair  ; 

Ah  willow,  8f.c. 
Spread  your  downy  wings' o'er  her,  and  make  her 

your  care. 
Ah  willow,  £.c. 

v. 
Dear  brook,  were  thy  chance  near  her  pillow  to 

crtcp, 

Ah  willow,  &c. 

Perhaps  thy  foft  murmurs  might  loll  her  to'ilitep. 
Ah  willow,  &'c. 

v1!. 

Let  me  be  kept  waking,  my  eyes  never  clofe, 

Ah  willow.  See. 
So  the  fleep  that  I  lofe  brings  my  fair  one  repofe, 

All  willow,  &c. 

VII. 

But  if  1  am  doom'd  to  be  wretched  indeed  ; 

Ah  willow,  &c. 
If  the  lof$  of  my  dear  one,  my  love  is  decreed  ; 

Ah  willow,  tic. 

viu. 

If  no  more  my  fad  heart  by  thofc  eyes  faal!  be 
cheer'd ; 

Ah  willow,  &c. 
If  the  voice  of  my  warbler  no  more  fh'all  be  heard; 

Ah  willow,  c£c. 

IX. 

Believe  me,  thou  fair  one  ;  tho'u  dear  one,  bclit-ve, 

Ah  willow,  &c. 
Few  (ighs  to  thy  lofs,  and  few  tears  will  I  give. 

Ah  willow,  &c. 

x. 
One  fate  to  thy  Colin  and  thee  fhall  be  ty'd,    • 

Ah  willow,  &.c. 
And  foon  lay  thy  fhepherd  clofe  by  thy  cold  ficfc. 

Ali  willow,  &c. 

Then  run,  o-entle  brook  ;  and  to  lofe  thyfclf,  hade; 

Ah  willow,  willow.. 
Fade  thou  too,  my  willow,  this  vei.fs  is  my  laft  ; 

Ah  wilLw,  willow;  ah  wallow,  v.i!!ow. 


TO  THE  SAME,  SINGING. 


WHAT  charms  in  melody  are  found 

To  foften  every  pain  !  . 
How  do  we  catch  the  healing  found, 

And  feel  the  foothing  {train  ! 

11. 
Still  when  I  hear  the?,  O  my  fair, 

I  bid  my  heart  rejoice  ; 
I  (hake  off  every  i'ullen  care, 

For  forrow  fli«s  thy  Voice, 


The  feafons  Philomel  obey, 
Whene'er  they  hear  her  iing  : 

She  bids  the  winter  fly  away, 
And  ftie  recalls  the  fpriug. 


ONG. 


SINCE  I  have  long  low'd  you  in  vain, 

And  d  >uted  on  every  feature  ; 
Give  me  at  length  but  leave  to  complain 

Of  To  ungrateful  a  creature. 
Though  I  beheld  jn  your  wandering  eyes 

The  v/anton  fymptoms  of  ranging  j 
;  Still  Ircfuly'd  i'.gainft  being  wife, 

And  lov'd  you  in  fpite  of  your  changing. 

<HE. 
Why  Humid  you  blame  what  heaven  has  mads, 

Or  find  any  fault  in  creation  ? 
'  I'is  not  the  crime  of  the  faichkfs  maid, 

But  nature's  inclination. 
'  J'is  not  becaufe  1  love  you  lef% 

Or  think  you  not  a  true  one  ; 
But  if  the  truth  I  muft  confqfs, 

I  always,  lov'd  a  new  one. 


LORD    WARWICK, 

ON  U13    BIRTH-DAY. 

WIIEK,  fraught  vviih  all  that  grateful  niinds  caa 

move,. 

With  friendtTiip,  tendernefs,  rcfped,  and  love  ; 
The  mufe  liad  wilh'd,  on  this  returning  day4 
Something  mo  ft  worthy  of  herfelf  to  fay  : 
To  Jove  Ihe  orTer'd  up  an  humble  prayer, 
to  take  the  noble  Warwick  to  his  care. 
Give  him,  fhe  faid,  whatc'er  diviner  grace 
Adorn*  .the  fjul,  or  beautifies  the  fact;  ; 
L-. :.  ntanly  ronilanry  confirm  his  truth, 
And  ^ectlell  manucis  crown  his  blooming  youth* 
Give  him  to  fame,  to  virtue  to  afpire, 
VV.orthy  our  longs  and  thy  informing  fire  : 
All  various  prail'e,  all  honours,  let  him  prove, 
Lut  men'r.drmre,  and  Cghing  virgins  love  : 
V/ich  honed  zeal  infiame  his  generout  mind, 
To  love  his  country,  and  protect  mankind. 
Attentive  to  her  prayer,  the  god  reply'd, 
Why  doft  thou  afk  what  has  not  been  deny'd  ? 
Jove's  bounteous  hr.nd  has  iaviih'd  all  his  power. 
And  makin.ir  what  he  is,  can  add  no  more. 
Yet  lince  I  joy  i:i  what  I  did  create,  -^ 

J  will  prolong  the  favourite  Warwick's  fate,       / 
And  lengthen  cut  his  ycvsis  to  fome  uncommon  r 

Sij 
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LADY    JANE    VTHARTON, 

ON  HER  STUDYING  THE   GLOBE. 

WHILE  o'er  the  globe,  fair  nymph,  your  fearches 

run, 

And  trace  its  rolling  circuit  round  the  fun, 
You  fcem'd  the  world  beneath  you  to  furvey, 
With  eyes  ordain'd  to  give  its  people  day. 
With  two   fair   lamps  methought   your   nations 

Ihore, 

While  ours  are  poorly  lighted  up  by  one. 
How  did  thofe  rays  your  happier  empire  gi'd! 
How  clothe  the  ilmvery  mead  and  fruitful  field  ! 
Your  earth  was  in  eternal  fpring  array'd, 
And  laughing  joy  a  in  id  ft  its  natives  play'd. 

Such  is  their  day,  but  cheerlefs  is  their  night, 
No  friendly  moon  reflc&s  your  abfent  light : 
And,  oh  !  when  yet' ere  many  years  are  part, 
Thofe  beams  on  other  objects  fhall  be  plac'd, 
When  feme  y<>ung  hero  with  refiftlefs  art, 
Shall   draw  thofe   eyes,    and  warm   that   virgin 

heart : 

How  fliall  your  creatures  then  their  lofs  deplore, 
And  want  thofe  funs  that  rife  for  them  no  more  ? 
The  blifs  you  give  will  be  confin'd  to  one, 
And  for  his  fake  your  world  mud  be  undone. 


MRS.    P  U  L  T  E  N  E  Y. 

UPON    HER  GOING  ABROAD. 

TIR'D  with  the  frequent  mifchiefs  of  her  eyes, 
To  diftant  climes  the  fair  Belinda  flies. 
She  fees  her  fpreading  flames  confume  around, 
Aad  not  another  conqueft  to  be  found. 
Secure  in  foreign  realms  at  will  to  reign, 
She  leaves  her  vaflals  here  with  proud  difdain. 
One  only  joy  which  in  her  heart  (he  wears, 
The  clear  companion  of  her  flight  fhe  bears. 
.ALneas  thus  a  burning  town  forfook, 
Thus  into  banifhment  his  gods  he  took  : 
But,  to  retrive  his  native  Troy's  difgrace, 
Fix'd  a  new  empire  in  a  happier  place. 


ODE  FOR  THE  NEW  YEAR,  1716. 

-    I. 

HAIL  to  thee,  glorious  rifmg  year,  [pear  ! 

With  what  uncommon  grace  thy  days  ap- 
Comely  art  thou  in  thy  prime, 
lively  child  c.f  hoary  time  ; 
Where  thy  golden  footfteps  tread, 
Pleafures  all  around  thee  fpread  ; 
Blifs  and  beauty  grace  thy  train  ; 
e,  ftrike  the  lyre  to  force  immortal  ftrain. 
But,  oh  !  what  fkill,  what  mafter  hand, 
Shall  govern  or  ccnflrain  the  wanton  band  ? 
Look  like  my  verfe  they  dance,  zxd  all  \vi;hout 
command. 


Images  of  faircft  things 
Crowd  about  the  fpeaking  firings?' 
Peace  arid  fweet  profp^rity, 
Faith  and  cheerful  loyalty, 
With  fmiling  love  and  dcathlefj  pocfy. 

ii. 

Ye  fcowling  fliades  who  break  away, 
Well  do  ye  fly  and  fhui)  the  purple  day. 
Every  fiend  and  fiend-like  form, 
Black  and  fullcn  as  a  ftorm, 
Jealous  fear,  and  falfe  furmife, 
Danger  with  her  dreadful  eye*, 
Faction,  fnry,  all  are  fled, 
And  bold  rebellion  hides  her  daring  head. 

Behold,  tn'ou  gracious  year,  behold, 
To  whom  thy  treafures  all  thou   {halt  un 
fold, 
For  whom  thy  whiter  days  were  kept  from  times 

of  old  ! 

See  thy  George,  for  this  is  he  ! 
On  his  right  hand  waiting  free, 
Britain  and  fair  liberty  : 
Every  good  is  in  his,  face, 
Every  open  honeft  grace. 
Thou  great  Plantagenet !  immortal  be  thy  race ! 

in. 

See  !  the  facred  fcycn  fprings, 
See  the  glad  promife  of  a  line  of  kings ! 
Royal  youth  !  what  bard  divine, 
Equal  to  a  praife  like  thine, 
Shall  in  fome  exalted  meafure 
Sing  thee,  Britain's  deareft  treafure  ? 
Who  her  joy  in  thee  fhall  tell, 
Who  the  f [rightly  note  fliall  fwell, 
His  voice  attempering  to  the  tuneful  fhcll  ? 

Thee  Audtnard's  recorded  field, 
Bold  in  thy  brave  paternal  bartd,  beheld, 
And  faw  with  hopelefs  heart  thy  fainting  rival 

yield  : 

Troubled  he,  with  fore  difmay, 
To  thy  ftronger  fate  gave  way, 
Safe  beneath  thy  noble  fcorn, 
Wingy-footed  was  he  borne, 
Swift   as  the   fleeting   fhadts  upon    the    golden 
curn. 

IV. 

What  valour,  what  diflinguiflVd  worth, 
From  thee  fhall  lead  the  coming  ages  forth  ? 
Crcfted  helms  and  fhining  fhields, 
Warriors  fam'd  in  foreign  fields ; 
Hoary  heads  with  olive  bound, 
Kings  and  lawgivers  renown'd  ; 
Crowding  ftill  they  rife  anew, 
Beyond  the  reach  of  deep  prophetic  view. 

Young  Auguflus  !  never  ceafe  ! 
Pledge  cf  our  prefent  and  our  future  peace, 
Still  pour  the  blcffings  forth,  and  give  thy  great  in- 

creafe. 

All  the  ftock  that  fate  ordains 
To  fupply  fucceeding  reigns, 
Whether  glory  fliall  infpire 
Gentler  arts  or  martial  fire, 
Still  the  fair  defcent  fhall  be 
Dear  to  Albion  all,  like  tliee, 
Patrons  of  righteous  rules,  and  foes  to  tyranny, 


POEMS. 


Ye  golden  lights  who  (hine  on  high, 
Ye  potent  planets  who  afcend  the  iky, 

On  the  opening  year  difpenfe 

All  your  kindeft  influence ; 

Heavenly  powers  be  all  prepar'd 

For  our  Carolina's  guard  ; 

Short  and  cafy  be  the  pains, 
Which  for  a  nation's  weal  the  heroine  fuftains. 

Britannia's  angel  be  thoti  near; 
The  growing  race  is  fhy  peculiar  care, 
Oh  fpread  thy  facred  wing  above  the  royal  fair. 

George  by  thec  was  wafted  p'er 

To  the  long  expe&ed  fliore  : 

None  prefuming  to  withftand 

Thy  celeftial  armed  hand, 

While,  his  facred  head  to  fhadc, 
The  blended  crofs  on  high  thy  filver  fhield  dif- 
play'd. 

VI. 

But,  oh  !  what  other  form  divine 
Propitious  near  the  hero  feems  to  ihine  I 
Peace  of  mind,  and  joy  ferene, 
In  her  facred  eyes  are  feen, 
Honour  binds  her  mitred  brow. 
Faith  and  truth  befide  her  go, 
With  zeal  and  pure  devotion  bending  low. 
A  thoufand  ftorms  ground  her  threat, 
A  thoufand  billows  roar  beneath  her  feet, 
While,  fix'd  upon  a  rock,  me  keeps  her  ftable  feat. 
Still  in  fign  of  fure  defence, 
Truft  and  mutual  confiderxe, 
On  the  monarch,  (landing  by 
Still  (he  bends  her  gracious  eye, 
Nor  feats  her  foes  approach,  while  heaven  and  he 
are  nigh. 

VII. 

Hence  then  with  every  anxious  care  ! 
Be  gone,  pale  envy,  and  thou  cold  defpair  ! 
Seek  ye  out  a  moody  cell, 
Where  deceit  and  treafon  dwell ; 
There  repining-,  raging,  (till 
The  idle  air  with  curfes  fill  ; 
There  blaft  the  pathlefs  wild,  and  the  bleak  nor 
thern  hill ; 

There  your  exile  vainly  moan  ; 
There  where,  with  murmurs  horrid  as  your 

own, 
Beneath  the  (weeping  winds,  the  bending  forefts 

groan ; 

But  thou,  hope,  with  fmiling  cheer, 
Do  thou  bring  the  ready  year; 
See  the  hours !  a  chofen  band  ! 
See  with  jocund  looks  they  (land, 
A^l  iu  their  trim  array,  and  waiting  for  com- 
niand. 

VIII. 

The  welcome  train  begins  to  move, 
Hope  leads  Jncreafe  and  chafte  connubial  love; 
Flora  fweet  her  bounty  fpreads, 
Smelling  gardens,  painted  meads ; 
Ceres  crowns  the  yellow  plain  ; 
Pan  rewards  the  fhepherd's  pain ; 
All  is  plenty,  all  is  wealth, 
And  on  the  balmy  air  fits  rofy  c<)lour'd.  health. 


I  hear  the  mirth,  I  hear  the  land  rejoice, 
Like  many  water?  fwells  the  pealing  noifc, 
While  to  their  monarch,  thus,  they  raife  the  public 

voice. 

Father  of  thy  country,  hail ! 
Always  every  where  prevail ; 
Pious,  valiant,  juft,  and  wife, 
Better  funs  for  thee  arife, 
Purer  breezes  fan  the  fkies, 
Earth  in  fruits  and  flowers  is  dreft, 
J->y  abounds  in  every  breaft, 
For  thec  thy  people  all,  for  .thee  the  year  n  bleft. 


SONG 

FOR. 


THE  KING'S  BIRTH-DAY,   MAY  28.  1716. 


LAY  thy  flowery  garlands  bf, 

Ever-blooming  gentle  May  ; 

Other  honours  now  are  nigh  ; 

Other  honours  fee  we  pay. 

Lay  thy  flowery  garlands  by,  &c. 

n. 

Majefty  and  great  renown 
Wait  thy  beamy  brow  to  crown. 
Parent  of  our  hero,  thou, 
George  on  Britain  did  ft  beftovv. 
Thee  the  trumpet,  thee  the  drum. 
With  the  plumy  helm,  become  : 
Tfcee  the  fpcar  and  fhining  fhield, 

With  every  trophy  of  the  warlike  field. 
in. 

Call  thy  better  blefiltigs  forth, 
For  the  honour  of  his  birth  : 

Still  the  voice  of  loud  commotion, 
Bid  complaining  murmurs  ceafe, 

Lay  the  billows  of  the  ocean ; 
And  copipofe  the  land  in  peace. 
Call  thy  better,  ckc. 

IV. 

Qneen  of  odours,  fragrant  May, 
For  this  boon,  this  happy  day, 
Janus  with  the  double  face 
Shall  to  thee  refign  his  place, 
Thou  (halt  rule  with  better  gra.ce  t 
Time  from  thee  (hall  wait  his  doom. 
And  thou  (halt  lead  the  year  for  every  age  to  come4 
v. 

Faireft  month,  in  Cxfar  pride  thee, 
Nothing  like  h;m  canft  thou  bring, 

Though  tlie  graces  fmile  befide  thee  : 
Though  thy  bounty  gives  the  fpring. 

VI. 

Thwugh  like  Flora  thou  array  thee, 

Finer  than  the  painted  bow; 
Carolina  lhall  repay  thee 

Ail  thy  fweetnefs,  all  thy  fliovv. 

VII. 
She  herfelf  a  glory  greater 

Than  thy  golden  fun  difclofes; 
And  her  fmiling  offspring  fweeter 

Than  the  bloom  of  all  thy  rofcs, 
K  iij 
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ODE  FOR  THE  NEW  YE  A  P.,  1-17. 

. 

i. 

WINTER  '.  thou  hoary  venerable  fire, 
All  richly  in  thy  furry  nvntle  clad; 
What  thoughts  of  mirth  can  feeble  age  inrpire, 
To  make  Vliy  careful  wrinkled  brow  I'o  glad 

n. 

Now  I  fee  the  reafon  plain, 
Kow  1  fee  thy  jolly  train  ; 
Snowy-headed  winter  leads. 
Spring  and  fummer  next  fucceccls ; 
Yellow  autum  brings  the  rear, 
Thou  art  father  of  the  year  : 

in. 

While  from  the  frofty  mellow'd  earth 
Abounding  plenty  takes  her  birth, 
.The  confcious  fire  exulting  fees 
The  feafons  fpread  their  rich  incraafe  ; 
So  dufky  night  and  chaos  fmil'd 
On  beauteous  form,  their  lovely  child. 

IV. 

O  fair  variety  ! 

What  blifs  thou  doft  fupply  '. 

The  foul  brings  forth  the  fa?r 

To  deck  the  charging  year. 

When  our  old  pleafurcs  die, 

Some  new  one  ftill  is  nigh  ; 

Oh  !  fair  variety  '. 

v. 

Our  paffions,  like  the  feafons,  turn ; 
And  now  we  laugh,  and  now  we  mourc. 
Britannia  late  opprefs'd  with  dread, 
Hung  her  declining  drooping  head  : 
A  better  vifage  now  flic  wears, 
And  now  at  once  (he  quits  her  fears  : 
Strife  and  war  no  more  (he  knows, 
Rebel  fans- nor  foreign  foes. 

VI. 

Safe  beneath  her  mighty  mafler, 

In  fecurity  foe  fits ; 
Plants  her  loofe  foundations  f after, 

And  her  iorrows  paft  forget  s. 

VII. 

Happy  ifle  '.  the  care  of  heaven, 
To  the  guardian  hero  given, 
Unrepining  ftill  obey  him, 
Still  with  love  and  .iluty  pay  him. 

Vlll. 

Though  he  parted  from  thy  fhore. 
While  conteftmg  kings  attend  him; 

Could  he,  Britain,  give  thee  more 
Than  the  pledge  he  left  behind  him  ? 


ODE  TO  PEACE, 

TOR    THE    YEAR 
1. 


THOD  fan-eft,  fweetcft  daughter  of  the  Ikies, 
Indulgent,  gentle,  life-restoring  peace  I 

With  what  aufpicious  beauties  aoft  thou  rife. 
And  Britain's  new-revolving  Janus  blefs . 


Hoary  winter  fmiles  before  tiiec, 

Dances  merrily  along  : 
Houfs  and  feafons  al!  adore  thee, 
And  for  thee  are  ever  young  : 
Kvcr,  goudefs,  thus  appear, 
Ever  lead  the  j'y'u'.  year. 

in. 

n  thee  the  night,  in  thee  the  day  is  blefi; 
n  thee  the  deareR  of  tb<  purple  eaft  : 
Tis  thine  immortal  pleasures  to  impart, 
Mirth  to  infpirr,  ar.d  raiR-  the  di  coping  heart 
To  thee  the  pipe  and  <u  icful  firing  belong, 
Thou  theme  eternal  for  the  poet's  long. 

IV. 

the  golden  lyre, 

Ye  Heliconian  cl.oir; 

Sivell  every  note  i'il]  higher, 

And  melody  infpire 

At  heaven  and  earth's  defire. 

y- 

Hark,  how  the  founds  agrep, 
With  due  complacency ! 
Sweet  peace,  'tis  all  by  thee. 
For  thou  art  harmony. 

VI. 

Who,  by  nature's  faired  creature*, 
Can  defcribc  her  heavenly  features  ? 
What  comparifon  can  fit  her  ? 
Sweet  are  rofes,  fhe  is  fweetcr  ; 
Light  is  good,  but  peace  is  better. 
Would  you  fee  her  fi.ch  as  Jove 
Form'd  for  univerfa!  love, 
Blefs'd  by  men  and  gods  above  ? 
Would  you  every  feature  trace, 
Every  fweetly  fmijirg  grace  .' 
Seek  our  Carolina's  face. 

VII, 

Peace  and  (he  are  B.itain's  treafures, 
Fruitful  in  eternal  pleafures  : 
btiil  their  bounty  {hall  increafe  us, 
Still  their  fmiling  offspring  blefs  u=. 
Hapvyday,  when  each  was  given 
By  Casfar  and  indulging  heaven. 

CHORUS. 

Hail,  ye  celeftial  pair  ! 

Still  let  Britannia  be  ycnr  care, 

And  Peace  and  Carolina  crown  the  year. 


ODE 

FOR  THE   KING'S  BIRTH-DAT,  IJlS. 
I. 

OH  touch  the  firing,  celeftial  mufe,  an  d  fa 
Why  are  peculiar  times  and  feafons  bleft  ? 
Is  it  in  fate,  that  one  diftinguifh'd  day 

Should  with  more  hallow'd  purplepaint  the  eaft  ? 

It. 

Look  on  life  and  nature's  race  ! 
How  the  carelefs  minutes  paTs, 
How  they  wear  a  common  face  : 
One  is  what  another  was ! 
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Till  the  happy  her-)'?  iv^rth 
Bid  the  feftival  ftand  forth  ; 
Ti1!  the  golden  light  he  crown, 
Till  he  mark  it  for  his  own. 

in. 
How  had  this  glorious  morning  been  forgot, 

Unthougbt-oi"  as  the  things  that  never  were  ; 
Had  not  our  greateft  Cajfar  been  its  lot, 

And  call'd  it  from  amongfl  the  vulgar  year  ! 

IV. 

Ninv,  nature,  be  gay 
In  the  pride  of  thy  May, 
To  c*urt  let  thy  graces  repair  : 
Let  Flora  beftow 
The  crown  from  her  brow, 
For  our  brighter  Britannia  to  wear. 

v. 
Through  every  language  of  thy  peopled  earth, 

Far  as  the  lea's  or  Cafar'*  ijiiluer.ee  goes, 
Let  thankful  nations  celebrate  his  birth, 
And  blefs  the  author  of  the  world's  repofe. 

VI. 

Let  Volga  tumbling  in  cafcades, 

And  Po  that  glides  through  poplar  fhades, 
And  Tagns  bright  in  fands  of  gold, 
Atid  Arethufa,  rivers  old, 

Thc'ir  great  deliverer  fing. 
Not,  Danube,  thou  w-hofe  winding  flood 
So  long  has  blufh'd  with  Turkifh  blood, 
To  Cxfar  (bail  refufe  a  ftrain, 
Since  now  thy  ftreams  without  a  ilain 

Run  cryilal  as  their  fpring. 

CHORUS. 

To  mighty  George,  that  heals  thy  wounds, 
That  names  thy  kings  and  marks  thy  bounds, 
The  joyful  voice,  O  Europe,  raife  : 
Jn  fhe  ijrfut  Mediator's  praife 
l.tt  a:i  thy  various  tongues  combine, 
A'.d  iiri!;ii::'s  feftival  be  thine. 


ODE  TO  THE  THAMES*, 
run  THE  VE/.R  i;  19. 

i. 

KINO  of  ;h-  i'j'  d-(  whom  friendly  fbrs  ordain 
To  fold  alternate  in  thy  winding  train, 
'!  h"  lofty  p:ihce  and  the  fertile  vale; 
Kiiig  of  the  floods,  Britannia's  darling,  hail ! 
flail  with  the  year  fo  well  begun, 
And  bid  his  each  revolving  fun, 
Taught  by  thy  dreams,  in  fmooth  fuccefiofl  run. 

ii. 
'  From  thy  r.ever-faiiing  ::rn, 

Flowers,  bloom  and  i'.iir  i::creaft: 
With  the  feafons  take  their  turn; 

r i oni  thy  tributary  feas 
Tide-,  of  various  wealth  attend  thee  ; 
Seas  and  feafons  all  befriend  thee. 

in. 

Here  on  thy  banks,  to  mate  the  ikies, 
Auguilu's  h.iliow'd  domes  arife  ; 

*  Th'w  «d?  was  written  for  Rowe  by  Mr.  Jeffreys,  ar::i 
claimed  by  liiinia  UU  wotk.*,  p.  57. 


And  there  thy  ample  bofom  p~urs 

Her  numerous  fouls  and  floating  towers  ; 

Whoii- terrors  late  to  vanquifh'd  Spain  were  known, 

And  ./Etna  fbook  with  thunder  not  her  own. 

IV. 

Fulleft  flags  thou  doft  fuP.r.in, 

While  thy  banks  co-ifine  thy  courfc  ; 

Emblem  of  our  C.xfar's  reign, 

Mingling  clemency  and  i'orcc*. 

v. 

So  may'ft  thou  ftill,  fecur'dby  diftant  wars, 
Ne'er  (lain  thy  cryftal  with  domeftic  jars  : 
As  Czfar's  reign,  to  Britain  ever  dear, 
Shall  join  with  thee  to  blefs  the  coming  year. 

VI. 

On  thy  fb;i;ly  margin, 
Care  it*  load  difcharging, 

Is  luli'd  to  gentle  reft  : 
Britain  thus  dif-srming, 
.Nor  no  more  alarming, 

Shall  fleep  on  Cseiar's  breaft. 

VII. 

Sweet  to  diftrefs  is  balmy  fleep, 

To  fleep  aufpicious  dreams, 
Thy  meadows,  Thames,  to  feeding  fhcep, 

To  thirft,  thy  fi'.ver  ftreams  : 
More  fweet  than  all,  the  praife 
Of  Czefar's  golden  days  : 

Caefar's  praife  is  fweeter  ; 

Britain's  pleafure  greater ; 

Still  may  Cscfar's  reign  excel ; 

Swtet  the  praife  of  reigning  well. 

CHORUS- 

Gentle  Janus,  ever  wait, 

As  now,  on  Britain's  kindrft  fate; 

Crown  all  our  vows,  and  all  thy  gifts  bellow; 
Tili  time  no  more  renews  his  date, 

And  Thames  forgets  to  flow. 


THE  STORY  OF  GLAUCUS  AND  SCYLLA. 

FROM  OVID's  METAMORPHOSES,  BOOK  XIII. 

HFRR  cea^'J  the  nymph;  the  fair  affembly  broke; 
The  fea-$reen  Nereids  to  the  waves  betook: 
While  Scylla,  fearful  of  the  .wide-fpread  main, 
Swift  to  the  fater  fiiore  returns  again, 
'('here  o'er  the  fandy  margin,  unarray'd, 
With  printlelt  footfteps  flies  the  bounding  maid  ; 
<  )r  in  forr,e  winding  creek's  fecure  retreat 
She  bathes  her  weary  limbs,  and  fhuns  the  noon 
day's  heat. 

Her  Glaucus  faw,  as  o'er  the  deep  he  rode, 
Nf  w  to  the  feas,  and  late  receiv'd  a  god. 
He  faw,  and  languifh'd  for  the  virgin's  love,       ~\ 
With  many  an  artful  biandifhmcnt  he  fhove       V 
Her  flight  to  hinder,  and  her  fears  remove.         j 
The  more  he  fues,  the  more  fhe  wings  her  flight, 
And    nim!)ly    gains   a    neighbouring    raountain'n 

height, 

Srcep  fhelving  to  the  margin  of  the  flood, 
A  neighbouring  mountain  bare  and  woodlefs  flood; 
Here,  by  the  place  fcrur'd,  her  fteps  fhe  ftay'd, 
And,  trembling  ilii^her  lover's  form  furvsy'd. 
Kiiij 
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His  fliape,  his  hue,  her  troubled  fenfe  appall, 

And  dropping  locks  that  o'er  his  fhoulders  fall ; 

She  lees  his  face  divine,  and  manly  brow, 

Jind  in  a  fifh's  wreathy  tail  below  : 

She  fees,  and  doubts  within  her  anxious  mind, 

"Whether  he  conies  of  god,  or  monfter  kind. 

This  Glaucus  foon  pcrceiv'd;  and,  Oh  '.  forbear^ 

(His hand  fupporting  on  a  rock  lay  near) 

Forbeir,  lie  cry'd,  fond  maid,  this  necdlefs  fcar.j 

Nor  fifh  am  I,  ncr  m miller  of  the  main, 

But  equal  with  the  watery  gods  I  reign  ; 

Nor  Proteus  nor  Palxmon  me  excel, 

Nor  he  whofe  breath  inlpires  the  founding  fliell. 

JAy  birth,  'tis  true,  I  owe  to  mortal  race, 

And  I  myfelf  but  late  a  mortal  was  : 

Ev'n  then  in  feas.and  fieas  alone,  I  joy'd  ; 

The  feas  my  hours,  and  all  my  cares,  employ'd. 

Jn  mefhes  now  the  twinkling  prey  I  drew,    '       ~) 

Now  fkilfully  the  {lender  line  I  threw,' 

And  filent  fate  the  moving  float  to  view.  J 

Not  far  from  fhore,  there  lies  a  verdant  mead, 

"With  herbage  half,  and  half  with  water  fpn;ad  : 

There,  nor  the  horned  heifers  bfrowfmg  ftray, 

"Nor  fhagpy  kids  nor  Wanton  lambkins  play  ; 

There,  nor  the  founding  bees  their  necvtar'cull, 

3^or  rural  fwains  their  genial  chaplets  pull ; 

I^Ior   flocks,  nor  herds,  nor  mowers,  haunt  the 

place, 

To  crop  the  flowers,  or  cut  the  bufhy  grafs  : 
Thither,  fure  firft  of  living  race  came  I, 
And  fat  by  chance,  my  dropping  nets  to  dry. 
3vty  fc,a1y  prize,  in  ordtr  all  difplay'd,  • 
3y  number  on  the  green-fword  there  I  lay'd, 
My  captives,  whom  or  in  my  nets  I  took, 
Or  hung  utiwary  on  my  wily  hook. 
Strapge  to  behold  !  yet  what  avails  a  lie  ! 
3  faw  them  bite  the  grafs,  as  I  fate  by; 
Then  fudden  darting  o'er  the  verdant  plain, 
They  fprcad  their  fmns,  as  in  their  native  main  : 
1  p;ius'd,  with  wonder  ftruck,  while  all  my  prey 
4-«eft  their  new  piafter,  and  regajn'd  the  fca. 
Amaz'd,  within  my  fecret  felt'  I  fought, 
"What god,  what  herb,  the  miracle  had  wrought : 
But  fure  no  herbs  have  power  like  this,  I  cry'd  ; 
And  (bait  I  pluck'dfome  neighbouring  herbs, and 

try'd. 

Scarce  had  1  bit,  and  prov'd  the  wondrous  tafte, 
\\'hcn    flrong    convtflfions    fhook   -my    troubled 

breaft; 

1  felt  my  heirt  grow  fond  of  fomething  ftrange, 
And  my  whole  nature 'labouring  with  a  change. 
3tefl1efs  I  grew,  and  every;  place  fnrfcok, 
And  ftill  upon  the  feas  I  bent  my  look. 
Farewell,  for  ever  !  farewell,  land  !  I  faid  ; 
And  plung'd  aniidil  the  waves  my  finking  head. 
The  gentle  powers,  who  that  lo-.v  empire  keep, 
Receiv'd  me  as  a  brother  of  the  deep : 
To  Tethys,  and  to  Ocean  old,  they  pray, 
To  purge  my  mortal  earthy  parts  away. 
The  watery  parents  to  their  fuit  agreed, 
And  thrice  nine  times  a  fecret  charm  they  read, 
Then  with  Inftrations  purify  my  limbs, 
And  I. id  me  bathe  beneath  a  hundred  ftreams  : 
A  hundred  flreams  from  various  fountains  run, 
And-  on-  my  head  at  once  coaie  ruftung  dawn.- 


Thus  far  each  paffage  I  remember  well,  } 

And  faithfully  thus  far  the  tale  I  tell ; 

But  then  oblivion  dark  on  all  my  fenfes  fell.        J> 

Again  nt  length  my  thought  reviving  came, 

When  I  no  longer  found  myfelf  the  fame ; 

Then  fir  ft  this  fea-grccn  beard  I  felt  to  grow, 

Apd  thefe  large  honours  on  my  fpreading  brow; 

My  long-defccnding  locks  the  billows  fweep, 

And  my  broad  fhoulders  cleave  the  yielding  deep 

My  fifty  tail,  my  arms  of  azure  hue, 

And  every  part  divinely  chang'd,  I  view. 

But  what  avail  thcfe  ufelefs  honours  now  ? 

What  joys  can  immortality  beftow  ? 

What,  though  our  Nereids  all  my  form  approve  ? 

What  boots  it,  while  fair  Scylla  fcorns  my  love  ? 

Thus  far  the  god ;  and'  more  he  would  have  faid; 
When  from  his  prefence  flew  the  ruthlefs  maid. 
Stung  with  repulfe,  in  fuch  difdainful  lort, 
He  fecks  fitanian  Circe's  horrid  court. 


THE  FIRST  BOOK  OF 

QJJJLLET'S  CALLIP^EDIA, 

TRANSLATED. 


fbt  Argument. 

The  Propofition.  An  Invocation  of  the  moft 
beautiful  Deities.  The  Poet  deduces  the  caufe 
of  beauty,  according  as  it  is  efteemed  in  dif 
ferent  countries,  by  applying  the  Story  of  Pan 
dora  to  his  pufpofe.  He  fets  down  the  condi 
tions  of  choofing  a  fit  pair  to  procreate  a  hand  - 
fome  offspring,  and  ends  with  the  approaching 
nuptials.  He,  like  wife,  by  way  of  digreflion, 
inveighs  againft  the  covetouinefs  of  the  age, 
which  blindly  leeks  after  a  large  portion  rather 
than  an  agreeable  temper  and  conflitution.  An 
Apoftrophe  to  the  preferit  King  of  France, 
wherein  he  propofes  what  kind  of  lady  he  would 
wjflv  him  to  choofe  for  his  t'oyal  cor.fort,  who! 
might  bring  him  a  beautiful  race  of  children. 

WHAT  crowns  the  fruitful  marriage  bed  with 
What  forms  the  lovely  girl  and  manl/boy,  [joVj 
What  kindly  flars  the  jufter  features  trace,  ~\ 
What  happy  influence  beftows  the  gra^e,  / 

And  breathes  the  bloom  divine  upon  the  bcaute-  f" 
ous  face ;  !     3 

What  fecret  fprings  the  forming  fancy  move, 
What  force  the  mind  exerts  in  genial  love, 
How  the  fair  foul  is  in  the  body  feen, 
And  outward  beauty  fpeaks  the- worth  within, 
In  flowing  verfe  attempts  the  willing  mufe,     • 
And  tunefully  the  pleafing  theme  purfues. 
Hear,  Oh  !  ye  faireft  of  the  nymphs  divine, 
Ye  graces  hear,  and  to  the  tafk  incline  : 
And  thou  gieat  mother  of  almighty  love, 
I{  once  in  Phrygian  Ma's  facred  grove 
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3  did  the  prize  obtain,  ") 

of  the  righteous  fwain,        > 
y  foft  Idaliun  ftrain.  J 


Thy  form  victorious  did  the  prize  obtain, 

By  the  juft  judment  o" 

Hear  and  infpire  thy 

So  fhall  delight  my  happy  labours  blefs, 

And  pleafing  thoughts  in  pieaiing  numbers  drefs  ? 

So  fhall  my  grateful  verfe  thy  laws  impart, 

And  teach  mankind  with  joy  the  genial  art. 

Whene'er  in  times  to  come  it  fhall  betide, 
That  the  kind  bridegroom  would  inftrudt  his  b^ride, 
My  verfe  fhall  by  the  fcilful  youth  be  read 
To  the  dear  partner  of  his  nuptial  bed ; 
The  mufe  inftrudive  fhall  their  offspring  grace, 
And  form  the  future  honours  of  their  race  ; 
Beauty  the  long  fucceffive  line  fhall  crown. 
And  no  deform'd  unfightly  birth  be  known ; 
In  every  face  the  Cyprian  queen  fliall  reign, 
And  mutually  adorn  the  nymph  and  fwain. 
You  who  a  parent's  pleafing  hopes  conceive, 
Who  lovely  patterns  of  yourfelvei  would  leave  ; 
You  to  whofe  care  the  rites  of  love  belong, 
Attend,  and  liften  to  my  ufeful  fong. 
If  foft  the  verfe,  if  fweet  the  numbers  flow,      "^ 
A  myrtle  wreath  my  juft  reward  beftow,  / 

And  bind  with  grateful  hands  your  poet's  learn- f 
cd  brow.  J 

But  firft,  my  mufe,  defcribe  the  doubtful  fair, 
Beauty's  celeffial  effence  firft  declare  ; 
The  facred  fubftance  of  the  goddefs  tell, 
And  in  what  forms  fhe  moft  delights  to  dwell ; 
What  honours  on  the  nobleft  fronts  are  fpread, 
What  rofes  paint  the  cheeks  with  brighteft  red; 
What  colours  beft  become  the  flowing  hair, 
What  locks  moft  graceful  wanton  in  the  air; 
What  lips  the  fweeteft  breathe  the  fragrant  blifs, 
And  fwcll  the  fofteft  to  the  melting  kifs; 
What  hands  arc  fafhion'd  in  the  fiueft  mold,       T 
What  circling  arms  do  bcft  the  lover  hold, 
And  prefs  him  with  the  clofeft,  kindeft  fold.      3 

But  Oh  !  confus'd  and  dark  the  queftion  lies, 
Pcrplex'd  the  caufe,  and  doubts  on  doubts  arife. 
Each  as  he  loves,  his  diff'ring  praife  beftows,      ~} 
This  youth  to  fnowy  Amaryllis  bows, 
While  that  to  br<>wn  Lycoris  pays  his  ypws  :       j 
Daphnis  in  Flavia's  yellow  ringlets  bound, 
Admires  the  nymphs  with  golden  trefles  crown'd; 
While  Thyrfis  doating  on  the  jetty  black, 
Starts  at  the  burning  gold,  and  flies  with  horror 

back. 

Some  eyes  all  hearts  with  lively  grey  fubdue, 
Some  wjth  the  lunguifh  of  the  lovely  blue; 
Some  the  fond  rage  with  fparkling  black  infpire, 
Quick  {hoot  the  flames,  and  kindle  up  the  fire. 
Some  fwains  the  ilender  wafted  virgin  prize, 
And  Icthe  the  bulky  fat's  unwieldy  fize  : 
While  fome  the  thin,  the  fhadowy  form  deleft, 
And  choofe  to  prefs  the  plump  luxuriant  breait, 
On  full  delights  their  wifhcs  to  employ, 
Grafp   the  fubftantial  fair,    and  lace  themfelves 

with  joy. 

Such  are  the  various  fprings  our  paffions  move, 
Anc  fuch  the  many  herelks  of  Love, 


Thus  is  the  mind  by  blind  uefire  betray'd,  ^ 

Thus  by  fantaftic  fancy  are  we  fway'd, 

We  like,  we  love,  then  deify  the  maid.  j 

Nor  only  man  to  various  thoughts  indin'J, 
Finds  differing  beauties  in  the  fofter  kind, 
But  ev'n  his  own  majeftic  form  furveys, 
As  partial  nations  differ  in  their  praife. 
Mark  how  the  fwarthy  Ethiop  fond  of  night,  ~} 
Difdains  th,e  checks  with  bler.ded  rofes  bright,    V- 
And  paints  the  fiends  and  Stygian  furies  white,  j 
How  did  the  fervile  flattering  eafi  commend 
The  nofe  high  rifing  with  an  arched  bend; 
When  firft  that  femblant  form  was  fam'd  to  grace 
The  mighty  Median  monarch's  warlike  face, 
Cyrus,  whofe  hand  did  Afia's  fceptre  fway, 
And  taught  the  wealthy  Crtefus  to  obey ; 
Wide  o'er  the  Lydian  realm  he  ftretch'd  his  reign, 
And  bound  the  royal  mifer  in  his  chain. 
Here  might  my  verfe  the  faireft  Gaul  recount, 
Here  paint  his  flowing  curls  and  fpacious  front. 
Or  here  the  tauny  Spaniard  might  I  trace, 
His  looks  obfcure  defcribe,  his  gloomy  grace, 
And  rufty  blood  diffus'd  upon  his  duflcy  face, 
Full  of  himfelf  the  pigmy  form  appears, 
Swells  to  the  clouds,  and  menaces  the  ftars; 
Ev'n  he,  though  by  unhappy  lot  hf  lies 
Beneath  unkindly  funs,  and  weftern  fkies, 
Difdains  the  German,  manly  made  and  ftrong, 
And  calls  the  fafhion  of  his  arms  too  long ; 
Prunes  his  hard  vifage  up,  and  with  a  fmilc 
Scorns  the  foft  bloom  of  Britain's  happy  ifle. 

But  fay,  my  mufe,  whence  things  that  feem 

fo  clear, 

So  doubtful  to  difcording  man  appear ; 
Froni  happier  times  of  old  deduce  thy  verfe, 
Ana1  how  it  firft  befel,  in  order  juft  rehearfe. 

When  firft  this  infant  wprld  its  form  put  on,~l 
When  time  and  beauteous  crder  firft  begun,  / 
And  rich  with  native  grace  the  new  creation  l~ 

fhone ;  j 

No  wicked  iron  age  as  yet  cpntrol'd 
The  luftre  of  the  pure  primeval  gold  ; 
Around  heaven's  azure  arch  ferenely  bright, 
Unlullied  fhone  the  fparkling  gems  of  light ; 
No  fogs  did  then,  no  lazy  vapours  rife,  * 

Nor  with  their  dull  pollution  ftain  the  ikies; 
Through  heaven's  wide  plains  the  glorious  God 

of  day, 

Prince  of  the  ftars,  unclouded  held  his  way ; 
While  in  her  turn  the  filvcr  Queen  of  night, 
Succeffive  roll'd  her  limpid  orb  of  light. 
The  mother  earth,  adorn'd  by  what  fhe°  bred,    "\ 
With  rocks,  hills,  trees,  with  fruits  and  flowers/ 

was  fpread,  *" 

And  every  living  thing  on  her  green  bofomfcd.j 
'1'he  well  digefted  mafs,  untainted  yet, 
Did  no  rank  ft  reams  nor  pois'nous  damps  emit; 
But  healthy  fpirits  breathing  from  the  ground, 
Diffus'd  their  wholefome  fragrancies  around. 
'Twas  then,  in  thole  good  times  for  ever  bleft, 
That  happy  man  hi>  inr.ocencs  poflefi'-d  : 
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When  yet  he  had  not  learn'd,  in  reafuii's 
Perverfe  to  turn,  and  vvamUr  from  the  right, 
I'on'jking  heaven's   rcvt-ulM,   and  nature's    in.T 
borne  light.  J 

Then  holy  arts  and  prieftcraft  were  unknown, 
Religion  then  was  iirnpie,  plain,  and  one  : 
L,uft  had  not  kindled  then  her  guilty  flame,        ") 
Ambition  had  not  cheated  fools  with  f.:' 
Nor  vex'd  tlie  v.'orid  with  honour's  angry  name,) 
Nor  was  the  form  of  man  bene.irh  his  foul, 
But  equal,  proper  beauties  grac'd  the  whole. 
Then  temperance,  juft  goddefs,  did  prevail, 
And  rightly  held  creating  nature's  fcale, 
Difpos'd  the  kveial  parts  witli  prudent  care, 
And  form'd  with  niceft  fymmetry  the  fjir. 
Then  was  the  reign  of  beauty  in  n:ar,l,ind,  } 

Then  univerfal  cmprefs,  well  fhe  join' -I 
The  faultkrs  body  and  the  blamelefs  mind.          .) 

Soon  as  great  Jove,  from  high  Olympus'  brow, 
Eehcld  the  facred  harmony  below, 
Add  we  one  maftcrpiece  of  art,  he  faid,  "J 

Karth,  heaven,  ai'.d  all  ye  gods  afford  your  aid,  / 
Your  each  pededtion  join,  and  form  one  lovely  T 
maid.  j 

He  fpokcj,  and  ftrait  obedient  tn  his  word, 
Each  v/iliing  fpccies  to  the  work  concurr'd; 
The  cryftal  oros  of  xther  firft  prepare  -} 

The  limbs  and  fubftancefor  the  fmure  fair,         / 
V/hile  the  fun  curl'd  his   beams  and  hung  'em  ^ 
for  her  hair.  J 

Her  front  like  marble  /"month,  like  lilies  white, 
Fair  Cynthia  lufler'd  o'er  with  filver  light; 
Upon  her  cheeks  Aurora  rofes  reread, 
And  dy'd  *em  in  the  morning's  hrighteft  red  ; 
Venus  the  fwectly  charming  funle  imprefVrl, 
And  her  foft  lips  with  balmy  p!eaft:res  bklVd  : 
While  love,  the  god  himfeli  o'er  all  the  mafs,    T 
.Dancing  delightful  fhew'd  his  htnver.ly  face,       ' 
Led  on  the  laughing  joys,  and  every  fitter  grace.  3 
Thus,  form'd,    thus   finifh'd   out    the   beauteous 

whole, 

Creating  Jove  infas'd  the  living  foul ; 
And  fmce  from  every  grd  the  grace?  came, 
He  bade  Pandora  be  the  fair  one's  name, 
'il.en  bending  kiij<iiy  tiown  his  gracious  look, 
Thus  to  the  new  made  nymph  th'  Almighty  Fa 
ther  fpoke. 

Danghtcr  cf  go^s  defcrnd,  thou  work  divine, 

.hlafe  on  earth,  celeiliai  fair,  to  fhine, 
DifTtife  the  bkffings  of  thy  radiant  face, 
And  chetr  the  labours  ol  the  mortal  race  : 
1'or  thus  the  god-;,  thus  Jove's  high  will  ordains, 
While  ma.n  hus  native  innocence  retains; 
Be  thon  his  blifs,  his  great  reward  be  thoti,         "J 
Thy  full  perfection,  heaven's  fair  pattern  fhow,/ 
t\i  >.  tt-ach  him  by  thyfelf  thy  native  Ikies  toT 
know.  j 

"Fr.t  r>h  '.  if  pity  touch  thy  tender  breaft, 
':  lor  mankind  thy  care  wou'd  be  exprefs'd, 
Krrp  ciofe  this  fatal  cafkct  I  bellow, 
Nor  feek  the  fecrcrs  lodg'd  within  to  know. 

;•  frail  hand  too  curious,  fhould  incline 
To  pry,  and  difobey  the  will  divine, 


S:r:iit  forth  ttn  thrufcnd  winged  plagi.O'  fhall  ilj, 

Ar.d  i'eatttri'vvift  contagi.  n  through  tl 

Thee  t-  .-it,  ihiul  the  run;  : 

Pain  fiia'r  th.'-n  feel,  and  languifh  wich  di;l~.c; 

Deformity  toy  lovely  looks  fb.a'1  blalt, 

And  foui  pollution  iay  thy  Lcautieb  » 

He  faid  :   And   downward  fwift   fhe  bent  her 

I  To  fpread  aiotind  on  c.uth  the  teams  rf  ')  duty's 
Nor  did  fhe  ther*  with  iipiniftluus  rh.ci!, 
Shut  up  ancl  cl«ifter\i  in  a  lor^'y  cell,  ( 

As  old  Greek  tales  of  dreaming  Heiind  1LII.         ,; 
But  bounteous  of  delight  a::d  uncor.fin'd. 
She  made  the  bleffing  common  to  mankind, 
Defign'd  a  public  good  iliii  puffing  on, 
On  undiftinguiili'd  crowds  alike  fhe  ft  one. 

The  ftupid  herd  with  pkafing  dread  amazM, 
Dumb  with  attention,  flood,  and  gladfome  gaz'd  ; 
Some  ravifji'd  with  her  mien  fo  graceful  were, 
Some  with  the  ringlets  of  her  amber  ha.ir,  [fair. 
Some  with  her  iv'ry  from,  ard  face  fo  heavenly 
From  her  each  part  ambrofial  odours  flow'd, 
And  breath'd  a  balmy  bkffmg  on  the  erow<' ; 
While  her  bright  eyes  (which  karce  the  mule  had 

told, 

Unl"fsby  facrrd  irifpiration  Uold) 
With  light  effulgent,  darted  forth  a  ray,         [gay. 
That  cheer'd  mankind,  and  made  ihe  world  ioo): 
So  when  Aurora  in  the  roly  eaft, 
1-ifts  her  fair  head,  with  radiant  honours  drefs'd, 
(.''er  nature's  face  a  various  fmile  Ihe  fpreads, 
And  paints  a-new  the  fields  ajid  flow'ry  mraas, 
Ten  thoufand  colt.ur'd  eyes  her  bfams  unfold,    ~) 
The  limpid  ftreani  in  filver  wavts  is  rnll'd,          / 
And  all  the  gree::-wood  fhade  is  burnifli'd  o'er  f 

with  gold.  j 

Such  brauty  was  in  our  firft  fathers  time, 
While  yet  the  youthful  world  was  in  its  [rime  ; 
The  mingling  graces  of  the  fe'xes  mef, 
And  full  perfection  made  the  form  complete; 
While  man  yet  free  from  avarice  <ir  pridt,  "J 

The  ways  of  wicktdncfs  had  never  try'd,  / 

Nor  warping  from  the  right,  per  verily  tiirn'd  ^ 
alidc.  J 

But  when  pernicious  change  invading  fpread, ~) 
And  error  blind  miftaktn  reaion  led, 
The  fwift  contagion  reach'd  the  lovely  maid,     j 
Pandora  tainted  by  an  impious  age, 
Puifu'd  each  fond  dtfire,  and  each  fantaflic  rag?  • 
Curious  to  know,  the  box  difturb'd  her  reft,        ~\ 
Jove's  hard  commands  fat  heavy  on  her  breaft,   C 
And  woman,  woman  the  frail  nymph  coufeft  :    j 
Refolv'd  at  length,  whatever  Jove  forbid, 
S!ie  eas'd  her  longing  mind,  and  broke  the  lid  : 
When,  (learning,  ftrait  a  deadly  vapour  rofe,       y 
\  Long  trains  of  waiting  plagues  it  did  difclofe,     V 
Difeafes,  miferies,  and  mortal  woes.  j 

Firft  the  fell  poifon  feiz'dthe  curious  maid, 
Firft  on  her  youth,  her  bloomjng  rofes  prey'd  ; 
Her  eyes  no  more  their  ftarry  fires  cocM 
But  dim  and  dull  in  cloudy  mills  were  luO  • 
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Jrfo  part  was  left  untainted  in  the  whole,        [foul. 
3ut  all  that  once  was  fair,  was  lothfome  now  and 
Nor  ftop'd  the  ruin  with  the  wretched  maid, 
But  growing  frill,  around  diffufive  ftray'd; 
Krror,  difeafe,  and  death,  like  vidors  dread, 
-"Wide- wafting  o'er  the  world  their  legions  fpread, 
And  vanquifh'd  minds  and  bodies  captive  led. 
Hid  in  deep  fhades  benighted  reafon  lay, 
Shut  from  the  beams  of  truth's  ethereal  day. 
From  that  faid  asra  igorance  begun,  T 

Thence  a  dull  train  of  doubting  ages  run, 
And  beauty's  facred  form  remains  unknown.       j 
Oh  then,  to  guide  the  wand'ring  mufe  aright, 
To  pierce  the  fhades  of  this  fubftantial  night; 
Phoebus  be  kind,  to  thee  for  aid  we  bow, 
Thou  joy  cf  Gods  above,  and  men  below! 
Patron  of  verfe,  and  ruler  of  the  day  ;  ~\ 

Do  th->u  {hoot  fwift  before  thy  golden  ray,          / 
At  one?  infpirc   her  flight,  and  point  her  out  f 
the  way.  J 

Thc'.igh  all  around  the  wide  contagion  fpread, 
Like  dreams  far  ftretching  from  fonie  fatal  head; 
Yet  was  it  various  in  its  baleful  courfe, 
A.nd  now  renew'd,and  now  repreft  its  force. 
V/here  round  the  poles  the  fiozen  circles  turn, 
Or  where  near  reighb'ring  funs  too  fiercely  burn, 
There  nature's  fhame,  mifhapen  forms  abound, 
And  monfters  people  the  devoted  ground. 
Far  in  the  north  where  winter's  hoaiy  bed 
Is  with  etc-rnal  fuows  and  ice  difpread; 
Or  where  the  fam'd  Magellan's  fouthern  tide 
Doe»  barbarous  Patagonian  fhores  divide  ; 
Nation*  dt'form'd,  fierce  favage  tribes  are  feen, 
Of  bulk  unwieldy  and  gigantic  mien  ; 
Earh  a  huge  heavy  lazy  mafs  of  might, 
Unfit  fr.r  ufe,  and  lotlifome  to  the  fight  : 
While  in  the  regions  of  the  burning  zone, 
No  vifage  but  the  footy  black  is  known  •, 
fchort  woolly  locks  their  horrid  fronts  embrace,  "\ 
Thii'k  lip«  grin  fearful  with  a  fiend-like  grace,    f 
And  night,  the  beldam,  broods  on  each  barbarian  ^ 
face.  J 

Nor  here  unfitly  to  my  verfe  belong. 
Arts  which  were  once  the  princely  Arab's  fong. 
Long  finre  the  bard  in  native  numbers  taught,  "} 
How  the  mid   globe,  with  temp'rate  regions  £ 

fraught,  T 

Feels  not  the  dire  extremes  of  cold  a.nd  hot;        J 
Where  in  the  midft  the  juft  aequator  lies; 
Swei.'t  is  the  air,  and  undifturb'd  the  flcies, 
There,  heav'p's  bright  fcale  well  blended  fea-'J 

fons  weighs,  / 

Nature  the  poles  at  equal  diftance  lays,  T 

And  righteoufly  divides  the  nights  and  days  :      J 
There  nor  the  fun's  bright  flames  malignant  burn, 
Nor  chilly  moons  with  nipping  frofts  return  ; 
Thence,  with  luxurious  births  each  pregnant  year, 
Twin  feafons  does,  and  double  plenties  bear  : 
Thrice  yellow  Ceres  crowns  the  fummer  fields. 
And  twice  his  rich  increafe  ripe  autumn  yields. 
Twice  gentle  winter  comes  with  fober  grace, 
AnU  twice  the  blooming  fprinw  renews  her  blifs- 

i'ul  facf. 


Here,  if  aright  the  poet's  fong  tiivin'd, 

The  juftcft  forms  of  beauty  might  we  find  : 

From  conftitutions  rightly  temper'd,  here 

Fair  harmony  and  order  fhould  appear, 

And  all  mankind  be  lovely  like  the  year. 

But  the  known  clime  muft  o'er  the  verfe  prevail, 

And  truth  refute  the  falfe  Arabian  tale  : 

Since  black  deformity  ufurps  alone 

The  fultry  regions  of  the  torrid  zone, 

The  fiery  god  too  near  "em  runs  his  race, 

And  leaves  his  footy  marks  on  every  hideous  face. 

Then,  Oh  my  mufe,  forfake  the  fcorching  line, 
And  to  the  cooler  pole  thy  flight  incline ; 
Seek  in  the  midway  fpace  fome  balmy  air, 
A  land  delightful,  and  a  people  fair  ; 
Where  beauty  long  her  refidence  has  plac'd. 
And  reign'd  in  fovereign  ftate  for  ages  paft. 
Nor  cealc  thy  curious  fearch,  nor  yet  remain 
Fix'd  in  warm  Italy,  or  fwarthy  Spain  : 
Srill  fpread  thy  wing,  and  reach  that  happy  coaft, 
Where  Europe  does  her  fav'rite  country  boaft, 
Where  fweeteft  airs,  and  kindeft  heav'ns  fhe  yields 
Where  Gallia  fpreads  her  fair  Elyfian  fields. 
But  thee,  Turonia,  chief  I  would  feledl, 
Thy  pleafing  foil  with  various  profpe<5r.  deck'd.     . 
Where  winding  vales  run  rich  with  frequent  ri'.lsj 
And  verdant  plains  <tre  crown'd  with  rifing  hills, 
Where  gentle  Liger  ilowly  feeks  the  fea, 
Scatt'ring  full  plenty  in  his  peaceful  way, 
Where  near  proud  Angier's  walls  his  waves  are 

roll'd. 
And  through  their  cryfcal  clear  difplay  the  fandy 

gold. 
Here  lovely  maids  of  form  divine  abound, 

j  With  ev'ry  grace  and  juft  perfection  crown'd; 

i  Here  ftill  the  marks  of  heav'n's  firft  work  they 

y/ear. 
And,  like  the  firfl  Pandora,  fhill  are  faultlefs  fair. 

Mark  how  their  features  due  proportion  know, 
Nor  rife  too  high,  nor  fink  too  meanly  low  ; 
No  meagre  bony  jaws  deform  the  face,  "^ 

Nor  puffy  fules  the  taper  fhape  difgrace,  > 

But  ev'ry  part  alike  becomes  its  place.  j 

Behold  how  lovely  fmooth  the  forehead  fliines,  ~) 
How  milky  white  the  foft  defcent  inclines, 
How  fitly  to  the  fparkling  eyes  it  joins'.  3 

While  gaily  pleafnig  they,  and  fweetly  bright, 
Fill  each  beholder's  heart  with  dear  delight. 
See  on  the  blooming  cheeks,  fo  frefhly  fpread!, 
So  duly  mixt,  the  native  white  and  red ; 
Mark  what  full  rofes  on  the  lips  aj  pear,     [wear  ! 
What  fweets  they  breathe,  what  balmy  dew  they 
But  loft  and  eridiefs  were  my  pain,  to  trace 
The  raft  ipCnity  of  beauty's  grace  : 
Why  fhould  the  mufe  in  lavifh  numbers  fpeak 
The  gqlden  treffes,  or  the  iv'ry  neck  ? 
Why  fhould  the  bafhful  nymph  attempt  to  tell, 
What  foft  round  globes  on  riling  bofoms  fwell  ? 
What  fecret  charms — Since  modefly  denies, 
And  bars  the  bold  accefs  of  wanton  eyes ; 
Biuiliing,  with  decent  grace  her  veil  fhe  draw*, 
And  fhields  the  fair  from  fhame  by  cuftom's  rcr_ 
rend  laws. 


ts* 
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Nor  do  we  lefs  our  manly  beauty  boaft, 
Prov'd  often  to  the  love-fick  virgin's  coft  : 
In  either  fer,  her  (kill,  dame  nature  (hows, 
And  equally  her  faireft  gifts  beftows. 
Mark  when  the  downy  plumes  at  firft  begin 
To  promife  early  manhood  on  his  chin  ; 
How  goodly  grac'd  the  rifing  youth  is  fcen, 
His  form  how  noble,  and  -how  great  his  mien ; 
From  vital  juices  well  and  kindly  mix'd, 
The  coiiftitution  juft  and  firmly  fix'd ; 
J4o  meagre  pale,  upon  his  vifage  fpread, 
Taints  with  unwholfome  hue  the  native  red ; 
B«it  healthy  fanguine,  of  the  Tynan  dye,  T 

Laughs  in  his  looks,  while  from  his  front  on  high,  *• 
In  large  defcending  locks  his  auborn  treifes  fly.  J 
Nor  boaft  his  other  parts  lefs  grace  divine, 
inveet  lovelinefs  with  comely  ftrength  combine, 
Each  limb  on  well  compa&ed  mufcles  turns, 
And  juft  proportion  the  fair  whole  adorns, 
iiuch  equal  tempers  happy  Gallia  knows, 
i'.uch  are  the  forms  our  kinder  heaven  beftows. 
Far  from  the  clime  where  fultry  funs  arife,        ^ 
Far  from  the  wintry  north's  inclement  &ies, 
Jn  the  mid-fpace  the  qneen  of  nations  lies ;          j 
With  fofteft  airs,  with  fweeteft  is  fhe  bleft, 
And  gentle  heats  brood  on  her  balmy  breaft. 

If  then  the  genial  arts  tfcou  feek  to  know,      ~) 
Attend  to  what  the  fkilful  mufe  can  fhow,          ( 
Sweet  are  her  facred  rules,  and  tunefully  they  f 
flow.  J 

"  Not  every  man  or  woman  was  defign'd 
f  To  propagate  and  multiply  their  kind ; 
"  Forbid  we  rightly  the  deform'd  and  foul, 
"  To  clothe  with  ill-fhap'd  limbs  the  heav'nly  foul." 
Has  not  the  poet's  fong  divinely  told 
Of  births  deeded  in  the  days  of  old  i 
How  dreadful  Phlegeton  did  night  invade, 
Compreft  the  beldam  in  her  own  dire  fhade  ? 
Hence  fprung  the  fitters  (horrible  to  fight !) 
Whofe  hellifh  heads  with  htfling  fnakes  affright. 
Who  ihudders  not  at  Pluto's  odious  bed  ? 
What  virgin  would  a  one-ey'd  Cyclops  wed  ? 
Were  I  to  judge,  no  Vukan  e'er  fliould  prove 
A  horrid  hufband  to  the  queen  of  love, 
Some  fitter  talk  his  barren  age  fhould  find, 
In  hamm'ring  bolts  for  Jove  to  plague  mankind. 
Doorn'd  to  old  Etna's  forge  he  fhould  remain, 
And  drudge  out  dull  immortal  years  in  vain. 

But  he  who  judges  right  of  what  is  fair, 
With  healthy  fens  will  healthy  daughters  pair  : 
As  unperforming 'jfelefs  drones,  will  drive 
The  weak  and  fickly  frrm  the  marriage  hive ; 
Whether  a  man,  by  frequent  vifits,  feel 
The  gnawing  torments  of  the  gouty  ill; 
Or  fudden  epilepfies  feize  his  mind, 
Or  bilious  cholic  rack  his  breaft  with  wind; 
Or  on  his  wafted  lungs  an  ulcer  prey,  *) 

Or  a  confumption  Hngeringly  betray 
His  pining  life,  and  murder  by  delay.  j 

For,  man's  new  curious  fyftem  to  compofe,      "} 
An  equal  portion  every  limb  beftows,  C 

From  every  nerve  collected  nature  flows :          S 


Whence  by  traduftion  from  the  father  run 

111  habitudes,  entail'd  upon  the  fon ; 

The  latent  poifon  in  the  bowels  grows, 

And  propagates  a  family  of  woes. 

How  oft  do  men  their  il!-ftar'd  birth  bewail, 

Condemn'd  to  a  difeafeful  body's  jail ! 

How  oft  with  vain  complaints  they  load  the  flcie% 

And  guiltlefs  gods  accufe  with  fruitlefs  cries  ! 

When  the  true  caufc  of  their  repeated  blame, 

From  a  diftemper'd  feeble  marriage  came. 

Let  then  a  healthy  bridegroom  and  a  bride 

Be  in  connubial  leagues  of  love  ally'd; 

If  they  dcfire  that  future  times  mould  know 

To  what  a  lovely  origin  they  owe 

A  race  of  men,  for  all  that's  generous  born, 

Or  to  defend  their  country,  or  adorn 

The  prudent  farmers,  who  of  heaven  implore 

A  plenteous  harveft,  and  increafing  Store ; 

The  fineft  of  thtir  wheat  for  feed  retain, 

Nor  fow  their  acres  with  corrupted  grain. 

Hence  loaded  fields  their  annual  wealth  unfold, 

And  fmiling  Ceres  waves  in  (heafy  gold. 

Thus  lab'ring  hinds,  for  a  rich  crop  of  corn,       *1 

Improve  their  ground,  while  you  negled  with  / 

fcorn  f 

The  grateful  foil,  from  whence  mankind  is  born  :J 
Unwilling,  or  unmindful,  to  produce 
From  a  hale  body,  pure  and  generous  juice ; 
Which  in  clear  channels  may  unblended  run, 
From  the  bright  father  to  the  brighter  fon. 
Is  then  the  price  of  man  no  better  known, 
Or  God,  who  form'd  thy  image  from  his  own  ? 
Cannot  that  foul  which  does  with  art  furvey       "> 
The  ftars,  and  travels  a'er  the  milky  way, 
Erefl  thy  fpirits,  and  refine  thy  clay  ?  j 

Does  floth  fupine  in  fuch  ftiong  fetters  bind  "J 
Your  abjeft  fenfe,  and  make  you  lefs  inclin'd  / 
To  found  a  beauteous  temple  for  th'  ethereal  f 

mind  ?  j 

Ye  gods,  who  to  a  human  birth  repair,  S 

And  watch  the  cradle  with  a  guardians  care,       > 
From  nuptial  banes  exclude  a  weakly  pair;          J 
Left  execrations  from  their  children*  throat, 
Their  wretched  parents  to  the  fiends  devote. 
And  thou,  great  Father  of  all  human  race, 
Whofe  hand  preferves  this  globe  in  ftrict  embrace, 
No  longer  let  the  wicked  cuftom  reign, 
Nor  the  juft  beauty  of  thy  labour  ftain. 
Let  a  new  genius  from  the  flcies  defcend 
With  better  nature,  and  mankind  befriend  : 
Who  may  this  theme  with  well  wrote  rules  adorn. 
And  give  inftru&ion  to  an  age  unborn. 

Nor  is't  enough  that  marriages  agree 
In  mutual  vigour,  and  from  lickneis  free ; 
If  you  dcfirc  an  offspring,  you  muft  learn 
Another  leffon  of  the  firft  concern. 
The  nuptial  knot  fhouid  be  with  equals  ty'd, 
No  fanguine  bridegroom  to  a  fapleis  bride  ; 
Nor  fhould  a  bloomy  nymph  entomb  her  charms 
In  an  old  hufband's  monumental  arms. 
Hymen  will  fuch  an  ill  yok'd  couple  blame, 
And  Juno  kindle  an  unhappy  flame  : 
Aledlo,  frowning  on  the  lucklcfs  pair, 
Shakes  her  fulphurcous  torch,  and  frisky  hair. 
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*>ee  how  young  Chloe,  keen  with  ftrong  defires,  ^ 
From  her  old  whher'd  fpoufe  with  (corn  retires,  > 
His  frigid  kiffes  fliuns,  and  languid  fires  ;  3 

With  frequent  tears  bedews  her  face,  and  quits 
Her  idle  drudge,  and  the  detefled  fheets. 
Thee,  happy  Atys,  Rhea  from  above 
Purfu'd  with  «haile  defires,  and  honed  love. 
Had  th'  antiquated  goddefs  thee  carefs'd, 
And  with  cold  kiffes  in  her  bofum  prefs'd, 
Thy  wafting  youth  had  found  its  certain  doom, 
Unfinew'd  of  his  ftrength  and  fpnnging  bloom. 
For  the  dull  drynefs  of  old  age  defires  T 

More  aliment  to  feed  its  dying  fires, 
And  lufty  nature's  whole  vivific  flock  requires,  j 
So  ever  burning  fands  in  Libyan  plains, 
Suck  in  with  greedy  thirfl  the  falling  rains; 
And  ftill  unfated  with  rhe  watery  ftore, 
Their   drought    increasing,   make    demands   for 
more. 

Yet  more  from  difcord  of  unequal  feed,  } 
When  youth  and  age  are  coupled  for  the  breed,  > 
Difeafes  in  a  fickly  train  proceed.  J 

And  if  at  laft  a  weakly  offspring's  born, 
How  oft  his  wretched  being  will  he  mourn  ? 
How  oft  a  life  in  mifery  extend, 
Unufeful  to  his  country,  or  his  friend  ? 


Nor  can  we  here  forget  the  modifh  crime, 
Which  flights  the  rules  of  our  inftrudliiig  rhyme  : 
How  ill-advifing  thirfl  of  gold  fupplics 
The  want  of  paffion,  and  perverts  our  eyes ; 
Which  to  a  face  fuperior  and  divine 
Prefers  the  monarch's  image  on  the  coin  : 
How,  fafliionably  vain,  large  portions  prove 
Rebellious  fubjeits  to  commanding  love  : 
For  if  the  chefts  of  a  rich  father  hold  ; 
The  facred  load  of  writings,  or  of  gold  ; 
If  he  can  jointure  a  confenting  mate 
With  the  gay  ruin  of  a  vaft  eftate  ; 
Blind  with  the  fhiniiig  hopes,  each  nymph  will 

run 

With  proffer'd  beauty  to  the  charming  fon, 
While  the  fond  parents  wifh  her  wealthily  un-  I 

done :  J 

Though  the  pale  wretch  with  furc  contagion  ~] 

kills, 

Infected  with  an  hofpital  of  ills,  !» 

And  every  vile  difeale  which  crowds  the  weekly  j 

bills:  J 

Though  pining  in  the  laft  decline  of  life, 
A  fruitless  burden  to  his  longing  wife. 
How  hard  her  fate,  who  in  her  youthful  pride, 
Finds  a  dry  monfter  fuoring  by  her  fide, 
A  married  virgin  (he,  and  widow'd  bride  ! 
Of  her  loft  bloom  how  oft  will  fhe  complain, 
And  wet  the  joylefs  fheets  with  nightly  raiu! 
How  will  fhe  childlefs  mourn  !  or  what  is  worfe, 
I.othe  her  detefted  race,  a  heavier  curfe  ! 
Befides,  if  prompted  by  her  llrong  defires, 
She  feeks  new  fprings  t<>  cool  her  wanton  fires  ; 
If  wand'ring  in  the  fearrh  of  blifs  fhe  flies, 
To  fcek  what  her  enervate  drudge  denies  ; 
(For  who  wou'd  wifh  a  lothfome  joy  to  prove, 
Or  hnguifh  in  the  arms  of  fickly  love  l~) 


1 


ne.   j 


What  rank  adulteries  thy  houfe  will  (lain,  ~\ 

And  crowd  it  with  a  long  promiscuous  train,      ( 
Which  thou,  good-natur'd  cuckold,  muft  main-  f 

tain !  j 

Tis  true,  the  boy,  not  thine,  will  bear  thy  name, 
Though  twenty  fathers  have  a  better  claim. 
Here  fhall  his  features,  and  his  mien  exprefs 
A  baronet,  and  there  his  groom  confefs  : 
Here  a  young  colonel's  warlike  look,  or  there 
A  fneaking  citizen's  fubmiffive  air. 
Then  (hall  the  hoarded  fums,  and  glittering  heap, 
Which  thou  haft  labour'd  anxioufly  to  kt-ep  ; 
Then  fhall  the  acres  of  thy  rented  ground", 
The  flocks  and  herds   wkh  which  thy  fields  a- 

bound, 

All  which  to  thce  by  long  defcent  have  run, 
Be  fpent  in  riot  by  a  fpurious  fon. 

Nor  does  a  private  family  alone 
Beneath  the  mifchief  of  this  poifon  groan ; 
In  palaces  the  growing  evil  fpreads, 
And  impudently  climbs  imperial  beds  : 
When  kings,  enfeebled  by  luxurious  cafe,  ~y 

Or  latent  feeds  of  fome  uncur'd  difeafe, 
By  the  warm  fides  of  youthful  conforts  freeze ;  j 
No  longer  now  at  the  foft  anvil  fweafc. 
Too  impotent  to  govern  or  beget. 
Hence  infants  fometimes  may  a  kingdom  guide, 
Though  royal  only  by  the  mother's  iide  : 
Hence  the  deluded  fire's  oblig'd  to  own 
The  doubted  offspring  of  a  blood  unknown 
And  willingly  adopts  the  baftard  to  his  throne 

Nor  is  our  fex  lefs  faulty  than  the  fair; 
Alike  we  fall  within  the  golden  fnare  : 
For  if  a  matron's  fortune  can  fupply 
The  want  of  each  endearing  quality  ; 
Though  fitter  for  a  tomb  than  bridal  bed, 
Though  time  fits  hoary  on  her  fhaking  head  ; 
Though   from   her   eyes    the    brackiili    humour 

breaks, 

And  trickles  down  the  furrows  of  her  cheeks ; 
Though  here  and  there  a  draggling  tooth  is  fet, 
A  thin  plantation,  and  deform *d  with  jett ; 
Though  hufky  coughs  make  an  ungrateful  din, 
And  phthyficks  rattle  from  her  lungs  within  : 
Yet  if  this  complicated  ill  defire 
With  Hymen's  torch  to  light  her  dying  Cre; 
If  for  connubial  joys  enrag'd  fhe  thirft, 
To  fate  her  greedy  and  impetuous lufl; 
Some  younger  brother  will  perhaps  incline 
To  pay  his  homage  at  her  golden  fhrine  : 
Who  with  diffembled  love  will  fondly  run 
To  kifs  the  wither'd  wealthy  fkeleton  j 
Will  fold  the  beldam  in  his  arms  to  reft,     [bread. 
And  with  diffembled  joy  pant   on  her  leathern 
But  ah  !  this  hufband  of  a  large  eftate 
Soon  flags,  and  turns  by  quick  degrees  to  hate  ; 
Quits  the  dull  carcafe  of  the  naufeous  dame, 
Slights  her  dry  embers  for  a  briiker  ilame, 
And  feeks  with  eager  heat  a  aob'.cr  game  : 
Some  tender  yielding  maids  he  longs  to  prove, 
Or  fome  co-eval  wife's  unlawful  love ; 
While,  fingle,  his  neg!e£?d  confort  lie<j, 
And  waftes  the  joylefs  night  in  empty  fighs. 
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Hence  tears,  preluding  to  deftriiclivt  j.tr-, 
And  fad  complaints  to  unafiifting  ftars  ! 
Hence  deep  refentments  rack  her  jealoui  head, 
For  her  wrong'd  honour,  an'l  deferred  bed  ! 
Hence  ftudy  of  revenge  her  love  repels, 
And  all  the  woman  rifes  and  rebels ! 
In  wicked  arts  and  deadly  drugs  (he  deajs, 
And  with  difTembled  duty  rage  conceals  : 
While  carelefs  he,  and  indolent  of  thought, 
Drinks  fure  deftru&ion  hi  fume  fatal  draught. 

Did  not  the  tenets  of  religion  bind 
To  facred  counfcls  my  obedient  mind, 
Love  fhould  be  liking ;  nor  the  nuptial  leagu'e 
Be  ty'd  by  compact,  or  defign'd  intrigue 
Of  felfifli  parents,  who  in  wedlock  join 
Their  fons,  to  raife  their  wealth,  and  not  their  line. 
For  fhotild  wife  nature,  for  the  Cyprian  joys, 
Dired  a  couple  in  their  mutual  choice, 
They  would  by  reafon,  not  by  cuftom  led, 
Ne'er  tie  a  living  body  to  a  dead. 
Be  banifh'd  then,  tm'fit  for  amorous  fpbrt, 
The  friblrng  dotard5  from  the  Pauhian  court : 
Let  youth  their  ftrength  on  youth  alone  employ, 
And  burn  with  equal  love  and  healthy  joy, 
To  propagate  mankind  and  people  earth 
With  a  found  offspring  and  a  generous  birth. 

Nor,  while  I  dictate  thefe  important  truths', 
Grateful  to  maidens  and  unmarried  youths, 
Would  I  to  an  extreme  as  bad  incline, 
And  beardl 
New  to 

For  prudent  nature,  who  has  then  began 
To  kni;  the  joints,  and  to  confirm  the  man, 
Has  not  as  yet  her  genial  power  diftill'd, 
Nor  with  prolific  juice  the  veffels  fill'd. 
If  then  a  damfcl,  who  defigns  to  wed, 
Would  reap  the  pleafurcs  of  the  nuptial  bed  ; 
Let  her  (for  Themis  thefe  ftri<5t  rules  ordains, 
To  curb  too  forward  nymphs,  and  eager  fwains) 
Expcft  with  patience,  till  the  rolling  lun 
Has  twice  fix  times  his  annual  journey  run; 
Till  her  maturing  years  begin  to  bloom, 
And  promifc  early  offspring  to  the  womb. 
For  when  the  fwelling'mals  is  firmly  knit, 
And  the  ripe  virgin  glows  with  perfcdt  heat ; 
Then  rofy  ftreams  from  fecret  fprings  abound, 
Which  kindly  bathe  the  fruitful  womb  around; 
By  nature's  prudent  care  provided  well, 
To  feed  the  fleeping  infant  in  his  cell : 
Then  her  foft  breafts  the  lover's  heart  infpire 
With  tempting  heavings,  and  provoke  defire. 
So  fhould  the  youth  attend,  till  time  begin 
"With  moffy  down  to  clothe  and  fledge  the  chin  ; 
Till  the  firm  channels  fwell  with  vigorous  bloed. 
And  roll,  impetuous,  a  prolific  flood. 
Then,  if  kind  Juno  his  endeavours  blefc, 
He  iafcly  may  the  wedded  fair  carefs, 
And  venture  en  love's  fuft  and  dole  recefs. 
If  youths  and  virgins  would  thefe  rules  obey, 
And  wifely  foltow  where  I  chalk  the  way, 
What    beauteous  blcffoms    would    their    labours 

bring? 
"What  fmi:»  would  in  the  brida!  chamber  fpring  ? 


l  co  niHiueiis  anu  unniarr  icu  youui*, 
I  to  an  extreme  as  bad  incline,  "}' 

ardlefs  boys  with  unfledg'd  virgin*  join,   > 
a  blufh,  and  fond  without  dtfign.  j 
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Would  they  with  equal  cc'nftitutions  join,          *•» 

Man  would  be  all  harmonious,  all  divine,  / 

And    angels  hcav'nly  looks   would    in   God's  (" 

image  ftiine.  j 

Mean  time,  while  lab'ring  in  this  pleafing  art, 
The  facred  laws  of  nature  I  impart ; 
While  to  the  married  pair  the  willing  mufo 
Gives  found  inftru&ions  of  important  ufe: 
l.'o  !  a  young  hero  of  imperial  race, 
With  early  manhood  and  fuperior  grace, 
Mounts  the   paternal   throne    of   France,   and~Y 

brings  / 

New  glory  to  the  blood  from  whence  Jie  fprings,  C 
The  worthy  fucceflor  of  ancient  kings.  J 

Lewis  !   Heav'ns  darling  offspring,  from  above 
Sent  to  command  with  equity  and  love; 
By  wholefome  lavys  the  factious  world  to  bind, 
And  be  a  prefent  fuccour  to  mankind. 
What  royal  mien  1  what  mingled  graces  rife      } 
In  every  part,  and  lighten  from  his  eyes  \ 
What  majefty  of  foul,  afpiririg  to  the  flcies  '.       3 
A  thuufind  goddeffes  admire  his  charm»,  ~) 

His  princely  air  a  thouland  nymphs  alarms,         f 
A  thoufand  fighs  they  fend,  to  languifh.  in  hi>f. 

arras,  J 

,  Him  the  bright  nymph  of  Auftria's  blood  adores, 
Who  burns  where  Tagus  gilds  Iberian  {acres; 
The  gentle  winds  tell  every  fecret  groan, 
And  waft  her  wifhes  to  the  Gallic  throne. 
Ff,  mighty  prince,  thou  to  the  match  incline, 
Spain,  and  her  Indian  treafures'fhall  be  thine. 
For  thee  the  tender  Luiitanian  dame 
Confumes,  and  rivals  the  Hefperian  flame. 
For  thee  me  pines ;  for  thee  the  beauties  glow. 
Which  drink  the  German  Rhine  and  I.auan  Po. 
All  flung  alike,  and  emulous  to  tread 
The  bridal  room,  and  mount  thy  lofty  bed; 


But  thou !  the  hope  of  the  Burbonian  lirie, 
A  foreign  Hymen's  facred  torch  decline. 
Of  thoft;  refulgent  ftars  which  crowd  our  Iky, 
And  i'parkle  in  the  Celtic  galaxy, 
A  hundred  beauties  in  thy  court  arc  fccn, 
Dcierving  the  high  title  of  thy  qu*en  ; 
On  whole  fair  birth,  a  plane:,  like  thy  own, 
With  friendly  influence,  propiii"Us  ihone;  j 

Whence  kindly  fteds  arifc,  and  kuTcs  not  un 
known. 

Nor  be  to  fond  dcfires  fo  blindly  loft, 
To  choofe  a  nymph, whom  turbid  Tyber'scoaft  j 
Or  vvh(-.m  Aufonia's  petty  princes  boafl. 
Nor,  mindlefs  of  the  blood  which  i'wclls  each" 

vein, 

Admit,  as  confort  of 
iiuch  humble  births,  a  mean  degenerate 


s  petty  princes  ooalt.  J 

he  blood  which  I'wclls  each"} 

of  thy  glorious  reign,  C 

s,  a  mean  degenerate  flraSn.  3" 


Confult  thy  royalty  with  niceft  care, 
And  fix  with  judgment  on  the  chofen  fair, 
Worthy  to  languifh  by  a  monarch's  fide  ; 
Nor  fue  by  proxy  to  an  abfent  bride. 


Survey  in  perfon  the  delicious  prize, 
And  drink  in  love  at  thy  own  piercing  eyes  : 
Demand  her  perfon  on  a  double  fcore, 
Much  for  her  beauty,  for  her  virtue  more. 
Mad  cuftom  !   where  a  queen  is  led  to  climb 
(Unfecn  before)  the  royal  bed  fublime  : 
Where  kings  arc  guided  by  another's  voice, 
And  follow  blindfold  the  deputed  choice. 
Be  this  thy  firfl  and  lateft  wiih,  to  prove, 
In  fiiken  chains  of  matrimonial  love, 
Si-me  charming  heroine  of  high  defcent, 
The  partner  of  thy  breaft  and  government : 
From  whofe  ccleftial  loins  may  fpring  an  heir, 
Great,  like  his  father;  like  his  mother,  Tair  : 
Whole  native  charms  with  an  engaging  *rt, 
Win  the  glad  foul,  and  fteal  upon  the  heart. 
The  confcious  people  willingly  obey 
Whene'er  defigning  deftiny  makes  way 
Jiy  manly  beauty  to  imperial  fway ; 
When  they  behold  a  royal  infant  born, 
Whofe  ftarry  temples  fhall  the  crown  adorn. 
Where  is  the  mighty  gain,  that  from  a  ftcm 
Of  kings,  a  Juno  (hare  thy  diadem  ? 
If  you  attempt  th*  embraces  of  a  queen 
In  body  foul,  with  fwarthy  checks  obfcene ; 
Hew  will  fhe  damp  thy  flames,  thy   pleafures' 
cloy  ?  i 

What  love  can  {he  infpire  ?  what  real  joy  ?          I 
What  juft  materials  bringfor  thy'fucceeding  boy  ?., 
Unfit  tor  fceptres,  his  unprincely  face, 
Abhorring  from  the  bnghtnefs  of  thy  race, 
Thy  fubjefls  (hall  pervert,  thy  throne  difgracc. 

Nor  is  the  fecret  to  the  mufe  unknown, 
How  courts,  to  frequent  wantonnefles  prone, 
By  loofe  defires  and  high  examples  led. 
'uaiu  the  chafte  honours  of  the  royal  fee J. 
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How  a  young  monarch,  to  his  queen  tinjuft, 

Oft  licenles  the  fafliionable  luft. 

So  in  Olympus  once,  adult'rous  J'-ve 

Left  his  loth'd  Juno  for  a  human  love  : 

In  earth  and  heaven  his fpuriotis  offspring  fow'd,^ 

Profufely  fcatter'd  his  immortal  blood, 

And  ftock'd  the  iky  with  a  promifcuous  brood,  j 

Great  fire,  abandon  this  opprobrious  life, 

Contented  with  a  lov'd,  and  loving  wife. 

Let  the  pure  iffiie  of  unfpotted  flames 

Thy  fceptre  wield,  and  fhun  lafcivious  dames; 

But  if  my  private  mufe,  without  offence, 
May  freely  utter  her  impartial  fenfe  ; 
There  might  be  found  a  more  adapted  mate 
Of  higher  virtues,  though  of  humbler  ftate  : 
Who  with  requiting  fires  thy  fires  would  meet., 
Of  temper  equal,  and  of  foim  complete  ; 
Whofc  looks  might  foften  and  unbend  thy  care, 
And  cafe  the  burden  of  the  gold  you  wear. 
Others,  who  court  alliance  to  thy  throne, 
Seek  but  to  ftrengthen,  and  fecure  their  own  : 
So  the  weak  branches  of  the  tender  vine 
In  circling  folds  the  married  elm  entwine. 
But  kings,  who  to  themfelves  their  grandeur  owe, 
Self-balaric'd,  on  unmov'd  foundations  grow  : 
Safe  in  their  people's  ftrcngth,  from  princes  near 
They  feek  no  iuccours,  and  no  forces  fear. 


forth, } 
arth:S 


But  while  we  wait,  from  what  celcftial  worth, 
From  what  great  princefs  of  exalted  birth 
New  Cxfars  {hall  arife  to  rule  the  Gallic  ear 
Me,  Phoebus,  guide  with  thy  informing  light, 
While  ufeful  laws  for  huibar.ds  I  indite ; 
Smile  on  my  pU-ufing  toil,  and  aid  iny  daring 
fliehf. 
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If  bufmefs  calls,  or  crowded  courts  invite, 

Th'  unblemifh'd  Stateihian  feems  to  ftrike  my  fight ; 

If  in  the  ftage  I  feek  to  foothe  my  care, 

I  meet  his  foul  which  breath'd  in  CATO  there; 

If  penfive,  to  the  rural  (hades  I  rove, 

His  fhape  o'ertakes  me  in  the  lonely  grove  ; 

'Twas  there  of  good  and  juft  he  reafon'd  ftrong, 

Clear'd  fome  great  truth,  or  rais'd  fome  ferious  foDg; 

There  patient  ftiew'd  us  the  wife  courfe  to  liter, 

A  candid  ccnlor,  and  a  friend  ievere ; 

There  taught  us  how  to  live ;  and  (oh  !  too  high 

The  price  of  knowledge)  taught  us  how  to  die. 

TICKELL'S  ELECY  ON  ADDISON. 


EDINBURGH: 

fRINTID  BY  MUND£LL  AND  SON,  ROYAL  BANK  CLCffiE, 


JOSEPH  ADDISON,  one  of  the  greateft  names  in  Englifh  literature,  was  Con  of  the  Rev.  Dr.  Lancelot 
Addifon,  Rector  of  Milfton  in  Wiltfhirc,  where  he  was  born  May  I.  j6;a  ;  and  appearing  weak, 
and  unlikely  to  live,  was  baptifed  the  fame  day. 

After  the  ufual  domeftic  education,  which,  from  the  character  o£  his  father,'a  man  of  talents,  vir 
tue,  and  religion,  may  be  reafonably  fuppofed  to  have  given  him  early  and  deep  impreffions  of  piety 
and  morality,  he  was  committed  to  the  tuition  of  the  Rev.  Mr.  Nalh  at  Amhrefbury  near  Milfton, 
and  afterwards  of  the  Rev.  M»'.  Taylor  at  Salifbury. 

tn  1683,  his  father  was  made  Dean  of  Litchfield,  and  it  is  fuppofed,  carried  his  fon  with  him  to 
his  Deanry,  and  placed  him  with  Mr.  Shaw,  mailer  of  the  fchool  in  the  city  to  which  he  re 
moved. 

Tradition  has  preferved  a  ftory  of  barring  eut  the  mafter  at  the  approach  of  the  holidays,  which, 
at  the  early,  age  of  twelve,  he  is  (aid  to  have  planned  and  conducted  with  fuperior  wifdom  and 
courage. 

From  Litchfield  he  was  removed  to  the  Charter-Houfe,  where  he  purfued  his  fludies  under  Dr. 
Ellis,  and  contracted  an  intimacy  with  Steele,  which  lafted  as  long  as  he'  lived,  and  which  their 
joint  literary  exertions  have  fo  effectually  tranfmitted  to  poflerity. 

In  i687,the  fifteenth  year  of  his  age, he  was  entered  into  Queen's  College  Oxford,  where  his  father 
hadftudied.  Claffical  learning,  being  held  ip  the  higheft  eftimation  at  Qxford,was  the  principal  object 
of  his  attention.  Latin  poetry,  there  one  of  the  chief  roads  to  eminence,  firft  procured  him  dif- 
tin&ion.  The  accidental  perufal  of  his  Latin  Verfes  on  tbe  Inauguration  of  King  William  and  Shteen 
Mary,  1689,  gained  him  the  patronage  of  Dr.  Lancafter,  then  Fellow,  afterwards  Provoft 
of  Queen's  College,  by  whof?  recommendation  he  was  elected  into  Magdalane  College,  as  z.  Demy, 
a  term  in  that  fociety  of  the  fame  import  with  that  of  a  fcholar  in  other  Colleges. 

The  know  ledge  mo^  highly  valued  in  the  fcciety  of  which  he  was  a  member,  he  continued  to 
cultivate,  and  foon  became  eminent  by  his  Latin  compositions,  and  thofe  exercifes  which  led  chiefly 
to  fame. 

In  1690,  he  contributed  a  copy  of  Latin  Verfes  to  the  Oxford  Congratulation?,-  on  tie  return  of 
KlNO  WILLIAM,  fr  em  Ireland,  after  tie  Battle  of  tie  Boyne. 

In  1693,  he  took  the  degree  of  Mafter  of  Arts;  and  the  fame  year  fubmitted  to  the  Public  a 
copy  of  Verfes  addreffud  to  Dryden,  which  was  fyis  firft  performance  in  Englifli. 

This  was  followed,  foon  after,  by  a  tranflation  of  the  fourth  Georgic  upon  Bees;  "  after  which,'* 
fays  Dryden,  "  my  latter  fwarm  is  hardly  worth  the  hiving." 

About  the  fame  time  he  furniflied  Dryden  with  the  arguments  to  the  feyeral  books  of  his  Virgif, 
and  wrote  an  "  E/ay  on  the  Georglcs,"  which  is  prefixed  as  a  preface  to  Dryden's  tranflation,  though 
his  name  is  not  mentioned,  becaufc  he  defired  to  have  it  concealed. 

lu  1694,  he  wrote  "  An  Account  of  tie  Greateft  Englijb  Poets,"  infcribed  to  Mr.  H.  S.  generally 
underftood  to  mean  his  Fellow-Collegian,  Henry  Sacheverell ;  who  at  that  time  proftffcd  BLcyolu- 
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tion  principles,  and  whofc  trial  for  reviling  the  Revolution,  and  other  meafurei  refuhing  from 
principles  of  freedom,  is  the  moft  remarkable  incident  in  his  life. 

If  the  information  communicated  in  a  letter  found  among  Dr.  Johnfon's  papers,  dated  January 
1784,  from  a  JLady  in  Wiltlhire,  may  be  credited,  by  the  initials  H.  S.  is  not  to  be  underflood  the 
famous  Dr  Sacheverell,  but  a  very  ingenious  gentleman  of  the  fame  name,  who  died  young,  fup- 
pofed  to  be  a  Mankfman,  for  that  he  wrote  the  hiftory  "  of  the  Ifle  of  Man,"  had  formed  the  plan 
4>f  a  Tragedy  on  the  Death  of  Socrates,  and  left  his  papers  to  Addifon. 

But  this  important  difcovery  in  literary  hiftory,  is  unfupported  by  collateral  evidence,  which  is 
more  favourable  to  the  received  opinion ;  for  it  is  known  that  a  ftrict  intimacy  then  fubfifted  be 
tween  Sacheverell  and  Addifon,  though  few  characters  could  be  more  different  :  for  SachevercJl, 
with  talents  hardly  reaching  mediocrity,  was  confident  and  adorning  ;  Addifon,  with  the  licheft 
fund  of  merit,  was  diffident  and  modeft.  The  former  was  the  violent  bigotted  votary  of  arbitrary 
power  ;  the  latter  the  moderate  friend  of  rational  liberty.  Sacheverell  was  drawn  into  notice  by 
party  prejudice;  Addifon  attained  eminence  by  genius,  learning,  and  virtue. 

The  ftrongeft  evidence  of  their  early  intim.acy  is  to.  be  foun^  in  the  poem  itfclf,  whic,h  exhibkt 
all  the  fondnefs  of  friendship;  and  it  iS  very  honourable  for  Addiforr,  that  when  he  afterwards  dif 
fered  with  his  friend,  he  did  not  differ  from  himfelf,  but  adhered  to  thofc  principles  which  Sache- 
yerell  had  deferted. 

In  the  ciflfe  of  the  poem,  he  insinuates  a  defign  he  had  formed  of  entering  into  holy  orders,  to 
which  he  had  been  ftrongly  folicited  both  by  his  father  and  by  members  of  the  Univerfity ;  but  the 
influence  of  Montague,  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer,  to  whom  about  this  time  he  was  introduced  by 
Congreve,  concurring  with  his  natural  modefty,  diverted  him  from  fiis  original  defign.  Montague 
alleged  the  corruption  of  men  who  engaged  in  civil  employments  without- liberal  education,  and  de 
clared  that  though  he  was  reprefented  as  an  enemy  to  the  church,  he  would  never  do  it  any  injury, 
but  by  withholding  Addifcn  from  it. 

In  1695,  he  publifhed  "  A  Poem  to  lit  Majcfiy"  with  a  poetical  introduction  to  Lord  Keeper 
Somers,  which  procured  him  the  patronage  of  that  illuftrious  flatefman. 

In  1697,  appeared  his  Latin  Verfes  on  the  Peace  of  Ryfwick,  which  he  dedicated  to  Montague, 
and  which  was  afterwards  called  by  Smith,  "  The  beft  Latin  Poem  fince  the  JEneid." 

His  Latin  compofitions  feem  to  have  had  much  of  his  fondnefs,  for  he  now  collected  a  fecond 
volume  of  the  Muft  Anglican*.,  in  which  all  his  Latin  pieces  are  inferted,  and  where  his  Poem  on 
Peace  has  the  firft  place. 

Having  yet  no  public  employment,  through  the  liberal   recommendation  of  Somers  and  Mon-J 
tague,  the  King,  in  1699,  beflowed  on  him  a  penfion  cf  300!.  to  enable  him  to  travel. 

During  his  travels  through  Italy,  he  collected  his  Remarks  on  the  Country,  compofed  his  Dia 
logues  on  Medals,  and  four  Acts  of  Cato. 

In  1701,  he  wrote  from  Italy  the  Letter  to  Montague,  now  become  Lord  Halifax,  which  is  juftly 
confidered  as  the  moft  elegant,  if  not  the  moft  fublime  of  his  poetica.1  productions. 

When  he  returned  to  England  in  1701,  his  friends  were  out  of  the  Miniftry,  and  his  penfion  was 
difcontinued. 

Soon  after  his  return,  he  publifiicd  his  Travels,  with  a  dedication  to  Lord  Somers,  which  form  a 
large  commentary  on  the  Letter  to  Halifax. 

For  upwards  of  two  years  he  remained  at  home,  without  any  opportunity  of  exerting  his  genius, 
or  of  obtaining  any  reward  for  what  he  had  done. 

In  1704,  when  the  victory  at  Blenheim  fpread  triumph  and  confidence  over  the  nation,  Godol- 
phin,  the  Treafurer,  lamented  to  Halifax,  that  it  had  not  been  celebrated  in  a  manner  equal  to  the 
fubject,  and  defired  him  to  propofe  it  to  fome  poet  moro  adequate  to  the  theme.  Halifax  recom 
mended  Addifon,  but  required  that  the  Treafurer  mould  apply  to  him  in  his  own  perfon.  Godolphin 
fent  a  meffagc  by  Mr.  Boyle,  then  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer,  afterwards  Lord  Carleton,  in  fuch 
terms  as  prevailed  upon  Addifon  to  undertake  the  talk. 

Addifon  (hewed  the  work  to  the  Treafurer,  when  it  was  no  farther  advanced  than  the  fimile  of 
'  the  Angel,  who  was  fo  well  ple.ifed  with  it,  that  he  immediately   appointed  him  to  fucceed  Mr. 
Locke,  as  Commiflioner  of  Appeals. 
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His  poem,  which  he  entitled  Tie  Campaign,  was  addreffed  to  the  Duke  of  Marlborough,  and  re 
ceived  with  loud  and  general  appkufe. 

In  1705,  he  attended  Halifax  to  Hanover,  and  the  year  after  was  made  Under-Secretary  of  State  •» 
to  Sir  Charles  Hedges,  then  appoined  Secretary  of  State.     The  Earl  of  Sunderland,  a  few  months 
after,  fucceeded  Sir  Charles  Hedges,  and  continued  him  in  the  fame  office. 

At  this  time  there  prevailed  a  general  tafte  for  Italian  Operas.  The  brilliant  wit  and  energetia 
humour  of  a  Congreve,  and  the  pathos  of  an  Otway,  were  abandoned  for  thofe  trifling  and  ridicu* 
lous  performances. 

Halifax,  and  other  perfons  of  tafte  and  diftinction,  importuned  Addifon  to  try,  in  our  own  lan 
guage,  a  mufical  drama,  which  might  combine  intellect  with  harmony. 

He  accordingly  undertook  the  taflc,  and  wrote  the  }Opera  of  Rofamond,  which  was  exhibited  in 
1707,  but  met  with  nofuccefs  on  the  ftage.  Sir  John  Hawkins  obferves  that  the  villainy  of  Clay 
ton's  mufic  preponderated  againft  the  elegance  and  humour  of  the  poetry. 

Confcious  that  it  merited  a  more  favourable  judgment,  he  publifhcd  it,  with  a  dedication  to  the 
Duchefs  of  Marlborough,  which  has  been  cenfured  by  Dr.  Johnfon  with  unjuftifiable  feverity. 

Steele  fomewhat  advanced  his  reputation  by  the  °  Tender  Hufband,"  a  comedy,  which  he  dedi 
cated  to  him,  with  a  confeffion,  that  he  owed  to  him  feveral  of  the  moft  fucccfsful  fcenes.    To  this  j 
play  Addifon  fupplied  a  prologue. 

In  1709,  when  the  Marquis  of  Wharton  was  appointed  Lord  Lieutenant  of  Ireland,  Addifon  at 
tended  him  as  his  Secretary,  and  was  made  Keeper  of  the  Records  in  Bermingham's  Tower,  in  the 
room  of  King,  with  a  falary  augmented  by  the  Queen,  for  his  accommodacion,  to  300!.  a-year. 

When  he  was  in  office,  Swift  has  recorded,  that  he  made  a  law  to  himfelf  never  to  remit  his  rt- 
gular  fees  in  civility  to  his  friends,  "  for,  faid  he,  "  I  may  have  a  hundred  friends,  and  if  my  fee 
be  two  guineas,  I  fhall,  by  relinquifhing  my  right,  lofe  two  hundred  guineas,  and  no  friend  gaitt 
more  than  two ;  there  is,  therefore,  no  proportion  between  the  good  imparted  and  the  evil  fuf- 
fered."  He  alfo  eftablifhed  a  rule  to  himfelf  never  to  take,  on  any  pretence  whatever,  more  than 
the  ftated  and  cuftomary  fees  of  his  office.  A  remarkable  inftance  of  this  integrity  was  his  refufal 
of  a  bank  note  of  300!.,  and  afterwards  of  a  diamond  ring,  of  the  fame  value,  from  a  Major  Dunbar, 
whom  he  had  endeavoured  to  ferVe  by  his  intereft  with  Lord  Sunderlandj  as  appears  in  a  letter 
from  himfelf,  preferred  by  Mr.  Maty  (Review  1783),  for  which  the  public  were  originally  in« 
debted  to  Curie. 

He  was  in  Ireland,  when  Steele,  without  any  communication  of  his  defign,  began  to  publifh  the 
Taller,  the  firft  number  of  which  appeared,  April  I  a.  1709^  and  was  continued  to  January  ft.  1711. 
He  difcovered  Steele  to  be  the  author,  from  an  obfcrvation  on  Virgil,  which  he  had  communicated 
to  him.  This  difcovery  led  him  to  afford  Steele  occafional  afliftance. 

On  the  change  of  the  Miniflry,  he  loft  his  employment,  and  found  leifure  to  engage  more;  fre« 
quently  in  the  Tatler,  which  contributed  confidcrably  to  advance  its  reputation. 

Such  was  the  fuperiority  of  Addifon's  writing,  that  Steele  faid  he  fared  like  a  diftreflcd  prince, 
who  called  a  powerful  neighbour  to  his  aid,  and  was  undone  by  his  auxiliary. 

But  the  full  difplay  of  his  talents,  learning  and  compofition,  was  referved  for  the  Sfcfiator.  The 
plan  of  this  celebrated  work  was  concerted  between  Addifon  and  Steele.  The  firft  number  appear 
ed  March  I.  1711.  The  work  was  continued  daily  to  December  8.  1711.  Addifon  furnifhed  by 
much  the  greater  number  of  thofe  papers,  both  gay  and  ferious,  which  arc  moft  liked  and  admired. 
His  papers  are  diftinguiflied  by  one  of  the  letters  in  the  name  of  CLIO. 

In  1713,  the  tragedy  of  Cato,  which  he  had  planned  during  his  travels,  was  finifhed  for  the  ftage, 
and  exhibited  at  Drury-lane,  with  unprecedented  fuccefs.  The  Whigs,  apprehenfive  that  liberty  wa* 
in  danger  from  the  machinations  of  the  Tofy  Miniftry,  applauded  every  line  in  which  liberty  wa§ 
mentioned,  as  a  reprehenfion  of  the  unconftitutional  projects  they  imputed  to  the  Tories.  The 
Tories  joined  in  the  applaufe,  to  manifeft  their  unconfcioufnefs  of  any  fuch  intentions.  Boling- 
broke  called  into  his  box,  the  aitor  who  perfonated  Cato,  and  made  him  a  prcfent  of  fifty  guineas, 
or  fo  ably  defending  the  cattfe  of  liberty  againft  a  perpetual  dictator. 

L  uj 
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Through  the  emulation  of  contending  fa<ftion«,  Cato  was  acted  thirty-five  nights  without  inter- 
Biiffion.  The  prologue  was  written  by  Pope,  and  the  epilogue  came  from  the  pen  of  Garth. 

When  it  wa»  printed,  notice  was  given  that  the.  Qiiecn  would  be  pleafed  if  it  was  dedicated  t* 
her;  but  as  he  had  defigned  that  compliment  elfewbere,  (it  is  believed  to  the  Duchefs  of  Marl- 
borough)  "  he  found  himfelf  obliged,"  fays  Tickell,  "  to  fend  it  into  the  world  without  any  dedi 
cation." 

It  was  recommended  by  eight  copies  of  verfes ;  among  whJch  thofe  of  Steele,  Hughei,  Young, 
Tickell,  Jeffries,  and  Eufden,  deferve  to  be  diftiftguifhed. 

Neighbouring  nations  beftowed  no  lefs  applaufe  on  this  pby  than  our  own.  It  was  tranflated  into 
thu  French  language,  and  underwent  both  Italian  and  German  verQons. 

A  compofition  which  faction,  rank,  and  literature,  concurred  in  praifing,  could  not  efcape  cen- 
fure.  A  fcholar  of  Oxford  attacked  it  as  a  party  play,  in  a  pamphlet  intituled,  "  Mr.  Addifon  turn 
ed  Tory."  Dr.  Sewell  defended  it,  in  a  pamphlet  intituled,  "  ObfeiVations  on  Cato." 

The  mod  flrenuous  and  formidable  impugner  of  its  merits  was  Dennis.  He  wrote  a  pam 
phlet  and  feven  letter?,  to  fhcvv  that  all  the  world  were  wrong  in  beftowing  on  it  applaufe, 
of  even  approbation.  Many  of  his  remarks  are  frivolous,  and  more  are  captious.  There  are 
not,  however,  wanting  in  his  ftriclures,  remarks  that  have  confiderable  weight.  He  difplays  a 
mind  which,  with  more  enlarged  obfervation,  and  greater  liberality  of  fentirnent,  might  have  fuc- 
ceeded  in  criticifm. 

Among  thofe  whom  the  ill-natured  criticifm  of  Dennis  provoked,  was  Pope,  who  at  this  time 
profeffed  great  friendlhip  for  Addifon,  He  wrote  a  very  feverebut  humorous  piece,  intituled,  "  A 
Narrative  of  the  Madnefs  of  John  Dennis."  This  pamphlet  tended  much  more  to  ridicule  the 
critic,  than  to  refute  the  criticifm.  Addifon,  who  faw  the  felfilhnefs  of  Pope's  fricndihip,  never  an- 
fwered  the  objections  of  Dennis. 

Soon  after  the  appearance  of  Cato,  another  daily  paper,  called  the  Guardian,  was  publifhed  by 
Steele.  Addifon  gave  confiderable  affiftance,  though  not  fo  regularly  as  in  the  SfeSlator.  His  pa 
pers  in  the  Guardian  are  marked  by  a  band. 

About  this  time,  he  wrote  a  few  papers,  entitled  the  Wlig  Examiner,  In  anfwer  to  fome  effays  in 
the  Tory  paper  of  that  name.  On  no  occafion,  Dr.  Johnfon  obferves,  was  the  genius  of  Addifon 
more  vigoroufly  exerted,  and  on  none  did  the  fuperiority  of  his  powers  tnore  evidently  appear. 

The  year  after  the  Guardian  was  publifhed,  the  Spectator  was  revived.  No  marks  were  added  to 
diftinguifh  the  authors,  To  Addifon  twenty  three  papers  are  afcribed.  In  this  volume,  as  in  the 
Guardian,  there  is  a  greater  portion  of  the  ferious  than  in  the  former  feven. 

On  the  death  of  the  queen,  he  was  appointed  fecretary  to  the  regency.  On  the  arrival  of  the  king, 
it  was  propofed  to  make  him  fecretary  of  ftate.  This  he  himfelf  ftrenuoufly  declined.  He  a  fecond 
time  accepted  the  place  of  fecretary  to  the  Lord  Lieutenant  of  Ireland,  then  Lord  Sunderland.  The 
Lord  Lieutenant  was  foon  removed,  and  Addifon  was  appointed  one  of  the  Lords  of  trade. 

His  political  employments  diverted  him  from  executing  a  defign  he  had  formed  of  compofing  an 
Englifh  Dictionary ;  a  work  which  has  fince  called  forth  the  learning  and  intellect:  of  Dr.  Johnfon 

During  the  rebellion  1715,  he  commenced  a  periodical  work,  in  fupport  of  the  eft  ablilhcd  govern 
ment,  intituled  The  Freeholder.  It  confifted  of  fifty-five  papers,  and  continued  twice  a  week,  from 
December  1715  to  June  1716. 

This  year  (1716)  he  married  (Aug.  a.)  the  Countcfs  Dowager  of  Warwick,  whom  he  had  foli« 
cited  by  a  long  and  anxious  courtfhip.  It  is  faid,  that  he  derived  little  happinefs  from  the  accom- 
plifhment  of  his  wifhes.  In  her  eftimation,  the  native  luftre  of  genius  was  not  adequate  to  the  ad 
ventitious  glare  of  anceftry. 

The  following  year  he  rofe  to  his  higheft  elevation,  being  made  fecretary  of  ftate.  His  health, 
which  had  been  before  i  mpaired  by  an  afthma,  fuffered  greatly  from  the  fatigue  of  his  office.  Find 
ing  at  laft,  that  public  bufinefs  was  toe  much  for  him,  he  was  permitted  to  refign  his  employment, 
and  gratified  with  a  penfion  of  1500 1.  a  year. 

From  politics  he  returned  to  literature,  and  relumed  a  work  he  had  begun,  On  tie  Evidences  of  tbt 
Clrijlian  Religion.  He  had  alfo  projefted  a  new  poetical  vcrfion  of  the  pfalms,  and  a  tragedy  on  the 
2)<xtb  of  Socratu, 
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About  this  time  appeared  the  comedy  of  The  Drummer,  which  is  afcribcd  to  him  upon  the  tefti- 
mony  of  Steele,  and  the  internal  evidence. 

In  1718-19,  he  relapfed  into  politics,  and  wrote  two  pamphlets,  intitled  the  OU  Whig,  in  de 
fence  of  the  Peerage  Bill,  with  remarks  on  the  "  Plebeian,"  a  paper  written  by  Steele,  and  intended 
to  expofe  the  ariftocratic  tendency  of  the  bill.  In  the  firft  Old  Whig,  it  does  not  appear  that  Steele 
Was  then  known  to  be  the  advocate  for  the  Commons. 

The  bill  was  negatived  ;th  December  1719,  by  269  againft  177. 

The  end  of  this  great  man's  life  was  now  near  at  hand.  In  addition  to  his  afthmatical  com 
plaint,  he  was  at  this  time  afflicted  with  a  dfopfy.  After  a  long  and  manly  ftruggle  with  his  dif- 
temper,  he  abandoned  all  hopes  of  life.  He  gave  directions  to  his  friend  Tickell  concerning  the 
publication  of  his  works,  and  dedicated  them,  on  his  death-bed,  to  his  friend  and  fucceffor  Mr. 
Secretary  Craggs.  Young  relates,  that,  in  his  laft  moments,  he  directed  his  ftep-fon,  Lord  War 
wick,  to  be  called ;  and  when  he  defired  to  hear  his  lift  injunctions,  forcibly  grafplng  the  young 
man'*  hand,  he  foftly  laid,  "  See  in  what  peace  of  mind  a  Chriftian  can  die."  He  fpoke,  and 
foon  expired. 

He  taught  us  how  to  live ;  and  (oh  !  too  high 
The  price  for  knowledge)  taught  us  how  to  die. 

He  died  i?th  June  1719,  at  Holland-Houfe  near  Kenfington,  in  the  47th  year  of  his  age, leaving 
no  child,  but  a  daughter,  who  was  alive  and  unmarried  in  1785,  refiding  at  Bilton,  near  Rugby, 
in  Warwickfliire,  and  poflefling  an  income  of  more  than  I  aoo  1.  a-year. 

His  printed  works  and  manufcripts,  the  moft  confiderable  of  which  were  the  Evidences  of  tie  Ctrl- 
Jlian  Religion,  and  the  DUlogue  on  Medals,  were  collected  and  publifhed  by  Tickell,  in  a  vols,  410, 
1711,  to  which  he  prefixed  an  account  of  his  life. 

Confiderable  additions  have  fince  been  made  to  Tickcll's  edition,  upon  good  authority,  and  his 
Periodical  Eflays  have  been  more  fully  afcertained  in  the  edition  of  the  Tatler,  with  notes,  in  6  vo 
lumes,  8vo.  1786. 

The  character  of  Addifon  is  to  be  learned  from  Ms  writings,  and  from  the  general  teftimony 
cf  the  age  in  which  he  lived.  Tickell,  Steele,  Young,  Pope,  Swift,  and  all  thefe  who  knew  him 
beft,  declare  he  was  the  moft  communicative,  entertaining,  and  delightful  companion  they  ever 
knew. 

Blefl  with  each  talent,  and  each  art  to  pleafe. 
And  born  to  wiite,  convene  and  live  with  cafe ; 

Party  zeal,  in  his  moral  character,  never  fancied  a  ftain ;  envy  never  imputed  to  him  a  crime. 
Hi»  merit  was  fo  generally  acknowledged,  that  Swift,  having  obferved  that  his  election  paft 
•without  a  conteft,  adds,  that  if  he  propofed  himfelf  for  King,  he  would  hardly  have  been 
refufed. 

High  as  he  flood  in  the  public  eftimation,  he  has  been  accufed,  finre  his  death,  of  having,  in  his 
conduct  to  Pope,  exercifed  a  great  deal  of  jealoufy,  envy,  and  malevolence. 

The  accufation  is  brought  forward  by  Mr.  Ruffhead,  in  his  "  Life  of  Pope;"  but  neither  Mr. 
Ruffhead  nor  Dr.  Warburton,  who  furniflied  his  materials,  could  have  any  perfonal  knowledge  of 
the  circumflances ;  which  not  only  do  not  prove,  but  do  not  even  render  probable  the  charge  of  en 
vy,  jealoufy,  and  malice  alleged  by  Pope  againft  Addifon. 

Characters  long  allowed  to  be  eminently  excellent,  are  not  to  be  changed  from  flight  circumftances, 
or  vague  reports.  Nothing  will  overturn  them  but  the  force  of  direct,  pofitive,  unbiaffed  teftimony. 
Pope  might  impute  meannefs  and  difingenuity  to  Addifon  :  his  friends  and  partifans  might  repeat 
the  charge.  But  now,  that  Addifon  and  Pope  are  regarded  Hot  as  Whig  and  Tory,  as  head  of 
cue  party  of  literati  or  another,  an  eftimace  of  their  moral  character  is  to  be  formed,  not  from  the 
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exaggerations  Or  invectives  of  their  adherents  or  enemies,  but  from  the  hiftory  of  their  conduct, 
and  the  teftimony  of  their  impartial  contemporaries. 

Littering  to  the  general  voice  in  favour  of  his  juftice,  beneficence,  patriotifm,  moderation,  eco 
nomy,  prudence,  candour,  and  liberality,  the  writer  of  this  flight  narrative  is  not  with-held  by  a 
few  murmurs,  from  ezprefling  his  conviction  that  Addifon  was  a  man  of  moral  excellence,  no  left 
exalted  than  his  intellectual. 

The  writings  of  Addifon  are  chiefly  poetical,  critical,  and  moral.  Mr.  Gilbert  Cooper  has  ftyl- 
hira  "  an  indifferent  poet,  and  a  worfc  critic  j"  and  Dr.  Hurd  calls  him  "  a  very  ordinary  poet." 
The  public  opinion  is  more  favourable. 

His  poetry  claims  a  high  praife,  though  not  the  higheft.  It  has  not  often  thofc  felicities  of  dic 
tion  which  give  luftre  to  fentiments,  or  that  vigour  of  fentiment  which  animates  diction :  there  is 
little  of  ardour,  vehemence,  or  tranfport :  there  is  very  rarely  the'  awfulnefs  of  grandeur,  and  not 
very  often  the  fplcndor  of  elegance.  It  is,  in  general,  rather  found  philofophy  and  juft  morality 
verfified,  than  animated  defcription  or  interefting  exhibition.  But  though  it  be  not  generally  very 
piclurefque,  animated,  or  impafiioned,  yet  there  are  many  pafiages  which  evince  real  poetical 
genius. 

The  tragedy  of  Catt  is  unqueftionably  the  nobleft  production  of  his  genius.  ConCdered  as  a 
reprcientation  of  natural  fituations,  characters,  fentiments,  and  paflions,  in  one  action,  it  admit* 
of  juft  ccnfiire.  The  characters  are  far  from  being  interefting ;  we  do  not  often  confider  what  they 
are  doing,  or  what  they  are  fuffering.  But  they  are  made  the  vehicles  cf  fuch  expreflion,  that,  at 
|  Dr.  Johnfon  obfervcs,  there  is  fcarcely  a  fccne  in  the  play  which  the  reader  does  not  wifh  to  imprefs 
upon  his  memory. 

{  The  Opera  of  Rtfamond  is  <'ne  of  the  moft  pleafing  of  his  poetical  performances.  The  fubjeA  is 
chofcn  with  judgment,  the  fable  is  agreeable  and  interefting,  the  thoughts  are  juft  and  generally  vi 
gorous,  the  imagery  beautiful,  the  fentiments  natural  and  often  tender,  the  verfification  eafy  and 
harmc  nious ;  the  fongs  are  good,  but  inferior  to  the  thoughts,  fentiments,  and  language.  The 
•whole  drama  is  airy  and  elegant,  engagiag  in  i,ts  procefs,  and  pleafing  in  the  couclufion,  though 
fomewhat  debafed  by  the  comic  characters  of  Sir  Truftly  and  Grideline. 

The  weight  of  its  character  has  forctd  its  way  into  .this  collection,  as  a  fuitable  companion  to 
Caio,  and  hisfmaller  poems. 

The  Lttter  frcm  Italy  has  always  been  praifed,  bui  has  never  been  praifed  beyo»d  its  merit.    To 
i   exquifite  beauty  and  harmony,  it  joins  a  large  portion  both  of  the  defcriptive  and  fentimental  fub- 
Jime.     It  is  more  correct,  with  lefs  appearance  of  labour,  and  more  elegant,  with  lefs  ambition  of 
ornament,  than  any  other  of  his  poems.     Amidft  its  excellencies,  the  addrefs  to  liberty  ftands  emi 
nently  confpicuous.     It  is  forcible  without  exaggeration,  and  animated  without  extravagance. 

The  Campaign,  which  Dr.  Warton  harfhly  calls,  "  A  Gazette  in  Rhyme,"  combines  historical  ac 
curacy  with  poetic  animation  and  grandeur.  The  wifdom,  forefight,  vigour,  activity,  and  courage 
of  Marlborougb,  are  exhibited  with  a  fublimity  adequate  to  the  exalted  theme.  The  moral  of  the 
jicem  is  excellent.  But  the  effect  of  the  whole  would  have  been  more  complete,  had  there  been 
more  compreffion  and  more  unity. 

His  Latin  vcrfet  difplay  the  elegance  of  his  claffical  tafle.  The  numbers  are  fmooth  and  harmoni 
ous,  the  ftyle  is  pure  and  even  elegant,  and  the  comrofition  correct.  The  thoughts  are  generally 
juft,  but  rarely  new  or  vigorous ;  die  imagery  exact.but  feldom  animated.  The  veifes  on  the  Peace 
however,  arc  vigorous  and  elegant.  The  War  let-ween  tie  Pygmies  and  tie  Cranes  is  replete  with  ani 
mated  defcription.  The  Puffetjlo-w  is  defcribed  with  much  humour ;  and  the  Ode  t»  Dr.  T.  JSurnet 
its  in  the  true  fpirit  of  Horace.  His  Tranf.atwns  have  little  that  can  employ  or  requie  criticifm ;  they 
are  for  the  moft  part  fmooth  and  eafy,  and  fuch  as  may  be  read  with  pleafure  by  thole  who  do  not 
know  the  originals. 

In  his  Verfts  to  Dryden,  to  Sacheverell,  to  Somers,  and  to  the  King,  there  is  little  that  delights, 
tnd  ftldom  any  thing  that  offends.  His  Ode  tn  St.  Cecilia  has  been  imitated  by  Pope,  and  has 
Ln.td.il  g  in  it  of  Drjdtn's  vigour.  His  Imitation  of  tic  Iblrd  Qde  of  tie  Iblrd  £otk  of  H*ra«  is 
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performed  with  energy  and  vigour.  His  Hymns  are  eafy,  elegant,  and  harmonious.  His  Verfa  tt 
Kneller  are  peculiarly  happy.  There  is  fcarcely  any  inftance  where  mythology  has  been  applied 
with  more  delicacy  and  dexterity.  Lord  Orford  calls  them  the  moil  beautiful  of  Addifoh's  poeti 
cal  works. 

"  His  poetry,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  is  polifhed  and  pure,  the  product  of  a  mind  too  judicious  to 
commit  faults,  but  not  fufficiently  vigorous  to  attain  excellence.  He  has  fometimes  a  {triking  line, 
or  a  fhining  paragraph ;  but,  on  the  whole,  he  is  warm  rather  than  fervid,  and  mews  more  dexte- 
rity  than  ftrength.  He  was,  however,  one  of  our  earlieft  examples  of  correctnefs." 

As  a  critic,  Addifon  is  entitled  to  great  praife.  His  tafte  is  truly  elegant,  and  his  judgment 
acute  and  difcriminating.  Defective  as  he  has  been  thought,  by  Dr.  Hurd,  in  the  philofophy  of 
his  criticifms,  he  certainly  contributed  in  an  eminent  degree,  by  his  Critique  on  Paradife  La/!,  his 
Remarks  on  Ovid,  and  his-  Eflays  on  Wit,  and  on  the  Pleafures  of  tie  Imagination^  to  diffufe  good 
tafte  in  the  nation,  and  to  promote  the  caufe  of  polite  literature.  A  dill  higher  praife  belongs  to 
Addifon  :  No  writings  are  better  fitted  than  his  for  ferving  the  caufe  of  virtue  and  religion. 

"  As  a  teacher  of  wifdom,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  he  may  be  confidently  followed.  All  the  en 
chantments  of  fancy,  and  all  the  cogency  of  argument  are  employed  to  recommend  to  the  reader 
his  real  interefi,  the  care  of  pleafing  the  Author  of  his  being." 

His  proi'e  is  characterifed  by  its  inimitable  elegance,  perfpicuity,  fimplicity,  and  fweetnefs. 

"  Addifon,"  fays  the  fame  judicious  and  claffical  critic,  "  never  deviates  from  his  track  to  fnatch 
a  grace ;  he  fecks  no  ambitious  ornaments,  and  tries  no  hazardous  innovations.  His  page  is  al 
ways  luminous,  but  never  blazes  in  unexpected  fplendor.  His  fentences  have  neither  ftudied  am 
plitude,  nor  affected  brevity ;  his  periods,  though  not  diligently  rounded,  are  voluble  and  eafy. 
Whoever  wilhcs  to  attain  an  Englifli  ftyle,  familiar,  but  not  coarfe,  and  elegant,  but  not  oftenta- 
tious,  muft  give  his  days  and  nights  to  the  volumes  of  Addifon." 


DEDICATION. 


To  the  Right  Honourable 


JAMES    CRAGGS,   ESQ., 


HIS  MAJESTY'S  PRINCIPAL  SECRETARY  OF  STATE. 


DEAR  SIR, 

I  CANNOT  wifh  that  any  of  my  writings  mould 
laft  longer  than  the  memory  of  our  friendfhip; 
and,  therefore,  I  thus  publicly  bequeath  them  to 
you,  in  return  for  the  many  valuable  inftances  of 
your  affe&ion. 

That  they  may  came  to  you  with  as  little  difad- 
vantage  as  poffible,  I  have  left  the  care  of  them  to 
one  *,  whom,  by  the  experience  of  fome  years,  I 
know  well  qualified  to  anfwer  my  intentions.  He 
has  already  the  honour  and  happinefs  of  being 
under  your  protection  ;  and,  as  he  will  very  much 
(land  in  need  of  it,  I  cannot  wifh  him  better,  than 
that  he  may  continue  to  deferve  the  favour  and 
countenance  of  fuch  a  patron. 

I  have  no  time  to  lay  out  in  forming  fuch  com 
pliments,  as  would  but  ill  fuit  that  familiarity  be 
tween  us,  which  was  once  my  greateft  pleafure, 
and  will  be  my  greateft  honour  hereafter.  Inftead 
of  thcnij  a:cept  of  my  hearty  wifhes,  that  the 
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great  reputation  you  have  acquired  fo  early,  may 
increafe  more  and  more  :  and  that  you  may  long 
ferve  your  country  with  thofe  excellent  talents, 
and  unblemifhed  integrity,  which  have  fo  power 
fully  recommended  you  to  the  rnoft  gracious  and 
amiable  monarch  that  ever  filled  a  throne.  May 
the  franknefs  and  generofity  of  your  fpirit  con 
tinue  to  foften  and  fubdue  your  enemies,  and  gain 
you  many  friends,  if  poilible,  as  fincere  as  yourfelf. 
When  you  have  found  fuch,  they  cannot  wifh  you 
more  true  happinefs  than  I,  who  am,  with  the 
greateft  zeal, 

Dear  SIR; 
Your  moft  entirely  affectionate  Friend, 

And  faithful  obedient  Servant, 


June  4. 


J.  ADDISON. 


TO  MR.  DRYDEN. 

How  long,  great  Poet,  fliall  thy  facred  lays 

Provoke  our  wonder,  and  tranfcend  our  praife  ? 

Can  neither  injuries  of  time,  or  age, 

Damp  thy  poetic  heat,  and  quench  thy  rage  ? 

Not  fo  thy  Ovid  in  hi*  exile  wrote, 

Grief  chill'd  his  breaft,   and  check'd  his  rifing 

thought : 

Penfive  and  fad,  his  drooping  mufe  betrays 
The  Roman  genius  in  its  laft  decays. 

Prevailing  warmth  has  ftill  thy  mind  poffeft, 
And  fecond  youth  is  kindled  in  thy  breaft  ; 
Thou  mak'ft  the  beauties  of  the  Romans  known, 
And  England  boafts  of  riches  not  her  own  ; 
Thy  lines  have  heighten'd  Virgil's  majefty, 
And  Horace  wonders  at  himfelf  in  thee. 
Thou  teacheft  Perfius  to  inform  our  ifle 
In  fmoother  numbers,  and  a  clearer  ftyle  j 
And  Juvenal,  inflructed  in  thy  page, 
Edges  his  fatire,  and  improves  his  rage. 
Thy  copy  cafts  a  fairer  light  on  all, 
And  ftill  out-ftunes  the  bright  original. 

Now  Ovid  boafts  th'  advantage  of  thy  fong, 
And  tells  his  ftory  in  the  Britifh  tongue ; 
Thy  charming  verfe,  and  fair  tranflations,  (how 
How  thy  own  laural  firft  began  to  grow  : 
How  \Vild  Lycaon,  chang'd  by  angry  gods, 
And  frighted  at  himfelf,  ran  howling  through  the 

woods. 

O  may 'ft  thou  ftill  the  noble  talk  prolong, 
Nor  age,  nor  ficknefs,  interrupt  thy  fong  : 
Then   may    we    Wondering   read,    how    human 

limbs 

Have  water'd  kingdoms,  and  diffolv'd  in  ftreams 
Of  thofe  rich  fruits  that  on  the  fertile  mold 
Turn'd  yellow  by  degrees,  and  ripen'd  into  gold ; 
How  fome  in  feathers,  or  a  ragged  hide, 
Have  liv'd  a  fecond  life,   and  different  natures 

try'd. 

Then  will  thy  Ovid,  thus  transform'd,  reveal 
A  nobler  change  than  he  himfelf  can  tell. 


Magd.  College,  Oxon 

June  a.  1693. 
Tbc  Author's  age  aa 
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A  POEM  TO  HIS   MAJESY*. 

PRESENTED  TO  THE  LORD  KEEPS*. 


THE  RIGHT  HON.  SIR  JOHN  SOMERS, 

LORD  KEEPER  OF  THE  GREAT  IEAL, 
1695. 

IF  yet  your  thoughts  are  loofe  from  ftate  affair*, 
Nor  feel  the  burden  of  a  kingdom's  cares ; 
If  yet  your  time  and  actions  arc  your  own  J 
Receive  the  prefent  of  a  mufe  unknown  : 
A  mufe  that,  in  adventurous  numbers,  fings 
The  rout  of  armies,  and  the  fall  of  kings, 
Britain  advanc'd,  and  Europe's  peace  reftor'd, 
By  Somers'  counfels,  and  by  Nafiau's  fword. 

To  you,  my  Lord,  thefe  daring  thoughts  belong 
Who  help'd  to  raife  the  fubjedt  of  my  fong  ; 
To  you  the  hero  of  my  verfe  reveals 
His  great  defigns,  to  you  in  council  tells 
His  inmoft  thoughts,  determining  the  doom 
Of  towns  unftorm'd,  and  battles  yet  to  come. 
And  well  could  you,  in  your  immortal  ftrains, 
Defcribe  his  conduct,  and  reward  his  pains; 
But,  fince  the  ftatc  has  all  your  cares  engrofg'd, 
And  poetry  in  higher  thoughts  is  loft, 
Attend  to  what  a  lefler  mufe  indites, 
Pardon  her  faults,  and  countenance  her  flights. 

On  you,  my  Lord,  with  anxious  fear  I  wait,' 
And  from  your  judgment  muft  expect  my  fate, 
Who,  free  from  vulgar  paflions,  are  above 
Degrading  envy,  or  mifguided  love  ; 
If  you,  well  pleas'd,  {hall  fmile  upon  my  lays,  } 
Secure  of  fame,  my  voice  I'll  baldly  raife, 
For  next  to  what  you  write,  is  what  you  praife.  J 


TO   THE   KING. 

WHEN  now  the  bufinefs  of  the  field  is  o'er, 
The  trumpets  fleep,  and  cannons  ceafe  to  roar^ 

«  King  William. 
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When  every  difmal  echo  is  decay'd, 
And  all  the  thunder  of  the  battle  laid ; 
Attend,  aufpicious  prince ;  and  let  the  mufe 
In  humble  accents  milder  thoughts  infufc. 

Others,  in  bold  prophetic  numbers  flcill'd, 
Set  thee  in  arms,  and  Jed  thee  to  the  field ; 
My  mufe  expecting  on  the  Britifh  ftrand 
Waits  thy  return,  and  welcomes  thee  to  land : 
She  oft  has  feen  thee  preffing  on  the  foe, 
When  Europe  was  concern'd  in  every  blow; 
But  durft  not  in  heroic  ftrains  rejoice ; 
The  trumpets,  drums,  and  cannons,  drown'd  her 

voice  : 

She  faw  the  Boyne  run  thick  with  human  gore, 
And  floating  corps  lie  beating  on  the  fhore  ; 
She  faw  thee  climb  the  banks,  but  try'd  in  vain 
To  trace  her  hero  through  the  dufty  plain, 
When  thrpagh  the  thick  embattled  lines  he  broke, 
New  plung'd  amidil  the  foes,  now  loft  in  clouds  of 
fmoke. 

O  that  fome  mufe,  renown'd  for  lofty  verfe, 
In  daring  numbers  would  thy  toils  rehearfe  ! 
Draw  thee  belov'd  in  peace,  and  fear'd  in  wars, 
Inur'd  to  noon-day  fweats,  and  mid-night  cares ! 
But  ftill  the  God-hke  man,  by  fome  hard  fate, 
Receives  the  glory  of  his  toils  too  late ; 
Too  late  the  verfe  the  mighty  a<5t  fucceeds, 
One  age  the  hero,  one  the  poet  breeds. 

A  thoufand  years  in  full  fucceffion  ran, 
Ere  Virgil  rais'd  his  voice,  and  fung  the  man 
Who,  driven  by  ftrefs  of  fate,  fuch  dangers  bore 
On  ftorniy  feas,  and  a  difaftrous  fhore, 
Before  he  fettled  in  the  promis'd  earth, 
An,d  gave  the  empire  of  the  world  its  birth. 

Troy  long  had  found  the  Grecians  bold  and 

fierce, 

Ere  Homer  mufter'd  up  their  troops  in  verfe ; 
Long  had  Achilles  quell'd  the  Trojans'  luft, 
And  laid  the  labour  of  the  gods  in  dud, 
Before  the  towering  mufe  began  her  flight, 
'    And  drew  the  hero  raging  in  the  fight, 
Engag'd  in  tented  fields  and  rolling  floods, 
Or  flaughtering  mortals,  or  a  match  for  gods. 

And  here,  perhaps,  by  fate's  unerring  doom, 
Some  mighty  bard  lies  hid  in  years  to  come, 
That  (hall  in  William's  godlike  adls  engage, 
And  with  his  battles  wa,rm  a  future  age ; 
Hibernian  fields  fhall  here  thy  conquefts  fhow, 
And  Boyne  be  fung,  when  it  has  ceas'd  to  flow ; 
Here  Gallic  labours  fhall  advance  thy  fame, 
And  here  Seneffe  Ihall  wear  another  name. 
Qur  late  pofterity,  with  fecret  dread, 
Shall  view  thy  battles,  and  with  pleafure  read 
How,  in  the  bloody  field  too  near  advanc'd, 
The  guiltlefs  bullet  on  thy  fhouldcr  glanc'd. 

The  race  of  Naffau  was  by  heaven  defign'd 
To  curb  the  proud  opprcffors  of  mankind, 
To  bind  the  tyrants  of  the  earth  with  laws, 
And  fight  in  tvery  injur'd  nation's  caufe, 
The  world's  great  patriots ;  they  for  juftice  call ; 
And,  as  they  favour,  kingdoms  rife  or  fall. 
Our  Britifh  youth,  unus'd  to  rough  alarms, 
Carelefs  of  fame,  and  negligent  of  arms, 
Had  long  forgot  to  meditate  the  foe, 
And  heard  unwarm'd  the  martial  trumpet  blow ; 


But  now  infpir'd  by  thee,  with  frefli  delight, 
Their  fwords  they  brandifh,  and  require  the  fight, 
Renew  their  ancient  conquefts  on  the  main, 
And  ad:  their  fathers'  triumphs  o'er  again ; 
Fir'd,  when  they  hear  how  Agincourt  was  ftrow'd 
With  Gallic  corps,  and  Crefll  fwam  in  blood, 
With  eager  warmth  they  fight,  ambitious  all 
Who  full  fhall  itorm  the  breach,  or  mount  the 

wall. 

In  vain  the  thronging  enemy  by  force 
Would  clear  the  ramparts,  and  repel  their  courfe  ; 
They  break  through  all,  for  William  leads  the 

way, 

Where  fires  rage  moft,  and  loudeft  engines  play. 
Namur's  late  terrors  and  deftruclion  fhow, 
What  William,  warm'd  with  juft  revenge,  caa 

do  : 

Where  once  a  thoufand  turrets  rais'd  on  high 
Their  gilded  fpires,  and  glitter'd  in  the  fky, 
An  undiftinguifli'd  heap  of  duft  is  found, 
And  all  the  pile  lies  fmnking  on  the  ground. 

His  toils,  for  no  ignoble  ends  defign'd, 
Promote  the  common  welfare  of  mankind ; 
No  wild  ambition  moves,  but  Europe's  fears, 
The  cries  of  orphans,  and  the  widow's  tears: 
Oppreft  religion  gives  the  firft  alarms. 
And  injur'd  juftice  fets  him  in  his  arms ; 
His  conquefts  freedom  to  the  world  afford, 
And  nations  blefs  the  labours  of  his  fword, 

Thus  when  the  forming  mufe  would  copy  forth 
A  perfect  pattern  of  heroic  worth, 
She  fets  a  man  triumphant  in  the  field, 
O'er  giants  cloven  down,  and  monfters  kill'd, 
Reeking  in   blood,   and  fmear'd  with  duft  and 

fweat, 
Whilft  angry  gods  confpire  to  make  him  great. 

Thy  navy  rides  on  feas  before  unpreft, 
And  ftrikcs  a  terror  through  the  haughty  eaft  : 
Algiers  and  Tunis  from  their  fultry  ihore 
With  horror  hear  the  Britifti  engines  roar ; 
Fain  from  the  neighbouring  dangers  would  they 

run, 

And  wifli  themfelves  ftill  nearer  to  the  fun. 
The  Gallic  Ihips  are  in  their  ports  confin'd, 
Deny'd  the  common  ufe  of  fea  and  wind, 
Nor  dare  again  the  Bntifh  ftrength  engage  ; 
Still  they  remember  that  deftru&ive  rage 
Which  lately  made  their  trembling  hoft  retire, 
Stunn'd  with  the  noife,  and  wrapt  in  fmoke  and 

fire;  •         [ftrow'd, 

The  waves  with  wide  unnumber'd  wrecks  were 
And  planks,   and  arms,  and  men,   promifcuous 

flow'd. 

Spain's  numerous  fleet,  that  perifli'd  on  our  coaft, 
Could  foirce  a  longer  line  of  battle  boaft ; 
The  winds  could  hardly  drive  them  to  their  fate, 
And  all  the  ocean  labour'd  with  the  weight. 

Where-e'er  the  waves  in  reftlefs  errors  roll, 
The  fea  lies  open  now  to  either  pole  : 
Now  may  we  fafely  ufe  the  northern  gales, 
And  in  the  polar  circle  fpread  our  fails  : 
Or,  deep  in  fouthern  climes,  fecure  from  war», 
New  lands  explore,  and  fail  by  other  ftars : 
Fetch  uncontrol'd  each  labour  of  the  fun, 
And  majie  the  product  «f  the  world  our  own. 
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At  length,  proud  prince,  ambitious  Lewis,  ceafe 
To  plague  mankind,  and  trouble  Europe's  peace  ; 
Think  on  the  drudtures  which  thy  pride  has 

ras'd, 

On  towns  unpeopled,  and  on  fields  laid  wade  ; 
Think  on  the  heaps  of  corps  and  dreams  of  blood, 
On  every  guilty  plain  and  purple  flood, 
Thy  arms  have  made ;  and  ceafe  an  impious  war, 
Nor  wade  the  lives  intruded  to  thy  care. 
Or,  if  no  milder  thought  can  calm  thy  mind, 
Behold  the  great  avenger  of  mankind, 
See  mighty  Nafiau  through  the  battle  ride, 
And  fee  thy  fubjecls  gafpmg  by  his  fide ; 
Fain  would  the  pious  prince  refufe  th"  alarm, 
Fain  would  he  check  the  fury  of  his  arm  ; 
But,  when  thy  cruelties  his  thoughts  engage, 
The  hero  kindles  with  becoming  rage, 
Then  countries  ftol'n,  and  captives  unredor'd, 
(Bive  drength  to  every  blow,  and  edge  his  fword. 
Behold  with  what  refidlefs  force  he  falls 
On  towns  befieg'd,  and  thunders  at  thy  walls '. 
Aflc  Villeroy,  (for  Villeroy  beheld 
The  town  furrender'd,  and  the  treaty  feal'd) 
With  what  amazing  drength  the  forts  were  won, 
Whilft  the  whole  power  of  France  dood  looking 

on. 

But  dop  not  here;  behold  where  Berkeley  dands, 
And  executes  his  injtir'd  king's  commands ; 
Around  thy  coad  his  burding  bombs  he  pours 
On  flaming  citadels  and  falling  towers  ; 
With  hiffing  dreams  of  fire  the  air  they  dreak, 
And  hurl  dedrudtion   round   them   where   they 

break, 

The  fldes  with  long  afcending  flames  are  bright, 
And  all  the  fea  reflects  a  quivering  light. 

Thus  ./Etna,  when  in  fierce  eruptions  broke, 
Fills  heaven  with  afhes,  and  the  earth  with  fmoke  : 
Here  crags  of  broken  rocks  are  twirl'd  on  high, 
Here  molten  dones  and  fcatter'd  cinders  fly  : 
Its  fury  reaches  the  remoted  coad, 
And  drows  the  Afiatic  fhore  with  dud. 

Now   does  the  failor  from  the  neighbouring 

main 

Look  after  Gallic  towns  and  forts  in  vain  ; 
No  more  his  wonted  marks  he  can  defcry, 
But  fees  a  long  unmeafur'd  ruin  lie  ; 
Whild,  pointing  to  the  naked  coad,  he  fhows 
His  wondering  mates  where  towns  and  deeples 

rofc, 

Where  crowaed  citizens  he  lately  yiew'd, 
And  fingles  out  the  place  where  once  St.  Maloes 

dood. 

Here  RuffePs  aclion*  fhould  niy  mufe  require ; 
And,  would  my  drength  but  fecond  my  defire, 
I'd  all  his  boundlefs  bravery  rehearfe, 
And  draw  his  cannons  thundering  in  my  verfe; 
High  on  the  deck  fliould  the  great  leader  dand, 
Wrath  in  his  look,  and  lightning  in  his  hand  ; 
Like  Homer's  He&or  when  he  flung  his  fire 
Amidd   a  thoufand  fhips,  and  made  all  Greece 

retire. 

But  who  can  run  the  Britifh  triumphs  o'er, 
And  count  the  flames  diiperd  on  every  fhore  ? 
Who  can  defcribe  the  fcatter'd  viclory, 
And  draw  the  reader  on  frcm  fea  to  fea  ? 


Elfe  who  could  Ormond's  god-like  ads  refufe, 
Ormond  the  theme  of  every  Oxford  mufe  ? 
Fain  would  I  here  his  mighty  worth  proclaim, 
Attend  him  in  the  noble  chace  of  fame, 
Through  all  the  noife  and  hurry  of  the  fight, 
Obferve  each  blow,  and  keep  him  dill  in  fight. 
Oh,  did  our  Britifh  peers  thus  court  renown, 
And  grace  the  coats  their  great  fore-fathers  won! 
Our  arms  would  then  triumphantly  advance, 
Nor  Henry  be  the  lad  that  conquer'd  France. 
What  might  not  England  hope,  if  fuch  abroad 
PurchasM  their  country's  honour  with  their  blood  : 
When  fuch,  detain'd  at  home,  fupport  our  date 
In  William's  dead,  and  b.ara  kingdom's  weight^ 
The  fchemes  of  Gallic  policy  o'erthrow, 
And  blad  the  counfcls  of  the  common  foe ; 
Direct  our  armies,  and  Jidribute  right, 
And  render  our  Maria's  lofs  more  light. 
But  dop,  my  mufe,  th'  ungrateful  found  forbear, 
Maria's  name  dill  wounds  each  Britifli  ear  : 
Each  Britifh  heart  Maria  dill  does  wound, 
And  tears  burd  out  unbidden  at  the  found ; 
Maria  dill  our  rifing  mirth  dedroys, 
Darkens  our  triumphs,  and  forbids  our  joys. 

But  fee,  at  length,  the  Britifli  diips  appear  ! 
Our  Naflau  comes !  and  as  his  fleet  draws  near, 
The  rifirig  mads  advance,  the  fails  grow  white, 
And  all  his  pompous  navy  floats  in  fight. 
Come,  mighty  prince,  defir'd  of  Britain,  come  ! 
May  heaven's  propitious  gales  attend  thee  home  ! 
Come,  and  let  longing  crowds  behold  that  look, 
Which  fuch  confufion  and  amazement  druck 
Through  Gallic  hods:  but,  oh  '   let  us  defcry 
Mirth  in  thy  brow,  and  pleafure  in  thine  eye ; 
Let  nothing  dreadful  in  thy  face  be  found, 
But  for  a  while  forget  the  trumpet'*  found  : 
Well-pleas'd,  thy  people's  loyalty  approve, 
Accept  their  duty,  and  enjoy  their  love. 
For  as,  when  lately  mov'd  with  fierce  delight, 
You  plung'd  amidd  the  tumult  of  the  fight, 
Whole  heaps  of  death  encompafs'd  you  around, 
And  deeds  o'er-turn'd  lay  foaming  on  the  ground; 
So  crown'd  with  laurels  now,  where-e'er  you  go 
Around  you  blooming  joys  and  peaceful  bleflings 
flow. 


A    TRANSLATION 

OF    ALL 

VIRGIL'S  FOURTH  GEORGIC, 

EXCEPT  THE   STORY  OF  AR1STJEVS. 

ETHEREAL  fweets  fhall  next  my  mufe  engage, 
And  this,  Maecenas,  claims  your  patronage. 
Of  little  creatures  wondrous  a&s  I  treat,  ~\ 

The  ranks  and  mighty  leaders  of  their  date,       t 
Their  laws,  employments,  and  their  wars  re-T 
late.  3 

A  trifling  theme  provokes  my  humble  lays : 
Trifling  the  theme,  not  fo  the  poet's  praife, 
If  great  Apollo  and  the  tuneful  Nine 
Join  in  the  piece,  and  makv  the  work  divine. 


POEMS. 


Firft,  for  your  bees  a  proper  ftatlon  find, 
That's  fenc'd  about  and  melter'd  from  the  wind ; 
For  winds  divert  them  in  their  flight,  and  drive 
The  fwarms,  when  loaden  homeward,  from  their 

hive. 
Nor  flieep,  nor  goats,  muft  pafture   near  their 

ftores, 

To  trample  under  foot  the  fpringing  flowers; 
Norfrifking  heifers  bound  about  the  place,  [grafs : 
To  fpurn  the  dew-drops  off,  and  bruiie  the  rifuig 
Nor  muft  the  lizard's  painted  brood  appear, 
Nor  wood-pecks,  nor  the  fwallow  harbour  near. 
They  wafte  the  fwarms,  and  as  they  fly  along 
Convey  the  tender  morfels  to  their  young. 

Let  purling  dreams,  and  fountains  edg'd  with 

mofs, 

And  {hallow  rills,  run  trickling  through  the  grafs; 
Let  branching  olives  o'er  the  fountain  grow, 
Or  palms  fhoot  up,  and  fhade  the  ftreams  below ; 
That  when  the  youth,  led  by  their  princes,  fliun 
The  crowded  hive,  and  fport  it  jn  the  fun, 
Refrelhing  fprings  may  tempt  them  from  the  heat, 
And  fliady  coverts  yield  a  cool  retreat. 

Whether  the  neighbouring  water  ftands  or  runs, 
Lay  twigs  acrofs,  and  bridge  it  o'er  with  ftones ; 
That  if  rough  ftprnis,  or  fudden  blafls  of  wind, 
Should  dip,  or  fcatcer  thofe  that  lag  behind, 
Here  they  may  fettle  on  the  friendly  ftone, 
And  dry  their  reeking  pinions  at  the  fun. 
Plant  all  the  flowery  banks  with  lavender, 
With  ftore  of  favory  fcent  the  fragrant  air, 
Let  running  betony  the  field  o'erfpread, 
And  fountains  foke  the  violet's  dewy  bed. 

Though  barks  or  plaited  willows  make  your 

hive, 

A  narrow  inlet  to  their  cells  contrive ; 
>or  colds  congeal  and  freeze  the  liquor*  up, 
And,  melted  down  with  heat,  the  waxen  buildings 

drop  : 

The  bees,  of  both  extremes  alike  afraid, 
Their  wax  around  the  whittling  crannies  fpread, 
And  fuck  out  clammy  dews  from  herbs  and  fjowers, 
To  fmear  the  chinks,  and  plaifler  up  the  pores  : 
For  this  they  hoard  upglew,  whofe  dinging  drops, 
Like  pitch,  or  birdlime,  hang  in  ftringy  ropes. 
They  oft,  'tis  faid,  in  dark  retirements  dwell, 
And  work  in  fubterraneous  caves  their  cell; 
At  other  times  th'  induftrious  infe&s  live 
In  hollow  rocks,  or  make  a  tree  their  hive. 

Point  all  their  chinky  lodgings  round  with  mud, 
And  leaves  muft  thinly  on  your  work  be  ftrow'd; 
But  let  no  baleful  yew-tree  flourifh  near,  ~l 

Nor  rotten  marines  fend  out  fleams  of  mire ;      / 
Nor  burning  crabs  grow  red,  and  crackle  in  the^ 
fire :  »  3 

Nor  neighbouring  caves  return  the  dying  found, 
Nor  echoing  rocks  the  doubled  voice  rebound. 

Things  thus  prcpar'd 

When  th'  under-world  is  feiz'd  with  cold  and"} 

night, 

And  fummer  here  defcends  in  ftreams  of  light, 
The  bees  through  woods  and  forefts  take  their 

flight. 

They  rifle  every  flower,  and  lightly  flcim 
The  cry  1U1  brook,  and  ftp  the  runairg  ftream. ; 


And  thus  they  feed  their  young  with  ftrange  de 
light, 
And  knead  the  yielding  wax,  and  work  the  flimy 

fweet. 

But  when  on  high  you  fee  the  bees  repair,         ~\ 
Borne  on  the  wind,  through  diftant  trads  of  air,  f 
And  view  the  winged  cloud  all  blackening  from  r" 
afar ;  Y 

While  fhady  Poverts  and  frefti  fteams  they  choofc, 
Milfoil  and  common  honey-fuckles  bruife, 
And  fprinkle  on  their  hives  the  fragrant  juice. 
On  brazen  veflels  beat  a  tinkling  found, 
And  {hake  the  cymbals  of  the  goddefs  round; 
Then  all  will  haftily  retreat,  and  fill 
The  warm  refounding  hollow  of  their  cell. 

If  once  two  rival  kings  their  right  debate, 
And  fadions  and  cabals  embroil  the  ftate, 
The  people's  adions  will  their  thoughts  declare ; 
All  their  hearts  tremble,  and  beat  thick  with  war; 
Hoarfe  broken  founds,  like  trumpet's  harfti  alarms, 
Run  through  the  hive,  and  call  them  to  their  arms- 
All  in  a  hurry  fpread  their  {hivering  wings, 
And  fit  their  claws,  and  point  their  angry  ftin« : 
In  crowds  before  the  king's  pavilion  meet, 
And  boldly  challenge  out  the  foe  to  fight ; 
At  laft,  when  all  the  heavens  are  warm  and  fair,~| 
They  rufti  together  out,  and  join  ;  the  air         '/ 
Swarms  thick,  and  echoes  with  the  humming  T 
war.  \ 

All  in  a  firm  round  cluftcr  mix,  and  ftrow 
With  heaps  of  little  corps  the  earth  below ; 
As  thick  as  hail-ftones  from  the  floor  rebound, 
Or  {haken  acorns  rattle  on  the  ground. 
No  fenfe  of  danger  can  their  kings  controul, 
Their  little  bodies  lodge  a  mighty  foul : 
Each  obftinate  in  arms  purfues  his  blow, 
Till  {hameful  flight  fecures  the  routed  foe 
This  hot  difpute  and  all  this  mighty  fray 
A  little  duft  flung  upward  will  allay. 

But  when  both  kings  are  fettled  in  their  hive, 
Mark  him  who  looks  the  worft,  and  left  he  live 
Idle  at  home  in  eafe  and  luxury, 
The  lazy  monarch  muft  be  doom'd  to  die ; 
So  let  the  royal  infedt  rule  alone, 
And  reign  without  a  rival  in  his  throne. 

The  kings  are  different :  one  of  better  note,  ~\ 
All  fpeckt  with  gold,  and  many  a  fliining  fpot,  C 
Looks  gay,  and  gliftens  in  a  gilded  coat;  \ 

But  love  of  eafe,  and  floth  in  one  prevails, 
That  fcarce  his  hanging  paunch  behind  him  trails: 
The  people's  looks  are  different  as  their  kings ; 
Some  fparkle  bright,  and  glitter  in  their  wings ; 
Others  look  loathfomc  and  difeas'd  wiih  floth,     "1 
Like  a  faint  traveller  whofe  dufty  mouth  C 

Grows  dry  with  heat, and  fpiu  a  maukifli  froth.  3 

The  firft  are  beft 

From  their  o'erflowing  combs,  you'll  often  prefs 
Pure  lufcious  fweets  that  mingling  in  the  glafs 
Correct  the  harftir.cfs  of  the  racy  juice, 
And  a  rich  flavour  through  the  wine  diffufe. 
But  when  they  (port  abroad,  and  rove  from  home, 
And  leave  the  cooling  hive,  and  quit  th'  unfinifh'd 

comb ; 

Their  airy  ramhlings  are  with  eafe  confin'cf, 
Clip  their  king's  wings,  and  if  they  ftay  behind 
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No  bold  ufurpcr  dares  invade  their  right, 
Nor  found  a  march,  nor  give  the  fign  for  flight. 
Let  flowery  banks  entice  them  to  their  ceils, 
And  gardens  all  perfum'd  with  native  fmells ; 
Where  carv'd  Priapus  has  his  fix'd  abode, 
The  robber's  terror,  and  the  ftare-crow  god. 
\Vild  thyme  and  pine-trees  from  their  barren  hill 
Tranfplant,  and  nurfe  them  in  the  neighbouring 

foil. 

Set  fruit-trees  round,  nor  e'er  indulge  thy  floth, 
But  water  them,  and  urge  their  fliady  growth. 

And  here,  perhaps,  were  not  I  giving  o'er, 
And  ftriking  fail,  and  making  to  the  more, 
I'd  fliew  what  art  the  gardener's  toils  require, 
Why  rofy  pzftum  bluflies  twice  a  year  : 
What  ftreams  the  verdant  fuccory  fupply, 
And  how  the  thiffty  plant  drinks  river*  dry ; 
What  with  a  cheerful  green  does  parfly  grace, 
And  writhei  the  bellying   cucumber  along  the 

twiftcd  grafs ; 

Nor  would  I  pafs  the  f»ft  acanthus  o'er, 
Ivy  nor  myrtle-trees  that  love  the  more; 
Nor  daffodil*,  that  late  from  earth's  flow  womb 
Unrumple  their  fwoln  buds,  and  fliow  their  yel 
low  bloom. 

For  once  I  faw  in  the  Tarentine  vale, 
Where  flow  Galefus  dxencht  the  waftiy  foil, 
An  old  Corycian  yeoman,  who  had  got 
A  few  negle&ed  acres  to  his  lot, 
Where  neither  corn  nor  paflure  grac'd  the  field, 
Nor  would  the  vine  her  purple  harveft  yield ; 
But  favory  herbs  among  the  thorns  were  found,  ^ 
Vervain  and  poppy-flowers  his  garden  crown'd,  > 
And  drooping  lilies  whiten'd  all  the  ground,      j 
Bleft  with  thefe  riches  he  could  empires  flight, 
And  when  he  refted  from  his  toils  at  night, 
The  earth  unpurchas'd  dainties  would  afford, 
And  his,  own  garden  furnifli  out  his  board  : 
The  fpring  did  firft  his  opening  rofes  blow, 
Firft  ripening  autumn  bent  his  fruitful  bough. 
When  piercing  colds  had  burft  the  brittle  {tone, 
And  freezing  rivers  ftiffen'd  as  they  run, 
He  then  would  prune  the  tendereft  of  his  trees, 
Chide  the  late  fpring,  and  lingering  weftern  breeze: 
Hi   bees  firft  fwarm'd,  and  made  his  veflels  foam 
With  the  rich  fqueezing  of  the  juicy  comb. 
Here  lindens  and  the  fappy  pine  increas'd ; 
Here,  when  gay  flowers  his  fmiling  orchard  dreft, 
As  many  bloffoms  as  the  fpring  could  fliow, 
So  many  dangling  apples  mellow'd  on  the  bough. 
In  rows  his  elms  and  knotty  pear-trees  bloom, 
And  thorns  ennobled  now  to  bear  a  plumb, 
And  fprcading  plane-trees,  where  fupinely  laid 
Henow  enjoys  thecool,andquaffs  beneath  the  ihade. 
But  thefe  for  want  of  room  I  muft  omit, 
And  leave  for  future  poets  to  recite. 

Now  I'll  proceed  their  natures  to  declare, 
Which  Jove  himfelf  did  on  the  bees  confer ; 
Becaufe,  invited  by  the  timbrel's  found,  ~\ 

Lodg'd  in  a  cave  th'  almighty  babe  they  found,  v 
And  the  young  god  nurft  kindly  undtr-ground.  j 

Of  all  the  wing'd  inhabitants  of  air, 
Thefe  only  make  their  young  the  public  care ; 
In  wcll-diipos'd  focieties  they  live, 
Aflii  laws  and  iiauies  regulate  their  hive ; 


Nor  ftray,  like  others,  unconfin'd  abroad, 

But  know  fet  ftatiom,  and  a  fix'd  abode. 

Each  provident  of  cold  in  fummer  fliei  -\ 

Through  fields,  and  woods,  to  feck  for  new  fup-  / 

plies, 

And  in  the  common  ftock  unlades  his  thighs      J 
Some  watch  the  food,  fome  in  the  meadows  ply, 
Tafte  every  bud,  and  fuck  each  bloflom  dry ; 
Whilft  others,  labouring  in  their  cells  at  home. 
Temper  Narciffus'  clammy  tears  with  gum, 


; 


For  the  firft  ground-work  of  the  golden  comb 
On  this  they  found  their  waxen  works,  and  raife 
The  yellow  fabric  on  its  gkwy  bafe.' 
Some  educate  the  young,  or  hatch  the  feed 
With  vital  warmth,  and  future  nations  breed ; 
Whilft  others  thicken  all  the  ilimy  dews, 
And  into  pureft  honey  work  the  juice ; 
Then  fill  the  hollows  of  the  comb,  and  fwell 
With  lufcious  ne<5tar  every  flowing  cell. 
By  turns  they  watch,  by  turns  with  curious  eye*"v 
Survey  the  heavens,  and  fearch  the  clouded  flues  / 
To  find  out  breeding  ftorms,  and  tell  what  tern-  r 
peft»  rife.  J. 

By  turns  they  eafe  the  loaden  fwarms,  or  drive 
The  drone,  a  lazy  infeft,  from  their  hive. 
The  work  is  warmly  ply'd  through  all  the  cells, 
And    ftrong   with  thyme  the  new  made  honey 

fmells. 

So  in  their  caves  the  brawny  Cyclops  fweat,  "i 
When  with  huge  ftrokes  the  ftubborn  wedge  ( 
they  beat,  f 

And  all  th'  unfoapen  thunder-bolt  complete  ;    3 
Alternately  their  hammers  rife  and  fall ; 
Whilft  griping  tongs  turn  round  the  glowing  ball. 
With  puffing  bellows  fome  the  flames  increafe, 
And  fome  in  waters  dip  the  hiding  mafs ; 
Their  beaten  anvils  dreadfully  refound,     [ground. 
And  JEtna.   {bakes  all  o'er,  and  thunders  under 
Thus,  if  great  things  we  may  with  fmall  com 
pare, 

The  bufy  fwarms  their  different  labours  {hare. 
Defire  of  profit  urges  all  degrees ; 
The  aged  infe&s,  by  experience  wife, 
Attend  the  comb,  and  fafliion  every  part, 
And  ftiape  the  waxen  fret-work  out  with  art : 
The  young  at  night,  returning  from  their  toils, 
Bring  home  their  thighs  clog'd  with  the  meadows 

fpoils. 

On  lavender  and  faffron-buds  they  feed, 
On  bending  ofiers,  and  the  balmy  reed  : 
From  purple  violets  and  the  teile  they  bring 
Their  gather'd  fweets,  and  rifle  all  the  fpring. 

All  work  together,  all  together  reft. 
The  morning  ftill  renews  their  labours  paft ; 
Then  all  rufli  out,  their  different  tafks  purfue, 
Sit  on  the  bloom,  and  fuck  the  ripening  dew ; 
Again  when  evening  warns  them  to  their  home,"\ 
With  weary  wings,  and  heavy  thighs  they  come,  f 
And  crowd  about  the  chink,  and  mix  a  drowfy  C 
hum.  3 

Into  their  cells  at  length  they  gently  creep,  ^ 
There  all  the  night  their  peaceful  ftation  keep,  > 
Wrapt  up  in  filence,  and  diflblv'd  in  fleep.  j 
None  range  abroad  when  winds  and  ftorm*  arc 
N«r  truft  their  bodies  tc  a  fcuthiefs  iky,  ['"fib, 
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they  fly,  ^ 

rings,  or  lie         > 
load,  and  die.   J 


JBiit  make  fm  all  journeys,  with  a  careful  wing, 
And  fly  to  water  at  a  neighbouring  fpring  ; 
And,  left  their  airy  bodies  fhould  be  caft 
In  reftlefs  whirls,  the  fport  of  every  blafr, 
They  carry  ftones  to  poife  them  in  their  flight. 
As  ballaft  kVeps  th'  unfteady  vefiel  right. 

But  of  all  cuftoms  that  the  bees  can  boaft, 
'Tis  this  may  challenge  admiration  moft  ; 
That  none  will  Hymen's  fofter  joys  approve, 
Nor  wafte  their  fpirits  in  luxurious  love, 
But  all  a  long  virginity  maintain, 
And  bring  forth  young  without  a  mother's  pain. 
Prom  herbs  and  flowers  they  pick  each  tender  bee, 
And  cull  from  plants  a  buzzing  progeny  ; 
From  thefe  they  choofe  out  fubjects,  and  create 
A  little  monarch  of  the  rifing  flate  ; 
Then  build  wax  kingdoms  for  the  infant  prince, 
And  form  a  palace  for  his  refidence. 

But  often  in  their  journeys,  as  they  fly, 
On  flints  they  tear  their  filken  wings 
Groveling  beneath  their  flowery  1 
Thus  love  of  honey  can  an  infect  fire, 
And  in  a  fly  fuch  generous  thoughts  infpire, 
Yet  by  repeopling  their  decaying  ftate,          [date, 
Though  feven  fliort  fprings  conclude  their  vital 
Their  ancient  flocks  eternally  remain,  [reign. 

And  in  an  endlefs  race  thsir  children's  children 

No  proftrate  vafial  of  the  eaft  can  more 
With  flavifli  fear  his  mighty  prince  adore; 
His  life  unites  them  all;  but  when  he  dies, 
All  in  loud  tumults  and  diftractions  rife ; 
They  wafte  their  honey,  and  their  combs  deface, 
And  wild  confufion  reigns  in  every  place. 
Him  all  admire,  all  the  great  guardian  own, 
And  crowd  about  his  courts,  and  buzz  about  his 

throne. 

Oft  on  their  backs  their  weary  prince  they  bear, 
Oft  in  his  caufe  embattled  in  the  air, 
Purfue  a  glorious  death,  in  wounds  and  war, 

Some  from  fuch  inftances  as  thefe  have  taught, 
"  The  bees  extract  is  heavenly ;  for  they  thought 
"  The  univerfe  alive  ;  and  that  a  foul, 
"  Diffus'd  throughout  the  matter  of  the  whole, 
"  To  all  the  vaft  unbounded  frame  was  given, 
"  And  ran  through  earth,  and  air,  and  fea,  and  all 

"  the  deep  of  heaven  ; 

"  That  this  firft  kindled  life  in  man  and  beaft, 
"  Life  that  again  flows  into  this  at  laft. 
"  That  no  compounded  animal  could  die, 
"  But  when  diffolv'd,  the  fpirit  mounted  high, 
"  Dwelt  in  a  ftar,  and  fettled  in  the  fky." 

Whene'er  their  balmy  fweets  you  mean  tofeize, 
And  take  the  liquid  labours  of  the  bees,  [drive 
Spurt  draughts  of  water  from  your  mouth,  and 
A  loathfome  cloud  of  fmoke  anvdft  their  hive. 

Twice  in  the  year  their  flowery  toils  begin, 
And  twice  they  fetch  their  dewy  harveft  in ; 
Once  when  the  lovely  Pleiades  arife, 
And  add  frelh  luftre  to  the  fummer  Ikies  : 
And  once  when  haftening  from  the  watery  fign 
They  quit  their  ftation,  and  forbear  to  ihir.e. 

The  bees  are  prone  to  range,  and  often  found 
To  periih  for  revenge,  and  die  upon  the  wound ; 
Their  venom'd  fting  produces  aching  pains, 
And  fwells  the  flefh,  and  flioots  among  the  veins. 
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When  firft  a  cold  hard  winter's  florms  arrive, 
And  threaten  death  'or  famine  to  their  hive, 
If  now  their  finking  ftate  and  low  affairs 
Can  move  your  pity,  and  provoke  your  cares, 
Frefti  burning  thyme  before  their  cells  convey  ; 
And  cut  their  dry  and  hufky  wax  away  ; 
For  often  lizards  feize  the  lufcious  fpoils, 
Or  drones  that  riot  on  another's  toils  : 
Oft  broods  of  moths  infeft  the  hungry  fwarms,  "J 
And  oft  the  furious  wafp  their  hive  alarms, 
With  louder  hums,  and  with  unequal  arms;       j 
Or  elfe  the  fpider  at  the  entrance  fets 
Her  fnares,  and  fpins  her  bowels  into  nets. 

When  ficknefs  reigns  (for  they  as  well  as  we 
Feel  all  th'  effects  of  frail  mortality) 
By  certain  marks  the  new  difeafe  is  feen, 
Their  colour  changes,  and  their  looks  are  thin, 
Their  funeral  rites  are  form'd,  and  every  bee 
With  grief  attends  the  fad  folemnity  ; 
The  few  difeas'dfurvivors  hang  before 
Their  fickly  cells,  and  droop  about  the  door, 
Or  flowly  in  their  hives  their  limbs  unfold, 
Shrunk  up  with  hunger,  and  benumb'd  with  cold 5 
In  drawling  hums  the  feeble  infeifls  grieve, 
And  doleful  buzzes  echo  through  the  hive, 
Like  winds  that  foftly  murmur  through  the  trees, 
Like  flames  pent  up,  or  like  retiring  feas. 
Now  lay  frcfli  honey  near  their  empty  rooms, 
In  troughs  of  hollow  reeds,  whilft  frying  gums 
Caft  round  a  fragrant  mift  of  fpicy  fumes. 
Thus  kindly  tempt  the  famifh'd  fwarm  to  eat, 
And  gently  reconcile  them  to  their  meat. 
Mix  juice  of  galls,  and  wine,  that  grow  in  time 
Condens'd  by  fire  and  thicken  to  a  flime ; 
To  thefe  dry'd  rofes,  thyme,  and  centaury  join, 
And  raifins  ripen'd  on  the  Pfythian  vine, 

Befides  there  grows  a  flower  in  marfhy  ground, 
Its  name  Amellus,  eafy  to  be  found  ; 
A  mighty  fpring  works  in  its  root,  and  cleaves 
The  fprouting  ftalk,  and  flievvsicfelf  in  leaves; 
The  flower  itfelf  is  of  a  golden  hue, 
The  leaves  inclining  to  a  darker  blue ; 
The  leaves  flioot  thick  about  the  flower,  and  grow 
Into  a  bu(h,  and  fhade  the  turf  below: 
The  plant  in  holy  garlands  often  twines 
The  altars'  pofts,  and  beautifies  the  fhriries ; 
Its  tafte  is  (harp,  in  vales  new-fliorn  it  grows, 
Where  Mella's  ftream  in  warery  mazes  flows. 
Take  plenty  of  its  roots,  and  boil  them  well 
In  wine,  and  heap  them  up  before  the  cell. 

But  if  the  whole  ftock  fail,  and  none  furvive  3 
To  raife  new  people,  and  recruit  the  hive, 
I'll  here  the  great  experiment  declare, 
That  fpread  th'  Arcadian  fhepherd's  name  fo  far. 
How  bees  from  blood  of  flaughter'd  bulls  have 

fled, 
And  fwarms  amidft  the  red  corruption  bred. 

For  where  th'  Egyptians  yearly  fee  their  bounds 
Refrefli'd  with  floods,  and  fail  about  their  grounds, 
Where  Perfia  borders,  and  the  falling  Nile 
Drives  fwiftly  down  the  fwarthy  Indians'  foil, 
Till  into  feven  it  multiplies  its  ftream, 
And  fattens  Egypt  with  a  fruitful  flime  : 
In  this  laft  pra&ice  all  their  hope  remains, 
And  long  experience  juftifies  their  pain». 
M 
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Firft  then  a  clofe  contracted  fpace  of  ground, 
With  ftraiten'd   walls   and    low-built  roof   they 

found; 

A  narrow  {helving  light  is  next  affign'd 
To  all  the  quarters, one  to  every  wind; 
Through  thefe  the  glancing  rays  obliquely  pierce  : 
Hither  they  lead  a  bull  that's  young  and  fierce, 
"When  two-years  growth  of  horn  he  proudly  (hows; 
.Arid  /hakes  the  ccmely  terrors  of  his  brows: 
His  nofe  and  mouth,  the  avenues  of  breath, 
They  muzzle  up,  and  beat  his  limbs  to  death. 
"With  violence  to  life  and  ftifiing  pain 
He  flings  and  fpurns,  and  tries  to  fnt.rt  in  vain, 
Loud  heavy  mows  fall  thick  on  every  fide, 
'Till  his  bruis'd  bowels  burft  within  the  hide. 
When  dead,  they  leave  him  rotting  on  the  ground, 
With  branches,  thyme,  and  caffia,  ftrow'd  around, 
All  this  is  done  when  firft  the  weflern  breeze 
Becalms  the  year,  and  fmooths  the  troubled  feas; 
Before  the  chattering  fwallow  builds  her  neft, 
Or  fields  in  fpring's  embroidery  are  drefl. 
Mean  while  the  tainted  juice  ferments  within, 
Aud  quickens  as  it  works  :   and  now  are  feen 
A  wondrous  fwarm,  that  o'er  the  carcafe  crawls, 
Of  fhapelefs,  rude,  unfinifh'd  animals : 
No  legs  at  firft  the  infecVs  weight  fuflain, 
At  length  it  moves  its  new-made  limbs  with  pain  ; 
Uow  ftrikes  the  air  with  quivering  wings,  and  tries 
To  lift  its  body  up,  and  learns  to  rife; 
Now  bending  thighs  and  gilded  wings  it  wears 
Full  grown,  and  all  the  bee  at  length  appears  ; 
From  every  fide  the  fruitful  carcafe  pours 
Its  f\v  arming  brood,  as  thick  as  fummer  fhowers, 
Or  flights  of  arrows  from  the  Parthian  bows, 
When  twanging  firings  firft  (hoot   them  on  the 
foes.    ^  _  ^  -  -  -  .. 

Thus  have  I  fung  the  nature  of  the  bee  ; 
"While  Cadar,  towering  to  divinity, 
The  frighted  Indians  with  his  thunder  aw'd, 
And  claim'd  their  homage,  and  commenc'd  a  god; 
1  flourifh'd  all  the  while  in  arts  of  peace, 
Ketir'd  and  fhelter'd  in  inglorious  eafe  : 
I  who  before  the  fong  of  fhepherJs  made,  ~\ 

When  gay  and  young  my  rural  lays  I  play'd,       V 
And  let  my  Tityrus  beneath  his  ihade.  j 


A  SONG 
IOR  ST.  CECILIA'S  DAT,  AT  OXFORD. 

I. 
CECILIA,  whofe  exalted  hymns 

With  joy  and  wonder  fill  the  bleft, 
In  choirs  of  warbling  fcraphims 

Known  and  diftmguifh'd from  the  reft; 
^         Attend,  harmonious  faint,  and  fee 

Thy  vocal  fons  of  harmony  ; 
Attend,  harmonious  faint,  and  hear  our  prayers; 

Enliven  all  our  earthly  airs,  ['hee  : 

And, -as  thou  fing'ft  thy  God,  teach  us  to  (ing  of 

Tune  every  llrirg  a.io  every  tongue, 
Be  tho«  the  mule  and  iuhjc&  of  our  long. 


Let  all  Cecilia's  praifc  proclaim, 
Employ  the  ech_o  in  her  name. 
Hark  how  the  flutes  and  trumpets  raife, 
At  bright  Cecilia's  name,  their  lays  ; 
The  organ  labours  in  her  praife. 
Cecilia's  name  does  all  our  numbers  grace, 
From  every  voice  the  tuneful  accents  fly, 
In  foaring  trebles  now  it  rifes  high, 
And  now  it  finks,  and  dwells  upon  the  bafe. 
Cecilia's  name  through  all  the  notes  we  fing, 
The  work  of  every  fkilful  tongue, 

The  found  of  every  trembling  firing, 
The  found  and  triumph  of  our  fong. 

in. 

For  ever  confecratc  the  day, 
To  mufic  and  Cecilia; 

Mufic,  the  greateft  good  that  mortal*  know. 
And  all  of  heaven  we  have  below. 
Mufic  can  noble  hints  impart, 
Engender  fury,  kindle  love; 
With  unfnfpe&ed  eloquence  can  move, 
And  manage  all  the  man  with  fecret  art. 

When  Orpheus  ftrikes  the  trembling  lyre, 
The  ftreams  ftand  ftill,  the  ftones admire; 
The  liftening  favages  advance, 

The  wolf  and  lamb  around  him  trip, 
The  bears  in  aukward  meafuies  leap-, 
And  tigers  mingle  in  the  dance. 
The  moving  woods  attended  as  he  play'd, 
And  Rhodope  was  left  without  a  fhade. 

IV. 

Mufic  religious  heats  infpires, 

It  wakes  the  foul,  and  lifts  it  high, 
'     And  wings  it  with  fublime  defires, 
And  fits  it  to  befpeak  the  Deity. 
Th*  Almighty  liftcns  to  a  tuneful  tongue, 
And  feems  well-pleas'd  and  courted  with  a  fong. 

•Soft  moving  founds  and  heavenly  air» 
Give  force  to  every  word,    and  recommend  our 

prayers. 

When  time  itfelf  fliall  be  no  more, 
And  all  things  in  confufion  hurl'd, 
Mufic  fhall  then  exert  its  power, 
And  found  furvive  the  ruins  of  the  world  : 
Thtn  faints  and  angels  fhall  agree 
In  one  eternal  jubilee  : 
All  heaven  fhall  echo  with  their  hymns  divine, 

And  God  himfclf  with  pleafure  fee 
The  whole  creation  in  a  chorus  join. 


Confecrate  the  place  and  day 

To  mufic  and  Cecilia, 

Let  no  rough  winds  approach,  nor  dare 

Invade  the  hiliow'd  bounds, 
Nor  rudely  fhake  the  tuneful  air, 

Nor  fpcil  the  fleeting  founds. 
Nor  mouinful  figh  nor  groan  be  heard, 

But  gladneis  dwell  on  every  tongue  ; 
Whilil  all,  with  voice  and  firings  prepar'd. 

Keep  up  the  loud  harmonious  fong, 
And  imitate  the  bleft  above, 
In  joy,  and  harmony,  and  love. 
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AN    ACCOUNT 

OF  THE 

GREATEST  ENGLISH  POETS. 

TO  *IR.  HENRY  SACHEVERELL,    APRIL  3.    1694. 

SINCE,  deareft  Harry,  you  will  needs  requeft 

A  fhort  account  of  all  the  mufe  puffcft, 

That,   down    from    Chaucer's   days  to   Dryden's 

times, 

Have  fpent;  rheir  noble  rage  in  Britiih  rhymes  : 
Without  more  preface,  writ  in  formal  length, 
To  fpeak  the  undertaker's  want  of  ftrength, 
I'll  try  to  make  their  feveral  beauties  known, 
And  fhow  their  verfes  worth,  though  not  my  own. 

Long  had  our  dull  forefathers  flept  fupine, 
Nor  felt  the  raptures  of  the  tuneful  nine  ; 
Till  Chaucer  firft,  a  merry  bard,  arofc, 
And  many  a  ftory  told  in  rhyme  and  profe. 
But  age  has  rufted  what  the  poet  writ, 
"Worn  out  his  language,  and  ohfcur'd  his  wit : 
Jn  vain  he  jefts  in  his  unpolifh'd  flrain, 
And  tries  to  make  his  readers  laugh  in  vain. 

Old  Spenfer  next,  warm'd  with  poetic  rage, 
In  ancient  tales  amus'd  a  barbarous  age ; 
An  age  that  yet  uncultivate  and  rude, 
Where'er  the  poet's  fancy  led,  purfued 
Through  pathlefs  fields,  and  unfrequented  floods, 
To  dens  of  dragons,  and  enchanted  woods. 
But  now  the  myftic  tale,  that  pleas'd  of  yore, 
Can  charm  an  underftanding  age  no  more ; 
The  long-fpun  allegories  fulfome  grow, 
"While  the  dull  moral  lies  too  plain  below. 
We  view  well-pleas' d  at  diilance  all  the-fights, 
Of  arms  and  paliries,  battles,  fields,  and  figh 
And  damfels  in  diftrefs,  and  courteous  kn 
But  when  \ve  look  too  near,  the  fhades  decay, 
And  all  the  plcafing  landfcape  fades  away. 

Great  Cowley  then  (a  mighty  genius)  wrote, 
O'er-run  with  wit,  and  lavifli  of  his  thought  : 
His  turns  too  rlofcly  on  the  reader  prefs : 
He  more  had  pleas'd  us,  had  he  pleas'd  us  lefs. 
One  glittering  thought  no  fooner  ftrikes  our  eyes 
With  Client  wonder,  but  new  wonders  rife. 
As  in  the  milky-way  a  fhining  white 
O'erflows  the  heavens  with  one  continued  light; 
That  not  a  fingle  flar  can  fhew  his  rays, 
Whilft  jointly  all  promote  the  common  blaze. 
Pardon,  great  poet,  that  I  dare  to  name 
TV  unnumber'd  beauties  of  thy  verfe  with  blame ; 
Thy  fault  is  only  wit  in  its  excefs  : 
But  wit  like  thine  in  any  fhape  will  pleafe. 
What  mufe  but  thine  can  equal  hints  infpire, 
And  fit  the  deep-mouth'd  Pindar  to  thy  lyre  : 
Pindar,  whom  others  in  a  labour'd  drain, 
And  forc'd  exprefiion,  imitate  in  vain  ? 
Well  pleas'd  in  thec  he  foars  with  new  delight, 
And  plays  in  more  unbounded  verfe,  and  takes  a 
nobler  flight.  [lays, 

Bleft  man  '.   whofe  fpotlefs  life  and   charming 
Employ'd  the  tuneful  prelate  in  thy  praife  ; 
Bleft  man  :   who  now  fhall  be  for  ever  known, 
la  Sprat's  fuccefcful  labours  and  U»y  own. 


r, 

rights,  -\ 

Eights,  S 

lights.  J 


But  Milton  next,  with  high  and  haughty  flalks, 
Unfetter'd  in  majeftic  numbers  walks  : 
No  vulgar  hero  can  his  mufe  engage  ; 
Nor  earth's  wide  fcene  confine  his  hallow'd  rage. 
See  !  fee  !  he  upwards  fprings,  and  towering  high 
Spurns  the  dull  province  of  mortality, 
Shakes  heaven's  eternal  throne  with  dire  alarms, 
And.  L-ts  th"  Almighty  thunderer  in  arms. 
Whate'er  his  pen  defcribes  I  more  than  fee, 
Whilft  every  verfe,  array'd  in  inajcfty, 
Bold  and  fublime,  my  whole  attention  draws, 
And  feems  above  the  critics  nicer  laws. 
How  are  you  ftrtick  with  terror  and  delight, 
When  angel  with  archangel  copes  in  fight  1 
When  great  Mefiiah's  outfpread  banner  mines, 
How  does  the  chariot  rattle  in  his  lines  ! 
What   found   of  brazen   wheels,  what  thunder, 

fcare, 

And  {tun  the  reader  with  the  din  of  war  ! 
With  fear  my  fphits  and  my  blood  retire, 
To  fee  the  feraphs  funk  in  clouds  of  fire  ; 
But  when,  with  eager  fteps,  from  hence  I  rife, 
And  view  the  firft  gay  fcenes  of  Paraclife ; 
What  tongue,  what  words  of  rapture  caii  exprefg 
A  vifion  fo  profefe  of  pleafantnefs ! 
O  had  the.poet  ne'er  profau'd  his  pen, 
To  varnifh  o'er  the  guilt  of  faithlefs  men  ; 
His  other  works  might  have  deferv'd  applaufe  ! 
But  now  the  language  can't  fupport  the  caiife  ; 
While  the  clean  current,  though  ferene  and  bright, 
Betrays  a  bottom  odious  to  the  fight. 

But  now,  my  mufe,  a  fofter  ftrain  rehearfe, 
Turn  every  line  with  art,  and  fmooth  thy  verfe ; 
The  courtly  Waller  next  command*  thy  lays  : 
Mufe,  tune  thy  verfe,  with  art,  to  Waller's  praife. 
While  tender  airs  and  lovely  dames  infpire 
Soft  melting  thoughts,  and  propagate  defire  : 
So  long  {hall  Waller's  {trains  our  paflions  move, 
And  Saccharifla's  beauty  kindle  love. 
Thy  verfe,  harmonious  bard,  and  flattering  fong, 
Can  make  the  vanquifh'd  great,  the  coward  ftrong. 
Thy  verfe  can  fliow  ev'n  Cromwell's  innocence, 
And  compliment  the  ftorm  that  bore  him  hence. 
Oh  had  thy  mufe  not  come  an  age  too  foon, 
But  feen  great  Naffau  on  the  Britifh  throne  ! 
How  had  his  triumphs  glitter'd  in  thy  page, 
And  warm'd  thee  to  a  more  exalted  rage  ! 
What  fcenes  of  death  and  horror  had  we  view'<\ 
And   how   had  Eoyne's  wide  current  reek'd  in 

blood  ! 

Or  if  Maria's  .charms  thou  woulc'.ft  rehearfe, 
In  fmoother  numbers  and  a  fofter  verfe  ; 
Thy  pen  had  well  defcrib'd  her  graceful  air, 
And  Gloriana  would  have  feem'd  more  fair. 

Nor  muft  Rofcommon  pafs  neglecled  by, 
That  makes  ev'n  rules  a  noble  poetry  : 
Rules  whofe  deep  fenfe  and  heavenly  numbers  fhow 
The  beft  of  critics,  and  of  poets  too. 
Nor,  Denham,  muft  we  e'er  forget  thy  ftrain«, 
While  Cooper's  Hill  commands  the  neighbouring 
plains. 

But  fee  where  artful  Dryden  next  appears, 
Grown  old  in  rhyme,  but  charming  ev'n  in  years. 
Great  DryJen  next,  whofe  tuneful  mufc  afford* 
Thefweeteft  numbers,  and  the  futcft  words, 
My 
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Whether  in  comic  founds  or  tragic  airs 
She  forms  her  voice,  (he  moves  »ur  fmiles  or  tears. 
If  fanre  or  heroic  drains  fhe  writes, 
Her  hero  plcafes,  and  here  fatire  bites. 
Pr-Tn  her  no  harfh  unartful  numbers  fall, 
She  wears  all  drefles,  and  flje  charms  in  all. 
How  might  we  fear  our  tnglifli  poetry, 
That  long  has  flourifli'd,  fliould  decay  with  thee  } 
"Did  not  the  mufes'  other  hope  appear, 
Harmonious  Congreve,  and  forbid  our  fear  : 
Congreve  '   whofe  fancy's  unexhaufted  ft>  re 
Has  given  already  much,  and  (irormYd  more. 
Congreve  (hall  Hill  preferve  thy  fame  alive, 
And  Dryden's  mufe  fhall  in  his  friend  furvive. 
I'm  tir'd  with  rhyming,  and  would  fain  give 

o'er, 

But  jnftice  ftill  demands  one  labour  more  : 
The  noble  Montague  remains  unnam'd, 
I''or  wit,  for  humour,  and  for  judgment  fam'd  ; 
To  Dorfet  he  directs  his  artful  mufe, 
In  numbers  fuch  as  Dorfet's  fclf  might  ufe. 
How  negligently  graceful  he  unreins 
His  verfe,  and  writes  in  loofe  familiar  ftrains; 
How  Naflau's  godlike  a6ls  adorn  his  lines, 
And  al!  the  hero  in  full  glory  fhines  ! 
We  fee  his  army  fet  in  juft  array, 
Ai:d  Boyne's  dy'd  waves  run  purple  to  the  fea. 
Nor  Simois  chok'd  with  men,  and  arms,  and  blood : 
Nor  rapid  Xanthus'  celebrated  flood, 
Shall  longer  be  the  poet's  higheft  themes, 
Though  gods  and  heroes  fought  promiscuous  in 

their  dreams, 

But  now,  to  Naflau's  fecret  councils  rais'd, 
He  aids  the  hero,  whom  befort  he  prais'd. 

I've  done  at  length ;  and  now,  dear  friend,  re 
ceive 

The  laft  poor  prefent  that  my  mufe  can  give. 
I  leave  the  aris  of  poetry  and  verfe 
To  them  that  praciife  them  with  more  fuccefs. 
Of  greater  truths  I'll  now  prepare  to  tell 
And  fo  at  once,  dear  friend  and  mufe,  farewell. 


A  LETTER   FROM  ITALY, 

To  the  Right  Honourable 
CHARLES    LORD   HALIFAX, 

IN  THE  YEAR  I7OI. 

"  Salve  magna  parens  frugum  Saturnia  tellu^ 
"  Magna  virfim  !  tibi  res  antiqtias  laudis  et 

"  art  is 
"  Aggredior,  fancies  aufusrecludere  fontes." 

VIRG.  Georg.  ii. 


you,  my  Lord,  the  rural  {hades  admire, 
And  from  Britannia's  j  nblic  polls  retire, 
Nor  longer,  her  ungrateful  fom  to  pk-afe, 
For  their  advantage  facrifice  your  eafe  : 
Me  into  foreign  realms  my  fate  conveys, 
Through  nation?  fruitful  of  immoral  lays, 
"When-  the  foft  fi-afon  and  inviting  clime 
Confpire  to  trouble  your  rejiofe  with  rhyme. 


For  wherefoe'er  I  turn  my  raviflVd  eyes, 
Gay  gilded  fce.ies  and  fhining  profpeds  rifej 
Pottic  fields  encompafs  me  around, 
And  ftill  I  feem  to  tread  on  claffic  ground ; 
For  here  the  mufe  fo  oft  her  harp  has  Orung, 
That  not  a  mountain  rears  its  head  unfung, 
Renown'd  in  verfe  each  fhady  thicket  grows, 
And  every  ftream  in  heavenly  numbers  flows. 

How  am  I  pleas'd  to  fearch  the  hills  and  woudff 
For  rifing  fprings  and  celebrated  floods ! 
To  view  the  Nar,  tumultuous  in  his  courfe, 
And  trace  the  fmooth  C'.itumnus  to  his  fource, 
To  fee  the  Mincio  draw  his  watery  ftore, 
Through  the  long  windings  of  a  fruitful  fhore, 
And  hoary  Albula's  infected  tide 
O'er  the  warm  bed  of  fmoking  fulphur  glide. 

Fir'd  with  a  thoufand  raptures,  I  furvey 
Fridanus  through  flowery  meadows  flray, 
The  king  of  floods  !   that,  rolling  o'er  the  plains,  ' 
The  towering  Alps  of  half  their  moiflure  drains, 
And  proudly  fwoln  with  a  whole  winter's  fnows, 
Diftribntes  wealth  and  plenty  where  lie  flows. 

Sometimes,  mifguided  by  the  tuneful  throng, 
I  look  for  ftreams  immorralis'd  in  fong, 
That  loft  in  filence  and  oblivion  lie, 
(Dumb  are  their  fountains  and  their  channels  dry) 
Yet  run  for  ever  by  the  mufe's  {kill, 
And  in  the  fmooth  defcription  murmur  ftill. 

Sometimes  to  gentle  Tiber  I  retire, 
And  the  fam'd  river's  emyty  ftiores  admire, 
That  deftitute  of  ftrength  derives  its  courfe 
From  thirfty  urns,  and  an  unfruitful  fource; 
Yet  fung  fo  often  in  poetic  lays, 
With  fcorn  the  Danube  and  the  Nile  furveys ; 
So  high  the  deathlefs  mufe  exalts  her  theme  ! 
Such  was  the  Boyne,  a  poor  inglorious  ftream, 
That  in  Hibernian  vales  obfccrely  ftray'd, 
And  unobferv'd  in  wild  meanders  play'd ; 
Till  by  your  lines  and  Naflau's  fword  renown'd, 
Its  rifing  billows  through  the  world  refound, 
Where'er  the  hero's  gcdlike  acts  can  pierce. 
Or  whtre  the  fame  of  an  immortal  verfe. 

Oh  could  the  mufe  my  ravifh'd  breaft  infpire 
With  warmth  like  yours,  and  raife  an  equal  fire, 
Unnumber'd  beauties  in  my  verfe  {liquid  mine, 
And  Virgil's  Italy  fliould  yield  to  mine  ! 

See  how  the  golden  grove*  around  me  fmile, 
That  fhun  the  coaft  of  Britain''  ft.vmy  ifle, 
Or,  when  tranfplanred  and  ;  referv'd  with  care, 
Curfe  the  cold  clime,  and  ftarve  in  northern  air. 
Here   kindly  warmth  their  mountain  juice  fer 
ments 

To  nobler  taftes,  and  more  exalted  fcents : 
Ev'n  the  rough  rocks  with  tender  myrtle  bloom, 
And  trodden  weeds  fend  out  a  rich  perfume. 
Bear  me,  fome  god,  to  Baia's  gentle  feats, 
Or  c<  ver  me  in  Umbria's  green  retreats; 
Where  weftern  gales  eternally  refidc, 
And  all  the  feafons  lavifli  all  their  pride  : 
Bioffoms,  and  fruits,  and  flowers  together  rife, 
And  the  whole  year  in  gay  confufion  lies. 

Immortal  glories  in  my  mind  revive, 
And  in  my  foul  a  thouland  yaffions  ftrivc. 
When  Rt>me's  exalted  beauties  I  defcry 
Magnificent  in  piles  of  ruin  lie. 
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An  amphitheatre's  amaz'ng  height 
Here  fills  my  eye  with  terror  and  delight, 
That  on  its  public  (hows  unpeopled  Rome, 
And  held,  uncrowded  nations  in  its  womb  : 
Here  pillars  rough  with  fculpture  pierce  the  Ikies, 
And  here  the  proud  triumphal  arches  rife, 
Where  the  old  Romars  deathlefsaftsdifplay'd, 
Their  bafe  degenerate  progeny  upbraid  : 
Whole  rivers  here  forfake  the  fields  below, 
And  wondering  at  their  height  through  airy  chan 
nels  flow. 

Still  to  new  fcenes  my  wandering  mufe  retires, 
And  the  dumb  (how  of  breathing  rocks  admires; 
Where  the  fmooth  chifel  all  its  force  ha'  fliown, 
And  fofcen'd  into  flefh  the  rugged  done. 
In  folemn  filence,  a  majeftic  band, 
Heroes,  and  gods,  and  Roman  confuls  ftand, 
Stern  tyrants,  whom  their  cruelties  renown, 
And  emperors  in  Parian  marble  frown  ; 
While  the  bright  dames,  to  whom  they  humbly 
fued,  [ducd. 

Still  (how  the  charms  that  their  proud  hearts  fub- 

Fain  would  I  Raphael's  godlike  art  rehearfe, 
And  (how  th'  immortal  labours  in  my  verfe, 
Where  from  the  mingled  ftrength  of  lhade  and 

light 

A  new  creation  rifes  to  my  fight, 
Such  heavenly  figures  from  his  pencil  flow, 
So  warm  with  life  his  blended  colours  glow. 
From  theme  to  theme  with  fecret  pleafure  toft, 
Amidft  the  foft  variety  I'm  loft  : 
Here  pleafing  airs  my  ravilh'd  foul  confound 
With  circling  notes  and  labyrinths  of  found  ; 
Here  domes  and  temples  rife  in  difltant  views, 
And  opening  palaces  invite  my  mufc. 

How  has  kind  heaven  adorn'd  the  happy  land, 
And  fcatter'd  blefiings  with  a  wadeful  hand  ! 
Bur  what  avail  her  unexhaufted  (lores, 
Her  blooming  mountains,  and  her  funny  fhores, 
With  all  the  gifts  that  heaven  and  earth  impart, 
The  fmiles  of  nature,  and  the  charms  of  art, 
While  proud  oppreflion  in  her  valleys  reigns. 
And  tyranny  ufurps  her  happy  plains  ? 
The  poor  inhabitant  beholds-  in  vain 
The  reddening  opange  and  the  fwclling  grain  : 
Joylefs  he  fees  the  growing  oils  and  wines, 
And  in  the  myrtle's  fragrant  made  repines  : 
Starves,  in  the  midft  of  nature's  bounty  curd, 
And  in  the  loaden  vineyard  dies  for  third. 

Oh  liberty,  thou  goddefs  heavenly  bright, 
Profufe  of  blifs,  and  pregnant  with  delight  1 
Eternal  pleafures  in  thy  prefence  reign, 
And  fmiling  plenty  leads  thy  wanton  train; 
Eas'd  of  her  load  fubje&ion  grows  more  light, 
And  poverty  looks  cheerful  in  thy  fight ; 
Thou  mak'ft  the  glocmy  face  of  nature  gay, 
Giv'ft  beauty  to  the  fun,  and  pleafure  to  the  day. 

Thee,  goddtfs,  thee,  Britannia's  ifle  adores; 
How  has  (he  oft  exhaufted  all  her  (lores, 
How  oft  in  fields  of  death  thy  prefence  fought, 
Nor  thinks  the  mighty  prize  too  dearly  bought ! 
On  foreign  mountains  may  the  fun  refine 
The  grape's  loft  juice,  and  mellow  it  to  wine, 
With  citron  groves  adorn  a  diftant  foil, 
And  the  fas  oUve  fvveli  with  floods  of  oil : 


•  We  envy  not  the  warmer  clime,  that  lies 
|  In  ten  degrees  of  more  indulgent  (kies, 
Nor  at  the  coarfenef*  of  our  heaven  repine, 
Though  o'er  our  heads  the  frozen  Pleiads  (hine  : 
Tis  liberty  that  crowns  Britannia's  ifle, 
And  makes  her  barren  rocks  and  her  bleak  moun- 

tains  (mile. 

Others  with  towering  piles  may  pleafe  the  fight, 
And  in  their  pr  ud  afpiring  dome*  delight ; 
A  nicer  touch  to  the  Itrttcht  canvas  give, 
Or  teach  their  animated  rocks  to  live  : 
'Tis  Britain's  care  to  watch  o'er  Europe's  fate, 
And  hold  in  balance  each  contending  (late, 
To  threaten  bold  prefuinptuous  kings  with  war, 
And  anfwer  her  affli&ed  neighbour's  prayer. 
The  Dane  an-i  Swede,  rous'd  up  by  fierce  alarms, 
Biels  the  wife  conduct  of  her  pious  arms : 
Soon  as  her  fleets  appear,  their  terrors  ceafe, 
And  all  the  northern  world  lies  hufli'd  in  peace. 
Th'  ambitious  Gaul  beholds  with  fecret  dread 
Her  thunder  aim'd  at  his  afpiring  head, 
•'  And  fain  her  godlike  fons  would  difunite 
j  By  foreign  gold,  or  by  domeftic  fpite : 
!  But  drives  in  vain  tu  conquer  or  divide, 
Whom  Naflau's  arms  defend  and  counfels  guide. 

fcir'd  with  the  name,  which  I  (b  oft  have  found 
The  diftant  climes  and  different  tongues  refound, 
I  bridle-in  my  draggling  mufe  with  pain, 
That  lon.s  to  launch  into  a  bolder  drain. 
But  I've  already  troubled  you  too  long, 
Nor  dare  attempt  a  more  adventurous  (ong. 
My  humble  verfe  demands  a  (bfter  theme, 
A  painted  meadow,  or  a  purling  dream; 
Uufir  for  heroes  :   whom  immortal  lays, 
And  lines  like  Virgil's,  or  like  yours,  mould  praiftj. 


MILTON'S  STYLE  IMITATED, 

IN   A  TRANSLATION  .OF 

A  STORT  OUT  OF  THE  THIRD 


LOST  in  the  gloomy  horror  of  the  night, 
We  drnck  upon  the  coaft  where  ./Etna  lies, 
Horrid  and  wade,  its  entrails  fraught  with  fire, 
That  now  cads  out  dark  fumes  and  pitchy  clouds, 
Vad  (bowers  of  aflies  hovering  in  rhe  I  moke  ; 
Now  belches  molten  ftones  and  ruddy  flame 
Inceft,  or  tears  up  mountains  by  the  roots, 
Or  flings  a  broken  rock  aloft  in  air. 
The  bottom  works  with  fmother'd  fire,  involv'd 
In  peftilential  vapours,  (tench  and  fmoke. 
'Tis  faid,  that  thunder-druck  Enceladus 
Grovelling    beneath     th'  incumbent    mountain's 

weight, 

Lies  ftretch'd  fupine,  eternal  prey  of  flames  ; 
And  when  he  heaves  againft  the  burning  load, 
Reludtant,  to  invert  his  broiling  limbs, 
A  fudden  earthquake  (hoots  through  all  the  ifle, 
And  .^Etna  thunders  dreadful  under  ground, 
Then  pours  out  ihioke  in  wreathing  curls  convolv'd, 
And  fhadcj  tht  i'un's  bright  orb,  and  blots  out  day. 
&  nj 
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Here  In  the  {heifer  of  the  woods  we  lodg'd, 
And  frighted  heard  ftrange  founds  and  difmal  yells, 
Nor  law  from  whence  they  came ;  for  all  the  night 
A  murky  ftorm  deep  louring  o'er  our  heads    • 
Hung  imminent,  that'  with  impervious  gloom 
Oppos'd  itfelf  to  Cynthia's  filver  ray, 
A.id  fhaded  all  beneath.     But  now  the  fun 

a  orient  beams  had  chac'd  the  dewy  night 
Fi"m  earth  and  heaven  ;  all  nature  flood  difclos'd  : 
When  looking  on   the  neighbouring  woods  we 

favr 

The  ghaftly  vifage  of  a  man  unknown, 
An  uncouth  feature,  meagre,  pale,  and  wild; 
Afili&ion's  foul  and  terrible  difmay 
Sat  in  his  looks,  his  face  nnpair'd  and  worn 
With  marks  of  famine,  fpeaking  fore  difhefs; 
His  locks  were  tangled,  and  his  fhaggy  beard 
Matted  with  61th ;  in  all  things  elfe  a  Greek. 
He  firft  advanc'd  in  hade ;  but  when  he  faw 
Trojans  and  Trojan  arms,  ia  mid  career  .; 

Stopt  (hort,  he  back  recoil'd  as  one  furpris'd : 
Butfoon  recovering  fpeed,  he  ran,  he  flew 
Precipitant,  and  thus  with  piteous  cries 
Our  cars  affail'd  :  "  By  heaven's  eternal  fires, 
By  every  god  that  fits  enthron'd  on  high, 
By  this  good  light,  relieve  a  wretch  forlorn, 
And  bear  me  hence  to  any  diflant  fhorc, 
So  I  may  fhun  this  favage  race  accurft. 
'Tis  true  I  fought  among  the  Creeks  that  late 
With  fword  and  fireo'erturn'd  Neptunian  Troy, 
And  laid  the  labour  of  the  gods  in  duft;      ..    , 
For  which,  if  fo  the  fad  offence  deferves, 
Plung'd  in  the  deep,  for  ever  let  me  lie 
Whelm'd  under  feas ;  if  death  mud  be  my  doom, 
Let  man  infli&  it,  and  I  die  well  pleas'd." 
He  ended  here,  and  now  profufe  of  tears 
In  fuppliant  mood  fell  proftrate  at  our  feet ; 
We  bade  him  fpeak  from  whence,  ?nd  what  he  was, 
And  how  by  ftrefs  of  fortune  funk  thus  low ; 
Anchifes  too  with  friendly  afpecl  mild 
Gave  him  his  hand,  fure  pledge  of  amity, 
When,  thus  encourag'd,  he  began  his  tale. 

I'm  one,  fays  he,  of  poor  defcent,  my  name 
Is  Achasmenides,  my  country  Greece, 
Ulyfles'  fad  compeer,  who,  whilfl  h«  fled 
The  raging  Cyclops,  left  me  here  behind 
Difconfolate,  forlorn  ;  within  the  cave 
He  left  me,  giant  Polypherr.e's  dark  cave ; 
A  dungeon  wide  and  horrible,  the  walls 
On  all  fides  furr'd  with  mouldy  damps,  and  hung 
With  clots  of  ropy  gore,  and  human  limbs, 
His  dire  recall :  bimfelf  of  mighty  fize, 
Hoarfe  in  his  voicej.and  in  his  vifage  grim, 
Intractable,  that  riots  on  the  ilefh 
Of  mortal  men,  and  fwills  the  vital  blood. 
Him  did  I  fee  fnatch  up  with  horrid  grafp 
Two  fprawling  Greeks,  in  either  hand  a  man: 
I  faw  him  when  with  huge  tempeftuous  fway 
He  dafiit  and  broke  them  on  the  grundfil  edge; 
The  pavement  fwam  in  hlood,  the  walls  around 
Were  Ipatter'd  o'er  with  brains.   .  He  lapt   the 

blood, 

And  chew'd  the  tender  flefh  flill  warm  with  life, 
That  i'well'd  and  heav'd  itfelf  amidft  his  teeth 
A*  fenfiblc  of  pain.     Not  Ids  mean  while 


Our  chief  incens'd,  and  fiudious  of  revenge, 
Plots  his  deftrudlion,  which  he  thus  effects: 
The  giant,  gorg'd  with  flefh,  and  wine,  and 

blood, 

Lay  flretcht  at  length  and  fhoring  in  his  den, 
Belching  raw  gobbets  from  his  maw,  o'ercharg'd 
With  purple  wine  and  cruddled  gore  confus'd. 
We  gather'd  round,  and  to  his  fingle  eye, 
The  finglc  eye  that  in  his  forehead  glar'd 
Like  a  full  muon,  or  a  broad  burnifh'd  fhield, 
A  forky  ftaff  we  dextroufly  apply'd, 
Which,  in  the  fpacious  focket  turning  round, 
Scoopt  out  the  big  round  jelly  from  its  orb. 
But  let  me  not  thus  interpofe  delays  : 
Fiy,  mortals,  fly  this  curft  dctefted  race: 
A  hundred  of  the  fame  ftupendous  fize, 
A  hundred  Cyclops  live  among  the  hills, 
Gigantic  brotherhood,  that  ftalk  along 
With  horrid  flrides  o'er  the  high  mountains  tops, 
Enormous  in  their  gait ;  I  oft  have  heard 
Their  voice  and  tread  ;  oft  feen  them  as  they  part, 
Sculking  and  fcouring  down,  half  dead  with  fear. 
Thrice  has  the  moon  wafh'd  all  her  orb  in  light, 
Thrice  travell'd  o'er  in  her  obfcure  fojourn, 
The  realms  of  night  inglorious,  fince  I've  liv'd 
Amidft  thefe  woods,   gleaning  from  thorns  and 

fhrubs 

A  wretched  fuftenance.    As  thus  he  fpoke, 
We  faw  defcending  from  a  neighbouring  hill 
Blind  Polypheme ;  by  weary  flepa  and  flow 
The  groping  giant  with  a  trunk  of  pine 
Explor'd  his  way  :  around  his  woolly  flocks 
Attended  grazing  :  to  the  well-known  fhore 
He  bent  his  courfe,  and  on  the  margin  flood, 
A  hideous  monfter,  terrible,  deform'd; 
Full  in  the  midil  of  his  high  front  there  gap'd 
The  fpacious  hollow  where  his  eye-ball  roli'd, 
A  ghsflly  orifice ;  he  rins'd  the  wound, 
And  wafh'd  away  the  firings  and  clotted  blood 
That  cak'd  within ;  then  (talking  through  the  deep 
He  fords  the  ocean  ;  while  the  topmaft  wave 
Scarce  reaches  up  his  middle  fide  :  we  flood 
Amaz'd,  be  fure;  a  ludden  horror  chill 
Ran  through  each  nerve,  and  thrill'd  in  every  vein, 
Till,  ufmg  ail  the  force  of  winds  and  oars, 
We  fped  away ;  he  heard  us  in  our  courfe, 
And  with  his  outftretch'd  arms  around  him  grop'dj, 
But,  finding  nought  within  his  reach,  he  rais'd 
Such  hideous  fhouts  that  all  the  ocean  fhook. 
Ev'n  Italy,  though  many  a  league  remote, 
In  diflant  echoes  anfwer'd  ;  ./Etna  roar'd, 
Through  all  its  inmoft  winding  caverns  roar'd. 

Rous'd  with  the  found,  the  mighty  family 
Of  one-eyed  brothers  haffcn  to  the  fhore, 
And  gather  round  the  bellowing  Polypheme, 
A  dire  an*embly  :  we  with  eager  haflc 
Work  every  one,  and  from  afar  behold 
A  hoft  of  giants  covering  all  the  fhorfr 

So  (lands  a  forefl  tall  of  mountaii^aks 
Advanc'd  to  mighty  growth  :  the  traveller 
Hears  from  the  humble  valley  where  he  rides 
The  hollow  murmurs  of  the  winds  that  blow 
Amidft  the  boughs,  and  at  the  diftance  fees 
The  fhady  tops  of  trees  unnumber'd  rife, 
A  ftatcly  proi'peifl,  waving  in  the  cL 
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THE  CAMPAIGN,  A  POEM, 
To  His  Grace  the  Duke  of  Marlborougb,  1705. 

«  Rheni  pacator  et  Iflri. 

"  Omnis  in  hoc  uno  variU  difcordia  ceffit 

"  Ordinibus ;  hetatur  cques,  plauditquc  fenator, 

"  Votaque  patricio  certant  plebeia  favori." 

CLAUD,  de  Laud.  Stilic. 

«  Effe  aliquam  in  terris  gentem  qase  fua  impenfa, 
"  fuo  labore  ac  periculo,  bella  gerat  pro  libcr- 
"  tatc  aliorum.  Nee  hoc  finitimis,  aut  propin- 
"  qtiae  vicinitatii  hominibus,  aut  terris  eontinenti 
"  juncYis  praeftet.  Maria  trajiciat :  ne  quod 
"  toto  orbe  terrarum  injuftum  imperium  fit,  et 
"  ubique  jus,  fas.  lex,  potentiflima  fint." 

Liv.  Hift.  lib.  33. 

WHILE  crowds  of  princes  your  deferts  proclaim, 
Proud  in  their  number  to  enrol  your  name ; 
While  emperors  to  you  commit  their  caufe, 
And  Anna's  praifes  crown  the  vaft  applaufe  ; 
Accept,  great  leader,  what  the  mufe  recites, 
That  in  ambitious  verfe  attempts  your  fights. 
Fir'd  and  tranfported  with  a  theme  fo  new, 
Ten  thoufand  wonders  opening  to  my  view 
Shine  forth  at  once ;  fieges  and  ftorms  appear, 
And  wars  and  conquefts  fill  th'  important  year : 
Rivers  of  blood  I  fee,  and  hills  of  Cain, 
An  Iliad  rifing  out  of  one  campaign. 

The  haughty  Gaul  beheld,  with  towering  pride, 
His  ancient  bounds  enlarg'd  on  every  fide  ; 
Pyrene's  lofty  barriers  were  fubdued, 
And  in  the  midft  of  his  wide  empire  flood; 
Aufonia's  ftates,  the  vi&or  to  reftrain, 
Oppos'd  their  Alps  and  Apennines  in  vain, 
Nor  found  themfelves,  with  fhrength  of  rocks  im- 

mur'd, 

Behind  their  everlafling  hills  fecur'd  ; 
The  rifing  Danube  its  long  race  began, 
And  half  its  courfe  through  the  new  conquefts  ran ; 
Aniaz'd  and  anxious  for  her  fovereign's  fates, 
Germania  trembled  through  a  hundred  dates ; 
Oreat  Leopold  himfelf  was  feiz'd  with  fear ; 
Hs  gaz'd  around,  but  faw  no  fuccour  near; 
He  gaz'd,  and  half-abandon'd  to  defpair 
His  hopes  on  heaven,  and  confidence  in  prayer. 

To  Britain's  queen  the  nations  turn  their  eyes, 
On  her  refolves  the  weftern  world  relies, 
Confiding  ftill,  amidft  its  dire  alarms, 
In  Anna's  councils,  and  in  Churchill's  arms. 
Thrice  happy  Britain,  from  the  kingdoms  rent, 
To  fit  the  guardian  of  the  continent  ! 
That  fees  her  braveft  fon  advanc'd  fo  high, 
And  flourifhing  fo  near  her  prince's  eye  ; 
Thy  favourites  grow  not  up  by  fortune's  fport, 
Or  from  the  crimes  or  follies  of  a  court ; 
On  the  firm  bafis  of  dcl'ert  they  rife, 
From  long-try'd  faith,  and  friendship's  holy  ties : 
Their   fovereign's  well-diftinguifh  d   fmiles   the; 

fhare, 
Her  ornaments  in  peace,  her  flrength  in  war; 


he  nation  thanks  them  with  a  public   veice ; 
y   fhnwers   of  bleffings  heaven   approves  thei» 

choice ; 

nvy  itfelf  is  dumb,  in  wonder  loft, 
\.nd  factions  ftrive  who  {hall  applaud  them  moft. 
Soon  as  foft  vernal  breezes  warm  the  fky, 
ri,tannia's  colours  in  the  zephyrs  fly; 
ier  chief  already  has  his  march  begun, 
rolling  the  provinces  himfelf  had  won, 
'ill  the  Mofelle,  appearing  from  afar, 
Retards  the  progrefs  of  the  moving  war. 
delightful  flream,  had  nature  bid  her  fall 
n  diftant  climes  far  from  the  perjur'd  Gaul; 
Jut  now  a  purchafe  to  the  fword  fhe  lies, 
ier  harvefts  for  uncertain  owners  rift-, 
iach  vineyard  doubtful  of  its  mafter  grows, 
And  to  the  victor's  bowl  each  vintage  flows. 
The  difcontented  fhades  of  {laughter 'd  hofts, 
That  wander'd  on  her  banks,  her  heroes  ghofts 
.-lop'd,  when  they  faw  Britannia's  arms  appear, 
The  vengeance  due  to  their  great  deaths  was  near. 

Our  godlike  leader,  ere  the  ftream  he  paft, 
The  mighty  fcheme  of  all  his  labours  call, 
forming  the  wondrous  year  within  his  thought ; 
Htis  bofom  glow'd  with  battles  yet  iinfoughtt» 
The  Igng  laborious  march  he  firft  furveys, 
And  joins  the  diftant  Danube  to  the  Maefe, 
Between  whofe  floods  fuch  pathlefs  forefts  grow, 
uch  mountains  rife,  fo  many  rivers  flow  : 
The  toil  looks  lovely  in  the  hero's  eyes, 
And  danger  ferves  but  to  enhance  the  prize. 

Big  with  the  fate  of  Europe,  he  renews 
His  dreadful  courfe,  and  the  proud  foe  purfues  I 
Infected  by  the  burning  fcorpion's  heat, 
The  fultry  gales  round  his  chaf 'd  temples  beat, 
Till  on  the  b'orders  of  the  Maine  he  finds 
Defenfive  fiiadows,  and  refreshing  winds. 
Our  Britifh.  youth,  with  in-born  freedom  bold, 
Unnumber'd  fcenes  of  fervitude  behold, 
Nations  of  fiaves,  with  tyranny  debas'd, 
(Their  Maker's  image  more  than  half  defac'd) 
Hourly  inftru&ed,  as  they  urge  their  toil, 
To  prize  their  queen,  and  love  their  native  foil. 

Still  to  the  rifing  fun  they  take  their  way 
Through  clouds  of  duft,  and  gain  upon  the  day. 
When  now  the  Neckar  on  its  friendly  coaft 
With  cooling  ftreams  revives  the  fainting  hoft, 
That  cheerfully  his  labours  paft  forgets, 
The  mid-night  watches,  and  the  noon-day  heats. 

O'er  proftrate  towns  and  palaces  they  pafs 
(Now  cover'd  o'er  with  woods,  and  hid  in  grafs), 
Breathing  revenge;  whilft  anger  and  difdain 
Fire  every  breaft,  and  boil  in  every  vein  : 
Here  fhatter'd  walls,  like  broken  rocks,  from  far 
Rife  up  in  hideous  views,  the  guilt  of  war, 
Whilft  here  the  vine  o'er  hills  of  ruin  climbs, 
Induftrious  to  conceal  great  Bourbon's  crimes. 

At  length  the  fame  of  England's  hero  drew 
Eugenio  ro  the  glorious  interview. 
Great  fouls  by  inftind  to  each  other  turn, 
Demand  alliance,  and  in  fricndfhip  burn  ; 
A  fudden  friendship,  while  with  ftretch'd-out  rayi 
They  meet  each  other,  mingling  blaze  with  blaze, 
Polilh'd  in  courts,  and  harden'd  in  the  field, 
R.er.own'd  for  conqueftj  and  in  council  IkiU'd,, 
M  iiij 


THE    WORKS    OF     ADDISON. 


Their  courage  dwells  not  in  a  troubled  flood 
Of  mounting  fpirits,  and  fermenting  blood  ; 
Lodg'd  in  the  foul,  with  virtue  over-rul'd, 
Inflam'd  by  re-ion,  and  by  reafon  cool'd, 
In  hours  of  peace  content  to  be  unknown, 
And  only  in  the  field  of  battle  fhown  : 
To  fouls  like  thefe,  in  mutual  friendfhip  join'd, 
Heaven  dares  imrult  the  caufe  of  human-kind. 

B/itanma'*  giaceful  fons  appear  in  arms, 
Her  harrafs'd  troops  the  heroe's  prefence  warms, 
Whilft  the  high  hills  and  rivers  all  around 
"With  thundering  peals  of  Britifh  fhouts  refound  : 
Doubling    their    ipced,    they    inarch    with   frcfh 

delight, 

Eager  for  g'cry,  and  require  the  fight. 
So  the  ftaneh  hound  the  trembling  deer  purfues, 
And  fmells  his  footfteps  in  the  tainted  dews, 
The  tedious  track  unrayelling  by  degrees  : 
Hut  when  the  Icent  conies  warm  in  every  breeze, 
J-'ir'd  at  the  near  approach  he  fhooU  away 
On  his  full  ftretch,  ai-d  bears  upon  his  prey. 

The  march  concludes,  the  various  realms  are 

p*ft  ; 

Th'  immortal  Schdlenberg  appears  at  laft  : 
Like. hills  th'  afpiring  ramparts  rife  on  high, 
Like  valleys  at  their  feet  the  trenches  lie  ; 
Batteries  on  batteries  guard  each  fatal  pafs,          * 
Threatening  defirucftion  ;  rows  of  hollow  brafs, 
Tube  behind  tube,  the  dreadful  entrance  keep, 
Whillt  in  their  wombs  ten  thoufand  thunders  fleep  : 
Great  Churchill  owns,  charm'd  with  the  glorious 

fight, 
His  march  o'er-paid  by  fuch  a  promis'd  fight. 

The  wefttrn  iun  now  fhot  a  feeble  ray, 
And  faintly  fcatter'd  the  remains  of  day : 
Ev'ning  approaxh'd  ;  but  oh  what  hoft  of  foes 
Were  never  to  behold  that  evening  cl  ;fc  ! 
Thickening  tht.«r  rai;k«,  and  wedg  d  in  firm  array, 
The  clofe-compa&ed  Britons  win  their  way; 
In  vain  the  cannon  their  throng'd  war  defac'd 
"With  trafts  of  death,  and  laid  the  baitle  wafte  ; 
Still  preffing  forward  to  the  fight,  they  broke 
Through  flames  of  fulphur,  and  a  night  of  fmoke, 
Till  flaughter'd  legions  fill'd  the  trench  below, 
And  bore  their  fierce  avengers  to  the  foe. 

High  op  the  works  the  mingling  holts  engage; 
The  battle,  kindled  into  tenfold  rage, 
With  fhowers  of  bullet*  and  with  ftorms  of  fire 
Burns  in  full  fury;  heaps  on  heaps  expire, 
Ninons  with  nations  n  ix'd  confus'dly  die, 
And  loft  in  one  promifcu  >us  carnage  lie. 

How  many  generous  Britons  meet  their  doom, 
Uew  to  the  field,  and  heroes  in  the  bloom  ! 
Th'  illuflrious  youths,  that  left  their  native  fhore 
To  march  where  Britons  never  march'd  before, 
(U  fatal  love  of  fame  !  O  glorious  heat, 
Only  deftru&ive  to  the  brave  and  great !) 
After  1'uch  toils  o'crcome,  fuch  dangers  part, 
Stretch'J'on  Bavarian  ramparts  breathe  their  laft. 
But  hold,  my  i,  ufe,  may  no  complaints  appear, 
Nor  blot  the  day  with  an  ungrateful  tear: 
"While  Marlbori'iigh  lives,  Britannia's  ftars  difpenfe 
A  iik udiy  light,  and  fhine  in  innocence. 
Plunging  through  feas  of  blood  hi?  fiery  fteed 
Where'er  his  inen<3»  retire,  or  focs-fuccecd ; 


Thofe  he  fupports,  thefe  drives  to  fudden  flight, 
And  turns  the  various  fortune  of  the  fight. 

Forbear,  great  man,  renown'd  in  arms,  forbear 
To  brave  the  thickfft  terrors  of  the  war, 
Nor  hazard  thus,  confus'd  in  crowds  of  foes, 
Britannia's  fafety,  and  the  world's  rtpofe  ; 
Let  nations  anxious  for  thy  life  abate 
This  fcorn  of  danger,  and  contempt  of  fate  : 
Thou  liv'fl  not  for  thyfelf;  thy  queen  demand* 
Conqutft  and  peace  from  thy  victor;. >us  hands; 
Kingdoms  and  empires  in  thy  fortune  join, 
And  Europe's  deftiny  depends  on  thine. 

At  length  the  1  ng  disputed  pai*  rhey  gain, 
By  crowded  armies  fortify'd  in  vain; 
The  war  breaks  in,  the  fierce  Bavarians  yield, 
And  fee  their  camp  wi'h  Britifh  legions  fill'd. 
So  Belgian  mounds  bear  on  their  fhatter'd  fides 
The  iea's  whole  weight   iDtreas'd  with  fwelliug 

tides ; 

But  if  the  rufhing  wave  a  pafiage  finds, 
Enrag'd  by  watery  moons,  and  warring  winds, 
The  trembling  peafant  fees  his  country  round 
Cover'd  with  tempcfls,  and  in  oceans  <irown'd. 

The  few  furviving  foes  diiperft  in  flight, 
(Rcfufe  of  fwords,  and  gleanings  of  a  fight) 
In  every  ruftling  wind  the  vidlor  hear, 
And  Marlborough's  form  in  every  fhadow  fear, 
Till  the  dark  cope  of  nighc  with  kind  embrace 
Befriends  the  rout,  and  covers  their  difgrace. 

To  Donavert,  with  unrefifted  force, 
The  gay  victorious  army  bends  its  courfe.  v 

The  growth  of  meadows,  and  the  pride  of  fields, 
Whatever  fpoils  Bavaria's  fummer  yields 
(The  Danube's  great  increafe),  B.itannia  fhares, 
The  food  of  armies  and  lupport  of  wars: 
With  magazines  of  death,  deftn:clive  balls, 
And  cannon  doom'd  to  batter  Landau's  walls, 
The  vicllor  finds  each  hidden  cavern  ftor'd, 
And  turns  their  fury  on  their  guilty  Lord. 

Deluded  prince  '.  how  is  thy  greatnefs  croft, 
And  all  the  gaudy  dream  of  empire  loft, 
That  proudly  fet  thee  on  a  fancy'd  throne, 
And  made  imaginary  realms  thy  own ! 
Thy  troops,  that,now  behind  the  Danube  join, 
Shall  fhortly  feek  for  fhelter  from  the  Rhine, 
Nor  find  it  there  '.  Surrounded  with  alarms, 
Thou  hop'ft  the  afliftance  of  the  Gallic  arms; 
The  Gallic  arms  in  fafety  {hall  advance, 
And  crowd  thy  Standards  with  the  power  of  France, 
While,  to  exalt  thy  doom,  th' afpiring  Gaul 
Shares  thy  deftruciion,  and  adorns  thy  fall. 

Unbounded  courage  and  companion  join'd, 
Tempering  each  other  in  the  victor's  mind, 
Alternately  proclaim  him  good  and  great, 
And  make  the  hero  and  the  man  complete. 
Long  did  he  ftrive  th'  obdurate  foe  to  gain 
By  profFer'd  grace,  but  long  he  drove  in  vain; 
Till,  fir'd  at  length,  he  thinks  it  vain  to  1'pare 
His  rifing  wrath,  and  gives  a  loofe  to  war. 
In  vengeance  rous'd,  the  foldier  fills  his  hand 
With  Iword  and  fire,  and  ravages  the  land, 
A  thoufand  villages  to  afhes  turns, 
In  crackling  flames  a  thoufand  harvefts  burns. 
To  the  thick  woods  the  woolly  flocks  retreat, 
Anti  jnixt  with  bellowing  herd:  coLius'dly  bleat ; 
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Their  trembling  lords  the  common  fliade  partake, 
And  cries  of  infants  found  in  every  brake : 
The  lifttning  foldier  fixt  in  forrow  Hands, 
*Loth  to  obey  iiis  leader's  juft  commands; 
The  leader  grieves,  by  generous  pity  fway'd, 
To  lee  his  juit  command*  fo  well  obey'd. 

But  now  the  trumpet  terrible  from  far 
In  {hriller  clangors  animates,  the  war  ; 
Conkderate  drum*  in  fuller  concert  beat, 
And  echoing  hills  the  loud  alarm  repeat  : 
Gallia's  proud  itandards,  to  Bavaria's  join'd, 
Unfurl  their  gilded  lilies  in  the  wind  ; 
The  daring  prince  his  blafted  hopes  renews, 
And,  while  the  thick  embattled  hoft  he  views 
Strercht  out  in  deep  array,  and  dreadful  length, 
His  heart  dilates,  and  glories  in  his  ftrength. 

The  fatal  day  its  mighty  courfe  began, 
That  the  griev'd  world  had  long  defir'd  in  vain ; 
States  that  their  new  captivity  bemoan'd, 
Armies  of  martyrs  that  in  exile  groan'd, 
Sighs  from  the  depth  of  gloomy  dungeons  heard, 
And  prayers  in  hitternefs  of  foul  preferr'd, 
Europe's  loud  cries,  that  Providence  afiail'd, 
And  Anna's  ardent  vows  at  length  prevail'd  ; 
The   day    was  come    when    heaven  defign'd  to 

{how 
His  care  and  conduct  of  the  world  below. 

Behold  in  awful  march  and  dread  array 
The  long  extended  fquadrons  (hape  their  way  ! 
Death,  in  approaching  terrible,  imparts 
An  anxious  horror  to  the  braveft  hearts; 
Yet  do  their  beating  breafts  demand  the  ftrife, 
And  thirft  of  gl"ry  quells  the  love  of  life. 
No  vulgar  fears  can  Britifh  minds  control : 
Heat  of  revenge,  and  noble  pride  of  foul, 
O'erlook  the  foe,  advantag'd  by  his  poft, 
Lcfll-n  his  numbers,  and  contract  his  hoft  ; 
Though  fens  and  floods  poffeft  the  middle  fpace, 
That  unprovok'd  they  would  have  fear'd  to  pafs; 
!Nor  fens  nor  floods  can  {top  Britannia's  bands, 
When   her   proud   foe  rang'd  on   their  borders 
ftands. 

But  O.  my  mufe,  what  numbers  wilt  thou  find 
To  {ing  the  furious  troops  in  battle  join'd  1 
Methinks  I  hear  the  drums  tumultuous  found 
The  victors  fliouts  and  dying  groans  confound, 
The  dreadful  burft  of  cannon  rend  the  Ikies, 
And  all  the  thunder  of  the  battle  rife. 
'Twas  then  great  Marlborough's  mighty  foul  was 

prov'd, 

That,  in  the  {hock  of  charging  hofts  unmov'd, 
Amidft  confufion,  horror,  and  defpair, 
P.xamin'd  all  the  dreadful  fcenes  of  war  : 
In  peaceful  thought  the  field  of  death  furvey'd, 
To  fainting  fquadrons  fcnt  the  timely  aid, 
Irifpir'd  repuls'd  battalions  to  engage, 
And  taught  the  doubtful  battle  whwe  to  rage. 
So  when  an  angel  by  divine  command 
With  rifing  tcmpefts  {hakes  a  guilty  land, 
Such  as  of  late  o'er  pale  Britannia  paft, 
Calm  and  ferene  he  drives  the  furious  blafl ; 
And,  pleas'd  th'  Almighty's  orders  to  perform, 
Rides  in  the  whirlwind,  and  directs  the  ftorm. 

But  fee  the  haughty  houfchold  troops  advance  ! 
The  dread  of  Europe,  and  the  pride  of  France. 


The  war's  whole  art  each  private  foldier  knows, 
And  with  a  general's  love  of  conqueft  glows ; 
Proudly  he  marches  on,  and  void  of  fear 
Laughs  at  the  {baking  of  the  Britifli  fpear  : 
Vain  infolence  !  with  native  freedom  brave, 
The  meaneft  Briton  fcorns  the  highefl  {lave ; 
Contempt  and  fury  fire  their  fouls  by  turns, 
Each  nation's  glory  in  each  warrior  burns ; 
Each  fights,  as  in  his  arm  th'  important  day 
And  all  the  fate  of  his  great  monarch  lay  : 
A  thoufand  glorious  actions,  that  might  claim 
Triumphant  laurels,  and  immortal  fame, 
Confus'd  in  crowds  of  glorious  actions  lie, 
And  troops  of  heroes  undiftinguifli'd  die. 
O  Dormer,  how  can  I  behold  thy  fate, 
And  not  the  wonders  of  thy  youth  relate  '. 
How  can  I  fee  the  gay,  the  brave,  the  young, 
Fall  in  the  cloud  of  war,  and  lie  unfung  ! 
In  joys  of  conqueft  he  refigns  his  breath, 
And,  fill'd  with  England's  glory,  fmilesin  death. 

The  rout  begins,  the  Gallic  fquadrons  run, 
Compcll'd  in  crowds  to  meet  the  fate  they  fliun  ; 
Thoufands  of  fiery  fteeds  with  wounds  transfix' d, 
Floating  in  gore,  with  their  dead  mafters  mixt, 
'Midft  heaps  of  fpears  and  ftandards  driven  around, 
Lie  in  the  Danube's  bloody  whirlpools  drown'd. 
Troops  of  bold  youths,  borne  on  the  diftant  Soane, 
Or  founding  borders  of  the  rapid  Rh6ne, 
Or  where  the  Seine  her  flowery  fields  divides, 
Or  where  the  Doire  through  winding  vineyards 

glides, 

In  heaps  the  rolling  billows  fweep  away, 
And  into  Scythian  ieas  their  bloated  corps  convey. 
From   Blenheim's  towers   the   Gaul,  with   wild 

affright, 

Beholds  the  various  havockof  the  fight; 
His  waving  banners,  that  fo  oft  had  flood 
Planted  in  fields  of  death  and  ftreams  of  blood, 
So  wont  the  guarded  enemy  to  reach, 
Arid  rife  triumphant  in  the  fatal  breach, 
Or  pierce  the  broken  foe's  remoteft  lines, 
The  hardy  veteran  with  tears  refigns. 

Unfortunate  Vallard  :  Oh,  who  can  name 
The  pangs  of  rage,  of  forrow,  and  of  fharne, 
That  with  mixt  tumult  in  thy  bofom  1'well'd, 
When  firft   thou   faw'ft   thy  braveft    troops  re- 

pell'd. 

Thine  only  fon  pierc'd  with  a  deadly  wound, 
Chok'd  in  his  blood,  and  gafping  on  the  ground, 
Thyfelf  in  bondage  by  the  viclor  kept ! 
The  chief,  the  father,  and  the  captive,  wept. 
An  Englifh  mufe  is  touch'd  with  generous  woe, 
And  in  th'  unhappy  man  forgets  the  foe  ! 
Greatly  diftreft  !  they  loud  complaints  forbear, 
Blame  not  the  turns  of  fate,  and  chance  of  war ; 
Give  thy  brave  foes  their  due,  nor  blufh  to  own 
The  fatal  field  by  fuch  great  leaders  wort, 
The  field  whence  fam'd  Eugenio  bore  away 
Only  the  fecond  honours  of  the  day. 

With  floods  of  gore  that  from  the  vanquifli'd  fell 
The  marflies  ftagnate,  and  the  rivers  {well. 
Mountains  of  {lain  lie  heap'd  upon  the  ground, 
Or  'midft  the  roarings  of  the  Danube  drown'd; 
Whole  captive  hofts  the  conqueror  detains 
In  painful  bondage,  and  inglorious  chains; 
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»'n  thofe  who  'fcape  the  fetters  and  the  fword, 
Nor  feck  the  fortunes  of  a  happier  lord, 
Their  raging  king  dishonours,  to  complete 
Marlborough's  great  work,  and  finifh  the  defeat. 
From  Mt-mmingheri's  high  domes,  and  Augf- 

burg's  walls, 

The  diflant  battle  drives  th'  infultir.g  Gauls; 
Freed  by  the  terror  of  the  victor's  name 
The  refcu'd  ftates  his  great  prou-ftion  claim; 
Whilft  Dime  th'  approach  of  her  deliverer  waits, 
And  longs  to  open  her  ohfequious  gates. 

The  hero's  bread  ftiil  fvvellswith  great  dcfigns, 
In  every  thought  the  towering  genius  fhines  : 
If  to  the  foe  his  dreadful  courfe  he  bend>, 
O'er  the  wide  continent  his  march  extends; 
If  fieges  in  his  labouring  thoughts  are  form'd, 
Camps  are  affauhed,  and  an  army  ftorm'd  ; 
If  to  the  fight  his  active  foul  is  bent, 
The  fate  of  Europe  turns  on  its  event. 
What  diftant  land,  what  region,  can  afford 
An  aclion  worthy  his  victorious  fword  ? 
Where  will  he  next  the  flying  Gaul  defeat, 
To  make  the  feries  of  his  toils  complete  ?       [force 
Where  the  fwoln  Rhine    rufhing  with  all  its 
Divides  the  hoftile  nations  in  its  courfe, 
While  each  contracts  its  bounds,  or  wider  grows, 
Enlarg'd  or  ftraiten'd  as  the  river  flows, 
On  Gallia's  fide  a  mighty  bulwark  ftands, 
That  all  the  wide  extended  plain  commands; 
Twice,  fince  the  war  was  kindled,  has  it  try'd 
The  victor's  rage,  and  twice  has  chang'd  its  fide; 
As  oft  whWe  armies,  with  the  prize  o'erjoy'd, 
Have  the  long  fumrncr  on  its  walls  employ'd. 
Hither  our  mighty  chief  his  arms  directs, 
Hence  future  triumphs  from  the  war  cxpecls  ; 
And  though  the  dog-ftar  had  its  courfe  begun, 
Carries  his  arms  ftill  nearer  to  the  fun  : 
Fixt  on  the  glorious  atSticn,  he  forgets 
The  change  of  feafons,  and  increafe  of  heats; 
No  toils  are  painful  that  can  danger  fhow, 
No  climes  unlovely,  that  contain  a  foe. 

The  roving  Gaul,  to  his  own  bounds  reftrain'd, 
Learns  to  incamp  within  his  native  land, 
But  foon  as  the  victorious  hoft  he  fpies, 
From  hill  to  hill,  from  ftream  to  dream  he  flies  : 
Such  dire  impreflions  in  his  heart  remain      [plain  : 
Of   Mar! borough's  fword,    and   Hochftet's  fatal 
In  vain  Britannia's  mighty  chief  befcts 
Their  fhady  coverts,  and  obfcure  retreats; 
They  fly  the  conqueror's  approaching  fame, 
That  bears  the  force  of  armies  in  his  name. 

Auftria's  young  monarch,  whofe  imperial  fway 
Sceptres  and  thrones  are  drftin'd  to  obey, 
Whofe  boafted  anceflry  fo  high  extends 
That  in  the  pagan  gods  his  lineage  ends, 
Comes  from  afar,  in  gratitude  to  own 
The-  tfreat  iupp- 1  ter  of  his.  father's  throne  : 
What  tides  of  glory  to  his  bofoni  ran, 
Clalp'd  in  th'  embraces  of  the  goc'.Lke  man  '. 
J^ow  were  his  eyes. with  pleafing  wonder  fixt 
To  fee  fu.:h  fire  with  fo  much  fweetnefs  mist, 
Such  eafy  grratnefs,  fuch  a  graceful  port, 
So  turn'ii  and  finifh'd  for  the  c^mp  or  court ! 
Achilles  thus  was  form'd  with  every  grace, 
Aad  JSircu*  fhone  but  in  the  fecond  place ; 


Thus  the  great  father  of  almighty  Rome 
(Divinely  fluflit  with  an  immortal  bloom, 
That  Cytherea's  fragrant  breath  beftow'd) 
In  all  the  charms  of  his  bright  mother  glow'd. 
The  royal   youth    by   Marlborough's  prefence 

charm'd, 

Taught  by  his  counfels,  by  his  actions  warm'd, 
On  Landau  with  redoubled  fury  falls, 
Difcharges  all  his  thunder  on  its  walls, 
O'er  mines  and  caves  of  death  provokes  the  fight, 
And  learns  to  conquer  in  the  herd's  fight. 

The  Britifh  chief,  for  mighty  toilsrenown'd, 
Increas'd  in  titles,  and  with  conquefts  crown'd, 
To  Belgian  coafts  his  tedious  march  renews, 
And  the  long  windings  of  the  Rhine  purfues, 
Clearing  its  borders  from  ufurping  foes, 
And  blcft  by  refcued  nations  as  he  goes. 
Treves  fears  no  more,  freed  from  irs  dire  alarms; 
And  Traerbach  feels  the  terror  of  his  arms  : 
Seated  on  rocks  Tier  proud  foundations  fhake. 
While  Marlborough  prefles  to  the  bold  attack. 
Plants  all  his  batteries,  bids  his  cannon  roar, 
And  fhows  how  Landau  might  have  fall'n  before. 
Scar'd  at  his  near  approach,  great  L?>uis  fears 
Vengeance  refcrv'd  for  his  declining  years, 
Forgets  his  thirfl  of  univerfal  fway, 
And  fcarce  can  teach  his  fubjevSts  to  obey; 
His  arms  he  finds  on  vain  attempts  employ'd, 
Th'  ambitious  project.'  for  his  race  dcftroy'd, 
The  wo'rks  of  ages  funk  in  one  campaign, 
And  lives  of  millions  facrific'd  in  vain. 

Such  are  th'  effects  of  Anna's  royal  cares  : 
By  her,  Britannia,  great  in  foreign  wars, 
Ranges'through  nations,  wherefoe'er  di>join*d, 
Without  the  wonted  aid  of  fea  and  wind. 
By  her  th'  unfetter'd  Ilier's  ftates  are  free, 
And  tafte  the  fweets  of  Englifh  liberty  : 
And  who  can  te;l  the  joys  of  thofe  that  lie 
Beneath  the  conflant  influence  of  her  eye  ! 
Whilft  in  diffufive  fhowers  her  bounties  fall 
Like  heaven'*  indulgence,  and  defcend  on  all, 
Secure  the  happy,  fuccour  the  diflreft, 
Make  every  fubject  glad,  and  a  whole  people  Weft. 

Thus  would  1  fain  Britannia's  wars  rehearfe, 
In  the  fmooth  records  of  a  faithful  vcrfe  ; 
That,  if  fuch  numbers  can  o'er  time  prevail, 
May  tell  pofterity  the  wondrous  tale. 
When  actions,  unadorn'd,  are  faint  and  weak, 
Cities  and  countries  muft  be  taught  to  fpeak ; 
Gods  may  defcend  in  factions  from  the  ikies, 
And  rivers  from  their  oozy  beds  arife; 
Fiction  may  deck  the  truth  with  fpurious  rays, 
And  round  the  hero  caft  a  borrow 'd  blaze. 
Marlborough's  exploits  appear  divinely  bright, 
And  proudly  fliine  in  their  own  native  light; 
Rais'd  of  themfclves,  their  genuine  charms  they 
boaft,  [moft. 

And  thofe   who  paint  them  trueft   praife  them 


COWLEY'S  EPITAPH  ON  HIMSELF. 

TRANSLATED    BY   MR.  ADDJSON. 

FROM  life's  fuperfhious  cares  enlarg'd, 
His  debt  of  human  tcil  difcharg'd, 


P    O    E 


Here  Cowley  lies '.  beneath  this  fliecl, 

To  every  worldly  intereft  dead  ; 

With  decent  poverty  content, 

His  hours  of  cafe  not  idly  fpent ; 

To  fortune's  goods  a  foe  profeft, 

And  hating  wealth  by  all  careft. 

'Tis  true  he's  dead ;  for  oh  '.  how  fmall 

A  Ipot  of  earth  is  now  his  all : 

Oh  1  wifh  that  earth  may  lightly  lay, 

And  every  care  be  far  away  ; 

Bring  flowers ;  the  fhort-liv'd  rofes  bring, 

To  life  deceas'd,  fit  offering  : 

And  fweets  around  the  poet  ftrow, 

Whilft  yet  with  life  his  afhes  glow. 


M    S.  1?7 

T.  Primus  hie  imperio,  null!  eft  vlrtutefecundus, 
Sic  fol,  quam  ftellae,  majori  luce  rcfulget. 

M.  Sed  qualis  ftellas  micat  inter  luna  minores, 
Talis,  cum  cin&a  eft  focii?,  Regina  videtur. 

T.  At  quai  nos  illis  nutic,  Tityre,  digna  precemur, 
Ludere  qui  pecori,  pecorifquc  dederc  magiftris? 

M.  JEternam.  inveniam,  quam  donavere,  qui- 
etem  ! 

T.  Et  fero  ccelos  exernet  fidus  utrumque ! 
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Tityrus.  Hie   inter   corylos,    umbrofa   cacurm'na, 

denfas, 

Nos  cantare  pares  quoniam  convenimus  ambo, 
Dicamus  laudes  heroum  (ut,  Mopfe,  folemus) 
Tempora  tranfibunt  fie  laeta  canentibus,  et  nunc 
Die  age,  quos  noftro  celebrari  carmine  fumes. 
Mopfus.  Tityte,  nunc  reddantur  eis  pia  munera 

lauduni, 

Otia  qui  dederint  nobis  placidamque  quietem ; 
Scilicet  illorum  refonent  encomia  lylvaj, 
Qui  dignabantur  regni  fulcire  ruinas.          [cicuta 
T.   Tanta   baud   conveniunt    humili   tenuique 
Sed  quoniam  in  magnis,  dicunt,  voluiffe  fat  effe ; 
Ipfe  tuas,  Gulielme,  canam  laudefque  Mariae ; 
Nam,  quos  junxit  amor,  nemo  fejungere  debct. 
M.  Tune  mini   Phoebe  frve,  Mulaeque  favete 

canenti, 
Ne  culpa  ingenii  illorum  minuantur  honores. 

T.  Aft  ego  nee  Phcebum  euro,  Phcebive  forores, 
Carmina  namque  mihi  cedit  nunc  lemma  canenti. 

M.  Sint  licet  illuftri  proavorum  ftemmate  clari, 
Sunt  magis  ornati  propriis  virtutibus  ambo. 

T.  Si  Rex  eft  regit  immanes  qui  pe&oris  aeftus; 

Turn  quot  Regna  tenet  GulieUnus  !  quotque  Maria ! 

M.   Inclytui  hie   Mavors,  fapiens  base  altera 

Pallas, 
Vulnerat  ille  armis,  forma  fed  vulnerat  ilia. 

T.  Qnando  vias  Pelagi  tentaruut,  mole  fuperbuin 
Suftulit  ad  nubes  mare  fe,  faftuque  tumebat. 

M.  Quando  tellurem  tetigerunt,  Arcades  omnes 
Fani  Deo  Arcadia  tenerum  mactavimus  agnum. 
T.   Tune    iterum    totus    relonat   modulamine 

campus, 
Mifcent  padores  iterum  nymphzque  choreas. 

M.  Laetus  gramineis  lufit  tune  agnus  in  agris, 
Floribus  atque  novis  hoedi  infiluere  petulci. 

T.  Quantuseratvi&or  Gulielmus,  quando  popelli 
Vicit  corda,  hoftes  vicit,  vicitque  feipfum  '. 

M.  Participat  fponfi  \irtutem  et  regna  Maria, 
Digna  tribus  Regnis,  et  tanto  digna  Marito. 

*  Thcfe  verfes  occafioncd  Mr,  Aduifon's  being  clefted 
into  Magdalen  College- 


RETURN  OF  KING  WILLIAM  FROM 
IRELAND, 

AFTER  THE  BATTLE  OF  THE  BOYNE  *. 

CUM  Domini  impatiens  excuffit  lerna  catenag. 
Tola  reuns  in  Martem,  inteftinofque  laborer, 
Integri  quicunque  graves  videre  tumultus 
(Conftitit  heu  '.  tanti  virtus)  in  vincula  miffi, 
Exofam  ludtuque  trahunt  et  carcere  vitam. 
Late  agri  dumis  horrefcunt,  afpera  rura 
Luxuriant  fegete  fpinarum,  autumnus  lernas 
Nullus  adeft,  cultorque  deeft  quasrentibus  arvis. 
Paffim  turba  dolis  inftat  peregrina  fecundis, 
Nativamqne  premit  lafciva  potentia  plebem; 
In  lacrymas  Gens  omnis  abit,  manifeftat  ubique 
Communes  ludtus,  vultuque  hborat  in  uno. 

Prasceps  in  tardas  fie  crevit  Hibernia  poenas, 
Et  fie  venturx  maturuit  ilia  ruinaa  : 
Facia  effet  tanto  nequaquam  vindice  digna, 
Si  minor  horrendas  Gulielmi  fcnferat  iras. 

Anglia  in  ignavam  dudum  refoluta  quietem, 
Imperiis  rediviva  tuis,  Naffove,  veternum 
Excutit,  et  longum  fopitos  fufcitat  ignes. 
Te  duce  quas  fecis  ftrages  !   quas  praelia  movit ! 
Dum  fervet  caedes,  et  campo  finguis  inundat, 
AfliduK  fudant  peragendo  penfa  forores, 
Et  ftipata  gemit  Tub  pondere  cymba  Charontis. 
Terga  premens  Csfar  fugientia  corripit  hoftes 
Vindex,  atque  trahit  partem  fua  quamque  ruina  : 
Plumbea  tempeftas  hanc  obruit,  eminus  ilia  - 
Glande  cadit,  fruftraque  evitat  miffile  ferrum. 
Altera  dum  pcenas  diffcrt  fugiendo  fequaces, 
Infida;  fefe  credit  motitura  paludi. 
His  gradibus  longo  fe  fclvit  Hibernia  luftu, 
Imperium  expulfi  tandem  indignata  tyranni 
Nobiliora  petit  vincla,  optatafque  catenas  ^ 
Induit,  atque  jugo  Gulielmi  ornata  fuperbit. 
Gens  numium  dileclu  Deo !    nimiumque  Bri- 

tatml 

Felices !  haec  fi  exundantia  gandia  nullus 
Frzniffet  dolor,  et  Ducisf  baud  ignoble  fatum 
Laititix  nimios  non  caftigaverat  seftus. 
Ille  triumphato  toties  fecurus  ab  hofte, 
Exulibus  Dis  ille,  ille  aris  fidus  avitis 

*  From  the  "  Acadfmiae  Oxcnienfis  Gr.ituhtio  pro 
exoptato  fereniffirai  Regifc  Gul'.elmi  ex  Hibernia  reditu. 
OxonUc,  e  Theairo  Sheldooiano,  Azs>.  Dora-  i6yo-^ 

f  Duke  Scomberg. 
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Ah  t  tandem  occubuit  pietate  infignis  et  armis. 
ti.fi  mihi  '.  quale  jaces  venerand.'  mole  cadaver  ! 
Qualis  honor  vultus  !  et  frontis  laeta  fenedus  ! 
Heu  pietas  !  heu  prifca  fides!  ct  bellica  virtus 
Quando  habitura  parem ! 

Mufa,  tamen  taceas  intempeftiva  dolores, 
Melpomene,  taceas ;  non  hoc  fine  n  .mine  Divutn 
Eveniffe  puto  :  Senis  afpera  fata  triumphi 
Famam  auxeVe  Tui,  vidor  Gulielmi,  nee  ulla 
Simula  divifos  virtus  partitur  honores. 

I,  decus,  i,  noftrum  !  agnofcat  fera  Gallia  dex- 

tram 

Vi&ricem,  et  quse  Te  vidit  prima  arma  gerentem, 
Sentiat  expletas  mature  in  corpore  vires. 
Sed  cave  is,  dum  Te  in  bellum  rapit  impetus  ar- 

dens, 

O  caveas,  nimio  ne  marte  impulfus  in  hoftcs 
Irrueres,  latamque  darent  tria  regna  ruinam. 

Infano  tandem  parce  indulgere  labori, 
Parce,  Jacobe,  ultra  Lodoici  innitier  armis. 
Difcerptos  fruftra  nunp  luges  frontis  honpres ; 
Sera  fibi  veniunt  tandem  ftifpiri.i,  fero 
Nunc  quereris,   quanquam,   nifi   mens  tibi   Ixva 

fuiflVt. 

Et  nifi  credideras  fallaci  Uxorius  arti, 
Jam  laetus  poteras  placidis  dare  jura  Britannis, 
lit  rerifle  gregem,  fato  meliore,  paternum  ; 
Sed  nunc  Pares  obftant,  et  non  revocabilis  ordo. 

Jos.  ADDISON,  e  Cell.  Magi. 


HOtfORATlSSlMO  V1RO 

CAROLO  MONTAGUE,  ARMIGERO, 

Scaecarii  Cancellario,  JErarii  Prafefio,  Jiegi  a  St- 
cretiunbui  Condliis,  &(• 

CUM  tanta  auribus  tuis  obftrepat  vatum  nequifli- 
morum  turba,  nihil  eft  cur  queraris  aliquid  inu- 
fitatum  tibi  contigiffe,  ubi  prasclarum  hoc  argu- 
mentum  meis  etiam  numeris  violatum  confpexeris. 
Quantum  virtute  bellica  prjeftant  Britanni,  receus 
ex  rebus  geftis  teftatur  gloria ;  quam  vero  in  hu- 
manii'ribus  pacis  ftuc'iis  non  emineamus,  indicio 
funt  quosnuper  in  lucem  emiffimus  verficuli.  Quod 
fi  Congrevius  ille  tuus  divino,  quo  folet,  furore 
correptus  matcriam  hanc  non  exornaffet,  vix  tanti 
effet  ipfe  pax,  ut  ilia  beteremur  tot  \  erditiflimis 
poetis  tair  mifere  decantata.  At,  dum  a!io*  inferior, 
mei  ipfiu-  oblitus  f'uiffe  videor,  qui  baud  minores 
forfan  ex  Latinis  tibi  moleftias  allat  urus  fum,  quam 
quas  illi  ex  vernaculis  fuis  carminihus  attulerunt; 
nifi  quod  inter  ipfos  cruciatus  lenimentum  aliquod 
dolori  tribuat  tormenti  varietas  Nee  quidem  un  • 
quam  adduci  p  fftm,  ut  poema  patrio  lermone 
confcriptum  oculis  tuis  fubjicerem,  qui  ab  ilUs  co 
natibus  cateros  omnes  fcribendo  nun  minus  detcr- 
es,  quam  favendo  txcitavtris. 


I1UMAN1TAT1S  TU7E 


Magd.  Coll. 
Oxon.  1697. 


CULTOR  DEVOTJSS1MUS, 

JOSEPijUS  ADDISON: 


PAX  GULIELMI  AUSPIf  IIS  EUROPJi 
REDDITA,  1657. 

POSTOJJAM  ingens  clamorque  virum,  ftrepitufque 

tubarum, 

Atque  omnis  belli  cecidit  fragor ;  afpice  Caefar, 
Quse  tibifoliciti,  turba  importuna,  poetz 
Munera  deducunt  :  penerolz  a  pedtorc  flammse, 
Diraeque  armorum  effigiet,  Cmulachraque  belli 
Triftia  diffugiant :  O  tandem  abfifte  triumphis 
Expletus,  penitufque  animo  totum  excute  Martem. 

Non  ultra  ante  oculos  numerofo  milite  campi 
Mifcentur,  folito  nee  fervent  arva  tumultu ; 
Stat  circum  alter  quies,  curvoque  innixus  aratr* 
Defertas  foffas,  et  cafti  a  minantia  caftris 
Ruftlcus  invertit,  tacita  formidine  luftrans 
Horroremque  loci,  et  funeftos  ftragibus  agros. 
Jamquc  fuper  vallpm  et  munimina  longa  virefcit 
Expedata  feges,  jam  propugnacula  rident 
Vere  novo  ;  infuetos  mirabitur  incola  culmos, 
Luxuriemque  foli,  et  turgentcm  a  languine  meffem. 

Afpicis  ut  toto  excitus  venit  advena  mundo 
Bellorum  invifens,  fedem,  et  confufa  ruinis 
Oppida,  et  everfos  flammarum  turbine  muros ! 
Ut  trepidos  rerum  Anuales,  triftemque  laborum 
Inquirir  feriem,  attonitis  ut  fpedat  ocellis 
Semirutas|turres,  et  adhuc  pollura  cruore 
Flumina,  famofofque  Ormondi  volnere  campos ! 
Hie,  ubi  faxa  jacent  difperfo  infeda  cerebro, 
Atque  interruptis  hifcunt  divortia  muris, 
Vcxillum  intrepidus  *  fixit,  cui  tempora  dudum 
Budenfes  palniae,  peregrinaque  laurus  obumbrat. 
Ille  ruens  aciem  in  mediam,  qua  ferrea  grando 
Sparfa  fuerit  circum,  et  plumbi  denfiffimus  imber, 
Sulphuream  nodlem,  tetrafque  bitumine  nubes 
Ingreditur,  crebroque  rubentem  fulgure  fumum. 
Ut  vario  anfra&u,  et  disjedis  undique  faxis 
Mcenia  difcedunt,  fcopulilque  immane  minantur 
Del'uper  horrificis,  et  f«.rmidabile  pendent ! 

Hie  peftem  occultam.et  foecundasfulphure  moles 
Cernere  erat,  magno  quas  inter  mota  tumultu 
Prselia  fervebant ;  fubito  cum  clauftra  fragore 
Horrcndum  difrupta  tenant,  femiuftaque  membra, 
Fumanttfque  artus,  laniaraque  corpora  lethum 
Corripit  informe.  et  rotat  ater  in  aethcre  turbo. 
t>ic,  poftquam  Enceladi  dtjecit  fulmine  fratre» 
Coelic'  lum  pater,  et  vetuir.  contemnere  divos  : 
Divulfam  terrz  faciem,  ingenterque  ruinas 
Mortales  ftupuere  ;  ahum  bine  mirantur  abcflc 
Pelion,  invertique  imis  radicibus  Ofl'am  : 
Hie  fluvium  moles  inter  confulaque  faxa 
Reptare,  atque  aliis  difcentem  currere  ripis. 
Stant  dubii,  et  notos  monies  unibrafque  requirunt, 
Errore  ambiguo  elufi,  et  novitate  locorum. 
Nempe  hie  Auriaci  nuper  vexilla  lecutz 
Confluxere  acies,  hie,  afpera  corda,  Britanni, 
Germanufque  ferox,  etjundo  fcedere  Belga; 
Quique  truci  Boreas,  et  ccelo  damnatus  iniquo 
Vitam  agit  in  tenebris;  et  qui  dudum  ere  pcruflo 
Decolor  adm><ti  prodit  veftigia  Phcebi  : 
Unuique  convemunt,  totum  confcipta  per  orbeqi  . 

*  HoncraiiiSinui  D.  Uoii:inus  Cults,  Baro  tie  Cowrae. 
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Agmlna,  NaflbvJque  latusfocialibus  armis 
Circumfufa  tcgunt,  fremitufque  et  murmura  mif- 

cent, 
Tarn  vario  disjanftaTuu,  tot  diflbna  linguis. 

Te  tamen  e  mediis.  *  Du<ftor  Fortiffime,  tiirmis 
Exere.     Tu  vitam  (fi  quid  mea  carmina  poffunt) 
Accipies,  populique  encomia  fera  futuri, 
Quern  varias  edodtum  artes.  ftudiifque  Minervz 
Omnibus  ornatum,  Marti  Rhedycina  furcnti 
Crcdidit  invita,  ct  tanto  fe  jaclar  alumno. 
Hunc  nempe  ardorem,  atque  immcnfos  pe&oris 

jeftus 

Non  jubar  Anftoum,  aut  noftri  penuria  coeli, 
Sed  plaga  torridior,  qua  fol  intentius  omncs 
Effundit  radies,  totique  obnoxia  Phcebo 
India  progenuit,  tenerifque  mcoxit  ab  annis 
Virtutem  immodicam,er  generofae  incendia  mentis. 

Jam  quoque  torpentem  qui  infelix  fufpicit  Arc- 
ton, 

Brumamque  aeternam  frigufque  perambulat,  urfae 
Horridus  exuviis,  Gulielmi  ingentia  facia 
Defcribit  fociis,  pugnataque  in  ordine  bella 
Attentus  numeral,  nequebrumam  aut  frigora  curat. 
£n  !  vaftos  nivium  tra«5tus  et  pallida  regna 
Deferit,  impcrio  extremum  f  qui  fubjicit  orbem, 
Indigenafque   hyemes,   Britonumque    Hcroa    pe- 

rerrat 

J.uminibus  tacitis  ;  fabeunt  nunc  fula  Namurcae 
Mania,  nunc  tardo  quae  fanguine  plurima  fluxit 
Boinia,  nunc  dubii  palma  intiifcreta  Sencfli. 
Quas  facies,  et  quanta  viri  !   quo  vertice  in  auras 
Affurgit !   quah  firmat  veftigia  greffu, 
Majcftate  rudi,  ct  torvo  fpe&abilis  ore  ! 

Sic  olim  Alcides,  immania  membra  Lconis 
Inftratus  fpoliis,  vafta  fe  mole  ferebat, 
Evandri  amplexus  dextramque  adjungere  dextrae 
Cum  peteret,  te&ifque  ingens  fuccederet  hofpes. 

Dumpugnas,  Gulielme,  fuas,campofque  cruentos 
Accipit,  in  veni*  ebullit  vividus  humor,  [dor. 

Cordo  micant  crebro,  et  mentem  ferit  semulus  ar- 
Non  jam  Riphjeos  hoftis  populabitur  tgros 
Impune,  aut  agitabit  inultas  Sarmata  prnedas. 

Quis  tamen  ille  procul  fremitus !  Quse  murmura 

vulgi 

Naffovium  ingeminant!  video  cava  littora  circum 
Fervere  remigibus,  fubitifque  albcfcere  velis. 
Anglia  folve  metus,  et  manes  mitte  querelas, 
Naffovi  fecura  tui,  defifte  tiimemes 
Profpicere  in  fluclus  animo  fufpenfa,  trucefquc 
Objugare  notos,  tardamque  requirere  puppim  : 
Optatu*  tibi  Caefar  adeft,  nee  lit  ante  vidcbis 
SolJicitum  beili  ftudii-,  fatali;  Gallo 
Concilia  et  tacitas  ve rlantem  in  pedlore  pugnas. 
Olli  grata  quies  et  pax  tranqniila  verendum 
Compofuit  vultum,  laetofquc  afflavit  honores. 

Ut  denio  circum  fe  plurimus  agmine  miles 
Agglomerat  lateri  .   ut  patriam  veterelque  penatcs 
Refpicit  exu'.tans  !  juvat  oltentare  rccentes 
Ore  cicatrices,  et  vulnera  cruda,  notafque 
Mucronum  infiynes,  afflataque  fulphure  membra. 
Chara  ftupet  tonjux,  reduciique  incerta  mariti 


*  InCg   Rnm'  Chriftoph-  Cudrington.unus  ex  Regii  Sa- 

telitii  cra-.;ttlis 

f  M»fcoviac  Imperator. 
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Veftigat  faciem  ;  trepida  formldine  profes 
Stat  procul,  et  patrios  horrcfcit  ncfcia  vultus. 
Ille  graves  cafus,  duri  et  difcrimina  belli 
Enumerar,  tumidifque  inftaurat  prjelia  verbis. 
Sic,  poftquam  in  patriam  fcecunda  hernibus  Arg« 
Phryxeam  attulerat  pellem,  lanamque  rigentem 
Expofuit  Graiis,  et  tortile  velleris  aurum, 
Navita  terrificis  infamia  littora  monftris 
Defcribit,  mixto  fpirantem  incendia  fumo 
Serpentem,  vigilefque  feras,  plauftroque  gementes 
Infolito  tauros,  et  anhelos  igne  juvencos. 

Te  tamen,  O  quantis  Gulielmi  erepte  pencils, 
Accipimus  reducem  :  tibi  Diva  Britannia  fundit 
Plebemque  et  proceres :  medias  quacunque  per 

urbes 

Ingrederis,  crebrz  confurgunt  undique  pompz, 
Gaudiaque  et  plaufus  :  mixto  ordine  vulgus  eun- 

tem 

Circumftat  fremitu  denfo  :  Tibi  Jupiter  annum 
Serius  invertit,  luces  mirata  ferenas  [pho, 

Ridet  Hycms,  feftoque  vacat  coelum  omne  triuntL- 
Jamque  *  Nepos  tibi  parvus  adeft,  lastoque  ju- 

vents 

Inceffu,  et  blando  teftatur  gaudiarifu. 
Ut  patrius  vig;or  atque  elati  gratia  vultus 
Cadareum  fpirant,  majeftatemque  verendam 
Infundunt  puero  !  ut  mater  formofa  ferenat 
Auguftam  frontem,  et  fublimia  temperat  ora! 
Agnofco  faciem  ambiguam,  mixto'que  pareate$< 
Ille  tuas,  Gulielme,  acies,  et  triftia  bella, 
Pugnafque  innocua  duduna  fub  imagine  lufit. 
Nunc  indignant!  fimilis  fugitiva  pufillae 
Terga  premit  turmae,  et  falfis  terroribus  implet, 
Sternitque  exiguum  fiifto  cognomine  Gallum. 
Nunc  fimulat  turres,  et  propugnacula  parva 
Nominibus  fignat  variis;  fubitoque  tumults 
Sedulus  infirmas  arces,  humilcmque  Namnrcatn 
Diruit  :  intcrea  generofaa  in  pe&ore  flammx 
Affurgunt  fenfim  juveni,  notat  ignis  honeftas 
Purpureo  fervore  gcnas,  et  amabilis  horror. 

Quis   tamen   Augulbe   immenfas  in   carmiae 

pompas 

Inftruet,  in  luteos  ubi  vulgo  effufa  canales 
Vina  rubent,  variatque  infe<Sl:as  purpura  fordes  ? 
Quis  lapfus  referet  (tellarum,  et  fi&ile  ccelum, 
Qua  laceram  oftendunt  redolentia  compita  char- 
tarn, 

Sulphuris  exuvias,  tubulcfque  bitumine  caffos  ? 
En  pracul  attonitani  video  clarefcere  nodlum 
Fulgore  infoliro     ruit  undique  lucirfes  imber, 
Flaj?rantefque  hyt-mes  ;  crepitantia  fidera  puffim 
Sc.ntillant,  fotoque  pluutit  incendia  ccelo 
Nt-c  minus  ii   tern.-  Vulcanus  mille  figuras 
Induit,  i>M)ivomaf,-Uf-  feras,  et  fulgida  m-  nftra, 
Ternbiles  vifu  formas  .  hie  membra  Leonis 
Hifpida  mentitur,  torrifqut  comantia  fl.iir.mis 
C<'lla   qudtit,  rucilaique  ji.bas;   hie  lubricus  An- 

guem 

l.udit,  lubfiliens,  et  multo  fibilat  igne.  [vu 

Latiriam  ingcntem  atque  effula  hxc  gaudia  ci- 
Jam  tanocm  fecurus  agit,  p-fitoquc  timore 
Ex.  rc^t  vcn  os   ciaffemque  pe;  ultima  mundi 
Impune  educit,  pelagoque  liccntius  errat : 

#  CelUffiuius  Frii;cepa  Dux  Glocetlreuru. 
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fjeu  conftriAa  gelu,  mediifque  horrentia  Cancri 
Menfibus  arva  videt ;  feu  turgida  malit  olenti 
Tcndere  vel?  note,  qua  thtirea  (lamina  mifcet 
./Eolus,  ct  placidis  porfundit  odoribus  auras. 

,  Vos  ammse  illuftres  herourn,  umbrasque  recentes, 
<^uarum  trunca  jacent  et  adhuc  ftillantia  crudis 
Corpora  vulneribus,  qnibus  Htec  optabilis  orbi 
Parta  quies,  nonduni  Naflovo  abducite  vcftro 
Fida  fatcllitia,  at  folitis  Oipate  catcrvis 
Dudtorem,  et  tenues  circum  diffundite  turmas. 
Tuque  Maria,  tuos  non  unquam  oblita  Britannos, 
O  Diva,  O  patiens  magnum  expe&are  maritum, 
Ne  terris  Dominum  invideas,  quanquam  amplius 

ilium 
Betineant,  longamque  agitent  fub  vindice  pacem. 


BAROMETRI  DESCRIPTIO. 

QVA  penetrat  foflor  terrse  caeca  antra,  metallo 
ioccunda  informi,  rudibufque  nitentia  venis; 
Dum  itupet  occultas  gazas,  mimmofque  futures, 
Emit  argenti  latices,  nitidumque  liquorem; 
Qui  nullo  cffufus  prodit  veftigia  tradlu, 
Nee  tcrram  figno  revolubilis  imprimit  udo, 
Sed  fradtus  fparfim  in  globules  furmam  ufque  ro- 

tundam 
Sefvat,  et  in  teretes  lapfans  fe  colligit  orbes. 

Incertum  qua  fit  natura,  an  negligat  ultra 
Perficier,  jubar  et  maturus  inutile  temnat ; 
An  potius  folis  vis  imperfe&a  relinquat 
Ar'gentum  male  co&um,  divitiafquc  fluentes; 
Quicquid  erit,  magno  fe  jadtat  nobilis  ufu ; 
Nee  Deus  effulfit  magis  afpedlabilis  olim, 
Cum  Danacn  flavo  circum  pretiofus  arnictu 
Ambiit,  et  gratam  fuadente  libidine  formam, 
Depluit  irriguo  liquefaclum  Numen  in  Auro. 

Quin  age,  fume  tubum  fragilem,  cui  dcnfior  acr 
Exclufus;  fundo  vitri  fubfidat  in  imo 
Argenti  ftagnum ;  ut  pluvia  impendente  metallum 
Mobili  defcendat,  vel  contra,  ubi  poflulat  rsftas, 
Prodeat  hinc  liquor  emergens,  et  rurfus  inane 
Occupet  afcenfu,  tubulumque  excurrat  in  omnem. 

Jam  cceli  faciem  tempeftattfque  futuras 
Coufcia  lympha   monet,  brumamque   et  frigora 

narrat. 

Nam  quotics  liquor  infurgit,  vitreoque  canali 
Sublatum  nequeunt  ripz  cohibere  priores ; 
Turn  latos  fpcrarc  dies  licet,  arva  fatentur 
JCftatem,  et  large  diffufo  lumine  rident. 
Sin  fefe  immodkum  attollens  argenteus  humor, 
Et  nimium  opprtifus,  contcndat  ad  ardua  vitri, 
Jam  fitiunt  hcrbae,  jam  fuccos  flamma  feraces 
Jixcoquit,  et  langueut  confumto  prata  virore. 

Cum  vero  tenues  nebulas  fpiracula  terrae 
Fudunt,  et  madidi  fluitant  fuper  aquora  fumi, 
Pabula  ventura;  pluvia  ;  turn  fufile  pondus 
Inferiora  petit ;  nee  certior  ardea  coelos 
Indicat  humemes,  medias  quando  setheris  eras 
'1'ranando,  crafla  fruitur  fublimius  aura, 
Hifcutit  et  madidis  rorantia  nubila  pcnnis. 
Nunc  guttx  agglomerarit,  difperfas  frigora  flipsnt 
Farticulas,  rarui'quc  in  oimbum  togitur  burner  : 


Prata  virent,  fegetem  fcecundis  imbribus  rether1 
Irrigat,  ct  bibulae  radici  alimcnta  miniftrat. 
Qui"  ubi  plus  xquo  defcendcns  uda  metalli 
Fundum  amat,  impatiens  pluvise,  metuenfqtie  pro 

cellam, 

Agricolz  caveant ;  non  hoc  impnne  cnlonns 
Afpicit;  oftendet  mox  fceta  vapoiibusaura 
Colled) as  hyemes,  tempeftatemque  fonoram. 
At  licet  argentum  mole  incumbente  levatum 
Subfidat,  penitufque  imo  fe  condat  in  alveo, 
Cztera  quseque  tumenr;  everfis  flumina  ripia 
Expatiata  ruunt,  fpumantibus  sefluat  undis 
Diluvium,  rapidique  effufa  licentia  ponti. 

Nulla  tacet  fecrcta  poli  mirabile  vitrum, 
Quin  varios  cceli  vultus  et  tentpora  prodit, 
Ante  refert,  quando  tenui  velamine  tutu* 
Incedes,  quando  fperabis  frigidus  jgnem. 

Augurio  hoc  fretus,  quanqum  arri  nubila  coeli 
Dirumpunt  obfcura  diem,  pluviafque  nnnantur  ; 
Machina  fi  neget,  et  fudam  promittat  apertum, 
Audax  carpat  iter  nimbo  pendente  viator; 
Nee  metuens  imbrem,  pofcentes  meflbr  ariftas 
Profternat :  terra:  jam  bruma  incumbit  inermis, 
Frigoraque  haud  uocitura  cadunt,  feriuntque  pa-* 
ratos. 


tlTTMAIO-rErANOMAXIA. 
SIVE 

PR^ELIUM  INTER  PYGMJEOS 
ET  GRUE3  COMM1SSUM. 

PENNATAS  acies,  et  lamentabile  bellum 
Pygmaeadum  rtfero  :  parvas  tu,  mufa,  cohorte* 
Inftrue;  tu  gladios,  mortemque  minantia  roftra, 
Oifenfofquc  Grues,  indignautefque  pufillam 
Militiam  celcbra ;  volucrumque  hominumque  ta* 

multtis. 

Heroum  ingentes  animos  et  triftia  bella 
Pieridum  labor  exbaufit,  verfuque  fonoro 
Juffit  et  sterna  numerorum  affurgere  pompa  : 
Quis  ledlos  Graiuni  juvcnes,  et  torva  tuentem 
1  hefea,  quis  pedibus  velocem  ignorat  Achillem  ? 
Quern  dura  JEnex  certamina,  quern  Gulielmi 
Gtfta  latent  ?  'Fratres  Thebani,  et  flebile  fatura 
Pompeii  quern  non  delaflavere  legentem  ? 
Primus  ego  intadlas  acies,  gracilemque  tubarum 
Carmine  depingam  fonitum,  nova  caftra  fecutus; 
Exiguofque  canam  pugiles,  Gruibufque  maligno* 
Heroas,  nigrifque  ruentem  e  nubibus  hoilem. 
Qua  folis  tepet  ortu,  primitiifque  diei 
India  laeta  rubet,  medium  inter  inhofpita  faxa 
(Per  pladdam  vallem,  et  paucis  acceffa  vireta) 
Pygmasum  quondam  fleterat,  dum  fata  finebant, 
Imperiuni.     Hinc  varias  vitam  excoluere  per  artes 
Seduli,  et  afliduo  fervcbant  arva  popcllo. 
Nunc  fi  quis  dura  evadat  per  faxa  viator, 
Defcrtofque  lares,  et  valles  ofllbus  albas 
Exiguis  videt,  tt  veftigia  parva  ftupefcit. 
Deiblata  tenet  vidlrix  impune  voiucris 
Regna,  et  fecuro  crepitat  grus  improba  nido  : 
Non  fie,  dum  multos  ftetic  iulupcrabilis  annos 


POEMS. 


Parvula  progenies ;  turn,  fi  quis  corn'mus  ales 
Congredi,  et  immixtrc  auderet  fe  credere  pugnae, 
Miles  atrox  aderat,  fumptifque  fx-rocalus  armis 
Sternit  humi  volucrem  moribundam,  humerifque 

reportat 

Ingentem  praedam  ;  cxfoque  epuhtur  in  hofte. 
Saepe  improvifas  tna&ahat,fxpe  juvabat 
Diripere  aut  nidum,  aut  ulcifci  in  prole  parentem. 
Nempe  larem  qjoties  multa  conftruxerat  arte, 
Aut  uteri  pofuiflet  onus,  volucremque  fufliram; 
Continue  viiltu  fpirans  inimane  minaci 
Omnia  vaftaret  mi!es,  foetufque  necaret 
Immcritos,  vitamque  abrumperet  imperfe&am, 
Cum  tepido  nonduni  maturuit  hoftis  in  ovo. 

Hinc  caufas- Irani m.bella  hinc,  fataliabella, 
Atque  acies  letho  intentx,  volucrumque  virumque 
Commifia  ftrages,  confufaque  mortis  imago. 
Non  tantos  motus,  nee  tarn  memorabile  bellurn, 
Maeonius  quondam  fublimi  carmine  vates 
Lufit ;  ubi  totam  ftrepituqiie  armifque  paludem 
Mifcuit :  hie  (vifu  miferabile  !)  corpora  murum 
Sparfa  jaceut  juncis  transfixa,  hie  gutture  rauco 
Rana  dolet,  pedibufque  abfciffo  poplite  ternis 
Reptat  humi,  folitisnec  fefe  faltibus  effert. 

jamque  dies  Pygmaso  aderat,  quo  tempore  caefi 
Pcenituit  foetus,  intadaque  maluit  ova. 
Nam  fuper  his  accenfa  graves  exarfit  in  iras 
Grus  ftomachans;  omnefque  fimul,  quas  Strymonis 

unda, 

Aut  ftagnum  Mareotidis,  imi  aut  uda  Cayftri 
1'rata  tenent,  adfunt ;  Scythicaque  cxcita  palude, 
Et  conjurato  volucris  defcendit  ab  Iftro. 
Stragefque  immenfas  et  vulnera  cogitat  abfens, 
Exacuitque  ungues  i&utn  meditata  f'uturum, 
Et  roftrum  parat  acre,  fuga:que  accommodat  alas. 
Tantus  amor  belli,  et  vindidtae  arrecla  cupido. 
Ergo  ubi  ver  uadlus  proprium,  fufpenfus  in  alto 
Aere  concuffis  exercitus  obftiepit  alis, 
Terraeque  immenfos  tradtus,  fcmotaque  longe 
./Equora  defpiciunt,  Boreamque  et  nubila  tranant 
Innumeri :  crebro  circum  ingens  fludluat  asther 
Flamine,  et  affiduus  mifcet  coelum  omne  tumultus. 

Nee  minor  in  terris  motus,  dum  bellafaceffit 
Impiger,  inftituitque  agmen,  firtnatque  phalangas, 
Et  furit  arreptis  animolus  homuncio  telis  : 
Donee  turma  duas  compofta  excurrat  in  alas, 
Ordinibutque  frequens,  et  marte  inftrucla  perito. 

Jamque  acies  inter  medias  fefe  arduus  iiifert 
Pygmxdum  du<5tor,  qui  naajeftate  verendus 
Inceffuque  gravis  reliquos  fupereminet  omnes 
Mole  gigantea,  mediamque  aflurgit  in  ulnam. 
Torvior  afpedlu  (hoililis  nam  infculpferat  unguis 
Ore  cicatrices)  vultuque  oftentat  hontfta 
Roftrorum  Cgna,  et  crudos  in  pedore  morfus. 
Jmmortali  odio,a:ternifque  exercuit  iris 
Alituumgentem,  non  ilium  impune  volucris 
Aut  ore,  aut  pedibus  peteret  confifus  aduncis. 
Fatalem  quoties  Gruibus  diflrinxerat  enfem, 
Truncavitque  alas,  celerique  fugam  abftulit  hofii  : 
Quot  fecit  ftrages  !  qua  nudis  funera  pullis 
Intulitjheu  !  quoties  implevit  Strymona  fletu  ! 

Jamque  procul  fonus  auditur,  piceamque  volan- 

tum 

Profpcftant  nubem  bellumque  hoftcfque  ferentem. 
Crtbrefcit  tandem,  atque  oculis  fc  f  luriaius  offert 


Ordinibus  ftruftus  variis  exercitus  ingens 
Alituum,  motifque  eveutilat  aera  pennis. 
Turba  polum  replet,  fpecieque  immanis  obumbrat 
Agmina  Pygmaeorum,  et  denfa  in  nubibus  haret : 
Nunc  denfa,  at  patriis  mox  reddita  rarior  oris. 
Belli  ardent  Audio  Pygmasi,  et  lumine  fasvo 
Sufpiciunt  hoftem ;  qf  c  longum  tempus,  et  ingena 
Turba  Gruum  horrifico  fefe  fuper  agmina  lapfu 
Praecipitat  gravis,  et  bellum  fperantibus  infert  : 
Fit  fragor ;  avulfac  volitant  circum  aera  plunue. 
Mox  defefla  iterum  levibus  fefe  eripit  alis, 
Et  vires  reparata  iterum  petit  impete  terras. 
Armorum  pendet  fortuna  :  hie  fixa  volucris 
Cufpide,  fanguineo  fefe  furibunda  rotatu         [tem 
Torquet  agens  circum,  roftrumque  intendit  in  hof- 
Imbelle,  et  curvos  in  morte  recolligit  ungues. 
Pygmzi  hie  fttllat  lentus  dc  vulnere  fanguis, 
Singultufque  ciet  crebros,  pedibufque  pufillis 
Tundit  humum,  et  moriens  unguem  execratur  a- 

cutum. 

^ifluat  omnc  folum  flrepitu,  tepidoque  rubefcit 
Sanguine,  fparguntur  gladii,  fparguntur  et  alx,, 
Unguefque  et  digiti,  commiftaque  roftra  lacertrs. 
Pygmasadum  faevit,  medjifque  in  millibus  ardet 
Du&or,  quern  late  hinc  atque  hinc  pereuntia  cin- 

f,unt 

Corpora  fufa  Gruum ;  mediaque  in  morte  vagatur, 
Nee  plaufu  alarum,  nee  roftri  cnncidit  icftu. 
I  lie  Gruum  terror,  ilium  denfimma  circum 
Mifcetur  pugno,  et  bellum  omne  laborat  in  uno : 
Cum,  fubito  appulfus  (fie  Di  voluere)  tumuku 
£x  inopino  ingens  et  fi  rmidabilis  ales 
Comprendrt  pedibus  pugnamem ;  et  (trifle  relatu) 
Suftnlit  in  coelum  ;  bel'atot  ab  unguibus  hairet 
Pendulus,  agglomerat  ftrepitu  globus  undique  den- 

fus 

Alituum  ;  frr.flra  Pygmaei  lumine  mceflo 
Regem  inter  nubes  lugent,  folitoque  minorem 
Heroem  afpiciunt  gruibus  plaudentibus  efcam. 

Jamque  recrudefcit  bellum,  grus  dtfuper  urget 
Pygmaeum  roftro,  atque  hoftem  petit  ardua  morfu; 
Turn  fugit  alta  volans;   is  futfum  brachia  jadlat 
Vulneris  impatiens,  et  inanes  fsevit  in  auras. 
Talis  erat  belli  facies,  cum  Pelion  ingens 
Mitteret  in  ceelum  Briareus,  folioque  tonantera 
Prxcipitem  excuteret ;  fparguntur  in  aethere  toto 
Fulminaque  fcopulique  :  flagrantia  te'.a  deorfum, 
Torquentur  Jovis  a6ta  manu,  dum  vafta  giganturn 
Corpora  fufa  jacent,  femiuflaque  fult>hur'e  fumant. 

Viribus  abfumptis  penitus  Fygmeia  tandem 
Agmina  languefcunt ;  ergo  pars  vertere  terga 
Horribili  perculfa  metu,  pars  tollere  vocem 
Exiguam ;  late  populus  cubitalis  oberrat. 
Inilant  a  tergo  volucres,  lacerantque  trahuntque 
Immites,  certz  gentem  extirpare  nefasdam. 

Sic  Pygmaea  domus  multos  dominata  per  annos, 
Tot  bellis  defuncla,  gruum  tot  lasta  triumphis, 
Funditus  interiit  :  nempe  exitu^  omnia  tandem 
Certus  regna  manet,  furit  certi  denique  fines, 
Quos  ultra  tranfire  nefas :  fie  corruit  olim 
Aliyrias  imperium,  fie  magnas  Perfidis  imis 
Sedibus  evcrfum  eft,  et  majus  utroque  Latinum. 
Elyfii  valles  nunc  agmine  luftrat  inani, 
£t  veterum  Heroum  mifcetur  gra;idibus  umbris 
Plebs  parva  ;  aut,  fi  quid  fid;i  mereat»r  aniiis 


••     -  *  *t      k§ 

Fabula,  paftores  per  no£Is  opaca  pufillas 
Ssepe  vidont  umbras,  Pygmsos  corpore  caffos. 
J)um  fecura  gruum.  ef  veteres  oblita  laborcs, 
Lztitiz  penitus  vacat,  indulgetque  choreis, 
Anguftofque  terit  calles,  viridefqUe  per  orbes 
Turba  levis  falit,  et  lemurum  cognomine  gaudet. 


<SF 


RESURRECTIO 

DELINEATA 

AD  ALTARE  COL.  MAGD.  OXON. 

EGREGIOS  fuel  traSus,  calamique  labores, 
Surgentefque  hominum  formas,  ardentiaque  ora 
Judicis,  et  fimulachra  modis  pallentia  miris, 
Terribilem  vifu  pompam,  tu  carmine  Mufa 
Pande  novo,  vatique  facros  accende  furores. 

Olim  planitiem  (quam  nunc  fcecunda  colorurrt 
Infignit  pidtura)  inhonefto  ct  fimplice  cultu 
Veftiit  albedo,  fed  ne  rima  ulla  priorem 
Agnofcat  faciem,  moxfundamenta  futurse 
Stbftravit  pictor  tabula,  humdrcmque  fequacem 
Per  muros  traxit ;  velamine  mcenia  craffo 
Sqwallcnt  obdu&a,  et  rudioribus  illita  fucis. 

Utque  (polo  nondum  ftellis  fulgentibus  apto) 
Ne  fpatio  moles  immenfa  dehifcat  inani, 
P;r  cava  coelorum,  ct  convexa  patientia  late 
Hinc  atque  hinc  interfufus  fluitaverat  sther; 
Mox  radiante  novum  torrebat  lumine  raundum 
Titan,  et  pallens  alienos  mitius  ignes 
Cynthia  vibrabat ;  crebris  nunc  confitus  aflris 
Scintillate  polus,  nunc  fulgor  La&eus  omne 
Diffluere  in  coelum,  longoque  albefcere  traclu. 

Sic,  operis  poftquam  lufit  primordia  pi£or, 
Dum  fordet  paries,  nullumque  fatetur  Apellem, 
Cautius  exercet  calamos,  atque  arte  tenacem 
Confundit  vifcum,  fuccofque  attemperat,  omnea 
Inducit  tandem  formas ;  apparet  unique 
Jkluta  cohors,  et  piclurarum  vulgus  inane. 

Aligeris  muri  vacat  ora  fuprema  miniftris, 
Sparfaque  per  totam  ccelcftis,  turba  tabellam 
Raucos  infpirat  lituos,  buccafque  tumentes 
Inflat,  et  attonitnm  replet  clangoribus  orbem. 
Difuncftis  fonus  auditur,  tabulamque  per  imam, 
Pi&a  gravefcit  humus,  terris  emergit  apertis 
Progenies  rediwiva,  ct  plurima  furgit  imago. 

Sic,  dum  fcecundis  Cadmus  dat  femina  fulcis, 
Terra  tumet  prxgnans,  animataque  gleba  laborat, 
Luxuriatiir  ager  fegete  fpirante,  calefcit 
Omne  folum,  crefcitque  •virorum  prodiga  meffis. 

Jam  pulvis  varias  terras  difperfa  per  oras, 
Sive  inter  venas  teneri  concreta  metalli, 
Senfim  diriguit,  feu  fefe  immifcuit  herbis, 
Explicita  eft ;  molem  rurfus  coalefcit  in  unam 
Divifum  funus,  fparfos  prior  alligat  artus 
Jundlura,  aptanturque  iteruro  cucuntia  membra. 
Hie  nondum  fpecie  perfedta  relurgit  imago, 
Vtiltum  truncata,  atque  inhonefto  vulncre  nares 
Ma»ca,  et  adhuc  deeft  informi  de  corpore  mul 

turn. 

Paulatim  in  rigidum  hie  vita  infmuata  cadaver 
Motu  «§ro  vix  dum  rsdivivos  crigit  artus. 


Inficit  his  horror  vultus,  et  Imagine  tota 
Fufa  per  attonitam  pallet  formido  figuram. 

Detrahe  quin  oculos  fpedlator,  et,  ora  nitentertt 
Si  poterint  perferre  diem,  medium  infpice  murum, 
Qua  fedet  orta  Deo  proles,  Deus  ipfe,  fcreno 
Lumine  perfufus,  radiifque  infperfusacutis. 
Circum  tranquillae  funduntur  tempora  flammae, 
Regius  ore  vigor  fpirat,  nitet  ignis  ocellis, 
Flurimaque  effulget  majeftasnumine  toto. 
Quantum  diflimilis,  quantam  o  '.  mutatus  ab  illo, 
Qui  peccata  luit  cruciatus  nan  fua,  vitam 
Quando  lucftantem  cun<ftata  morte  trahebat ! 
Sed  fruflra  voluit  defun&um  Golgotha  numen 
Condere,  dum  victa  fatorum  lege  triumphans 
Nativum  petiit  ccelum,  et  fuper  xthera  veflus 
Defpexit  lunam  exiguam,  folemque  minorem. 

Jam  latus  effoffum,  et  palmas  oftendit  utrafque, 
Vulnufque  infixum  pede,  clavorumque  recepta 
Signa,  et  tranfacfti  quondam  veftigia  ferri. 
Umbrx  hue  felices  tendunt,  numerofaque  coelos 
Turba  petunt,  atque  imrdortalia  dona  capeffunt. 
Matrcs,  et  longae  nunc  reddita  corpora  vitat 
Infantum,  juvenes,  pueri,  innuptzque  puellx 
Stant  circum,  atque  avidos  jubar  immortale  bi- 

bentes 

Affigunt  oculos  in  numine  :  laudibus  aether 
Intonat,  et  laeto  ridet  ccelum  omne  triumpho. 
His  amor  impatiens  conceptaque  gaudia  mentem 
Fnnditus  exagitant,  imoque  in  pecStore  fervent. 
Non  aeque  exultat  flagrant!  corde  Sibylla, 
Hofpite  cum  tumet  inclufo,  et  przcordia  fentit 
Mota  Dei  ftimulis,  nimioque  calentia  Phcebo. 

Quis  tamen  ille  novus perftringit  lumina  fulgor? 
Quam  Mitra  effigiem  diftinxit  pidor,  honcfto 
Surgentem  e  tumulo,  alatoque  fatellitc  fultam  ? 
Agnofco  faciem,  vultu  latet  alter  in  illo 
*  Wainfletus,  fie  ille  oculos,  fie  ora  ferebat: 
Eheu  quando  animi  par  invenietur  imago  ! 
Quando  alium  funilem  virtus  habitura  !— 
Irati  innocuas  fecurus  numinis  iras 
Afpicit,  impavidofque  in  judice  figit  ocellos. 

Quin  age,  et  horrentem  commixtis  igne  tenebri* 
Jam  videas  fcenam  ;  multo  hie  ftagnantia  fuco 
Moenia  flagrantcm  liqucfadofulphiire  rivum 
Fingunt,  et  falfustanta  arte  accenditur  igni», 
Ut  toti  metuas  tabulae,  ne  flanima  per  omne 
Livida  ferpat  opus,  tenuefquc  abfumpta  recedat 
Pidura  in  cineres,  propriis  peritura  favillis. 
Hue  turba  infelix  agitur,  turpifque  videri 
Infrendet  denies,  et  rugis  contrahit  ora. 
VindeX  a  tergo  implacabile  fsevit.  et  enfem 
Fulmineum  vibrans  acie  flagrante  fceleftos 
Jam  Paradifeis  iterum  depeliit  ab  oris. 
Heu  !  quid  agat  triftis  ?  Quo  fe  ccekftibus  rr» 
Subtrahat  ?  O  '.  quantum  vellet  nunc  aethere  in  alt* 
Virtutem  colere  .  at  tandem  fufpiria  ducit 
Nequicquam,et  fero  in  lacrymas  effunditur;obftant 
Sortes  non  revocandse,  et  inexorable  numen. 

Quam  varias  apeiit  veneres  pidlura!  periti 
Q-iot  calami  legimus  veftigia  !   quanta  coloruai 
Gratia  fe  profert !  tajes  non  difcolor  Iris 
Oftendat,  vario  cum  lumine  floridus  imber 
Rore  nitet  toto,  et  gutta  fcintillat  ia  omui. 

*  Cull-  Magd.  Fundator. 


P    O 

O  fuel  nitor,  d  pulchri  durate  colores ! 
Sec,  pictiira,  tiix  languefcat  gloria  form*, 
Duni  Inccm  videas,  qualem  exprimis  ipia,  fupre- 
muin. 


SPH^ERISTERIUM. 

Hie  ubi  graminea  in  latum  fefe  explicat  requor 
Planities,  vacuoque  ingens  patet  area  campo, 
Cum  folem  nondum  f'umantia  prata  fatentar 
E.Vortum,  et  tumidx  pendent  in  gramine  gutta, 
Improba  falx  nodtis  parva  incrementa  priori* 
Defecat,  exiguam  radens  a  ccfpite  meffem  : 
Turn  motu  affiduo  faxutn  versatile  terram 
Deprimit  extautem,  et  furgcntcs  atterit  hcrbas. 
JLignea  percurrunt  vernantem  turba  palseftram 
TJntfta,  nitens  oleo,  formae  quibus  effe  rotundas 
Artificis  fernim  dederat,  faciiifque  moverJ. 
Ne  tamen  offendant  incauti  errore  globorum, 
Quaeque  fuis  incifa  notis  ftat  fphasra;   fed  unus 
Hanc  vult,  quas  infulb  multum  inclinata  metallo 
Vertitur  in  gyros,  et  iniquo  tramite  currit ; 
Quin  alii  diverfa  placet,  quam  parcius  urget 
Plumbea  vis,  motuque  fiuit  procedere  redio.   [quas 

Poftquam  ideo  in  purtes  turbam  diftinxerat  a- 
Confilium,  aut  fors;  quifque  fuis  accingitur  arniis. 
Evolat  orbiculus,  qua  curfum  meta  futurum 
Defignat ;  ja&ique  legens  veftigia,  primam, 
Qai  certamen  init,  fphasram  demittit,  at  ilia 
JLenitur  efFufa,  exiguum  quod  dncit  in  orbem, 
feadit  iter,  donee  fcnfirri  primo  impete  fefio 
Subfiftat :  fubito  globus  emicat  alter  et  alter. 

Mox  ubi  ftinduntur  late  agmina  crebra  minorem 
Sparfa  per  obiculum,  ftipantque  frequentia  metam, 
Atque  negant  faciles  aditus;  jam  cautius  exit, 
Et  leviter  fefe  infinuat  revolubile  lignum. 
At  fi  forte  globum,  qui  millt,  fpe&at  inertem 
Serpere,  et  impreffum  fubito  lartgucfcere  rtiotum, 
Pone  urget  fphasra;  veftigia,  et  anxius  inflat, 
Obj'jrgatque  rhoras,  currentique  iittrhinet  orbi. 
Atque  ut  fegnis  honos  dextrae  fervetur,  iniquam 
Incufat  terram,  ac  furgentem  inmarmore  nodum. 

Nee  rifus  tacuere,  globus  cum  volvitur  adlus 
Infami  jaclu,  aut  nimium  veftigia  plumbum 
Allicit,  et  fphjeram  a  recto  trahit  infita  virtus. 
Turn  qui  projecit,  ftrepitus  eflfundit  inanes, 
Et,  variam  in  fpeciem  diftorto  corpore,  faifos 
Increpat  errores,  et  dat  convitia  Itgno. 
Sphasra  fed,  irarum  temnens  ludibria,  cocptum 
Pergit  iter,  nuUifque  movctur  furda  querelis. 

Ilia  tamen  laudca  fummumque  meretur  hono- 

rem, 

Qus  non  dirumpit  curfum,  abfiftitque  moveri, 
Donee  turbam  inter  crebram  dilapfa  fupremum 
Perfecit  ftadium,  et  metx  inclinata  recumbit. 
Hoftis  at  harentem  orbicuto  detrudere  fphseram 
Certat,  luminibufque  viam  fignantibus  omnes 
Intendit  vires,  et  miflilc  fortiter  urget : 
Erolat  addufto  non  fegnis  fphaera  lacerto. 

Haud  ita  profiliens  Eleo  carcere  pernix 
Auriga  invehitur,  cum  raptus  ab  axe  citato 
Currentefque  donios  videt,  et  fugientia  tecia. 

VOL,  VII. 


M    S.  133 

Si  tamen  in  duros,  obftrudla  fatellite  multo, 
Impiugat  focios,  confundatque  orbibus  orbes  ; 
Timi  fervet  bilis,  foftunam  darrifiat  acerbam, 
Atque  deos  atque  aftra  vocat  crudelia 

Si  vero  ihcwrfus  faciles,  aditumque  patentem. 
Inveniat,  partoque  hoftis  fpolietur  honore  : 
Turba  fremit  confufapfonifque  frequcntib.us,  euge"j 
Exclamant  focii ;  plaufu  flrepit  omne  viretum. 

Interea  feffos  inimico  Sirius  aftro 
Corripit,  et  falfas  exudant  corpora  guttas ; 
Lenia  jam  Zephyri  fpirantes  frigora,  ut  umbras 
Captantur,  vuliuque  fluens  abftergitur  humor* 


AD 
D.   D.       H   A   N   N   E    S, 

INSIGNISSIMUM  MEDICUM  ET   POETAM, 

O  c^ui  canoro  blandius  Orpheo 
Tocale  ducis  carmen,  et  exitu 
Fcliciore  lu&uofis 

Sxpe  animam  revocas  ab  umbris, 
Jam  feu  folutos  in  numerum  pedes 
Cogis,  vel  segrum  et  vix  animas  tenai 
Corpus  tueris,  feu  cadaver 

Luminibus  penetras  acutis; 
Opus  relinquens  eripe  te  morae, 
Frontemque  curis  folicitam  explica, 
Scyphumque  jucundus  require 
Purpureo  gravidum  Lyso. 
Nunc  plena  Hiagni  pocula  poftules 
Memor  Wilhelmi,  nunc  moveat  fitim 
Minifter  iogens,  imperiqua 

Prsfidium  baud  leve,  Montacutui| 
Omitte  tandem  trifte  riegotium 
Gravefque  curas,  heu  nimium  piusl 
Nee  csetcros  cautds  mederi 

Ipfe  tuam  minuas  falutem, 
Ffuftra  cruorem  pulfibas  incicis 
Ebullientem  polKce  comprimis, 
Attentus  cxplorare  venam 

Qua;  febris  exagitet  tumentem  ; 
Frullra  liquorcs  quot  ch  ;rhica  expedit 
Fornax,  et  error  languinis,  et  vigor 
Innafus  herbis  te  fatigsnt  : 

Serius  aut  citius  fepulchro 
Debemur  omnes,  vitaque  deferet 
Expulfa  morbis  corpus  iiiholpitum, 
Lentumque  deflcbunt  nepotes 

(Relliquias  animse)  cadaver. 
Mttnes  videbis  tu  quoque  fabulaa 
Quos  pauciores  fecerit  ars  tua ; 
•    Suumque  vi&orem  viciffim 
Subjicet  libitina  vi6Lrix. 
Decurrit  illi  vita  beatior 
Qiiiciinque  lucem  non  nimis  anxius 
Reddit  moleftam,  urgetque  curaS 

Sponte  fua  fatis  ingrucntcs; 
Et  quern  dierum  lene  flueiitium 
Dele»£lat  ordo,  vitaque  mutui* 
Felix  amicis,  gauc!iifqu« 
Juno'cuis  benc  ter^psra:*, 
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MACHINE    GESTICULANTES, 


A    PUPPET-SHOW. 

ADMIRANDA  cano  levium  fpe&acula  rerum, 
Exiguaru  ger.tem,  et  vacuum  fine  mente  popellum; 
Quern,  non  furreptis  coeli  do  fornice  fiammis, 
Innocua  melior  fabricaverat  arte  Prometheus. 

Compita  qua  rifu  fervent,  glomeratque  tumul- 

tutn 

Hiftrio,  delecT-atque  inhiantem  fcommate  turbam; 
Quotquot  Icetitias  ftudio  aut  novitate  tenentur, 
Undique  congreffi  permiffa  fedilia  complent, 
Nee  confufus  honos;  nummo  fubfellia  cedunt 
Diverfo,  et  varii  ad  pretium  ftat  copia  fcamni. 
Tandem  uhi  fubtrahitur  veiamen,  iurnina  paflim 
Anguilqs  penetraiit  aditus,  qua  plurima  vifum 
Fiia  fecant,  ne,  cum  vacuo  datur  ore  feneflra, 
Pervia  fraus  pateat:  mox  ftridula  turba  penates 
Ingreditur  pi&os,  et  mcenia  fquallido  fuco. 
Hie  humiles  inter  fcenas,  anguflaque  clauftra, 
Quicquid  aguut  homines,  concurfus,  bella,  triuin- 

phos, 
Ludit  in  exiguo  plebecula  parva  theatro. 

Sed  praster  reliquos  incidit  Homuncio  rauca 
Voce  ftrepens ;  major  fubne&it  fibula  veftem, 
Et  referunt  vivos  errantia  lumina  motus ; 
In  ventrem  tumet  immodicum;  pone  eminet  ingens 
A  tergo  gibbus ;  Pygmoeum  territat  agmen 
JMajor,  et  immanent  miratur  turba  gigantem. 
Hie  inagna  fretus  mole,  imparibufque  laccrtis 
Confifus,  gracili  jadtat  convitia  vulgo, 
Et  crebro  iblvit,  lepidum  caput,  ora  cachinno. 
Quanquam  res  agitur  folenni  feria  pompa, 
Spernit  follicitum  intra&abiUs  ille  tumultum, 
Et  rifu  importunus  adeft,  atque  omnia  turbat. 
Nee  raro  invadit  molles,  pictamque  protervo 
Ore  petit  nympham,  invitoque  dat  ofcula  ligno. 

Sed  comitum  vulgus  diverfis  membra  fatigant 
J.udis,  et  vario  lafcivit  mobile  faltu. 

Sxpe  etiam  gemrnis  rutila,  et  fpeclabilis  auro, 
J/ignea  gens  profit,  r.itidifque  fuperbit  in  oftris. 
>Jam,  quoties  feftam  celebrat  ftib  imagine  lucem, 
Ordine  compofito  nympharum  incedit  honeftum 
Agmen,  et  cxigui  proceres,  parvique  quirites. 
Pygmjeos  credas  pofitis  mitefcere  bellis, 
Jamque,  infeufa  gruum  tenuientcs  prab'a,  tutos 
Indulgere  jocis,  tenerifque  vacare  choreis. 

Tales,  cum  medio  labuntur  fidera  cselo, 
Parvi  fubfiliunt  lemures,  populufque  pufillus 
Feftivos,  rediens  fua  per  veftigia,  gyros 
Ducit.  et  anguPaim  crebro  pede  puliitat  orbem. 
Mane  patent  greflus ;  hie  iticcos  terra  feraces 
Concipit,  in  ir.ultam  pultentia  gramina  furgunt 
Luxuricm,  tenerifque  virefcit  circulus  lierbis. 

At  non  tranqnillak  null.i.  abdunt  nubila  luces, 
Lxp^  gravi  furgunt  bella,  horrida  bella  tumultu. 
Anna  cient  truculcnta  cohor«,  placidanique  quie- 

tem  . 

Dirumpunt  pupnie  ;  \ifque  adeo  infincera  voluptas 
Omnihus,  '.t  miPa:  rafli'.raut  gaudia  curze. 
Jam  gladii,  tubulique  in^cito  fu!}'ln'rc  foeti 


Protenfasque  haftz,  fulgentiaque  arma,  minsequc 
Tclorum   ingeatcs  fubeunt;  dant  clauftra  frago- 

rcm 

Horrendum,  ruptre  ftridente  hltumine  chartx 
Confufos  peddunt  crepitus,  et  fibila  tnifcent. 
Stttnitur  omne  folum  peieuntibus;  undique  caefae 
Apparent  turmx,  civilis  crimina  belli. 

Sed  poftqium  iniUnus  pugnae  deferbuit  xflus, 
Exuerintque  truces  animos,  jam  marte  ftigato, 
Diverfas  repctunt  arte*,  curafqtie  priores. 
Nee  raro  prifci  heroes,  quos  pagina  facra 
Suggerit,  atquc  olim  pepcrit  felicior  a-tas, 
Aic  parva  redeunt  fpccie.     Cano  otdine  cernas 
Antiques  prodire,  agmen  venerabile.  patres. 
Rugis  fulcantur  vultus,  prolixaque  barbx 
Canities  mento  pendet :  fie  tarda  fene^lus 
Tithonum  minuit,  cum  moles  tota  cicadam 
Induit,  in  gradlem  fenfim  collefta  figuram. 
Nunc  tamen  unde   genus   ducat,  quas  dextra  la- 

tentes 

Suppeditet  vires,  qnem  pofcat  ttirba  moventem, 
Expediara.     Truncos  opifex  et  inutile  lignum 
Cogit  in  humanas  fpecics,  ct  robore  natam 
Progenitm  tclo  efformat,  nexuque  tenaci 
Crura  ligat  pedibus,  humcrifque  accommodat  ar- 

mos, 

Et  membris  membra  aptat,  et  artubus  infuit  artus. 
Tune  habiles  addit  trochleas,  quibus  arte  pnfillum 
Verfat  onus,  molique  manu  famulatus  inerti 
Sufficit  occultos  motus,  vocen.que  miniftrat. 
His  ftrucfta  auxiliis  jam  machina  tota  peritos 
Oftendit  fulcos,  duri  et  veftigia  ferri : 
Hinc  falit,  atque  agili  fe  fubievat.  incita  motu, 
Vocefquc  emittit  tenues,  et  non  fua  verba. 


AD  1NS1GNIS5IMOM  VIRUM 

D.    T  H  O.    B  IT  R  N  E  T  T  U  M, 

SACR.Ti    TUEORIJE    TELLURIS    AUCTOREM. 

NON  \ifitatum  carminis  alitem, 
Burnette,  polcis,  non  humileh  modos  ; 
Vulgarc  pk(5trum,  langui  iaque 

Rcfpuis  i-fHcium  camcenae. 
Tu  mixta  rcrum  femina  confcius, 
Molemque  cernis  difl'ociabilcm, 
Terran-.que  concretam,  et  latentcm 

Ocean  uni  grcmio  cap.aci : 
Dum  veritatcm  quxrere  pertinax^ 
Ignota  pandis,  follicitus  parum 
Ucunquc  ftet  commune  vulgi 

Arbitrium  et  pnpularis  error. 
Auditur  ingens  continue  fragor, 
Illapfe  tellus  lubrica  deferit 
Fundamina,  ct  compage  fraifta 

Suppctlitas  gravis  urget  undas. 
Impulfus  erumdit  medius  liquor, 
Terras  aquwum  effufa  licentia 
Claudit  viciflim  ;  has  inter  orbae 

Relliquix  Suitant  prioris. 
Nunc  ct  reclufo  carcere  lucidarrt 
Baixua  fpedat  fulis  imagincm, 


POEMS. 


Stcllafque  miratur  nutarites, 

F-t  tremulse  fimulacra  lunw- 
Qua  pompa  vocum  non  iniitabiiis ! 
Qualis  calefVit  fpiritus  ingeni  ! 
Ut  tollis  undas  '.  ut  frementeru 
Deluvii  repriniis  tumulcum  '. 
Qu!s  ram  valenti  pedlnre  ftrrreus 
Uc  non  tremifcens  et  timido  pcde 
Incedat,  orbis  dum  dolofi 

Detegis  inftabiles  ruinas  ? 
Quin  base  cadenti^m  frajrmina  m'intium 
Natura  vultum  fumcrc  ilmplicrm 
Coget  refingens,  in  priorem 

Mox  iterum  redi:ura  formam. 
Nitnbis  rubentem  fulphureis  Jovem 
Cernas;  lit  udis  fa;  wit  atrox  hycm» 
Inceudiis,  commune  muiide 


Et  populis  meditata  bufium! 

liqucntes  pIorat.Athos  nives, 
£t  mox  liquefcens  ipfe  adamantinum 
Fundit  cacumen,  duni  per  imas 

Saxa  fluunt  refoluta  valles. 
Jamnue  alta  cceli  mcsnia  cormunt, 
£t  veftra  tandem  pagina  (proh  ncfas!) 
Burnette,  veflra  aujrebit  ignes, 
Heu  focio  perituro  mundo. 
?/Tox  xqiii  tellus,  mox  fubitus  viror 
Ubique  rident :  en  teretem  globum  ! 
En  l«eta  vernantes  Favonl 

Flamina,  perpetuofque  flores ! 
O  peifhis  ingens  !  O  animum  gravem 
Mundi  capacetn  !  fi  bonus  auguror, 
Te,  noft-.t  quoteilus  ftiperbit, 
et  renovata  cive.m. 


HORACE,  BOOK  III.    ODE  III. 

Atiguftus  had  a  defign  to  rebuild  Troy,  and  make 
it  the  metropolis  of  the  Roman  empire,  having 
clofeted  feveral  fenators  on  the  project :  Ho 
race  is  fuppofed  to  have  written  the  following 
ode  on  this  occafion. 

THE  man  refolv'd  and  fteady  to  his  truft, 

Inflexible  to  ill,  and  obftinately  juft, 

May  the  rude  rabble's  infolence  defpife, 

'rheir  fenfclefs  clamours  and  tumultuous  cries; 

The  tyrant's  fiercenefs  he  beguiles, 

And  the  ftern  brow,  and  the  harfh  voice  defies, 

And  with  fuperior  greatnefs  fnnle?. 

Not  the  rough  whirlwind,  that  deforms 
Adria's  black  gulf,  and  vexes  it  with  ftorms, 
The  ftubborn  virtue  of  his  foul  can  move ; 
Nor  the  red  arm  of  angry  Jove, 
That  flings  the  thunder  from  the  fky, 
And  gives  it  rage  to  roar,  and  ftrength  to  fly. 

Should  the  whole  frame  of  nature  round  him 

break, 

Tn  ruin  and  confufion  hurl'd, 
He,  unconcern'd,  would  hear  the  mighty  crack, 
And  {land  fecure  amidft  a  falling  world. 

Such  were  the  godlike  arts  that  led 
Bright  Pollux  to  the  blefl  abodes; 
Such  did  for  great  Alcides  plead, 
And  gain'd  a  place  among  the  gods; 
Where  now  Auguftus,  mixt  with  heroes,  lies, 
And  to  his  lips  the  necftar  bowl  applies : 
His  ruddy  lips  the  purple  tincture  ibow, 
And  with  immortal  ftains  divinely  glow. 

By  arts  like  thefe  did  young  Lyzus  rife : 
His  tigers  drew  him  to  the  Ikies ; 
Wild  from  the  defert  and  unbroke, 
In  vaiu  they  foam'd,  in  vain  they  ftar'd, 
In  vain  their  eyes  with  fury  glar'd ;  [yoke. 

He  tam'd  them  to  the  lafh,  and  bent  them  to  the 

Such  were  the  paths  that  Rome's  great  foun 
der  trod, 

When  in  a  whirlwind  fnatch'd  on  high, 
He  fhook  of  dull  mortality, 
And  loft  the  monarch  in  the  god. 


[dnft.V 
to  thej' 


Bright  Juno  then  her  awful  Clence  Droke,     , 
And  thus  th'  affembled  deities  befpoke. 

Troy,  fays  the  goddefs,  perjur'd  Troy  has  felt 
The  dire  effects  of  her  proud  tyrant's 'guilt; 
The  towering  pile,  and  foft  abodes, 
WaTl'd  by  the  band  of  fervile  gods, 
Now  fpreads  its  ruins  all  around, 
And  lies  inglorious  on  the  ground. 
An  umpire  partial  and  unjuft, 
And  a  lewd  woman's  impious  luft, 
Lay  heavy  on  her  head,  and  funk  her  to 

Since  falfe  Laomedr.n's  tyrannic  fway, 
That  durft  defraud  th*  immortals  of  their  pay, 
Her  guardian  gods  renounc'd  their  patronage, 
Nor  would  the  fierce  invading  foe  repel; 
To  my  refentment,  and  Minerva's  rage, 
The  guilty  king  and  the  whole  people  fell. 
And  now  the  long-protradted  wars  are  o'er, 
The  foft  adulterer  mines  no  more ; 
No  more  does  Hector's  force  the  Trojan  fhield, 
That  drove  whole  armies  back,  and  fingly  clear'd 
the  field. 

My  vengeance  fated,  I  at  length  refign 
To  Mars  his  offspring  of  the  Trojan  line : 
Advanc'd  to  godhead  let  him  rife, 
And  take  his  ftation  in  the  flcics  ; 
There  entertain  his  ravifh'd  fight 
With  fcenes  of  glory,  fields  of  light ; 
Quaff  with  the  gods  immortal  wine, 
And  fee  adoring  nations  crowd  his  fhrine. 

The  thin  remains  of  Troy's  affli&ed  hoft, 
In  diftant  realms  may  feats  unenvy'd  find, 
And  flourifli  on  a  foreign  coaft ; 
But  far  be  Rome  from  Troy  disjoin'd, 
Remov'd  by  fea,=,  from  the  difaftrous  fliorc, 
May  endlcfs  billows  rife  between,  and  ftoims  un- 
number'd  roar. 

Still  let  the  curlt  detefted  place  ~) 

Where  Priam  lies ,  and  Priam's  faithlefs  race,      > 
Be  cover'd  o'er  with  weeds,  and  hid  in  grafs.     j 
There  kt  the  wanton  flocks  unguarded  ftray ; 
Or,  while  the  lonely  fhepherd  fings, 
Amidft  the  mighty  ruins  play, 
And  frifk  upon  the  tombs  of  kings. 

May  tigers  there,  and  all  the  favage  kind, 
Sad  folitary  haunts  iu;d  filer.:  dcfcru  find ; 


T  R  A  N  S  "L 

gloomy  vaults,  and  nooks  of  palaces, 

^  th'  unmolefted  licnefs 
Her  brinded  whelps  fecurely  lay, 
Or,  coucht,  in  dreadful  flumbers  wafte  the  day. 

While  Troy  in  heaps  of  ruins  lies, 
Rome  and  the  Ronjan  capitoi  fhall  rife  ; 
Th'  illuftrious  exiles  unconfin'd 
Shall  triumph  far  and  near,  and  rule  mankind. 

In  vain  the  fea's  intruding  tide 
Europe  from  Africa  fhall  divide, 
And  part  the  fever'd  world  in  two  :  [fpread, 

Through  Afric's  fands  their   triumphs  they  ftiall 
And  the  long  train  of  victories  purfue 
To  Nile's  yet  nndifcover'd  head. 

Riches  the  hardy  foldiers  fhall  defpife, 
And  look  on  gold  with  undefwing  eyes, 
Nor  the  difbowel'd  earth  explore 
In  fearch  of  the  forbidden  ore ; 
Thofe  glittering  ills,  concealed  within  the  mine, 
Shall  lie  uhtouch'd,  and  innocently  fhine. 
To  the  laft  bounds  that  nature  fets, 
The  piercing  colds  and  fultry  heats, 
The  godlike  race  fhall  fpread  their  arms, 
Now  fill  the  polar  circle  with  alarms, 
Till  ftorms  and  tempefts  their  purfuits  confine; 
Now  fweat  for  conqueft  underneath  the  line. 

This  only  law  the  victor  (hall  reftrain, 
On  thefe  conditions  (hall  he  reign  4 
If  none  his  guilty  hand  employ 
To  build  again  a  fecond  Troy, 
If  none  the  rafli  dcfign  purfue, 
Nor  tempt  the  vengeance  of  the  gods  anew. 

A  curie  there  cleaves  to  the  devoted  place, 
That  fhall  the  new  foundations  raze  ; 
jGreece  fhall  in  mutual  leagues  confpire 
To  ftorm  the  rifing  town  with  fire, 
And  at  their  armies  head  myfelf  will  fhow 
What  Juno,  urg'd  to  all  her  rage,  can  do. 

Thrice  fhould  Apollo's  felf  the  city  raife 
And  line  it  round  with  walls  of  brafs, 
Thrice   fhould   my  favourite   Greeks  his  works 

confound, 

And  hew  the  fhining  fabric  to  the  ground  : 
Thrice  fhould  her  captive  dames  to  Greece  return. 
And   their   dead  fons   and  flaughter'd   hulbands 
mourn. 

But  hold,  my  mufe,  forbear  thy  towering  flight, 
Nor  bring  the  fecrets  of  the  gods  to  light : 
In  vain  would  thy  prefumptuous  verfe 
Th'  immortal  rhetoric  rehearfe  ; 
Th'  mighty  ftrains,  in  lyric  numbers  bound, 
Forget  their  majefty,  and  lofc  their  found. 


THE     VESTAL, 

FROM 

OVID  DE  FASTIS,  LIB.  III.  EL.  I. 
"  Blanda  quies  victis  furtim  fubrepit  ocellis,  &c; 

As  the  fair  vefial  to  the  fountain  came, 
(l_et  none  he  ftartleofat  a  veftul's  name) 
'i'ir'd  with  the  walk,  (be  laid  her  down  to  reft, 
And  to  the  wind*  expos' d  her  glowing  breaft, 


A  T  I  O  N  S.  tp? 

To  take  the  frefhnefs  of  the  morning  air, 
And  gather'd  in  a  knot  her  flowing  hair; 
While  thus  fhe  refted,  on  her  arm  reclin'J, 
The  hoary  willows  waving  with  the  wind, 
And  feather'd  choirs  that  warbled  in  the  fhade,1^ 
And  purling  ftreams  that  through  the  meadow  f 

.ftray'd,  f  : 

In  .drowfy  murmurs  lull'd  the  gentle  maid.          3 
The  god  of  war  beheld  the  virgin  lie, 
The  god  beheld  her  with  a  lover's  eye  ; 
And,  by  fo  tempting  an  occaSon  prefs'd, 
The  beauteous  maid,  whom  he  beheld,  poficfs'd  : 
Conceiving  as  fhe  -flept,  her  fruitful  womb 
Swell'd  with  the  founder  of  immortal  Rome. 


OVID'S  METAMORPHOSES, 

BOOK    H. 


THE  STORY  OF  PHAETON. 

THE  fun's  bright  palace,  on  high  columns  rals'd, 
With  burnifh'd  gold,  and  flaming  jewels  blaz'd; 
The  folding  gates  diffus'd  a  filver  light, 
And  with  a  milder  gleam  refreuVd  the  fight ; 
Of  polifh'd  ivory  was  the  covering  wrought  : 
The  matter  vied  not  with  the  fculptor's  thought, 
For  in  the  portal  was  difplay'd  on  high 
\  T'he  work  of  Vulcan)  a  fictitious  fky  ; 
A  waving  fea  th'  inferior  earth  embrac'd, 
And  gods  and  goddefles  the  waters  grac'd. 
.ffigcun  here  a  mighty  whale  beflrode : 
Triton,  and  Proteus  (the  deceiving  god), 
With  Doris  here  were  carv'd,  and  all  her  train, 
Some  loofely  fwimming  in  the  figur'd  main, 
While  feme  on  rocks  their  drooping  hair  divide, 
And  fome  on  fifties  through  the  waters  glide  : 
Though  various  features  did  the  fillers  grace, 
jA  fitter's  likenefs  was  in  every  face. 
On  earth  a  different  landfcape  courts  the  eyes,  ~\ 
Men,  towns,  and  beafts,  in  diflant  profpectsrife,  f 
And  nymphs,  and  ftreams,  and  woods,  and  ru-T 
ral  deities.  j 

O'er  all,  the  heaven's  refulgent  image  fhine*; 
On  either  gate  were  fix  engraven  figns. 

Here  Phaeton,  ftill  gaining  on  th'  afccnt, 
To  his  fufpected  father's  palace  went, 
Till  preffing  forward  through  the  bright  abode, 
He  faw  at  diftance  the  illuftrious  god  : 
He  law  at  diflance,  or  the  dazzling  light 
Had  flafh'd  too  ftrongly  on  his  aching  fight. 

The  gbd  fits  high,  exalted  on  a  throne 
Of  blazing  gems,  with  purple  garments  on ; 
The  hours. in  order  rang'd  on  either  hand, 
And  days,  and  months,  and  years,  and  ages,  fland. 
Here  fpring  appears  with  flowery  chaplets  bound; 
Here  f'ummer  in  her  wheaten  garland  crown'd ; 
Here  autumn  the  rich  trodden  grapes  befmcar ; 
And  hoary  winter  fhivers  in  the  rear. 

Phcebus  beheld  the  youth  from  oft"  his  throne  ; 
That  eye,  which  looks  on  all,  was  fix'd  on  one. 
N  iij 
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He  faw  the  boy's  confufion  in  his  face, 

Surpris'd  at  all  the  wonders  of  the  place  ; 

And  cries  aloud,   "  What  wants  my  fon  ?  For 

"  know, 
"  My  fon  thou  art,  and  I  muft  call  thee  fo." 

"  Light  of  the  world,"    the  trembling  yooth 

"  replies, 

"  llluftrious  parent !   fince  you  don't  defpife 
'*  The  parent's  name,  fome  certain  token  give, 
"  That  I  may  Clymene's  proud  boaft  believe, 
"  Nor  longer  under  falfe  reproaches  grieve  " 

The  tender  fire  was  touch'd  with  what  he  faid, 
And  flung  the  blaze  of  glories  from  his  head, 
And  bid  the  youth  advance  :    "  My  fon  (faid  he) 
"  Come  to  thy  father's  arms!  for  Clymene 

Has  told  thee  true  ;  a  parent's  name  I  own, 
'  And  deem  thee  worthy  to  be  call'J  my  fon. 

As  a  furc  proof,  make  fome  requeft,  and  I, 

Whate'er  it  be,  with  that  requcfl  comply  ; 

By  Styx  I  fwear,  whofe  waves  are  hid  in  night, 
u  And  roll  impervious  to  my  piercing  fight." 

The  youth,  tranfported,  afks  withsut  delay, 
To  guide  the  fun's  bright  chariot  for  a  day. 

The  god  repented  of  the  -;ath  he  took, 
For  anguifh  thrice  his  radiant  head  he  fhook  : 
"  My  fon  (fays  he)  lome  other  proof  require  ; 
"  Rafh  was  my  promife,  rafli  is  thy  dcfire. 
"  I'd  fain  deny  this  wifh  which  thou  haft  made, 
"  Or,  what  I  can't  dcnyr  would  fain  diffuade. 
"  Too  vaft  and  hazardous  the  tafk  appears, 
"  Nor  fuitcd  to  thy  ftrength,  nor  to  thy  years. 
"  Thy  lot  is  mortal,  but  t!;y  wifhes  fly 
"  Beyond  the  province  of  mortality  : 
"  There  is  uot  one  of  all  the  gods  that  dares 
"   (However  fldll'd  in  other  great  affairs) 
"  To  mount  the  burning  axle-tree,  but  I ; 
"  Not  Jove  himfelf.  the  ruier  of  the  fky, 
"  That  hurls  the  three-fork'd  thunder  from  above, 
*  Dares  try  his  ftrength ;   yet  who  fo  llrong  a/ 

tl  Jove  ? 

"  The  fteeds  elirr.b  up  the  firft  afcent  with  pain ; 
*'  And  when  the  midt'lt  firmament  they  gam, 
*'  If  -iownwards  from  the  heavens  my  htad  1  bow, 
"  And  fee  the  earth  and  ocean  hang  below, 
"  Ev'u  I  am  feiz'd  with  horror  and  affright, 
"  And  my  own  heart  mifgives  me  at  the-  fight. 
"  A  mighty  downfall  fteeps  the  evening  ftage, 
«c  And  fteddy  reins  muft  curb  the  horfes'  rage. 
"  Tethys  htrfelf  has  fear'd  to  fee  me  driven 
"  Down  headlong  from  the  precipice  of  heaven. 
"  Befides,  conficlcr  what  impetuous  force 
"  Turns  ftars  and  planets  in  a  different  courfe  : 
'•  I  (leer  againft  their  motions ;  nor  am  I 
*'  Borne  back  by  all  the  current  of  the  fky. 
**  But  how  could  you  refill  the  orbs  that  roll 
*'  In  adverfe  whirls,  and  ftem  the  rapid  pole  ? 
"  But  you  perhaps  may  hope'  for  pleafing  woods, 
"  And  ftately  domes,  and  cities  fill'd  with  gods; 
{t  While  through  a  thouland  fuares  your  progrefs 

"  lies, 

"  Where  forms  of  fiarry  mcr.ftcrs  ftock  the  fkies  : 
"   For,  fbculd  you  hit  the  doubtful  way  arrfr.r, 
M  The  bull  with  flopping  horns  (lands  oppofue ; 
"  Next  him  the  bright  hxmonun  bow  is  fhung; 
"  And  next,  the  tiop'j>  griooipg  vif.'ge  hur~  . 


"  The  fcorpion's  claws  here  clafp  a  wide  extent,. 
"  And  here  the  crab's  in  leffer  clafps  are  bent. 
"  Nor  would  you  fi'id  it  ealy  to  compofe  "^ 

"  The  mettled  fteeds,  when  from  their  noftrils/ 

»  flows  f 

"  The  fcorching  fire,  that  in  their  entrails  glows.  J 
"  Ev'n  I  their  hcadilrong  fury  fcarce  reftrain, 
"   When  they  grow  warm  and  rcftiff  to  the  rein. 
"  Let  not  my  fon  a  fatal  gift  require, 
"  But,  O !  in  time,  recal  your  rafh  de-fire  ; 
"  You  afk  a  gift  that  may  your  parent  tell, 
"  Let  thefe  my  fears  your  parentage  reveal ; 
"  And  learn  a  father  from  a  father's  care  ;         *1 
"  Lo  k  on  my  face ;  or,  if  my  heart  lay  bare,     f 
"  Could  you  but  look,  you'd  read  the  father  l" 
"  there.  J 

"  Choofe  out  a  gift  from  feas,  or  earth,  or  fldcs, 
*'   For  open  to  your  wifh  all  nature  lies, 
"  Only  decline  this  one  unequal  talk, 
"  For  'tis  a  mifchjef,  not  a  gift,  you  afk  J 
"  You  afc  a  real  mifchief,  Phaeton  : 
**  Nay  hang  not  thus  about  my  neck,  my  fon  : 
"  I  grant  your  wifh,  and  Styx  has  heard  my  voice, 
"  Choofe  what  you  will,  but  make  a  •wifcr  choice.' ' 

Thus  did  the  god  th'  unwary  youth  advife  ; 
But  he  ftil:  longs  to  travel  through  the  fkies. 
When  the  f  nd  father  (for  in  vain  he  pleads) 
At  length  to  the  vulcanian  chariot  leads. 
A.  golden  axle  did  the  work  uphold,  [g°W. 

Gold  was  the  beam,  the  wheels  were  orb'd  with 
The  fpokes  in  rows  of  filver  pleas'd  th^  fight,      } 
The  leat  with  party-colour'd  gems  was  bright  ;> 
Apollo  fhin'd  amid  the  glare  of  light.  j 

The  youth  with  fecret  joy  the  work  furvi%ys; 
When  now  the  morn  diiclos'd  her  purple  rays; 
The  ftars  were  fled;  far  Lucifer  had  cha:'d 
The  ftars  away,  and  fled  himfslf  at  laft. 
Soon  as  the  father  faw  the  rofy  morn, 
And  the  moon  fliining  with  a  blu;;ter  horn, 
He  bid  the  nimble  hours  without  deluy 
Bring  forth  tht  fteeds;  the  nimble-  hours  obey: 
Fn;m  their  full  racks  the  generous  fteeds  retire, 
Dropping  ambrofial  foams,  and  fnortiug  fire. 
Still  anxious  for  his  fon,  the  god  of  day, 
To  make  him  proof  againft  the  burning  ray,, 
His  temples  with  celcftial  ointment  wet, 
Of  fovereign  virtue  to  repel  the  beat, 
Then  fix'd  the  beamy  circle  on  his  head, 
And  fetch'd  a  deep  fore-boding  figh,  and  faio1, 

"  Take-  this  at  leaft,  this  laft  advice,  my  fon ; 
"  Keep  a  ftiff  rein,  and  move  but  gently  on  : 
"  The  courfers  of  thenifelves  will  run  too  faft, 
"  Your  art  muft  be  to  moderate  their  hafte. 
"  Drive  them  not  on  diredlly  through  the  ikies. 
"  But  where  the  Zodiac's  winding  circle  lies, 
"  Along  the  midmoft  zone  ;  I  nit  fally  f;>rth 
"  Nor  to  the  diftant  fouth,  nor  ftormy  north. 
"  The  horfes*  hoofs  a  beaten  track  will  fhow, 
"  But  neither  mount  too  high,  nor  fink  too  low, 
**  That  no  new  fires  or  heaven  or  earth  ini'eft  ; 
"  Keep  ;hc  mid-way,  the  middle  way  is  beft. 
"   Nor,  where  in  radiant  folds  the  fcrpent  twines, 
"  Direc~l  your  courft-,  nor  where  the  altar  fhines. 
"  Shun  both  extremes;  the  reft  let  fortune  guide., 
"  And  better  fur  thcc  than  thyfelf  provide  '. 
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"  See,  while  I  fpeak,  the  fhadcs  clifperfe  .-.way, 
"  Aurora  gives  the  proinife  of  a  day  ; 
"  I'm  call'd,  nor  can  I  make  a  longer  ftay. 
"  Snatch  up  the  reins;  or  flill  th' attempt  fj 
"  And  not  my  chariot,  but  my  counfel  take, 
"   While  ycc  fecuiely  ou  the  earth  you  ftand  ; 
"  Nor  touch  the  horfes  with  too  rafli  a  hand. 
*  Let  me  alone  to  light  the  world,  while  you 
"  Enjoy  thole  beams  which  you  may  fafely  view." 
He  fpoke  in  vain ;  the  youth  with  active  heat 
And  fprightly  vigour  vaults  into  the  feat; 
And  joys  to  hold  the  reins,  and  fondly  gives 
Thofe  thanks  his  father  with  remcrfe  receives. 

Mean  while  the  refthfs  horfes  neigh'd  aloud, 
Breathing  out  fire,  and  pawing  where  they  flood. 
Tcthys,  not  knowing  what  had  part,  gave  way,    , 
And  all  the  wafte  of  heaven  before  them  lay. 
They  fpring  together  out,  and  fwiftly  bear 
The  flying  youth  through  clouds  and  yieldingair; 
With  wingy  fpeed  outftrip  the  eaftern  wind, 
And  leave  the  breezes  of  the  morn  behind. 
The  youth  was  light,  nor  could  he  fill  the  feat, 
Or  poife  the  chariot  with  its  wonted  weight  > 
But  as  at  fea  th'  unballaft  veffel  rides, 
Caft  to  and  fro,  the  fport  of  winds  and  tides  ; 
So  in  the  bounding  chariot  tofs'd  on  high, 
The  youth  is  hurry'd  headlong  through  the  fky. 
Soon  as  the  deeds  perceive  it,  they  forfake 
Their  dated  courfe,  and  leave  the  beaten  track. 
The  youth  was  in  a  maze,  nor  did  he  know 
Which  way  to  tuni  the  reins,  or  where  to  go ; 
Nor  would  the  horfes,  had  he  known,  obey.        ~\ 
Then  the  feven Jlars  Srfc  felt  Apollo's  ray, 
And  wilh'd  to  dip  in  the  forbidden  fea.  j 

The  folded  ferpent  next  the  frozen  pole, 
Stiff  and  benumb'd  before,  began  to  roll. 
And  rag'd  with  inward  heat,  and  threaten'd  war, 
And  foot  a  redder  light  from  every  ftar ; 
Nay,  and  'tis  faid,  Bootes  too,  that  fain 
Thou  wouldft  have  fled,  though  cumber'd  with 
thy  wain. 

Th'  unhappy  youth  then,  bending  down  his  head, 
Saw  earth  and  ocean  far  beneath  him  fpread  : 
His  colour  chang'd,  he  ftartled  at  the  fight, 
And  his  eyes  darken'd  by  too  great  a  light. 
Now  could  he  wifh  the  fiery  deeds  untry'd, 
His  birth  obfcure,  and  his  requefl  deny'd  : 
Now  would  he  Merops  for  his  father  own, 
And  quit  his  beaded  kindred  to  the  fun. 

So  fares  the  pilot,  when  his  (hip  is  toft 
In  troubled  feas,  and  all  its  fteerage  loft ; 
He  gives  her  to  the  winds,  and  in  deipair 
Seeks  his  lati  refuge  in  the  gods  and  prayer. 

What  could  he  do  ?  His  eyes,  if  backward  call, 
Find  a  long  path  he  had  already  pad ; 
If  forward,  dill  a  longer  path  they  find  : 
Both  he  compares,  and  meafures  in  his  mind  ; 
And  foinetimes  cads  an  eye  upon  the  eaft. 
And  fometimes  looks  on  the  forbidden  weft. 
The  horfes'  na:v,c»  he  knew  not  in  the  fright  : 
Nor  would  he  loofe  the  reins,  nor  could  he  hold 
them  tight. 

Now  all  the  horrors  of  the  heavens  he  fpies,  ~) 
Andmonftrous  fhadows  of  prodigious  fize, 
T.hat,deck'dwith  flars,  lie  fqatter. 'd  o'er  thcflcjtlij 


Th.'-re  is  a  place  above,  where  Scorpio  bent 
In  tail  and  arms  fui rounds  a  v;ift  extent; 
In  a  wide  circuit-  of  the  heavens  he  dunes, 
And  fills  the  fpace  of  two  celedial  figns. 
Soon  aR  the  youth  beheld  him,  vex'd  with  hiat, 
Brandifh  his  ding,  and  in  his  poifon  fweat, 
Half  dead  with  fudden  fear  he  dropt  the  reins; 
The  horfes  felt  them  loofe  upon  their  manes, 
And,  flying  out  through  all  the  plains  above, 
Ran  uncontrol'd  where'er  their  fary  drove; 
Rufh'd  on  the  dars,  and  through  a  pathlefs  way 
Of  unknown  regions  hurry'd  on  the  day. 
And  now  above,  and  now  below  they  flew, 
And  near  the  earth  the  burning  chariot  drew. 

The  clouds  difperfe  in  fumes,  the  wondering 

moon 

Beholds  her  brother's  deeds  beneath  her  own  ; 
The  highlands  fmoke,  cleft  by  the  piercing  rays, 
( >r,  clad  with  woods,  in  their  own  fuel  blaze. 
Next  o'er  the  plains,  where  ripcn'd  harvefls  grow, 
The  running  conflagration  fpreads  below. 
But  thefe  are  trivial  ills :  whole'  cities  burn, 
And  peopled  kingdoms  into  afhes  turn. 

The  mountains  kindle  as  the  car  draws  near, 
Athos  and  Tniolus  red  with  fires  appear  ; 
Oegrian  Hxmus  (then  a  fingle  name) 
And  virgin  Helicon  incrcafe  the  flame  ; 
Taurus  and  Oete  glare  amid  the  fky, 
And  Ida,  fpite  of  all  her  fountains,  dry. 
JEryx,  and  Othrys,  and  Cithxron,  glow  ; 
And  Rhodcpe,  no  longer  cloth'd  in  fnow; 
High  Pindus,  Mimas,  and  Parnafias,  fweat, 
And  JEtna  rages  with  redoubled  heat. 
Ev'n  fc'cythia,  through  her  hoary  regions  warm'd, 
In  vain  with  all  her  native  frofl  wasarm'd. 
Cover'd  with  flames,  the  towering  Appenr.ine, 
And  Caucafus,  and  proud  Olympus,  fhine; 
And,  where  the  long-extended  Alps  afpire, 
Now  (lands  a  huge  continued  range  of  fire, 

Th'  adonifli'd  youth,  where'er  his  eyes  could 

turn, 

Beheld  the  univerfe  around  him  burn  : 
The  world  was  in  z  blaze;  nor  could  he  bear 
1'he  fulcry  vapours  and  the  fcorching  air, 
Which  from  below,  as  from  a  furnace,  flcw'd  ; 
And  now  the  axle-tree  beneath  him  glow'ii  : 
Lod   in   the   whirling   clouds,    that  round   llittl 

broke, 

And  white  with  afhes,  hovering  in  the  fmoke, 
He  flew  where'er  the  horfes  drove,  nor  knew 
Whither  the  horfes  drove,  or  where  he  flew. 

'Twas  then,  they  fay,  the  fwarthy  Moor  begun 
To  change  his  hue,  and  blacken  in  the  fun. 
Then  Libya  firft,  of  all  her  moidure  drain'd, 
Became  a  barren  wade,  a  wild  of  fand. 
The  water-nymphs  lament  their  empty  urns ; 
Bcsotia,  robb'd  of  filver  Dirce,  mouros ; 
Corinth  Pyrene's  wafted  fprirsg  Ixwaib  ; 
And  Argos  grieves  whild  Amymone  fails. 

The  floods  are  drain'd  from  every  didant  coaft; 
Ev'n  Tanau,  though  fix'd  in  ice,  was  lod  ; 
Enrag'd  CaVcus  and  Lycormas  roar, 
And  Xanthus,  fated  to  be  burnt  once  more. 
The  fam'd  Maunder,  that  unweary'd  drays 
Through  mazy  v,'ind;:~>»s,  fjnrkss  in  every  mazy. 
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From  his  lov'd  Babylon  Euphrates  flics ; 

Tlic  big-fwoln  Ganges  and  the  Danube  rife 

In  thickening  fumes,  and  darken  half  the  fides. 

In  flames  Iftnenos  and  the  Phafis  roll'd, 

And  Tagus  floating  in  his  melted  gold. 

The  fwans,  that  on  Cayfter  often  try'd 

Their  tuneful  f<>ngs,  now  fung  their  laft,  and  dy'd. 

The  frighted  Nile  ran  off,  and  under  ground 

Conceal'd  his  head,  nor  can  it  yet  be  found  : 

His  feven  divided  currents  are  all  dry, 

And  where  they  roll'd,  feven  gaping  trenches  lie. 

}>Io  more  the  Rhine  or  Rhone  their  courfe  maintain, 

Kor  Tiber,  of  his  promis'd  empire  vaint 

The  ground,  deep  cleft,  admits  the  dazzling  ray, 
And  ftartles  Pluto  with  the  flafh  »f  day. 
The  feas  fhrink  in,  and  to  the  fight  difclofe 
Wide  naked  plains,  where  once  their  billows  rofe ; 
Their  rocks  are  all  difcover'd,  and  mcreafe 
The  rumber'd  of  the  fcatter'd  Cyclades. 
The  fifh  in  (holes  about  the  bottom  creep, 
Nor  longer  dares  the  crooked  dolphin  leap  : 
Gafping  for  breath,  th'  unfhapen  Phocse  dip, 
And  on  the  boiling  wave  extended  lie. 
Nereus,  and  Doris  with  her  virgin  train, 
Seek  out  the  laft  receffcs  of  the  main  ; 
Beneath  unfathomable  depths  they  faint, 
And  fecret  in  their  gloomy  caveins  pant. 
Stern  Neptune  thrice  above  the  waves  upheld 
His  face,  and  thrice  was  by  the  flames  repell'd. 

The  earth  at  length,  on  every  fide  embrac'd 
With  fcalding  feas,  that  floated  round  her  wafte, 
When  now  fhe  felt  the  fprings  and  rivers  come, 
And  crowd  within  the  hollow  of  her  womb, 
Uplifted  to  the  heavens  her  Wafted  head, 
And  clapt  her  hands  upon  her  brows,  and  faid ; 
(But  firft,  impatient  of  the  fultry  heat, 
Sunk  deeper  down,  and  fought  a  cooler  feat :) 
''  If  you,  great  King  of  Gods,  my  death  approve, 
"  And  I  deferve  it,  let  me  die  by  Jove ; 
"  If  I  muft  perifh  by  the  force  of  fire, 
"  Let  me  transfix'd  with  thunderbolts  expire. 
M  See,  whilft  1  fpeak,my  breath  the  vapours  choke, 
"   (For  now  her  face  lay  wrapt  in  clouds  of  fmoke) 
*'  See  my  fing'd  hair,  behold  my  faded  eye, 
"  And  xvither'd  face,  where  heaps  of  cinders  lie  '. 
(<  And  does  vhe  plough  for  this  my  body  tear  i    "p 
"  This  the  reward  for  all  the  fruits  I  bear,          > 
*'  Toftur'd  with  rakes,  and  harafs'd  all  the  year  ?  j 
"  That  herbs  for  cattle  daily  I  renew, 
"  And  food  for  man,  and  frankincenfe  for  you  ? 
"  But  grant  me  guilty;  v.'hat  has  Neptune  done  ? 
*'  Why  are  his  waters  boiling  in  the  fun  ? 
"  Tlie  wavy  empire,  which  by  lot  was  given, 
"   Why  does  it  waftc,  and  further  fbrink  from 

^  heaven  ? 

"  If  I  nor  he  your  pity  can  provoke,         [(moke  ! 
*'   See  your  own   heavens,  the  heavens  begin   to  . 
"  Shonldonce  the fparkles  catch  thole  bright  abodes, 
"  Dcltru(5t,ion  fcizes  on  the  heavens  and  gods; 
"  Atlas  becomes  unequal  to  hi,  freight, 
fl  And  almoft  iaiiits  beneath  the  glowing  weirht. 
"  I!  hraven,  and  earth,  and  lea,  together  bum, 
"  All  rruft  again  into  their  chaos  turn. 
"    Apply  <<  mr  I'rredy  cure,  prevent  o-.ir  fate, 
i'  Ahd  fuccour  naturcvirc-u  U;  too  late." 


She  ceas'd ;  for,  chok'd  with  vapours  round  hcf 

fpread, 
Down  to  the  deepcft  fhades  fhe  funk  her  head. 

Jove  call'd  to  witnels  every  power  above, 
And  ev'n  the  god,  whofe  fon  the  chariot  drove, 
That  what  he  ads  he  is  compell'd  to  do, 
Or  univerfal  ruin  mult  enfue. 
Stiaight  he  afcends  the  high  ethereal  throne, 
From  whence  he  us'd  to  dart  his  thunder  down, 
From  whence  his  fhowers  and  ftorms  he  us'd  t» 

pour, 

But  now  could  meet  with  neither  ftorm  nor  fhower. 
Then,  aiming  at  the  youth,  with  lifted  hand, 
Full  at  his  head  he  hurl'd  the  forky  brand, 
In  dreadful  thunderings.     Thus  th'  Almighty  fire 
Supprefs'd  the  raging  of  the  fires  with  fire. 

At  once  from  life  and  from  the  chariot  driven, 
Th'  ambitious  boy  fell  thunder-ftruck  from  heaven. 
The  horfes  ftarted  with  a  fudden  bound, 
And  flung  the  reins  and  chariot  to  the  ground  : 
The  frudded  harnefs  from  their  necks  they  broke ; 
Here  fell  a  wheel,  and  here  a  filver  fpoke, 
Here  were  the  beam  and  axle  torn  away  ;        [lay. 
And,  fcatter'd  o'er  the  earth,  the  finning  fragments 
The  breathlefs  Phaeton,  with  framing  hair, 
Shot  from  the  chariot,  like  a  falling  ftar, 
That  in  a  fummer's  evening  from  the  ton 
pf  heaven  drops  down,  or  feems  at  leaft  to  drop; 
Till  on  the  Po  his  blafted  corpfe  was  hurl'd, 
Far  from  his  country,  in  the  weftern  world. 


PHAETON'S  SISTERS  TRANSFORMED 
INTO  TREES. 

THE  Latian  nymphs  came  round  him,  and-amaz'd- 
On  the  dead  youth,  transfix'd  with  thunder,  gaz'd  ; 
And,  whilft  yet  fmoking  from  the  bolt  he  lay, 
His  fhatter'd  body  to  a  tomb  convey, 
And  o'er  the  tomb  an  epitaph  devife  : 
"  Here  he  who  drove  the  fun'o  bright  chariot  lies; 
"  His  father's  fiery  ftceds  he  could  not  guide, 
"  But  in  the  glorious  enterprize  he  dy'd." 

Apollo  hid  his  face,  and  pin'd  for  grief, 
And,  if  the  ftory  may  deferve  belief, 
The  fpace  of  one  whole  day  is  faid  to  run. 
From  morn  to  wonted  eve,  without  a  fun  : 
The  burning  ruins,  with  a  fainter  ray, 
Supply  the  fun,  and  counterfeit  a  day, 
A  day,  that  ftill  did  nature's  face  difclofe  : 
This  comfort  from  the  mighty  milchief  rofe. 

But  Clymene,  enrag'd  with  grief,  laments, 
And,  as  her  grief  infpires,  her  paffion  vents: 
Wild  for  her  fon,  and  frantic  in  her  wo*s, 
With  hair  difhevel'd,  round  the  world  fhe  goes, 
To  feek  where'er  his  body  might  be  caft  ; 
Till,  on  the  borders  of  the*Po,  at  laft 
The  name  inicribV.  pn  the  new  tomb  appears, 
The  dear  dear  name  fhe  bathes  in  flowing  tears; 
Hangs  o'er  the  tomb,  unable  to  depart, 
And  hugs  the  marble  to  her  throbbing  heart. 

Her  daughters  too  lament,  andfigh,  anamounj. 
(A  fruitlcis  tribute  to  their  bs  other's  urn ;) 


TRANSLATIONS. 


And  beat  their  naked  bofoms,  and  complain, 
And  call  aloud  for  Phaeton  in  vain  : 
All  the  long  night  their  mournful  watch  they  keep, 
And  all  the  day  ftand  round  the  tomb  and  weep. 

Four  times,  revolving,  the  full  moon  return'd ; 
So  long  the  mother  and  the  daughters  mourn'd ; 
When  now  the  eldeft,  Phaethufa,  drove 
To  reft  her  weary  limbs,  but  could  not  move  ; 
Lampetia  would  have  help'd  her,  but  fhe  found 
Herfelf  withheld,  and  rooted  to  the  ground  : 
A  third  in  wild  affliction,  as  fhe  grieves, 
"Would  rend  her  hair,    but  fills  her  hand  with 

leaves ; 

One  fees  her  thighs  transform'd,  another  views 
Her  arms  fhot  out,  and  branching  into  boughs. 
And  now  their  legs,  and  breaft?,  and  bodies,  flood 
Grufted  with  bark,  and  hardening  into  wood ; 
But  ftill  above  were  female  heads  difplay'd, 
And  mouths,  that  call'd  the  mother  to  their  aid. 
What  could,  alas !  the  weeping  mother  do  ?         ") 
From  this  to  that  with  eager  hafte  fhe  flew,        > 
And  kils'd  her  fprouting  daughters  as  they  grew.  )' 
She  tears  the  bark  that  to  each  body  cleaves, 
And  from  the  verdant  fingers  ftrips  the  leaves : 
The  blood  came  trickling,  where  fhe  tore  away 
The  leaves  and  bark :  the  maids  were  heard  to  fay, 
"  Forbear,  miftaken  parent,  oh  !  forbear; 
"  A  wounded  daughter  in  each  tree  you  tear ; 
"  Farewell  for  ever."    Here  the  bark  increas'd, 
Clos'd  on  their  faces,  and  their  words  fupprefs>'d. 

The  new-made  trees  in  tears  of  amber  run, 
Which,  harden'd  into  value  by  the  fun, 
piftil  for  ever  on  the  ftreams  below  : 
The  limpid  ftreams  their  radiant  treafure  fhow, 
Mix'd  in  the  fand ;  whence  the  rich  drops  convey'd 
Shine  in  the  drefs  of  the  bright  Latiaa  maid. 


THE  TRANSFORMATION  OF  CYCNUS 
INTO  A  SWAN. 

CYCNUS  beheld  the  nyrnphs  transform'd,  ally'd 
To  their  dead  brother,  on  the  mortal  fide, 
In  friendfliip  and  affection  nearer  bound; 
He  left  the  cities  and  the  realms  he  own'd, 
Through  pathlefs  fields  and  lonely  fliores  to  range, 
And  woods,  made  thicker  by  the  fillers'  change. 
Whilfl  here,  within  the  difmal  gloom,  alone, 
The  melancholy  monarch  made  his  moan, 
His  voice  was  leflen'd,  as  he  try'd  to  fpeak, 
And  iffued  through  a  long-extended  neck ; 
Hi's  hair  transforms  to  down,  his  fingers  meet 
In  fkinny  films,  and  fhape  his  oary  feet ; 
From  both  his  fides  the  wings  and  feathers  break ; 
And  fcom  his  mouth  proceeds  a  blunted  beak  : 
All  Cycnus  now  into  a  fwan  was  turn'd, 
Who,  ftill  remembering  how  his  kinlman  burn'd, 
To  folitary  pools  and  lakes  retires, 
And  loves  the  waters  as  oppos'd  to  fires. 

Mean-while  Apollo  in  a  gloomy  made 
(The  native  luftre  of  his  brows  decay 'd) 
Indulging  forrow,  fickens  at  the  fight 
Qf  lus  own  fun-fhine,  and  abhors  the  light : 


The  hidden  griefs,  that  in  his  bofom  rife, 
Sadden  his  looks,  and  overcaft  his  eyes, 
As  when  fome  dufky  orb  obftrucls  his  ray, 
And  fullies,  in  a  dim  eclipfe,  the  day. 

Now  fecretly  with  inward  griefs  he  pin'd, 
Now  warm  refentments  to  his  griefs  he  join'd, 
And  now  renounc'd  his  office  to  mankind. 
"  E'er  fince  the  birth  of  time,"  faid  he,  «*  TTC 

"  borne 

A  long  ungrateful  toil  without  return  ; 
Let  now  fome  other  manage,  if  he  dare. 
The  fiery  fteeds,  and  mount  the  burning  car, 
Or,  if  none  elfe,let  Jove  his  fortune  try, 
And  learn  to  lay  his  murdering  thunder  by ; 
Then  will  he  own,  perhaps,  but  own  too  late, 
My  fon  deferv'd  not  fo  fevere  a  fate." 
The  gods  ftand  round  him,  as  he  mourns,  and. 

pray 

He  would  refume  the  conduct  of  the  day, 
Nor  let  the  world  be  loft  in  endleft  night : 
Jove  too  himfelf,  defcending  from  his  height, 
Excufes  what  had  happen'd,  and  entreats, 
Majeflically  mixing  prayers  and  threats. 
Prevail'd  upon  at  length,  again  he  took 
The  harnefs'd  fteeds,  that  ftill  with  horror  fhook, 
And  plies  them  with  the  lafli,  and  whips^hem  on^ 
And,  as  he  whips,  upbraids  them  with  his  fon, 


THE  STORY  OF  CALISTO. 

THE  day  was  fettled  in  its  courfe;  and  Jove 

Walk'd  the  wide  circuit  of  the  heavens  abovC| 

To  fearch  if  any  cracks  or  flaws  were  made; 

But  all  was  fafe : '  the  earth  he  then  furvey'd, 

And  caft  an  eye  on  every  different  coaft, 

And  every  land  ;  but  on  Arcadia  nioft. 

Here  fields  he  cloth'd,  and  cheer'd  her  blafted 

m     face 

With  running  fountains,  and  with  fpringing  grafs. 
No  tracts  of  heaven's  deftructive  fire  remain ; 
The  fields  and  woods  revive,  and  nature  fmiles 
again. 

But,  as  the  god  walk'd  to  and  fro  the  earth, 
And  rais'd  the  plants,  and  gave  the  fpritig  itsbirthj 
By  chance  a  fair  Arcadian  nymph  he  view'd, 
And  felt  the  lovely  charmer  in  his  blood. 
The  nymph  nor  fpun,  nor  drefs'd  with  artful  pride; 
Her  veil  was  gather 'd  up,  her  hair  was  ty'd; 
Now  in  her  hand  a  flender  fpear  fhe  bore, 
Now  a  light  quiver  on  her  moulders  wore; 
To  chafte  Diana  from  her  youth  inclin'd, 
The  fprightly  warriors  of  the  wood  ihe  join'd. 
Diana,  too  the  gentle  huntrcfs  lov'd, 
Nor  was  there  one  of  all  the  nymphs  that  rov'd 
O'er  Msenalus,  amid  the  maiden  throng, 
More  favour'd  once  ;  but  favour  lafts  not  long. 

The  fun  now  fhone  in  all  its  ftrength,  and  drove 
The  heated  virgin  panting  to  a  grove  ; 
The  grove  around  a  grateful  fhadow  caft  : 
She  dropt  her  arrows,  and  her  b«->w  unbrac'd; 
She  flung  herfelf  on  the  cool  graffy  bed ; 
And  c;i  the  painted  quiver  raii'4  her  head, 


THE   WORKS   OF   ADDISON. 


Jove  faw  the  charming  huntrefs  unprepar'd, 
Stretch'd  on  the  verdant  turf,  without  a  guard. 
"  Here  I  am  fafe,"  he  cries,  "  from  Juno's  eye ; 
"  Or  fliould  my  jealous  queen  the  theft  defcry, 
•*  Yet  would  T  venture  on  a  theft  like  this, 
"  And  {land  her  rage  for  fuch,  for  fuch  a  blifs !" 
Diana's  fhape  and  habit  ftraight  he  took,  "p 

Soften'd  his  brows,  and  fmooth'd  his  awful  look,  C 
And  mildly  in  a  female  accent  fpoke.  j 

"  How  fares  my  girl  ?    How  went  the  morning 

"  chace?" 

To  whom  the  virgin,  ftarting  from  the  grafs, 
"  AH  hail,  bright  deity,  whom  I  prefer 
M  To  Jove  himfelf,  though  Jove  himfelf  were 

«'  here." 

The  god  was  nearer  than  (he  thought,  and  heard 
Well-pleas' d  himfelf  before  himfelf  preferr'd. 

He  then  falutes  her  with  a  warm  embrace ; 
And,  ere  fhe  half  had  told  the  morning  chace, 
"With  love  inflam'd,  and  eager  on  his  blifs, 
Smother'd  her  words,  and  ftop'd  her  with  a  kifs ; 
His  kifl'es  with  unwonted  ardour  glow'd, 
Nor  could  Diana's  fhape  conceal  the  god. 
The  virgin  did  whate'er  a  virgin  cou'd 
^Sure  Juno  muft  have  pardon'd,  had  fhe  view'd) ; 
With  all  her  might  againft  his  force  me  drove  : 
2ut  how  can  mortal  maids  contend  with  Jove ! 

Pofleft  at  length  of  what  his  heart  defir'd, 
Back  to  his  heavens  th*  infulting  god  retir'd. 
The  lovely  huntrefs,  rifing  from  the  grafs, 
With  down-caft  eyes,  and  with  a  blufliing  face, 
By  fhame  confounded,  and  by  fear  difmay'd, 
Flew  from  the  covert  of  the  guilty  {hade, 
And  almoft,  in  the  tumult  of  her  mind, 
Left  her  forgetten  bow  and  fhafts  behind. 

But  now  Diana,  with  a  fprightly  train 
Of  quiver'd  virgins,  bounding  o'er  the  plain, 
Call'd  to  the  nymph  :  The  nymph  began  to  fear 
A  fecond  fraud,  a  Jove  difguis'd  in  her ; 
But,  when  fhe  faw  the  lifter  nymphs,  fupprefs'd 
Her  rifing  fears,  and  mingled  with  the  reft. 

How  in  the  look  does  confcious  guilt  appear '. 
Slowly  (he  mov'd,  and  loiter'd  in  the  rear; 
Nor  lightly  tripp'd,  nor  by  the  goddefs  ran, 
As  once  {he  us'd,  the  foremoft  of  the  train. 
Her  looks  were  flufh'd,  and  fullen  was  her  mkn,T 
That  fure  the  virgin  goddefs  (had  {he  been 
Aught  but  a  virgin)  muft  the  guilt  have  fecn.     j 
'Tis  faid  the  nymphs  faw  all,  and  guels'd  aright : 
And  now  the  moon  had  nine  times  loft  her  light, 
When  Dian  fainting,  in  the  mid-day  beams, 
Found  a  cool  covert,  and  refrtfhing  ftreams, 
That  in  foft  murmurs  through  the  foretl  flow'd, 
And  a  fmooth  bed  of  fhining  gravel  fliow'd. 

A  covert  fo  obfcure,  and  ftreams  fo  clear, 
The  goddefs  prais'd  :  "  And  now  no  fpies  are  near, 
"  Let's  ftrip,  my  gentle  maids,  and  wa{h,"  fhe 

cries. 

Pleas'd  with  the  motion,  every  maid  complies; 
Only  the  blufhing  humrcis  flood  confus'd, 
And  form'd  delays,  and  her  delays  excus'd  : 
•In  vain  excus'd;  her  fellows  round  her  preis'd, 
And  the  reluctant  nymph  by  force  undreis'd. 
The  naked  huntrefs  all  her  flume  reveal'd, 
&  vain  her  hands  the  pregnant  womb 


"  Begone  '."  the  goddefs  cries  with  flern  dif-"l 
•'  dain  ;  [(lain  :"  / 

"  Begone;    nor  dare   the    hallow 'd  ftream  roT 
She  fled,  for  ever  banifti'd  from  the  train.  J 

This  Juno  heard,  who  long  had  watch'd  her  time 
To  punifti  the  detcfted  rival's  criiie ; 
The  time  was  come  :  for,  to  enrage  her  more^ 
A  lovely  boy  the  teeming  rivai  bore. 

The  goddefs  caft  a  furious  look,  and  cry'd, 
It  is  enough  !  I'm  fully  fatisfy'd  ! 
This  boy  mall  ftand  a  living  mark,  to  prove 
My  hufband's  bafenefs,  and  the  {trumpet's  love  : 
But  vengeance  {hall  awake  thofe  guilty  charms, 
That  drew  the  thunderer  from  Juno's  arms, 
No  longer  fhall  their  wonted  force  retain, 
Nor  pleafe  the  god,  nor  make  the  mortal  vain.'* 
This  faid,  her  hand  within  her  hair  {he  wound, 
Swung   her   to   earth,  and  dragg'd  her   on  the 

ground ; 

The  proftrate  wretch  lifts  up  her  arms  in  prayer ; 
Her  arms  grow  fliaggy,  and  deform'd  with  hair, 
Her  nails  are  {harpen'd  into  pointed  claws, 
Her  hands  bear  half  her  weight,  and  turn  to  paws ; 
Her  lips,  that  once  could  tempt  a  god,  begin 
To  grow  diftorted  in  an  ugly  grin. 
And,  left  the  fupplicating  brute  might  reach 
The  ears  of  Jove,  {he  was  depriv'd  of  fpcech  : 
Her  furly  voice  through  a  hoarfe  paflage  came 
In  favage  founds :  her  mind  was  ftili  the  fame. 
The  furry  monfter  fix'd  her  eyes  above, 
And  heav'd  her  new  unweildy  paws  to  Jove, 
And  begg'd  his  aid  with  inward  groans,  andthough 
She  could  not  call  him  falfe,  flic  thought  him  fo. 

How  did  fhe  fear  to  lodge  in  woods  alone, 
And  haunt  the  fields  and  meadows  once  her  own  ! 
Ho>-'  often  would  the  decp-mouth'd  dogs  purfue, 
Whilft  from  her  hounds  the  frighted  huntrefs  flew  I 
How  did  {he  fear  her  fellow  brutes,  and  fhun 
The  fliaggy  bear,  though  now  herfclf  was  one  ! 
How  from  the  fight  of  rugged  wolves  retire, 
Although  the  grim  Lycaon  was  her  fire  ! 

But  now  her  fon  had  fifteen  fummers  told, 
Fierce  at  the  chace,  and  in  the  forcil  bold  ; 
When,  as  he  beat  the  woods  in  queft  of  prey, 
He  chanc'd  to  roufc  his  mother  where  {he  lay. 
She  knew  her  fon,  and  kept  him  in  her  fight, 
And  fondly  gaz'd :   the  boy  was  in  a  fright, 
And  aim'd  a  pointed  arrow  at  her  breatt ; 
And  would  have  flain  his  mother  in  the  bcaft; 
But  Jove  forbad,  and  fnatch'd  them  through  the  air 
In  whirlwinds  up  to  heaven,  and  fix'd  them  there: 
Where  the  new  cojiftellations  nightly  rife, 
And  add  aluftre  to  the  northern  flcies. 

When  Juno  favv  the  rival  in  her  height, 
Spangled  with  ftar^,  and  circled  round  with  light, 
She  fought  old  Ocean  in  his  deep  abodes, 
And  Tethys;  both  revcr'd  among  the  gods,    [{he, 
They  aflc  what  brings  her  there,"  Ne'er  aflc,"  fays 
"   What  brings  me  here  ;  heaven  is  no  place  for  me. 
"  You'll  fee,  when  night  has  cover'd  all  thing, 

"  o'er, 

"  Jove's  fHrry  baftard  and  triumphant  whore 
"  Uiurp  the  heavens ;  you'll  fee  them   proudly 

"  roll 
"  In  their  r.ew  orbs,  an:l  brighten  all  the  pole, 
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"  And  who  fhall  now  on  Juno's  altar  wait, 

««  When  thofe  fhe  hates  grow  greater  by  her  hate? 

"  I  on  the  nymph  a  brutal  form  imprefs'd, 

"  Jove  to  a  goddefs  has  transform'd  thebeaft  : 

"  This,  this  was  all  my  weak  revenge  could  do  : 

"  But  let  the  god  his  chafte  amours  purfue, 

"  And,  as  he  adled  after  lo's  rape, 

"  Reftore  th'  adultercfs  to  her  former  fhape ; 

"  Then  may  he  caft  his  Juno  off,  and  lead 

"  The  great  Lycaon's  offspring  to  his  bed. 

"  But  you,  ye  venerable  powers,  be  kind  ; 

"  And,  if  my  wrongs  a  due  refentment  find, 

"  Receive  not  in  your  waves  their  fetting  beams, 

0  Nor  let  the  glaring  ftrumpet  taint  your  ftreams." 

The  goddefs  ended,  and  her  wifh  was  given. 
Back  fhe  return'd  in  triumph  up  to  heaven  ; 
Her  gaudy  peacocks  drew  her  through  the  fkies, 
Their  tails  were  fpotted  with  a  thoufand  eyes  ; 
The  eyes  of  Argus  on  their  tails  were  rang'd, 
At  the  lame  time  the  raven's  colour  chang'd. 


THE  STORY  OF    CORONIS,   AND  BIRTH 
OF  AESCULAPIUS. 

THE  raven  once  in  fnowy  plumes  was  dreft, 

White  as  the  whiteft  dove's  unfully'd  bread, 

Fair  as  the  guardian  of  the  capitol, 

Spft  as  the  fwan  ;  a  large  and  lovely  fowl ; 

His  tongue,  his  prating  tongue,  had  chang'd  him 

quite 
To  footy  blacknefs  from  the  pureft  white. 

The  ftory  of  his  change  fhall  here  be  told; 
In  Thcffaly  there  iiv'd-a  nyrnph  of  old, 
Coronis  nam'd ;  a  peerlcfs  maid  fhe  fhin'd, 
Confeft  the  faireft  of  the  fairer  kind. 
Apollo  lov'd  her,  till  her  guilt  he  knew; 
"While  true  fhe  was,  or  whilft  he  thought  her  true. 
But  his  own  bird  the  raven  chanc'd  to  find 
The  falfe-one  with  a  fecret  rival  join'd. 
Coronis  hegg'd  him  to  fupprels  the  tale, 
But  could  not  with  repeated  prayers  prevail. 
His  milk-white  pinions  to  the  god  he  ffly'd; 
The  bufy  daw  flew  with  him  fide  by  fide, 
And  by  a  thoufand  teazing  queflions  drew 
Th'  important  fecret  from  him  a*  they  flew. 
The  daw  gave  honeft  counfe!,  though  defpis'd, 
And,  tedious  in  her  tattle,  thus  advis'd. 
"  Stay,  filly  bird,  th'  ill-natur'd  tafk  rcfufe, 
"  Nor  be  the  bearer  of  unwelcome  news. 
"  Be  vvarn'd  by  my  example  r  you  difcern 
"  What  now  I  am,  and  what  I  was  fhall  learn. 
"  My  foolifh  honefty  was  all  my  crime ; 
"  Then  hear  my  ftory.     Once  upon  a  time, 
"  The  two-fhap'd  Endhonius  had  his  birth 
"  (Without  a  mother)  from  the  teeming  earth; 
"  Minerva  nurs'd  him,  and  the  infant  laid 
'•'  Within  a  cheft,  of  twining  ofiers  made. 
"  The  daughters  uf  king  Cecrops  undertook 
"  To  guard  the  cheft,  commanded  not  to  look 
"  On  what  was  hid  within.     I  flood  to  fee 
V  The  charge  obey'd,  perch'd  on  a  neighbou.rinj 


The  fifters  Pandrofosand  Herse  keep 
'  The   ftrift   command;  Aglauros  needs  wouli 

«  peep, 

'  And  faw  the  monftrous  infant  in  a  fright, 
*  And  call'd  her  fifters  to  the  hideous  fight : 
'  A  boy's  foft  fhape  did  to  the  waift  prevail, 

But  the  boy  ended  in  a  dragon's  tail. 
{  t  told  the  flem  Minerva  all  that  pafs'd, 
'  But,  for  my  pains,  dilcaided  and  difgrac'd, 
The  frowning  goddefs  drove  me  from  her  fight^ 
And  for  her  favourite  chofe  the  bird  of  night. 
'  Be  then  no  tell-tale ;  for  I  think  my  wrong 
'  Enough  to  teach  a  bird  to  hold  her  tongue. 
"  But  you,  perhaps,  may  think  I  was  remov'dj 
As  never  by  the  heavenly  maid  belov'd ; 
'  But  I  was  lov'd  ;  aik  Pallas  if  I  He ; 
'  Though  Pallas  hate  me  DOW,  fhe  won't  deny ; 
1  For  I,  whom  in  a  feather'd  fhape  you  view,   "J 
'   Was  once  a  maid  (by  heaven  the  ftory's  true),  V 
'  A  blooming  maid,  and  a  king's  daughter  too.  j 
'  A  croud  of  lovers  own'd  my  beauty's  charms; 
•'  My  beauty  was  the  caufe  of  all  my  harms; 
"  Neptune,  as  on  his  fhorcs  I  went  to  rove, 
'  Oblerv'd  me  in  my  walks,  and  fell  in  love. 
"  He  made  his  courtfhip,  he  confr&'d  his  pain, 
"  And  offer'd  force  when  all  his  arts  were  vain  ; 
"  Swift  he  purfued  :  I  ran  along  the  ftrand, 
"  Till,  fpent  and  weary'd  on  the  finking  fand, 
"  I  fhriek'd  aloud,  with  cries  I  fill'd  the  air        -\ 
"  To  gods  and  men ;  nor  god  nor  man  was  / 
"  there  :  r 

"  A  virgin  goddefs  heard  a  virgin's  prayer.        j 
"  For,  as  my  arms  I  lifted  to  the  fkies, 
"  I  faw  black  feathers  from  my  fingers  rife ; 
"  I  ftrove  to  fling  my  garment  on  the  ground; 
"  My  garment  turn'd   to   plumes,   and  girt  me 

"  round. 

"  My  hands  to  beat  my  naked  bofom  try ; 
"  Nor  naked  bofom  now  nor  hand-,  had  I. 
"  Lightly  I  tript,  nor  weary  as  before 
"  Sunk  in  the  fand,  but  fkimm'd  along  the  fhorc; 
"  Till,  rifing  on  my  wings,  I  was  prcfer'd 
"  To  be  the  chafte  Minerva's  virgin  bird : 
"  Prefcr'd  in  vain  !   I  now  am  in  difgrace  : 
"  Nydimenethe  owl  enjoys  my  place. 

"  On  her  inceftuous  life  I  need  not  dwell 
«  (In  Lefbos  ftil.  the  horrid  tale  they  tell); 
"  And  of  her  dire  amours  you  muft  have  heard, 
"   For  which  fhe  now  does  penance  in  a  bird, 
"  Thar,  confcious  of  her  fhame,  avoid'  the  light, 
"   And  loves  the  gloomy  covering  of  the  night ; 
"  The  birds,  where'er  Ihe  flu'-te*',  fcare  aw^y 
"  The  hooting  wretch,  and  urive  her  from  the; 

"  day." 

T!*e  raven,  urg'd  byfuch  impertinence, 
Grew  paffionate,  itfeems,  and  t-;ok  offence, 
And  curft  the  harmiefs  daw ;  the  daw  withdrew ; 
The  raven  to  her  injui-'d  patron  flew, 
And  found  him  out,  and  told  the  fatal  truth 
Of  falle  Coronis  and  the  favour'd  youth. 

The  god  was  wroth ;  the  colour  left  his  look 
The  wreath  his  head,  the  harp  his  hand  forfook; 
His  filver  bow  and  feather*  jfhafts  he  took, 
And  lodg'd  an  arrow  in  the  tender  breaft. 
That  had  fo  «ftcn  to  his  own  been  preft. 
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Down  fell  the  wounded  rymph,andfadlygroan'd, 
And  pull'd  his  arrow  reeking  from  the  wound; 
And,  weltering  in  her  blood,  thus  faintly  cry'd, 
"  Ah  cruel  god  !  though  I  have  juftly  tly'd, 
"  What  has,  alas !  my  unborn  infant  done, 
"  That  he  fliould  fall,  and  two  expire  in  ore  ?** 
This  laid,  in  agonies  flic  fetch'd  her  breath. 

The  god  diflblves  in  pity  at  her  death ; 
He  hates  the  bird  that  made  her  falfehood  known, 
And  hates  himfelf  for  what  himfelf  had  done ; 
The  feather'd  {haft,  that  fcnt  her  to  the  fates, 
And. his  own  hand,  that  fent  the  fliaft,  he  hates. 
Fain  would  he  heal  the  wound,  and  cafe  her  pain, 
And  tries  the  compafs  of  his  art  in  vain. 
Soon  as  he  faw  the  lovely  nymph  expire, 
The  pile  made  ready,  and  the  kindling  fire, 
With  fighs  and  graans  her  obfcquics  he  kept, 
And,  if  a  god  could  weep,  the  god  had  wept. 
Her  corpfe  hekifs'd,  and  heavenly  incenfe  brought, 
And  folemniz'd  the  death  himfelf  had  wrought. 

But,  left  his  offspring  fhoujd  her  fate  partake. 
Spite  of  th"  immortal  mixture  in  his  make, 
He  ript  her  womb,  and  fet  the  child  at  large, 
Andvgave  him  to  the  centaur  Chiron's  charge  : 
Then  in  his  fury  black'd  the  ravtn  o'er, 
Aad  bid  him  prate  in  his  white  plumes  no  more. 


OCYRRHOE  TRANSFORMED  TO  A 
MARB. 

OLD  Chiron  took  the  babe  with  fecret  joy, 
Proud  of  the  charge  of  the  celeflial  boy. 
His  daughter  too,  whom  on  the  Tandy  more, 
The  nymph  Chariclo  to  the  centaur  bore, 
With  hair  difhevel'd  on  her  {boulders,  came 
To  fee  the  child,  Ocyrrhoe  was  her  name  ; 
She  knew  her  father's  art,  and  could  rehearfe 
The  depths  of  prophecy  in  /bunding  verfe. 
Once,  as  the  facred  i  ;fant  me  furvey'd, 
The  god  was  kindled  in  the  raving  maid, 
And  thus  me  utter'd  her  prophetic  tale  ; 
"  Hail,  great  phyfician  of  the  world,  all  hail ; 
*'  Hail,  mighty  infant,  who  in  years  to  come 
•"  Shall  heal  the  nations,  and  defraud  the  tomb ; 
"  Swift   be  thy  growth  1   thy  triumphs   uucoa- 

"  fin'd! 

"  Make  kingdoms  thicker,  and  increafe  mankind. 
"  Thy  daring  art  fhall  animate  the  dead, 
"  And  draw  the  thunder  on  thy  guilty  head  : 
"  Then  fhah  th.vi  die;  buj  from  the  dark  abode 
"  Rife  up  victorious,  and  be  twice  a  god. 
"  And  thou,  my  fire,  notdeftin'd  by  thy  birth 
"  To  turn  t;>  duft,  and  mix  with  common  earth, 
"  How  wilt  thou  tofs,  and  rave,  and  long  to  die, 
"  And  quit  thy  claim  to  immortality ; 
"  When  thon  fhalt  feel,  cnrag'd   with   inward 

"  pains, 

e<  The  Hydra's  venom  rankling  in  thy  veins  ? 
"  .The  gods  in  pity  ftiall  contract  thy  date; 
"  And  give  thee  over  to  the  power  of  fate." 

Thus,  entering  into  deftiny,  the  maid 
Tke  iccreta  pf  offended  Jove  betray  'd  ; 


More  had  flie  ftill  to  fay ;  but  new  appear* 
Opprefs'd  with  fobs  and  fighs,  and  drown'd  ia 

tears. 
"  My  voice,"  fays  flie,  "  is  gone,  my  language 

"  fails ; 

"  Through  every  limb  my  kindred  fhape  prevails ; 
"  Why  did  the  god  this  fatal  gift  impart, 
"  And  with  prophetic  raptnres  fweil  my  heart  ? 
"  What  new  defires  are  thefe  ?  I  long  to  pace 
"  O'er  flowery  meadows,  and  to  feed  on  grafs; 
"  I  haftcn  to  a  brute,  a  maid  no  more ; 
"  But  why,  alas !  am  I  transform'd  all  o'er  ? 
"  My  fire  does  half  a  human  mapc  retain, 
"  And  in  his  upper  parts  preferves  the  man." 

Her  tongue  no  more  diftincl  complaints  affords, 
But  in  flirill  accents  and  mif-fhapen  words 
Pours  forth  fuch  hideous  waitings,  as  declare 
The  human  form  confounded  in  the  mare  : 
Till  by  degrees,  accomplifh'd  in  the  beaft, 
She  neigh'd  outright,  and  all  the  fteed  expreft. 
Her  {looping  body  on  her  hands  is  borne, 
Her  hands  are  turn'd  to  hoofs,  and  mod  in  horn  ; 
Her  yellow  treffcs  ruffle  in  a  mane, 
And  in  her  flowing  tail  (he  frifks  her  train. 
The  mare  was  finifh'd  in  her  voice  and  look, 
And  a  new  name  fromthe  new  figure  took. 


THE  TRANSFORMATION  OF  BATTU6  TO 
A  TOUCHSTONE. 

SORE  wept  the  centaur,  and  to  Phoebus  pray'd ; 
But  how  could  Phcebus  give  the  centaur  aid  ? 
Degraded  of  his  power  by  angry  Jove, 
In  £lis  then  a  herd  of  beeves  he  drove ; 
And  wielded  in  his  hand  a  ftaff  of  oak, 
And  o'er  his  fhoulders  threw  the  fhepherd's  cloak; 
On  feven  compacted  reeds  he  us'd  to  play," 
And  on  his  rural  pipe  to  wafte  the  day. 

As  once,  attentive  to  his-  pipe,  he  play'd, 
The  crafty  Hermes  from  the  god  convey'd 
A  drove  that  feparate  from  their  fellows  ilray'd. 
The  theft  an  old  infidious  peafant  view'd 
(They  call'd  him  Battus  in  the  neighbourhood)  ; 
Hir'd  by  a  wealthy  Pylian  prince  to  feed 
His  favourite  mares,  and  watch  the  generous  breed. 
The  thievifh  god  fufpedted  him,  and  took 
The  hind  afide,  and  thus  in  whifpers  fpoke  : 
"  Difcovef  not  the  theft,  whoe'er  thou  be, 
'•  And  take  that  milk-white  heifer  for  thy  fee. 
"  Go,  ftranger,"  cries  the  clown,  "  fecurely  on, 
"  That  ftone  (hall  fooner  tell  ;'\and  fhow'd  a  ftone, 

The  god  withdrew,  but  ftraight  return'd  again, 
In  fpeech  and  habit  like  a  country  fwain  ; 
And  cried  out, "  Neighbour,  haft  thou  feen  aflray 
"  Of  bullocks  and  of  heifers  pafs  this  way  ? 
"  In  the  recovery  of  my  cattle  join, 
"  A  bullock  and  a  heifer  fliall  be  thine." 
The  peafant   quick  replies,    l<   You'll  find  them 

there 

"  In  yon  dark  vale  :"  and  in  the  vale  they  were. 
The  double  bribe  had  his  falfe  heurt  beguil'c}  ; 
The  god,  fuccehful  in  the  trial,  fnul'd ; 


TRANSLATIONS. 


**  And  doft.  thou  thus  betray  myfelf  to  me  '. 
".  Me  to  myfelf  doft  thou  betray  ?"  fays  he  : 
ihien  to  a  Touch-ftone  turns  the  faithlefs  fpy, 
And  in  his  name  records  his  infamy. 


THE  STORY  OF  AGLAUROS,  TRANS 
FORMED  INTO  A  STATUE. 

THIS  done,  the  god  flew  up  on  high,  and  pafs'd 
6'er  lofty  Athens,  by  Minerva  grac'd, 
And  wide  Munichia,  whild  his  eyes  furvey 
All  the  vaft  region  that  beneath  him  lay. 

'Twas  now  the  fead,  when  each  Athenian  maid 
Her  yearly  homage  to  Minerva  paid.; 
In  caniders,  with  garlands  cover'd  o'er, 
High  on  their  heads  their  mydic  gifts  they  bore  ; 
And  now,  returning  in  a  folemn  train, 
The  troop  of  Chining  virgins  fill'd  the  plain. 

•  The  god  weil-pleas'd  beheld  the  pompous  fhow, 
And  faw  the  bright  procefllon  pafs  below ; 
Then  veer'd  about,  and  took  a  wheeling  flight, 
And  hover'd  o'er  them ;  as  the  fpreading  khe» 
That  fmells  the  flaughter'd  vidims  from   on"^ 
high,  (. 

Flies  at  a  didance,  if  the  prieds  are  nigh,          ( 
And  fails  around,  and  keeps  it  in  her  eye :  J 

So  kept  the  god  the  virgin  choir  in  view, 
And  in  flow  winding  circles  round  them  flew. 

As  Lucifer  excels  the  meaned  dar, 
Or,  as  the  full  orb'd  Phoebe  Lucifer; 
So  much  did  Hersa  all  the  red  outvy, 
And  gave  a  grace  to  the  folemnity. 
Hermes  was  fir'd,  as  in  the  clouds  he  hung : 
So  the  cold  bullet,  that  with' fury  flung 
From  Balearic  engines-mounts  on  high, 
Glows  in  the  whirl,  and  burns  along  the  flcy. 
At  length  he  pitch'd  upon  the  ground,  and  dew' 
The  form  divine,  the  features  of  a  god. 
He  knew  the  virtue  o'er  a  female  heart, 
And  yet  he  drives  to  better  them  by  art. 
He  hangs  his  mantle  loofe,  and  fets  to  (how 
The  golden  edging  on  the  feam  below; 
Adjuds  his  flowing  curls,  and  in  his  hand 
Waves  with  an  air  the  deep-procuring  wand  : 
The  glittering  fandals  to  his  feet  applies,        , 
And  to  each  heel  the  well-frim'd  pinion  tie». 

His  ornaments  with  niced  art  difplay'd, 
He  fecks  th'  apartment  of  the  royal  maid. 
The  roof  was  all  with  polifli'd  Ivory  lin'd, 
That,  richly  mix'd,  in  clouds  of  tortoife  (hin'd. 
Three  rooms  contiguous  in  a  range  were  plac'd  ; 
The  midmoft  by  the  beauteous  Herse  grac'd ; 
Her  virgin  fiders  lodg'd  an  cither  fide. 
Aglauros  fird  th*  approaching  god  defcry'd, 
And,  as  he  crols'd  her  chamber,  aflc'd  his  name, 
And  what  his  bufmei's  was,  and  whence  he  came. 
"  I  come,"  reply'd  the  god,  "  from  heaven  to  woo 
**  Your  fitter,  and  to  make  an  aunt  of  you  ; 
"  I  am  the  fon  and  meflenger  of  Jove, 
"  My  name  is  Mercury,  my  bufinefs  love  ; 
"   Do  you,  kind  danifel,  take  a  lover's  part, 
"  And  gain  admittance  to  your  filler's  heart." 


She  dar'd  him  in  the  face  with  looks  anjaz'd, 
As  when  (he  on  Minerva's  fecret  gaz'd, 
And  afks  a  mighty  treafure  for  her  hire, 
And  till  he  brings  it,  makes  the  gods  retire, 
tfinerva  griev'd  to-fee  the  nymph  fucceed ; 
And  now  remembering  the  late  impious  deed, 
Vhen,  difobedient  to  her  drift  command, 
Sotouch'dthe  ched  with  an  unhallow'd  hand; 
n  big  fwoln  fighs  her  inward  fighs  exprefs'd, 
That  heav'd  the  rifing  ,/Egis  on  her  bread ; 
Then  fought  out  envy  in  her  dark  abode, 
Defil'd  with  ropy  gore  and  clots  of  blood' : 
Shut  from  the  winds,  and  from  the  whblefome  (kie»y 
n  a  deep  vale  the  gloomy  dungeon  lies, 
Difmal  and  cold,  where  not  a  beam  of  light 
nvades  the  winter,  or  didurbs  the  night. 

Directly  to  the  cave  her  courfe  (he  fteer'd ; 
Againd  the  gates  her  martial  lance  (h<;  rear'd ; 
The  gates  flew  open,  and  the  fiend  appear'd. 
A  poifonous  morfel  in  her  teeth  (he  chew'd, 
And  gorg'd  the  fleflt  of  vipers  for  her  food. 
Minerva,  loathing,  turn'd  away  her  eye ; 
The  hideous  monder,  rifing  heavily, 
Came  dalking  forward  with  a  fullen  pace, 
And  left  her  mangled  offals  on  the  place. 
Soon  as  die  faw  the  goddefs  gay  and  bright, 
She  fetch'd  a  groan  at  fuch  a  cheerful  fight. 
Livid  and  meagre  were  her  looks,  her  eye 
In  foul  didorted  glances  turn'd  awry  : 
A  board  of  gall  her  inward  parts  pofiefs'd, 
And  fpread  a  greennefs  o'er  her  canker'd  breafl  ? 
Her  teeth  were  brown  withrud;  and  from-  he*' 

tongue, 

fn  dangling  drops,  the  dringy  p'oifon  hung. 
She  never  fmiles  but  when  the  wretched  weep, 
Nor  lulls  her  malice  with'  a  moment's  deep. 
Redlefs  in  fpite  :  while,  watchful  to  dcftroy, 
She  pines  with  ficknefs  at  another's  joy; 
Foe  to  herfelf,  didrefling  and  didreft, 
She  bears  her  own  tormentor  in  her  breaft. 
The  goddefs  gave  (for  flic  abhorr'd  her  fight) 
A  fhort  command  :  "  To  Athens  fpeed  thy  flight  j 
"  On  curd  Aglauros  try  thy  utmod  art, 
"  And  fix  thy  ranked  venoms  in  her  heart." 
This  faid,  her  fpear  (he  pudi'd  againd  the  ground,' 
And,  mounting  from  it  with  an  active  bound, 
Flew  off  to  heaven  :  The  hag  with  eyes  aflcew 
Look'd  up,  and  mutter'd  curfes  as  fhe  fisw  : 
For  fore  (he  fretted,  and  began  to  grieve 
At  the  fuccefs  which  die  herfelf  mud  give. 
Then  takes  her  ftaff,  hung  round  with  wreaths  of 

thorn, 

And  fails  along,  in  a  black  whirlwind  born. 
O'er  fields   and  flowery   meadows :   where    (he 

deers 

Her  baneful  courfe,  a  mighty  blad  appears,, 
Mildew?  and  blights ;  the  meadows  are  defac'd,. 
The  fields,  the  flowers,  and  the  whole  year,  laid 

wade  : 

On  mortals  next,  and  peopled  towns  flie  falls, 
And  breathe",  a  burning  plague  among  their  wall*. 

When  Athens  (he  beheld,  for  arts  renown'd, 
With  peace  made  happy,  and  •withjalcnty  crown'd, 
Scirce  could  the  hideous  fiend  fron,  tears  *"— u- — 
To  find  cut' nothing  that  cleferv'd  a  tew.. 
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Th'  apartment  now  fhe  cntcr'd,  where  at  reft 
Aglaurc*  lay,  with  gentle  flecp  oppreft. 
To  execute  Minerva's  dire  command, 
She  ftrok'd  the  virgin  with  her  canktr'd  hand, 
Then  prickly  thorns  into  her  bread  coiivey'd, 
That  flung  to  tnadnefs  the  devoted  maid  : 
Her  fubtle  venom  ftill  improves  the  fmart, 
Frets  in  the  blood,  and  fefters  in  the  heart. 

To  make  the  work  more  fure,  a  fccne  fhe  drew, 
And  plac'd  before  the  dreaming  virgin's  view 
Her  fifter's  marriage,  and  her  glorious  fate ; 
Th'  imaginary  bride  appears  in  ftate ; 
The  bridegroom  with  unwonted  beauty  glows ; 
For  envy  magnifies  whate'er  fhe  {hows. 

Full  of  the  dream,  Aglatiros  pin'd,away 
In  tears  all  night,  in  darknefs  all  the  day ; 
Confum'd  like  ice,  that  juft  begins  to  run, 
When  feebly  fmitten  by  the  diftant  fun  ; 
Or  like  unwholefome  weeds,  that  fet  on  fire 
Are  flowly  wafted,  and  in  fmoke  expire. 
Given  up  to  envy  (for  in  every  thought 
The  thorns,  the  venom,  and  the  vifion  wrought) 
Oft  did  (he  call  on  death,  as  oft  decreed, 
Rather  than  fee  her  filler's  wifli  fucceed, 
To  tell  her  awful  father  what  had  paft  : 
At  length  before  the  door  herfelf  fhe  caft; 
And,  fitting  on  the  ground  with  fullcn  pride, 
A  paffage  to  the  love-fickgod  deny'd. 
The  god  carefs'd,  and  for  ai'miflion  pray'd, 
And  footh'd  in  fofteft  words  th'  envenom'd  maid. 

In  vain  he  footh'd;  "  Be  gone!"  the  maid  re 
plies, 

tc  Or  here  I  keep  my  fe^t,  and  never  rife." 
"  Then  keep  thy  feat  for  ever,"  cries  the  god, 
And  touch'd  the  door,  wide  opening  to  his  j  od. 
Fain  would  fhe  rife,  and  flop  him,  but  fhe  found 
Her  trunk  too  heavy  to  forlake  the  ground ; 
Her  joints  are  ail  benumb'd,  her  hands  are  pale, 
And  marble  now  appears  in  every  nail. 
As  when  a  cancer  in  the  body  feeds, 
And  gradual  death  from  limb  to  limb  proceeds ; 
So  does  the  chiilnefs  to  each  vital  part 
Spread  by  degrees,  and  creeps  into  her  hesirt ; 
Till  hardening  every  where,  and  fpeechlcfs grown, 
She  fitsunmov'd,  and  freezes  to  a  ftone. 
But  ftill  her  envious  hue  and  lullen  mien 
Are  in  the  fedcntary  figure  feen. 


EUROPA'S   RAPE. 

WHEN  now  the  god  his  fury  had  allay'd, 
And  taken  vengeance  of  the  Itubborn  maid, 
From  where  the  bright  Athenian  turrets  rife 
He  mounts  aloft,  and  reafcends  the  ikies.  • 
Jove  faw  him  enter  the  fublime  abodes, 
And,  as  he  mix'd  among  the  crowd  of  gods, 
Beckon'd  him  out,  and  drew  him  from  the  reft, 
And  in  foft  whifpers  thus  his  will  expreft  : 

"  My  trufty  Heime*,  by  whofe  ready  aid 
"  Thy  Sire's  commands  are  through  the  w 

"  convey'd, 

"  Relume  thy  \vings,  exert  their  utr.ofr.  force, 
*'  And  to  the  wall,  of  Sidon  fpeed  thy  courfe ; 


orld 


"  There  find  a  herd  of  heifers  wandering  o'er 
"  The  neighbouring  hill,  and  drive  them  to  the 
"  fhore." 

Thus  fpokc  the  god,  concealing  his  intent. 
The  rrufty  Hermes  on  his  meffagc  went, 
And  found  the  herd  of  heifers  wandering  o'er 
A    neighbouring   hill,   and   drove   them    to  the 

fhore ; 

Where  the  king's  daughter  with  a  lovely  train 
Of  fellow-nymphs,  was  fportinp  on  the  plain. 

The  dignity  *>f  empire  laid  afide 
(For  love  but  ill  agrees  with  kingly  pride)  ; 
The  ruler  of  the  Ikies,  the  thundering  god, 
Who  makes  the  world's  foundations  with  a  nod, 
Among  a  herd  of  lowing  heifers  ran, 
Friflc'd  in  a  bull,  and  bellow'd  o'er  the  plain. 
Large  rolls  of  fat  about  his  fhoulders  clung, 
And  from  his  neck  the  double  dewlap  hung. 
His  {kin  was  whiter  than  the  fnow  thar  lies 
Unfully'd  by  the  breath  of  fouthcrn  fides; 
Small  fhining  horns  on  his  curl'd  forehead  ftand. 
As  turn'd  and  polifh'd  by  the  workman's  hand ; 
His  eye- balls  roll'd,  not  formidably  bright, 
But  gaz'd  and  languifh'd  with  a  gentle  light. 
His  every  look  was  peaceful,  and  exprcft. 
The  foftnefs  of  the  lover  in  the  beaft. 

Agenor's  royal  daughter,  ns  fhe  play'd 
Among  the  fields  the  milk-white  bull  furrey'd. 
And  view'd  his  fpotlefs  body  with  delight, 
And  at  a  diflance  kept  him  in  her  fight. 
At  length  fhe  pluck'd  the  rifmg  flowers,  and  fed 
The  gentle  beaft,  and  fondly  ftrok'd  his  head. 
He  flood  well  pleas'd  to  touch  the  charming  fair, 
But  hardly  could  confine  his  pleafure  there. 
And  now  he  wantons  o'er  the  neighbouring  ftrand, 
Now  rolUhis  body  on  the  yellow  fand  ; 
And  now,  perceiving  all  her  fears  decay'd, 
Comes  toffing  forward  to  the  royal  maid ; 
Gives  her  his  brcaft  to  ftrokc,  and   downward 

turns 

His  grifly  brow,  and  gently  ftoops  his  horns. 
In  flowery  wreaths  the  royal  virgin  dreft 
His  bending  horns,  and  kindly  clapt  his  breaft. 
Till  now  grown  wanton,  and  devoid  of  fear, 
N<:t  knowing  that  he  preft  the  thunderer, 
She  plac'd  htrfelf  upon  his  back,  and  rode 
O'er  fields  and  meadows,  feated  on  the  god. 

He  gently  march'd  along,  and  by  degrees 
Left  the  dry  meadow,  and  approach'd  the  fea»; 
Where  now  he  dips  his  hoofs,  and  wets  his  thighs, 
Now  plunges  in,  and  carries  off  the  ptize. 
The  frighted  nymph  looks  backward  on  the  fhore, 
And  hear*  the  tumbling  billows  round  her  roar  j 
But  ftill  flie  holds  him  faft  •  one  haud  is  bcrne 
Upon  his  bark ;  the  other  grafps  a  horn  : 
Her  train  of  ruffling  garment  flies  behird, 
Swells  in  the  air,  and  hovers  in  the  wind. 

Through  ftorms  andtempeftshc  the  virgin  bor?. 
And  lands  her  fafe  on  the  Didkan  fhore; 
Where  now,  in  his  divined  form  array'd, 
It)  his  true  fliape  he  captivates  the  maid  : 
Who  gazes  on  him,  and  with  wondering  eyes 
Beholds  the  new  majcftic  figure  rife, 
His  glowing  features,  and  celeflial  light, 
Ar.d  all  the  God  diicovei'd  to  her  fight. 


TRANSLATIONS. 


so/ 


OVID'S  METAMORPHOSES, 

BOOK     III. 


THE  STORY  OF  CADMUS. 

WHEN  now  Agenor  had  his  daughter  loft, 
He  fent  hisfon  to  fearch  on  every  coaft  ; 
And  fternly  bid  him  to  his  arms  reftore 
The  darling  maid,  or  fee  his  face  no  more. 
But  live  an  exile  in  a  foreign  clime  ; 
Thus  was  the  father  pious  to  a  crime. 

The  reftlefs  youth  fearch'd  all  the  world  around : 
But  how  can  Jove  in  his  amours  be  found  ? 
When.itir'd  at  length  with  unfuccefsful  toil, 
To  fhun  his  angry  fire  and  native  foil, 
He  goes  a  fuppliant  to  the  Delphic  dome ; 
There  afks  the  god  what  new-appointed  home 
Should  end  his  wanderings,  and  his  toils  relieve. 
The  Delphic  oracles  this  anfwer  give  : 

"  Behold  among  the  fields  a  lonely  cow, 
"  Unworn  with  yokes,  unbroken  to  the  plough  ; 
"  Mark  well  the  place  where  firft  fhe  lays  her 
"  down,  [town, 

"  There  meafure  out  thy  walls,   and  build  thy 
"  And  from  thy  guide  Boeotia  call  the  land, 
"  In   which  the   deftin'd  walla   and   town  fhall 

"  ftand." 

No  fooner  had  he  left  the  dark  abode, 
Big  with  the  promife  of  the  Delphic  god, 
When  in  the  fields  the  fatal  cow  be  view'd,       f 
Nor  gall'd  with  yokes,  nor  worn  with  fervi-/ 
tude ;  f 

Her  gently  at  a  diftance  he  purfu'd ;  J 

And,  as  he  walk'd  aloof,  in  filence  pray'd 
To  the  great  power  whofe  counfels  he  obey'd. 
Her  way  through  flowery  Panope  fhe  t«  ok, 
And  now,  Cephifus,  crofs  the  filver  brook ; 
When  to  the  heavens  her  fpacious  front  fhe  rais'd, 
And  bellow'd  thrice,  then  backward  turning  gaz'd 
On  thofe  behind,  till  on  the  deftin'd  place 
She  ftoop'd,  and  couch'd  amid  the  rifing  grafs. 

Cadmus  falutes  the  foil,  and  gladly  hails 
The  new-found  mountains,  and  the  namelefs  vales, 
And  thanks  the  gods,  and  turns  about  his  eye 
TiWee  his  new  dominions  idtnd  him  lie  : 
Then  fends  his  fetvants  to  a  neighbouring  grove 
For  living  ftreams,  a  facrifice  to  Jove. 
O'er  the  wide  plain  there  rofe  a  fhady  wood 
Of  aged  trees  ;  in  its  dark  bofom  ftood 
A  bufliy  thicket,  pathlefs  and  unworn, 
O'er -run  with  brambles,  and  perplex'd  with  thorn. 
Amidft  the  brake  a  hollow  den  was  found, 
With  rocks  and  fhelving  arches  vaulted  round. 
Deep  in  the  dreary  den,  conceal' d  from  day, 
Sacred  to  Mars,  a  mighty  dragon  lay, 
Bloated  w.'th  poifon  to  a  monftrous  fize; 
fire  broke  in  flafhes  when  he  glanc'd  his  eyes : 
His  towering  creft  was  glorious  to  behold, 
His  fhoulders  and  his  fides  were  fcal'd  with  gold ; 
Three  tongues  he  brandifh'd   when  he  charg'd 

his  foes : 
His  teeth  Uood  jaggy  in  three  dreadful  rows. 


The  Tyrian*  in  the  den  for  water  fought, 
And  with  their  urns  explor'd  the  hollow  vault ; 
from  fide  to  fide  their  empty  urns  rebound, 
And  roufe  the  fleepy  ferpent  with  the  found. 
Straight  he  beflirs  him,  and  is  feen  to  rife ; 
And  now  with  dreadful  hiffings  fills  the  fkies,     i 
And  darts  his  forky  tongue,  and  rolls  his  glar- 1 

ing  eyes. 

The  Tyrians  drop  their  veflels  in  the  fright, 
All  pale  and  trembling  at  the  hideous  fight. 
Spire  above  fpire  upreard  in  air  he  ftood, 
And,  gazing  round  him,  »verlook'd  the  wood  : 
Then  floating  on  the  ground,  in  circles  roll'd ; 
Then  leap'd  upon  them  in  a  mighty  fold. 
Of  fuch  a  bulk,  and  fuch  a  monftrous  fize, 
The  ferpent  in  the  polar  circle  lies. 
That  ftretches  over  half  the  northern  fkies. 
In  vain  the  Tyrians  on  their  arms  rely, 
In  vain  attempt  to  fight,  in  vain  to  fly  : 
All  their  endeavours  and  their  hopes  are  vain  ; 
Some  die  entangled  in  the  winding  train ; 
Some  are  devour'd ;  or  feel  a  loathfome  death, 
Swoln  up  with  blafts  of  peftilential  breath. 

And  now  the  fcorching  fun  was  mounted  h  igk 
In  all  its  luftre  to  the  noon-day  fky  ; 
When,  anxious  for  his  friends,  and  fill'd   with 

cares, 

To  fearch  the  woods  th'  impatient  chief  prepares^ 
A  lion's  hide  around  his  loins  he  wore, 
The  well-peis'd  javelin  to  the  field  he  bore 
Inur'd  to  blood ;  the  far-deftroying  dart, 
And,  the  beft  weapon,  an  undaunted  heart. 
Soon  as  the  youth  approach'd  the  fatal  place, 
He  faw  his  fervants  breathlefs  on  the  grafs ; 
The  fcaly  foe  amid  their  corpfe  he  view'd, 
Bafking  at  eafe,  and  feafting  in  their  blood. 
"  Such  friends,"  he  cries,  "  deferv'd  a  longer 

ct  date  : 

"  But  Cadmus  wifl  revenge,  or  fhare  their  fate." 
Then  heav'd  a  ftone,  and  rifing  to  the  throw, 
He  feat  it  in  a  whirlwind  at  the  foe  : 
A  tower,  affaulted  by  fo  rude  a  ftroke, 
With  all  its  lofty  battlements  had  fhook  ; 
But  nothing  here  th*  unwieldy  rock  avails, 
Rebounded  harmlefs  from  the  plaited  fcales, 
That,  firmly  join'd,  preferv'd  him  from  a  wounJ, 
With  native  armour  crafted  all  aronnd. 
With  more  fuccefs  the  dart  unerring  flew, 
t  Which  at  his  back  the  raging  warrior  threw; 
Amid  the  plaited  fcaled  it  took  its  courfe, 
And  in  the  fpinal  marrow  fpent  its  force. 
The  monfter  hifs'd  aloud,  and  rag'd  in  vain, 
And  writh'd  his  body  to  and  fro  with  pain  ; 
And  bit  the  fpear,  and  wrench'd  the  wood  away ; 
The  point  ftill  bnried  in  the  marrow  lay. 
And  now  his  rage,  incrcafing  with  his  pain, 
Reddens  his  eyes,  and  beats  in  every  vein  ; 
Churn'd  in  his  teeth  the  foamy  venom  rofe, 
Whilft  from  his  mouth  a  blaft  of  vapours  flowsj 
Such  as  th*  infernal  Stygian  waters  caft  : 
The  plants  around  him  wither  in  the  blaft. 
Now  in  a  maze  of  rings  he  lies  enroll'd, 
Now  all  nnravcl'd,  and  without  a  fold; 
Now,  like  a  torrent,  with  a  mighty  force 
Bears  down  the  ibrefl  in  his  boiftercrus  courfe, 


THE    WORKS    OF    ADD  IS  ON. 


Cadmus  gave  back,  and  on  the  lion's  fpoil 
Suftaiu'd  the  fhock,  then  forc'd  him  to  recoil; 
The  pointed  javelin  warded  off"  his  rage  : 
Mad  with  his  pains,  and  furious  to  engage, 
The  ferpent  champs  the  fteel,  and  bite*  the  fpcar, 
Till  blood  and  venom  all  the  point  befmear. 
But  ftill  the  hurt  he  yet  receiv'd  was  flight ; 
For,  whilft  the  champion  with  redoubled  might 
Strikes  home  the  javeliu,  his  retiring  foe 
Shrinks  from  the  wound,  and  difappoints  the  blow. 

The  dauntlefs  hero  ftill  purfues  his  ftroke, 
And  preffes  forward,  till  a  knotty  oak 
itetards  his  foe,  and  flops  him  in  the  rear ; 
Fall  in  his  throat  he  plung'd  the  fatal  fpeaf, 
That  in  th'  extended  neck  a  paffage  found, 
And  pierc'd  the  folid  timber  through  the  wound. 
Fix'd  to  the  reeling  trunk,  with  many  a  ftroke 
Of  his  huge  tail,  he  lafh'd  the  fturdy  oak ; 
Till,   fpent   with   toil,    and   labouring  hard   for 

breath, 
He  now  lay  twifting  in  the  pangs  of  death. 

Cadmus  beheld  him  wallow  in  a  flood 
Of  fwimming  poifon,  intermii'd  with  blond  ; 
When  fuddenly  a  fpeech  was  heard  from  high, 
(The  fpeech  was  heard,  nor  was  the  fpeaker  nigh) 
"  Why  doft  thou  thus  with  fecr«t  pleafure  fee, 
'•  inflating  man  !  what  thou  thyfelf  ffialt  be  ?" 
Aftonifli'd  at  the  voice,  he  flood  amaz'd, 
And  all  around  with  inward  horror  gaz'd  : 
When  Pallas  fwift  defcending  from  the  ffcies, 
Pallas,  the  guardian  of  the  bold  and  wife, 
Bids  him  plow  up  the  field,  and  fcatter  round 
The  dragon's  teeth  o'er  all  the  furrow'd  ground  ; 
Theh  tells  the  youth  how  to  his  wondering  eyes 
Embattled  armies  from  the  field  fhould  rife. 

He  fbws  the  teeth  at  Pallas's  command, 
And  flings  the  future  people  from  his  hand. 
The  clods  grow  warm,  and  tremble  where  he  fows : 
And  now  the  pointed  fpears  advance  in  rows ; 
Now  nodding  plumes  appear,  and  fhining  crefts, 
Now  the  broad  fhoulders  and  the  riung  breafts : 
O'er  all  the  field  the  breathing  harvcft  fwarnas, 
A  growing  hoft,  a  crop  of  men  and  arms. 

So  through  the  parting  ftage  a  figure  rears 
Its  body  up,  and  limb  by  limb  appears 
By  juft  degrees ;  till  all  the  man  arife, 
And  in  his  full  proportion  ftrikcs  the  eyes. 

Cadmus,  furpris'd,  and  ftartled  at  the  fight 
Of  his  new  foes,  prepar'd  himfelf  for  fight : 
When  one  cry'd  out,  "  Forbear,  fond  man,  forbear 
"  To  mingle  in  .a  blind  promifcuous  war." 
Thisfaid,  he  ftruck  his  brother  to  the  ground, 
Himfelf  expiring  by  another's  wound ; 
Nor  did  the  third  his  conqueft  long  furvive, 
Dying  ere  fcarce  he  had  begun  to  live. 

The  dire  example  ran  through  all  the  field, 
Till  heaps  of  brothers  were  by  brothers  kill'd ; 
The  furrows  fwam  in  blood  :  and  only  five 
Of  all  the  vaft  increafe  were  left  alive. 
Echioh  one,  at  Pallas' s  command, 
Let  fall  the  guiltlefs  weapon  from  his  hand ; 
And  with  the  reft  a  peaceful  treaty  makes,  - 
Whom  Cadmus  as  his  friends  and  partners  takes ; 
So  founds  a  city  on  the  promis'd  earth, 
And  givfcs  hi?  new  Boeotian  empire  birth. 


Here  Cadmus  reign'd ;  and  now  one  would  hate 

guefs'd 

The  royal  founder  in  his  exile  bleft  : 
Long  did  he  live  within  his  new  abodes, 
Ally'd  by  marriage  to  the  de'athlefs  gods  ; 
And,  in  a  fruitful  wife's  embraces  old, 
A  long  increafe  of  children's  children  told  : 
But  no  frail  man,  however  great  or  high, 
Can  be  concluded  bleft  before  he  die. 

A<5heon  was  the  firft  of  all  his  race, 
Who  griev'd  his  grandfire  in  his  borrowed  face ; 
Condcmn'd  by  ftern  Diana  to  bemoan 
The  branching  horns,  and  viiage  not  his  own  ; 
To  fhun  his  once-lov'd  dogs,  to  bound  away, 
And  from  their  huntfman  to  become  their  prey. 
And  yet  confider  why  the  change  was  wrought, 
You'll  find  it  his  misfortune,  not  his  fault; 
Or  if  a  fault,  it  was  the  fault  of  chance  : 
For  how  can  guilt  proceed  from  ignorance  ? 


THE  TRANSFORMATION  OF  ACTION 
INTO  A  STAG. 

IN  a  fair  chace  a  fhady  mountain  flood, 

Well  ftor'd  with  game,  and  mark'd  with  trails  of 

blood. 

Here  did  the  huntfmen  till  the  heat  of  day 
Purl'ue  the  flag,  and  load  themfclves  with  prey ; 
When  thus  Aflson  calling  to  the  reft  : 
*  My  friends,"  fays  he,  "  our  fpnrt  is  at  the  heft. 
1    The  fun  is  high  advanc'd,  and  downward  fheda, 
'    His  burning  beams  directly  on  our  heads'; 

Then  by  confeut  abftain  from  further  fpoils, 
'    Call  off  the  dogs,  and  gather  up  the  toils ; 
'    And  ere  to  morrow's  fun  begins  his  race, 
"  Take  the. cool  morning  to  renew  the  chace." 
They  all  confent,  and  in  a  cheerful  train  ~) 

The  jolly  huntfmen,  loaden  with  the  flain, 
Return  in  triumph  from  the  fultry  plain.  j 

Down  in  a  vale  with  wine  and  cyprcfs  clad, 
Refrefh'd  with  gentle  winds,  and  brown  with  fhade, 
The  chafte  Diana's  private  haunt,  there  flood 
Full  in  the  centre  of  the  darkfome  wood 
A  fpacious  grotto,  all  around  o'er-grown 
With  hoary  mofs,  an£  arch'd  with  pumice  done  : 
From  out  its  rocky  ckfts  the  waters  flow, 
And  trickling  fwell  into  a  lake  below. 
Nature  had  every  where  fi>  play'd  her  part, 
That  every  where  fhe  feem'd  to  vie  with  art. 
Here  the  bright  goddefs,  toil'd  and  ch-f'd  with 

heat, 
Was  wont  to  bathe  her  in  the  cool  retreat. 

Here  did  fhe  now  with  all  her  train  rcfort, 
Pa'nting  with  heat,  and  breathkfs  from  the  fport ; 
Her  armour-bearer  laid  her  bow  aiide, 
Some  loo.s'd  her  fandals,  fome  her  veil  unty'J ; 
Each  bufy  nymph  her  proper  part  undreft ; 
While  Crocale,  more  handy  than  the  reft, 
Gather'd  her  flowing  hair,  an  J  in  a  noof'e 
Bound  it  together,  wliillt  her  own  hung  loofi. 
Five  of  the  more  ignoble  fort  by  turns 
Fetch  up  the  wattr,  and  unlade  tl»eir  urr.s. 
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Now  all  undreft  the  fhining  goddefs  ftood, 
When  young  Afftaeon,  wilder'd  in  the  wood, 
To  the  cool  grot  by  his  hard  fate  betray'd, 
The  fountains  fill'd  with  naked  nymphs  furvey'd, 
The  frighted  virgins  fhriek'd  at  the  furprife 
(The  foreft  echo'd  with  their  piercing  cries). 
Then  in  a  huddle  round  their  goddefs  preil : 
She,  proudly  eminent  above  the  reft, 
With  bluihes  glow'd  ;  fuch  blufhcs  as  adorn 
The  ruddy  welkin,  or  the  purple  morn  : 
And  though  the  crowdiug  nymph*  her  body  hide, 
Half  backward  fluunk,  and  view'd  him  from  afide. 
Sur^ris'd,  at  firft  flie  would  have  fnatch'd  her  bow, 
But  fees  the  circling  waters  round  her  flow  ; 
Thefe  in  the  hollow  of  her  hand  fhe  took, 
And  dafh'd  them  in  his  face,  while  thus  fhe  fpoke  : 
"  Tell,  if  thou  canft,  the  wondrous  fight  difclos'd ; 
"  A  goddefs  naked  to  thy  view  expos'd  " 

This  faid,  the  man  begun  to  disappear 
By  flow  degrees,  and  ended  in  a  deer. 
A  rifing  horn  on  either  brow  he  wears, 
And  ftretches  out  his  neck,  and  pricks  his  ears ; 
Rough  is  his  {kin,  with  fudden  hairs  o'er-grown, 
His  bofom  pants  with  fears  before  unknown. 
Transform'd  at  length,  he  flies  away  in  liafle, 
And  wonder*  why  he  flies  a%ay  fo  faft 
But  as  by  chance,  within  a  neighbouring  brook, 
He  faw  his  branching  horns  and  aiter'd  look, 
Wretched  Acftxon  !  in  a  doleful  tone 
He  try'd  to  fpeak,  but  only  gave  a  groan  ; 
And  as  he  wept,  within  the  watery  glafs  } 

He  faw  the  big  round  drops,  with  filent  pace,     > 
Run  trickling  dovvn  a  favage  hairy  face.  } 

What  ftiould  he  do  ?  Or  feek  his  old  abodes, 
Or  herd  among  the  deer,  and  fculk  in  woods  ? 
Here  fliame  difluades  him,  there  his  fear  prevails, 
And  each  by  turns  his  aching  heart  afiails. 

As  he  thus  ponders,  he  behind  him  fpies 
His  opening  hounds,  and  now  he  hears  their  cries : 
A  generous  pack,  or  to  maintain  the  chace, 
Or  fnufFthe  vapour  from  the  fcented  grafs. 

He  bounded  off  with  fear,  and  fwiftly  ran 
O'er  craggy  mountains,  and  the  flowery  plain; 
Through  brakes  and  thickets  furc'd  his  way  and 

flew 

Through  many  a  ring,  where  once  he  did  purfue. 
In  vain  he  oft  end^avour'd  to  proclaim 
His  new  misfortune,  and  to  tell  his  name ; 
Nor  vdce  nor  words  the  brutal  tongue  fupplies;' 
From  fliouting  men, and  hoi 
Deafen'd  and  ftunn'd  with 


to  tell  his  name; 
brutal  tongue  fupplies;"^ 
lorns,  and  dogs,  he  flies,  ( 
fhh  their  promifcuous  f 


When  now  the  fleeteft  of  the  pack,  that  prefl 
Clofe  at  his  heels,  and  fprung  before  the  reft, 
Had  faften'd  on  him,  fbaight  another  pair 
Hung  on  his  wounded  haunch,  and  held  him  there, 
Till  all  the  pack  came  up,  and  every  hound         T 
Tore  the  fad  huntfnan  grovelling  on  the  ground,  S- 
Who  now  appear'd  but  one  continued  wound,    j 
With  dropping  tears  his  bitter  late  he  moans, 
And  fills  the  mountain  with  his  dying  groans. 
His  fervants  with  a  piteous  look  he  fpies, 
And  turns  about  his  fupplic.uing  eyes. 
His  fervants,  ignorant  of  what  had  chanc'd, 
With  ea^er  hade  and  joyful  fhouts  advanc'd, 
VOL.  VII. 


And  call'd  their  lord  Aclaon  to  the  game; 
He  fhook  his  head  in  anfwer  to  the  name  ; 
He  heard,  but  wifli'd  he  had  indeed  been  gone, 
Or  only  to  have  ftood  a  looker-on. 
But,  to  his  grief,  he  finds  himfelf  too  near, 
And  ftels  his  ravenous  dogs  with  fury  tear 
Their  wretched  matter  panting  in  a  deer. 


I 


THE  BIRTH  OF  BACCHUS. 

ACTJCON'S  fufferings,  and  Diana's  rage, 
Did  all  the  thoughts  of  men  and  gods  engage  j 
Some  call'd  the  evils,  which  Diana  wrought, 
Too  great,  and  difproportion'd  to  the  fault ; 
Others  again  efteem'd  Adtxon's  woes 
Fit  for  a  virgin  goddefs  to  impofe. 
The  hearers  into  different  parts  divide,. 
And  reafons  are  produc'd  on  either  fide. 

Juno  alone,  of  all  that  heard  the  news, 
Nor  would  condemn  the  goddefs,  nor  excufe  : 
She  heeded  not  the  juftice  of  the  de^d, 
But  j'>y'd  to  fee  the  race  of  Cadmus  bleed; 
For  ftill  file  kept  Europa  in  her  mind, 
And,  for  her  fake,  detefted  all  her  kind. 
Befides,  to  aggravate  her  hate,  fhe  heard 
How  bemele,  to  Jove's  c:n brace  preferr'd, 
Was  now  grown  big  with  an  immortal  load, 
And  carry 'd  in  her  womb  a  future  god. 
Thus  terribly  incens'd,  the  goddefs  broke 
To  fudden  fury,  and  abruptly  fpoke  :          g 

"  Are  my  reproaches  of  fo  fmall  a  force  f 
"  '  Fis  time  I  then  purfue  another  courfe  : 
'  It  is  decreed  the  guilty  wretch  fhall  die, 
'  If  I'm  indeed  the  miftrefs  of  the  iky ; 

If  rightly  ftyl'd  among  the  powers  above 
'  The  wife  and  fifter  of  the  thundering  Jove 
'  ( And  none  can  fure  a  fitter's  right  deny) ; 
'  It  is  decreed  the  guilty  wretch  fhall  die. 
'  She  boafts  an  honour  I  can  hardly  claim  ; 
'  Pregnant  flie  rifes  to  a  mother's  name  ; 
'  While  proud  and  vain  fhe  triumphs  in  her  Jove, 
'  And  fliows  the  glorious  tokens  of  his  love  t 

But  if  I'm  ftill  the  miftrefs  of  the  flcies, 
*  By  her  own  lover  the  fund  beauty  dies." 
This  laid,  defcending  in  a  yellow  cloud, 
Before  the  gates  of  Semcle  fhe  ftood. 

Old  Beroe's  decrepit  ftiape  fhe  wea/s, 
Her  wrinkled  Vifage,  and  her  hoary  hairs; 
Whilft  in  her  trembling  gait  fhe  totters  on, 
And  learns  to  tattle  in  the  nurfe's  tone. 
The  goddefs,  thus  difguis'd  in  age,  beguil'd 
With  pleafing  ftories  her  falfe  fofter-child. 
Much  did  fhe  talk  of  love,  and  when  flie  came 
To  mention  to  the  nymph  her  lover's  name, 
Fetching  a  figh,  and  holding  down  her  head, 
"  'Tis  well,"  fays  fhe,  "  if  all  be  true  that's  faid. 
"  But  truft  me,  child,  I'm  much  inclin'd  to  fear 
"  Some  counterfeit  in  this  your  Jupiter. 
"   Many  an  honeft  well  defigningmaid 
"   Has  been  by  thefe  pretended  gods  betray'd. 
"  But  if  he  he  indeed  the  thundering  Jove, 
"  Bid  him,  when  next  he  courts  the  rites  of  love^ 
O 
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"  Defcend  triumphant  from  th'  ethereal  fky, 
"  !u  all  the  pomp  of  his  divinity  ; 
"  }  ncompafs'd  round  by  thole  celeftial  charms, 
*'  With  which  he  fills  th'  immortal  Juno's  arm?." 
"  Th'  unwary  nymph,  eninar'd  with  what  flic 

faid, 

JJefir'd  *f  Jove,  when  next  he  fought  her  bed, 
TO  grant  a  certain  gift  which  the  would  choofe ; 
'•  Fear  not,"  replied  the  Rod,  "  that  I'll  refufe 
"  Whate'er  you  aflc  :  may  Styx  confirm  my  voice, 
*'  Choofe  what  you  will,  and  you  {hall  have  your 

"  choice."  [my  arms 

*'  Then,"  fays  the  nymph,  "  when  next  you  feek 
"  May  you  defcend  in  thole  cd'-dial  charras 
"  With  which  your  Juno's.  bofom  you  irfiame, 
"  And    fill    w>h    tratifport    heaven's    immortal 

"  dame."  :  -    •  [voice  > 

The   god   furpris'd  would  fain   have  ftopp'd  her 
]But  he  had  fworn,  and  (he  had  made  hsr  choice. 
:    To  keep  his  promife,  he  afcends,  and  fhrouds 
His  awful  brow  in  whirlwind  sand  in  clouds; 
\Vhilft  all  around,  in  terrible  array, 
His  thunders  rattle,  and  his  lightnings  play. 
And  yet,  the  dazzling  luftre  to  abate, 
He  fet  not  out  in  all  his  pomp  and  Hate, 
Clad  in  the  mildeft  lightning  of  the  ikies, 
And  arm'd  with  thunder  of  the  fmalleft  fize  : 
>«Tot  thofe  huge  bolts,  by  which  the  giants  flain 
Lay  overthrown  on  the  Phlegrean  plain. 
Twas  of  a  lelfer  moid,  and  lighter  weight; 
They  call  it  thunder  of  a  fecom!  rate, 
For  the  rough  Cyclops,  who  by  Java's  command 
Tempered  the  bolt,  and  turii'd  it  to  his  hand, 
Work'd  up  lef>  flame  and  fury  in  its  make, 
And  quench'd  ic  fooner  in  the  Qanding  lake. 
Thus  dreadfully  adorn'd,  with  horror  bright, 
Th'  illitftriou-sgoJ,  defcending  from  his  height, 
Carr.e  ruihing  ou  her  in  a  {burnt  of  lij;ht. 
•    The  mortal  came,  too  feeble  to  engage 
The  lightning's  fia{hes  a-mi  the  thunder's  rage, 
Confum'd  auiidft  Uie-  gioriea  fbe  defir'd, 
And  in  the  terrible  embrace  expir'd. 

But,  to  prefetve-  his  offspring  from  the  tomb, 
Jove  took  hi,n,i  fiwoking  from  the  blafled  womb; 
And,  if  on  ancient  tales  we  may  rely, 
inclos'd  th'  abortive  infant  in  his  thigh. 
Here,  when  the  babe  had  all  hi.  time  fulfiU'd, 
Ino  firft  took  him  for  her  fofter-cl>ild ; 
Then  the  Nifeans,  in  their  dark  abode, 
Hurs'd  fecretly,  with  .milk,  the  thriving  god. 


THE  TRANSFORMATION  OF  TIRESIAS. 

• 

'TWAS  now,  while  thefe  tranfacSions  pad  on  earth, 
And  Bacchus  thus  procur'd  a  fecond  birth, 
"When,  Jove,  difpos'ol  to  lay  afide  the  weight 
Of  public  empire,  and  the  car^of  fute  ; 
As  to  his  queen  in  necrar  bowls  he  quaff'd, 
et   In  troth,"  fays  he.  (aud  as  he  fpoke  he  laugh'd,) 
"  The  fen fo  of  }  leafure  j;i  the  male  is  far 
*•  More  dull  and  dead,  than  what  you  females 
"  ihare." 


Juno  the  truth  of  what  wa«  ftld  d«ny-d ; 
Tircfias  therefore  muft  the  caufe  decide  ; 
For  he  the  pleafure  of  each  fejf  had  try'd. 

It  happ'-n'tl  "  .cr;  within  a  fhady  wood, 
Two  twifted  fnakes  he  in  conjunction  vicw'd; 
When  with  his  ftafl"  their  flimy  folds  lie  broke, 
And  loft  his  manh<  o  1  at  the  fatal  (In  ke. 
But,  after  feven  revolving  years,  he  vicw'd 
The  felf-finit  ferpa»ts  in  the  fe!f-(ame  wood; 
"  And  if,"  fays  he,  •'  fuch  virtue  in  you  lie,       "Y 
"  'I'hat  he  who  dares  your  liimy  folds  untie        f 
"  Mufl.  c>»ang<:  his  kind,  a  fecond  ftrokc  I'ilt 

"  try."  J 

Again  he  flruck  the  fnakes,  and  ftcod  again 
New-fex'd,  and  (Iraight  recover'd  into  man. 
Him  therefore  both  the  Deities  create 
The  fovereign  umpire  iij  their  grand  debate  : 
And  he  declar'd  for  Jove  :  when  Juno,  fu'd. 
More  tharvfj*  trivial  an  affair  reqvir'd, 
Depriv'd  him,  in  her  fury,  of  his  fight, 
And  left  him  groping  round  in  fudden  night. 
But  Jove  (for  f<».  it  is  in  heaven  decreed, 
That-,  no  one  god  repeal  another's  deed) 
Irradiates  all  his  foul  with  inward  light, 
And  with  the  prophet's  art  relieve*  the  want  «£ 

fight.     | 


THE  TRANSFORMATION  OF  ECHO. 

FAM'D  far  and  n/ear  for  knowing  things  to  come, 
From    him    th'  inquiring    nations    lought    theijf 

doom ; 

The  fair  lAriope  his  anfwcrs  try'd, 
And  firfl  th*  unerring  prophet  juflify'd  ; 
This  nyruph  the  god  Cephifus  had  abus'd, 
With  all  his  wir.ding  waters  circumfus'd, 
And  on  the  Nereid  got  a  lovely,  boy, 
Whom  the  foft  maids  ev'n  then  beheld  with  joy. 

The  tender  dame,  folicitous  to  know  '  , 

Whe.tb.er  her  child  fhould  reach  old  age  or  no, 
Confults  the  fage  Tireftas,  who  replies, 
"   If  e'er  he  knows  himfelf,  he  furely  dies." 
Long-liv'd  the  dubious  mother  in  fufpenfe, 
Till  time  unriddled  all  the  prophet's  fenfe, 

NarcifCus.  now  his  Cxteenth  year  began, 
Ju/ft  turc'd  of  boy,  and  on  the  verge  of  man  ; 
Many  a  friend  the  blooming  youth  carefs'd,  . 
Many  a  lovefick  maid  her  flame  c^nfefs'd. 
Such  was  his  pride,  in  vain  the  friend  carefs'd. 
The  lovefick  maid  in-vain  her  flame  confef^'d, 

Once,  in  the  woods,  as  he  porfu'd  the  chace, 
The  babbling  Echo  had  defcry'd  his  face  ; 
She,  who  in  others'  words  her  filcnce  breaks, 
Nor  fpeaks  herfelf  but  when  another  fpcaks. 
hcho.  was  then  a  maid,  of  fpeech  bereft, 
Of  wonted  fpeech;  for  though  her  voice  was  left, 
Juno  a  curie  did  on  her  tongue  impofe, 
To  fport  with  every  fentence  in  the  clofe. 
Full  often,  when  the  goddtfs  might  have  caught 
Jove  and  her  rivals  in  the  very  fault, 
This  nymph,  with  fubtle  ftorie*  would  delay 
Her  coming,  till  the  lovers  flip^'J  away. 
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The  goddefs  found  i>at  the  deceit  in  lime, 

And  then  fhe  cry'd,  "  That  tongue,  for  this  thy 

"  crime, 

"  Which  could  fo  many  fubtle  tales  produce, 
"  Shall  be  hereafter  but  of  little  ufe." 
Hence  'tis  fhe  prattles  in  a  fainter  tone, 
With  mimic  founds,  and  accents  not  her  own. 

This  lovefick  virgin,  over-joy'd  to  find 
The  boy  alone,  ftill  follow'd  him  behind  ; 
When  glowing  warmly  at  her  near  approach, 
As  fulphur  blazes  at  the  taper's  touch, 
She  long'd  her  hidden  paffion  to  icveal, 
A»d  tell  her  pains,  but  had  not  words  to  tell : 
She  can't  begin,  but  waits  for  the  rebound, 
To  catch  his  voice,  and  to  return  the  found. 

The  nymph,  when  nothing  could  Narciffus  move, 
Still  dafh'd  with  blufhes  for  her  flighted  love, 
Liv'd  in  the  fhady  covert  of  the  woods, 
In  folitary  caves  and  dark  abodes  ; 
Where  pining  wander'd  the  rejected  fair, 
Till,  harafs'd  out,  and  worn  away  with  care, 
The  founding  fkeleton,  of  blood  bereft, 
Btfides  her  bones  and  voice  had  nothing  left. 
Her  bones  are  pctrify'd,  her  roice  is  found 
In  vaults,  where  ftill  it  doubles  every  found. 


THE  STORY  OF  NARCISSUS. 

THUS  did  the  nymph  in  vain  carefs  the  boy, 
He  ftill  was  lovely,  but  he  ftill  was  coy: 
When  one  fair  virgin  of  the  flighted  train  ~] 

Thus  pray'd  the  gods,  provok'd  by  his  difdain,    / 
"  Oh  may  he  love  like  me,  and  love  like  me  in  f 
"  vain  1"  J 

Rhamnufia  pity'd  the  negle&ed  fair, 
And  with  juft  vengeance  anfwer'd  to  her  prayer. 

There  ftands  a  fountain  in  a  darkfome  wood, 
Nor  ftain'd  with  falling  leaves  nor  rifing  mud ; 
Untroubled  by  the  breath  of  winds  it  refts, 
Unfully'd  by  the  touch  of  men  or  beafts; 
High  bowers  of  fhady  trees  above  it  grow, 
And  rifing  grafs  and  cheerful  greens  below* 
Pleas'd  with  the  form  and  coolnafs  of  the  place, 
And  over-heated  by  the  morning  chace, 
Narciffus  on  the  grafiy  verdure  lies  : 
But  whilft  within  the  cryftal  fount  he  tries 
To  quench  his  heat,  he  feels  new  heats  arife. 
For,  as  his  own  bright  image  he  furvey'd, 
He  fell  in  love  with  the  f<mtaftic  (hade ; 
And  o'er  the  fair  refemblance  hung  unmov'd, 
Nor  knew,  fond  youth  !  it  was  himfelf  he  lov'd. 
The  well-turn'd  neck  and  fhoulders  he  defcries, 
The  fpacious  forehead,  and  the  fparkling  eyes; 
The  hands  that  Bacchus  might  not  (corn  to  fhow, 
And  hair  that  round  Apollo's  head  might  flow, 
With  all  the  purple  youthfulncfs  of  face, 
That  gently  blufhes  in  the  watery  glafs. 
By  his  own  flames  confum'd,  the  lover  lies, 
And  gives  himfelf  the  wound  by  which  he  dies. 
To  the  cold  water  oft  he  joins  his  lips,  ~\ 

Oft  catching  at  the  beauteous  (bade  he  dips          \ 
His  arms,  as  often  from  himfelf  he  flips.  j 

Nor  knows  he  who  it  is  his  arms  purlue 
With  eager  clafps,  but  loves  he-  knows  not  Vvho. 


What   could,    fond    youth,    this  h'dplefs  pafiion 
move  ? 

What  kindle  in  thee  this  unpity'd  love  ? 

Thy  own  warm  blufh  within  the  waicr  glows, 

With  thee  the  colour'd  ihadow  comes  and  goes, 

Its  empty  being  on  tlfyfelf  relies; 

Step  thou  afule,  and  the  frail  charmer  dies. 
Still   o'er  the   fountain's  wat'ry   gleam  he  ~) 
flood, 

Mindlcfs  of  fleep,  and  negligent  of  foi>d  ;  ^ 

Still   view'd   his    face,    and    languiih'd    as   he  f 
view'd.  J 

At  length  he  rais'd  hjs  head,  and  thus  began 

To  vent  his  griefs,  and  tell  the  woods  his  pain ; 
"  You  trees,"  fays  he,  "  and  thou  i'urrouuding 

"  grove, 

"  Who  oft  have  been  the  kindly  fcenes  o.f  love, 
"  Tell  me,  if  e'er  within  your  (hades  did  lie 
"   A  youth  fo  tortur'd,  fo  perplex'd  as  I  ! 
"  I  who  before  me  fee  the  charming  fair, 
"  Whilft  there  he  ftands,  and  yet  ha  ftands  not 

"  there  : 

"  In  fuch  a  maze  of  love  my  thoughts  arc  loft  ; 
"  And  yet  no  bulwark  town,  nor  ditlant  coaft, 
"  Preferves  the  beauteous  youth  from  being  fecn, 
"  No  mountains  rife,  nor  oceans  flow  between. 
"  A  (hallow  water  hinders  my  embrace  ; 
"   And  yet  the  lovely  mimic  wears  a  face 
"    That  kindly  fmiles,  and  when  I  bend  to  join 
"   My  lips  to  his,  he  fondly  bends  to  mine. 
"    Hear,  gentle  youth,  and  pity  my  complaint, 
"  Come  from  thy  well,  thou  fair  inhabitant. 
"   My  charms  an  eafy  conqueft  have  obtained 
"  O'er  othep  hearts,  by  thee  alone  difdain'd. 
"  But  why  fhould  I  defpair  ?  I'm  fure  he  burns 
"   With  equal  flames,  and  languifhes  by  turns. 
"   Whene'er  I  ftoop,  he  offers  at  a  kifs : 
"   And  when  my  arms  I  ftretch,  he  ftretches.hU. 
"   His  eyes  with  pleafure  on  my  face  he  keeps, 
"  He   fmiles  my  fmiles,    and   when    I  weep  he 

weeps. 

"  Whene'er  I  fpeak,  his  moving  lips  appear 
"  To  utter  fomething  which  I  cannot  hear. 

"  Ah  wretched  me  !   I  now  begin  too  late 
"  To  find  out  all  the  long  perplex'd  deceit ; 
"  It  is  myfelf  1  love,  myfelf  I  fee  ; 
"  The  gay  delufion  is  a  part  of  me. 
"  I  kindle  up  the  fires  by  which  I  burn, 
"   And  my  own  beauties  from  the  well  return. 
"  Whom  fhould  I  court  ?  How  utter  my  com-' 

plaint  ? 

"  Enjoyment  but  produces 
"  And  too  much  plenty 
"  How  gladly  would  I  from  myfelf  remove  '. 
"  And  at  a  dillance  fet  the  thing  I  love. 
"  My  breaft  is  warm'd  with  fuch  unufual  fire, 
"  I  wifh  him  abfent'whom  I  moft  dciire.     [nigh  ; 
"   And  now  I  faint  with  grief;    my    fate    draws 
'    In  all  the  pride  of  blooming  youth  I  die. 
1    Dcuth  will  the  forrows  of  my  heart  relieve. 
'    O  might  the  vifionary  youth  furvive, 
'    I  fhould  with  joy  my  lateft  breath  refign  '. 
'    But,  oh  !   I  fee  his  fate  involv'd  in  mine." 

This  faid,  the  weeping  y;>rvh  again  return'J 
To  the  clear  fountain,  where  again  he  burn'd ; 
Oij 


ities  irom  tne  wen  return, 
urt  ?  How  utter  my  com-"\ 
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my  makes  me  die  for  want,  j 
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His  tears  rlefac'd  the  furfact  of  the  well, 
With  circle  after  circle,  as  they  fell : 
And  now  the  Ibvely  face  hut  half  appears, 
O'er-run  with  wrinkles,  and  deform'd  with  tears. 
"  Ah  whither,"  cries  Nafciffu*,  "  doft  thou  fly  ? 
"  IjCt  me  ftill  feed  the  flame  ty  which  1  die  ; 
"  Let  me  ftill  fee,  though  I'm  no  further  b'fft." 
Then  rends  his  garment  off,  and  beat*  his  brealt  : 
His  naked  bofom  redden'd  with  the  Mow, 
In  fuch  a  blufli  as  purple  clufters  fhovv, 
Ere  yet  the  fun's  autumnal  heats  refine 
The  fprightly  juice,  and  mellow  it  to  wine. 
The  glowing  beauties  of  his  broad  he  fpies, 
And  with  a  new  ledoubled  paffion  dies. 
AS  wax  diflblves,  as  ice  begins  to,  run,     t 
And  trickle  into  drops  before  the  fun, 
So  melts  the  youth.'and  lampuifhes  away  : 
His  beauty  withers,  and  his  Jimbs  decay, 
And  none  of  thofe  attractive  charms  remain, 
To  which  the  flighted  Echo  fued  in  vain. 

1  She'faw  him  in  his  prcJenrmifery, 
Whom,  fpite  of  all  her  wrongs,  (he  griev'd  to  fee. 
She  anfwer'd  fadly  to  the  lover's  moan, 
Sigh'd  back  his  fighs,  and  groan'd  to  every  groan  ; 
"  A  youth  !  belov'd  in  vain,"  Narcifftis  cries  ; 
"  Ah  youth  !  bclov'd  in  vain,"   the  nymph  re 
plies. 

"   Farewell,"  fay»  he  :  the  parting  found  fcarce  fell 
From  his  faint  lips,  but  (he  reply'd,  "  Farewtll." 
Then  on  th*  unwholefome  earth  he  gafping  lie*, 
Till  death  Units  up  thole  felf-admiring  eyes. 
To  the  cold  (hades  his  flitting  ghoft  retires, 
And  in  the  Stygian  waves  itielf  admires. 

For  him  the  Naiads  and  the  Dryads  mourn,*  ") 
Whom  the  fad  Echo  aijfwers  in  her  turn  : 
And  now  the  fitter-nymphs  prepare  his  urn  ;       j 
When,  looking  for  his  ctrpfe,  tiiey  only  found 
A  fifing  italk  with  yellow  biofforus  crown'd. 


THE  STORY  OF  PENTHEUS. 

THIS  fad  event  gave  blind  Tiiefias  fame, 
Through  Greece  enVoiifii'd  in  a  prophet's  name. 

Th'  unhallow'd  Pentheus  only  durit  deride 
The  cheated  people,  and  their  eyelefn  guide. 
To  whr  m^the  prophet  in  his  fury  laid, 
Shaking  fhe  hoary  honours  of  his  head  ; 
'   "1'vvcre   well,  pidumptuous  man,  'twere  well 

"  for  thee 

"  If  thou  wert  cytlds  too,  and  blind,  like  me  : 
"  For  the  time  comes,  nay,  'tis  already  here, 
•'   When  the  young  god's  ibiemnitits  appear  ; 
"   Which  if  thou  doft  rot  with  juft  rites  adorn,"^ 
"  'I  hy  impious  carcafe  into  piece*  torn,  / 

"  Shall  ftrew  the  woods,  Mid  haug  oil  every  f 
"  thorn.  J 

"  Then,  tliei.,  remember  what  f  now  foretel, 
"  And  own  the  blind  Tireim*  ja\\  toi>  -.. 
Still  Pi/mlieub  Horns  hiui,  aiui  derides  hi?  (kill; 
But  time  did  ail  tiie  prophti."i>  U.rcats  fulfil. 
for  now   through    proflratc  Gicece  youn^  Bac 
chus  rodr, 
Whilft  hn-Aljj:^  iiA.tronk  ceklrau  the  g>;j. 


All  ranks  and  fexes  to  hit  orgie*  ran, 
To  mingle  in  the  pomps,  and  fill  the  train. 
When  Pentheus  thus  hi*  wicked  rage  exprefs'd  : 
"   What  madnefs,  Thebans,  has  your  fi  \v  poffefs'd  ? 
"  Can  hollow  timbrels,  can  a  drunktn  fhout, 
"  And  the  lewd  clamours  of  a  beaftly  rout, 
"  Thus  quell  your  courage  't  Can  the  weak  alarm 
"  Of  women's  yell  thofe  ftubborn  fouls  difarm, 
"  Whom  nor  the  fword   nor  trumpet  e'er  could 

"  hight, 

"  Nor  the  loud  din  and  horror  of  a  fight  ? 
"  And  you, 'our  fir«s,  who  left  your  old  abodes, 
"   And  fix'd  in  foreign  earth  your  country  gods  ; 
"  Will  you  without  a  ftroke  your  city  yield, 
"   And  poorly  quit  an  undilputed  field  ? 
"   But  you,  whofe  youth  and  vigour  fhould  infpire 
'  Heroic  warmth,  and  kindle  martial  fire, 
'  Whom  bu.rnifh'd  arms  and  crefted  helmets  grace, 
'   Not  flowery  garlands  and  a  painted  face  ; 
'   Remember  him  to  whom  you  ftand  ally'd : 
'  The  ierpenf  for  his  well  of  waters  dy'd. 
'  He  fbught  the  ftrong  ;  do  you  his  courage  fhow, 
'  And  gain  a  conqueft  o'er  a  feeble  foe. 
'  If  Thebes  muft  fall,  oh  might  the  fates  afford 
'  A  nobler  doom,  from  famine,  fire,  or  fword  ! 
'  Then  might  the  Thebans  periih  with  renown  : 
'   But  now  a  beardlefs  victor  facks  the  town  ; 
'  Whom  nor  the  prancing  fteed,  nor  ponderous 

"  'fhield, 

"  Nor  the  hacjc'd  helmet,  nor  the  dufty  field, 
"  But  the  fcft  joys  of  luxury  and  eafe, 
"  The  purple  vefts,  and  flowery  garland  pleafe. 
"  Stand  then  afide,  I'll  make  the  counterfeit 
"  Renounce  his  godhead,  and  confefs  the  cheat, 
"  Acrifius  from  the  Grecian  walls  repell'd 
"  This    boafted    power ;   why  then  fhould  Pen- 

"  theus  yield  ? 

"  Qo  quickly,  drag  th*  audacious  boy  to  me  ; 
"   I'll  tr^the  furce  of  his  divinity." 
Thus  did  th'  audacious  wretch  thofe  rites  profane; 
His  friends  diffuade  th'  audacious  wretch  in  vain  ; 
Fn  vain  his  grandfire  urg'd  him  to  give  o'er 
His   impious  threats ;   the   xvretch  but  raves  the 
So  have  I  leen  a  river  gently  glide,         [more. 
In  a  fmooth  cnurfe,  and  inoffenfive  tide; 
But  it  with  dams  its  current  we  reftrain, 
It  bears  down  all,  and  foams  along  the  plain. 
But   now   his   fcrvants   came  befmear'd  with 

blood,  • 

1  Sent  by  their  haughty  prince  to  feize  the  god; 
The  god  they  fcund  not  in  the  frantic  throng, 
Bui  dragg'd  a  zealous  votaiy  along. 


THE  MARINERS  TRANSFORMED  TO 
DOLPHINS. 

HIM  Pentheus  view'd  with  fury  in  his  look, 
And   frarce   vkith-held    his  hands,  while  thus  he 

ipoke : 

".  Vile  fiavo,  whom  fpeedy  vengeance  fliall  purfue 
"  And  terrify  thy  bale  kclitious  crew  ; 
"   'J'iiy  country  ai;d  thy  parentage  reveal, 
"  Aii«i,  wljy  ii;on  juin'U  m  ij.cii;  ji.^uujgies,  tell." 


The  captive  views  him  with  undaunted  eyes, 
And,  arm'd  with  inward  innocence,  replies: 

"   From  hig;h  Meonia's  rocky  fhores  [  came, 
"  Of  poor  defcent,  Accetes  is  my  name  : 
"   My  lire  was  meanly  born ;  no  oxen  plough'd 
"  His  fruitful  fields,  nor  in  his  paftures  low'd. 
"  His  whole  eftate  within  the  waters  lay ; 
"  With  lines  and  hooks  he  caught  the  finny  prey  ; 
"  His  art  was  all  his  livelihood;  which  he 
"  Thus  with  his  dying  lips  bequeafh'd  tp  me  : 
"  In  ftreams,  my  boy,  and  rivers,  take  thy  chance ; 
"  There  fwims,  faid  he,  thy  whole  inheritance. 

"  Long  did  I  live  on  this  poor  legacy, 
"  Till,  tir'd  with  rocks,  and  my  own  native  Iky, 
"  To  arts  of  navigation  1  inclin'd ; 
"  Obferv'd  the  turns  and  changes  of  the  wind  : 
"  Learn'd  the  fit  havens,  and  began  to  note 
"  The  ftormy  Hyades,  the  rainy  Goat, 
"  The  bright  Taygete,  and  the  fhihing  Bears, 
"  With  all  the  failors  catalogue  of  ftars. 

"  Once,  as  by  chance  for  Delos  I  defign'd, 
"  My  veffel,  driv'n  by  a  ftrong  guft  of  wind, 
"  Moor'd  in  a  Chian  creek:  afhore  I  went, 
*'  And  all  the  following  night  in  Chios  fpent. 
"  When  morning  rofe,  t  fent  my  mates  to  bring 
"  Supplies  ef  water  fmm  a  neighbouring  fpring, 
"  Whilft  I  the  motion  of  the  winds  expior'd* 
"  Then  fummon'd  in  my  crew,  and  went  aboard. 
*'  Opheltes  heard  my  fummons,  and  with  joy 
"  Brought  to  the  fliorc  a  foft  and  lovely  boy, 
a  With  more  than  female  fweetnefs  in  liis  look, 
"  Whom  ftraggling  in  the  neighbouririg  fields  he 

"  took. 

"  With  fumes  of  wine  the  little  captive  glows, 
"  And  nods  with  fleep,  and  ftaggersas  he  goes. 

"  I  view'd  him  hicely,  arid  began  to  trace 
"  Each  heavenly  feature,  each  immortal  grace, 
**  And  faw  divinity  in  all  his  face. 
w  I  know  not  who,  faid  I,  this  god  fhould  be ; 
"  But  that  he  is  a  god  I  plainly  fee  : 
"  And  thou,  whoe'er  thou  art,  excufe  the  force 
"  Thefe   men   have   us'd,   and  oh  befriend  our 

"  icourfe  ! 

"  Pray  not  for  us,  the  nimble  Didtys  cry'd ;       T 
"  Di<5tys,  that  could  the  main  top-niaft  beftride.,  > 
*'   And  down  the  ropes  with  active  vigour  flidc.J 
"  To  the  fame  purpofe  old  Epopeus  fpoke, 
"  Who  overlooked  the  oars,  and  timM  tlie  (Iroke  ; 
"  The  fame  the  pilot,  and  the  fame  the  reft  ; 
"  Such  impious  avarice  their  fouls  poffed. 
"  Nay,  heaven  forbid  that  I  fhould  bear  away 
"  Within  my  veffel  fo  divine  a  prey, 
"  Said  I  ;  and  flood  to  hinder  their  intent  : 
"  When  JLycabas,  a  wretch  for  murder  lent 
"  From  Tul'cany,  to  fuft'er  baniftim'ent, 
"  With   his   clench'd   fift  had  ftruck  ma   over- 

"  board, 
"   Had  not  my  hands  in  falling  grafp'd  a  cord. 

"  His  bafe  confederates  the  faifl  approve  ; 
f"  When  Bacchus  (for  'twas  he)  began  to  move, 
""  Wak'd  by  the  hoile   and  clamours   which  they 
"  rais'3 ;  [gaz'd  : 

'•'  And  fhook  his  drowfy  limbs,  and  round  him 
'*  What  means  this  noife  ?  he  cries  ;  am  I  betray'd? 
*  Aii !  whither,  whither  rauft  t  be  convey'd  ? 
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."  Fear  not,  faid  Proteus,  child,  but  tell  us  where 
"   You  wifh  to  land,  and  truft  our  friendly  care. 

•  To  Naxos  then  direvS  your  courfe,  fays  he; 
'  Naxos  a  hoi'pitable  port  fhall  be 

*  To  each  of  you,  a  joyful  home  to  me. 
'  By  every  god  r hat  rules  the  fea  or  fky, 

'  The  perjur'd  villains  promife  to  comply, 
'  And  bid  me  haften  to  unmoor  the  fhip. 
"  With  eager  joy  1  launch  into  the  deep.; 
"   And,  heedlefs  of  the  fraud,  for  Naxus  ftand  : 
"  They  whjper  oft,  and  beckon  with  the  hand. 
"  And  give  me  figns  all  anxious  for  their  prey, 
<c  To  tack  about,  and  fleer  another  way. 
"  Then  let  fome  other  to  my  port  fuccced, 
"  Said  I,  I'm  guiltlefs  of  fo  foul  a  deed. 
"  What,  fays   Ethalion,    muft  the  fliip's  whole 

"  crew 

"  Follow  your  humour,  arid  depend  on  you  ? 
"  And  flraight  himfelf  he  Teated  at  the  prore, 
"  Ami  tack'd- about,  and  fought  another  fhore. 
"  The  beauteous  youth  now  found  himfelfT| 
"  betray'd,  / 

"  And  from  the  deck  the  riling  waves  furvey'd.f 
"  And  feem'd  tfl  weep,  and  as  he  wept  he  faidjj 
"  And  do  you  thus  my  eafy  faith  beguile  ? 
"  Thus  do  you  bear  me  to  my  native  ille  ? 
"  Will  fuch  a  multitude  of  men  employ 
"  Their  ftrength  ag-iiinft  a  weak  defencelefs  boy  ? 

"  In  vain  did  1  the  godlifee  youth  deplore, 
"  The  more  I  begg'd,  they  thwarted  me  the  more, 
"   And  now,  by  all  the  gods  in  heaven  that  hear 
"  This  folema  oath,  by  Bacchus'  felf,  1  fwear, 
<J  The  mighty  niiracle  that  did  enfue, 
"  Although  it  fcems  beyond  belief,  is  true.- 
"  The  veffel,  fix'd  and  rooted  in  the  flood, 
"  Unmov'd  by  all  the  heating  billows  flood. 
"  In  vain  the  mariners  would  plough  the  main 
"  With  fails  unfurl'd,  and  ftrike  their  oars  in  vain; 
"  Around  their  oars  a  twining  ivy  cleaves, 
"  And  climbs  the  mad,  and  hides  the  cords  Jri 

*'  leaves : 

"  The  fails  are  covcr'd  wi^h  a  cheerful  green,     • 
"  And  berries  in  the  fruitful  canvas  feen. 
"  Arflidfl  the  waves  a  fudden  forefl  rears 
"  Its  verdant  head,  and  a  new  fprjng  appear", 
"  The  god  we  now  behold  with  open  eyes; 
"  A  herd  of  fpotted  panthers  round  him  lies 
"   In  glaring  forms;  the  grapy  cliifters  fpread 
"  On  his  fair  brows,  and  dangle  on  his  head. 
"   And  whild  he  frown?,  and  brandiflies  his  fpear. 
"  My  mates, ftirpriz'd  with  madnefs  or  with  fear, 
"  Leap'd  over-boird  5  firft  perjur'd  Madon  found 
"  Rough  fcales  and  fir.s  his  Itiffening  fide*  fur- 

"  round : 
"  Ah  what;  cries  one,  has  thus  transform'd  thy 

"  look? 

"  Straight  his  own  mouth  grew  wider  as  he  fpoks 
"  And  now  himfelf  he  views  with  like  furpriie. 
"  Still  at  his  oar  th'  induftrious  Libys  plies  ; 
"   But,  as  he  plies,  each  bufy  arm  ihf  inks  in, 
"  And  by  degrees  i*  fafhion'd  to  a  fin. 
"  Another,  as  he  catches  at  a  cord, 
"  Miffes  his  arms,  arid,  tumbling  bver-board, 
"   With  hi^  broad  fins  and  forky  tail  he  lave'i 
"  The  rififtg  furge;  and  flounces  in  he  wav«s, 
O  iij 
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"  Thus  z]\  my  crew  transform'*!,  around  thc~\ 

"  <h'P»  ( 

"  Or  dive  below,  or  on  the  furface  leap,  £ 

"  And  fpout  the  waves,  and  wanton  in  the  deep..) 
"  Full  nineteen  fillers  did  the  fhip  convey, 
"  A  {hole  of  nineteen  dolphins  round  her  play. 
"  I  only  in  my  proper  fhape  appear,  [fear, 

'*  Speechlefs    witli  wonder,   and  half   dead  with 
"  Till  Bacchus  kindly  bid  me  fear  no  more. 
"  With  him  I  landed  on  the  Chian  fhore, 
"  And  him  {hall  ever  gratefully  adore." 

V  This  forging  flave,"  faya   Pentheus,  "  would 

"  prevail 

"  O'er  our  juft  fury  by  a  far-fetch'd  talc; 
il  Go,  let  him  feel  the  whips,  the  fwords,  the  fire 
"  And  in  the  tortures  of  the  rack  expire." 
Th'  oflicicusfervants  hurry  him  away, 
And  the  poor  captive  in  a  dungeon  lay. 
But,  wJii.il  the  whij.s  and  tortures  are  prepar'd, 
The  gates  fly  cpen,  of  themfelves  unbarr'd; 
At  liberty  th'  unfetter'd  captive  (lands, 
And  flings  the  loofcn'd  fhackks  from  his  hands. 


THE  DEATH  OF  PENTHEUS. 

BUT  Pentheus,  grown  more  furious  than  before, 
Refolv'd  to  fend  his  meffengers  no  more, 
But  went  himfelf  to  the  diftraded  throng, 
Where  high  Cithrtron  echo'd  with  their  long. 
And  as  the  fiery  war-horfe  paws  the  ground, 
And  fnorts  and  trembles  at  the  trumpet's  found  ; 
Tranfported  thus  he  heard  the  frantic  rout, 
And  rav'd  and  madden'd  at  the  diftant  fhout. 

A  fpacious  circuit  on  the  hill  there  flood, 
Level  and  \vide,  and  flcirted  round  with  wood; 
Here  the  ralh  Pentheus,  with  unhallow'd  eyes, 
The  howling  dames  and  myftic  orgies  fpies. 
His  mother  flernly  view'd  him  where  he  itood, 
And  kindled  into  madnefs  as  foe  view'd  : 
Her  leafy  javelin  at  her  Ion  ihe  caft; 
And  cries,  "  The  boar  that  lays  our  country  wafte! 
"  The  boar,  tny  fitters  '.  aim  the  fatal  dart, 
"  And  ftrike  the  brindled  mor.ftcr  to  the  heart." 

Pentheus  aftcnifli'd  heard  the  difmal  found, 
A'id  fees  the  yelling  matrons  gathering  round ; 
He -fees,  and  weeps  at  his  approaching  fate, 
And  begs  for  mtrcy,  and  repents  tco  late. 
•'   Help,  help  !  my  aunt  Autcnoe,"  he  cry'd  ; 
•'  Remember  how  your  own  AcUxon  dy'd." 
Deaf  to  his  cries,  the  frantic  matron  crops 
One  ftretch'd-out  arm,  the  other  Ino  Ir.ps. 
In  vain  does  Pentheus  to  his  mother  fue, 
And  the  raw  bleeding  flurups  pre-fents  to  view  : 
His  mother  howl'd;    and,  and  hccdlcfs  of  his") 

prayer, 

Htr  trembling  hand  flic  twifted  in  his  hair, 
"  And  this,"  fl.e   tried,  "    {hall  be   Agave's 

"  fliare."  J 

When  from  the  neck  his  ftruggling  head  flic  tore, 
Ard  in  her  hands  the  ghaftly  vifage  bore, 
With  pleafure  all  the  hideous  trunk  iurvey  ; 
Then  pull'd  ai'd  tore  the  mangled  limbs  away, 
At  Itaitirg  iu  tliC  £irg*  of  death  it  lay. 


Soon  as  the  wood  its  leafy  honours  cads, 
Blown  off  and  fcatter'd  by  autumnal  blafb, 
With  fuch  a  fuddeu  death  lay  Pentheus  (lain, 
And  in  a  thoufand  pieces  ftrow'd  the  plain. 

By  fo  diftinguifhing  a  judgment  aw'd, 
The  Thebario  tremble,  and  confefs  the  god. 


THE   STORY  OF 


SALMACIS  AND  HERMAPHRODITUS. 
From  the  Fourth  Bttlc  »f  Ovld't  Metamorpbofts. 


How  Salmacis,  with  weak  enfeebling  ftreams, 
Softens  the  body,  and  unnerves  the  limbs, 
And  what  the  fecret  caufe,  fhall  here  be  fliown  ; 
The  caufe  is  fscret,  but  th*  efied  is  known. 

The-  Naiads  nuift  an  infant  heretofore, 
That  Cytherea  once  to  Hermes  bore  : 
Fri>m  both  th'  illuflrious  authors  of  his  race        ~\ 
The  child  was  nani'd  ;  nor  was  it  hard  to  trace  f 
Both  the   bright  parents  through  the  infant's  T 

face.  3 

When  fifteen  years,  in  Ida's  cool  retreat, 
The  boy  had  told,  he  left  his  native  feat, 
And  fought  freih  fountains  in  a  fe>reign  foil : 
The  pleafure  leflen'd  the  attending  toil. 
With  eager  fleps  the  Lycian  fields  he  croft, 
And  fields  that  border  on  the  Lycian  coaft  ; 
A  river  here  he  view'd  fo  lovely  bright, 
It  fhew'd  the  bottom  in  a  fairer  light, 
Nor  kept  a  fand  conceal'd  from  human  fight : 
The  ftream  produc'd  nor  flimy  ooze,  nor  weeds, 
Nor  miry  rufhes,  nor  the  Ipiky  reeds; 
But  dealt  enriching  moillure  all  around,  ~l 

The    fruitful    banks    with    cheerful     verdure  £ 

crown'd,  f 

And  kept  the  fpring  eternal  on  the  ground.        3 
A  nymph  prefides,  nor  pradtis'd  in  the  chace, 
Nor  {kilful  at  the  bow,  nor  at  the  race; 
Of  all  the  blue-eyed  daughters  of  the  main, 
The  only  ftrarger  to  Diana's  train  : 
Her  fifters  often,  as  'tis  faid,  wou'd  cry, 
"   Fy,  Salmacis,  what  always  idle  !  fy  ; 
"  Or  take  thy  quiver,  or  thy  arrows  feize, 
"  And  mix  the  toils  of  hunting  with  thy  eafe." 
Nor  quiver  {he  nor  arrows  e'er  would  feize, 
Nor  mix  the  toils  of  hunting  with  her  eafe. 
But  oft  would  bathe  her  in  the  chiyftal  tide, 
Oft  with  a  comb  her  dewy^ccks  divide  ; 
Now  in  the  limpid  ftreams  fhe  view'd  her  face, 
And  dreis'd  her  image  in  the  floating  glafs : 
On  beds  of  leaves  {he  now  repos'd  her  limb.«, 
Now  gather *d  flowers  that  grew  about  her  ftreams; 
And  then  by  chance  was  gathering,  as  fhe  flood 
I'o  view  the  boy,  and  long  for  v.  hat  {he  view'd. 
Fain  would  fhe  meet  the  youth  with  hafty  fect^ 
She  fain  would  meet  him,  but  refus'd  to  meet 
Before  her  looks  were  fet  with  niceft  care, 
And  w  ell  deferv'd  to  be  reputed  fair. 
"  Bright  youth,"  fhe  cries,  "  whom  all  thy  fca» 

"  tures  prove 

*'  A  god,  and,  if  a  god,  the  god  of  love  ; 
''  But  if  a  mortal,  bleft  thy  nurfe's  breaft  : 
»'  Bieft  are  thy  parents,  ar-d  thy  fillers  bleft; 
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*  But  oh  how  bleft  !  how  more  than  blcft  thy 

"  bride, 

"  AHy'd  in  blils, if  any  yet  ally'd. 
'.'   If  fo,  let  mine  the  ftol'a  enjoyments  be  ; 
"   If  not,  behold  a  willing  bride  in  me." 

The  boy  knew  nought  of  love,  and  touch'dwiih 

-fhame, 

He  ftrove,  and  blafht,  but  ftill  the  blufh  became ; 
In  riling  blufhes  ftill  frefli  beauties  rofe; 
The  funny  fide -of  fruit  fuch  bluthes  fhows, 
Aud  luch.thc  moon,  when  all  her  filver  white 
Turns  ineclipfes  to  a  ruddy  light.     ,. 
The  nymph  ftill  begs,  if  not  a  nobler  blifs, 
A  cold  falute  at  leaft,  a  fitter's  kifs  : 
And  now  prepares  to  take  the  lovely  boy 
JJetween  her  arms.     He,  innocently  coy, 
Replies,  "  Or  leave  me  to  myfelf  alone, 
V  You  rude  uncivil  ny*nph,  or  I'll  be  gone." 
'•   Fair  ftranger  then,"  fays  file,  "  it  ftjall  be  fo;" 
And,  for  fh,e  fear'd  his  threat,  fhe  feign 'd  to  go; 
But,  hid  within  a  covert's  neighbouring  green, 
She  kept  him  ftill  in  fight,  herfelf  unfeen. 
The  boy  now  fancies  all  the  danger  o'er, 
And  innocently  fj>ort;s  about  the  fhore ; 
Playful  and  wanton  to  the  ftream  he  trips, 
'And  dips  his  foot,  and  fhivers  as  he  dips. 
The  coolnefs  pleas'd  him,  and  with  eager  hafte 
His  airy  garments  on  the  banks  he  caft ; 
His  godlike  features,  and  his  heavenly  hue, 
And  all.  his  beauties,  were  expos' d  to  view. 
His  naked  limbs  the  nymph  with  rapture  fpics,"^ 
While  hotter  paffiuns  in  her  bofom  rife,  > 

Fiufh  in  her  checks,  and  tparkle  in  her  eyes.        J 
She  long«,  me  burns  to  clafp  him  in  her  arms, 
And  looks  and  fighs,  and  kindles  at  his  charm*. 

Now  all  undreft  upon  the  banks  he  ftood, 
And  clapt  his  fides,  and  leapt  into  ihe  flood  : 
His  lovely  limbs  the  lilver  waves  divide, 
His  limbs  apjjcar  more  lovely  through  the  tide  ; 
As  lilies  {hut  within  a  cryfial  cafe, 
Receive  a  gloffy  luftre  from  the  glafs. 


"  He's  mine,  he's  all  rcy  own."  the  Nai'ad  cries ; 

And  flings  oft"  all,  and  after  him  ihe  flies. 

And  now  fhe  fattens  on  him  as  he  fwims, 

A nd  holds  him  clule,  and  -wraps  about  his  limbs. 

The  more  the  boy  refifted,  and  was  coy, 

The  more  fhe  clafpt,  and  kift  the  itruggling  boy. 

So  when  the  wriggling  iiiake  is  fnatch'd  oil  high 

In  eagles  claws,  and  hiffes  in  the  iky, 

Around  the  foe  his  twirling  tail  he  flings, 

And  twifts  her  legs,  and  writhes  about  her  wingf. 

The  reliefs  boy  ftill  obftinately  ftrove 
To  free  himlelf,  and  ftill  refus'd  her  love. 
Amidft  bis  limbs  fhe  kept  her  limbs  intwin'd,     ~\ 
"  And  why,  coy  youth,"  flit  cries,  •'  why  thus£ 
"  unkind  ?  •  C 

*.'  Oh  may  the  gods  thus  keep  us  ever  join'd  !    3, 
".  Oh  may  we  never,  never  part  again  1" 
So  pray'd.the  nymph,  nor  did  fhe  pray  in  vain  ; 
For  now  (he  finds  him,  as  his  limbs  ihe  prdt, 
Grow  nearer  ftill,  and  nearer  to  her  breatr. ; 
Till,  piercing  each  the  other's  flefh,  they  run 
Together,  and  incorporate  in  one  : 
Laft  in  one  face  are  both  their  faces  join'd, 
As  when  the  flock  and  grafted  twig  combin'd 
Shoot  up  the  fame,  and  wear  a  common  rind  : 
Both  bodies  in  a  fingle  body  mix, 
A  fingle  body  with  a  double  fex. 

The  boy,  thus  loft  in  woman,  now  furvey'd 
The  river's  guiky  ftream,  and  thus  he  pray'd, 
(He  pray'd,  but  wonder'd  at  his  fof-ter  tone, 
Surpris'd  to  hear  a  voice  but  half  his  own) 
You  parent  gods,  whofe  heavenly  names  1  bear, 
Hear  your  Hermaphrodite,  and  grant  my  prayer- 
Oh  grant,   that  whomibe'er  theie  ftreams  con-'» 
tain,  / 

U  man  he  enter'd,  he  may  rife  again  T 

Supple,  unfinew'd,  and  but  half  a  man  '.  j 

The  heavenly  parents  anfvver'd,  from  on  high, 
Their  two-fhap'dfon,  the  double  votary; 
Then  gave  a  iecret  virtue  to  the  flood,  . 

And  ting'd  its  fource  to  make  his  wiflies  good. 


NOTES 

SOME  OFTHEFOREGOING;ST  ORiEsiNbviD's  METAMORPHOSES. 


ON  THE  STORY  OF  PHAETON. 

THE  ftory  of  Phaeton  is  told  with  a  greater  air 
of  maiefty  and  grandeur  than  any  other  in  all  O- 
vid.  It  is  indeed  the  moft  important  fubjtcl  he 
treats  of,  except  the  deluge;  and  I  cannot  but  be- 
Ijeve  that  this  is  the  confl.tgratbn  he  hints  at  hi 
«ic  fir  ft  book ; 


sf  Effe  quoque  in  fafcis  reminifcitur  affore  tempus 
''   Quo  mare,  quo  tcllus,  correptaque  regia  roeli 
"  Ardeat,  et  mundi  moks  cperofa  labofet;" 

(though  the  learned  apply  thofe  verfes  to  the  fu 
ture  burning  of  the  wo:  Id)  for  it  fully 


that 


..  it'  the 


O 


THE   WORKS   OF    ADDIS  ON. 


"  Coeli  miferere  tui,circumfpice  utrumque, 

"  Fumat  uterque  polus         " 

"  Fumat  uterque  polus"— comes  up  to  •*  correpta- 
"  que  regia  cceli"—  Befides,  it  is  Ovid's  cuftom  to 
prepare  the  render  for  a  following  ftory,  by  giv- 
ifig  fome  intimations  of  it  ih  a  foregoing  one, 
•jn'hich  was  more  particularly  neceffary  to  be  done 
before  he  led  us  into  fo  ftrange  a  (lory  as  this  he  is 
now  upon. 

P.  197.  col-  *.  1.  23.  For  in  the  portal,  ike.] 
"We  have  here  the  picture  of  the  univcrfc  drawn  m 
Kttle. 

«'  — BaljRnarnmque  premcntem 

»'  JEgeona  iuis  immania  terga  laccrtis." 

^Egeon  makes  a  diverting  figure  in  it. 

"  — Facies  non  omnibus  una, 

"  Nee  diverfa  tamen:  qualem  decet  efle  fororem." 

The  thought  is  very  pretty,  of  giving  Doris  and 
her  daughters  fuch  a  difference  in  their  looks  as  is 
watural  to  different  perfous,  and  yet  fuch  a  hkenefs 
as  fhewed  their  affinity. 

«'  Terra  viros,  urbefque  gent;  fylrafque,  ferafque, 
*'  Fluminaque,  et   nymphas,  ct   caetera   numina 
"  ruris." 

The  lefs  important  figures  are  well  huddled  toge 
ther  in  the  promiscuous  defcription  at  the  end, 
which  very  well  n-prefents  what  the  painters  call 
a  group. 

**  — Circum  caput  omne  micantes 

"  Depofuit  radios;  propiufque  accedcre  juflit." 

P  198.  c.  1. 1.  1 1.  And  flung  the  blaze,  &c.]  |t 
gives  us  a  great  image  of  Pheebus,  that  the  youth 
•was  forced  to  look  on  him  at  a  diftance,  and  not 
able  to  approach  him  until  he  had  Iain  afide  the 
circle  of  rays  that  caft  fuch  a  glory  about  his  head. 
And  indeed  we  may  every  where  obferve  in  Ovid, 
that  h?  never  fails  of  a  due  Icftinefs  in  his  ideas, 
though  he  wants  it  in  his  words.  And  this  I  think 
infinitely  better  than  to  have  fublime  exprefllons 
and  mean  thoughts,  which  is  generally  the  true 
character  of  Claudian  and  Statius.  Bur  this  is  not 
conlidered  by  them  who  run  down  Ovid  in  the 
grofs,  for  a  low  middle  way  of  writing.  What 
can  be  more  fimple  and  unadorned,  than  his  de 
fcription  rf  hiicclddus  in  the  iixth  hook  ? 

"  Nititur  ille  quidem,  pugnatque  refurgere  faepe, 
"  Dcxrra  fed  Aulonio  manus  eil  fubjedta  Peloro, 
"  Laeva,  Pachyne,  ;ibi,  Lilil'.seo  crura  prcmuntur, 
•*  Degravat  jitua  caput,  lub  qua  refupinUs  are- 

"  n,.s 
<{  Eje<3at,  flammamque  fero  vomit  6rc  Typhceus." 

.  Bur  the  in-age  we  have  here  is  truly  great  and 
luhlime,  of  a  giant  vomiting  out  a  temped  of  fire, 
and  heaving  up  all  Skily,  with  the  body  of  an 


ifland  upon  his  breaft,  and  a  vaft  promontory  4& 
either  arm. 

There  are  few  books  that  have  had  worfe  corri- 
mentators  on  them  than  Ovid's  Mctamorphoiet* 
Thofe  of  the  graver  fort  have  been  wholly  takeh 
up  in  the  Mythologies;  and  think  they  have  ap 
peared  very  judicious,  if  they  have  (hewn  us  out 
of  an  old  author  that  Ovid  is  miflaken  in  a  pedi 
gree,  or  has  turned  fuch  a  perfon  into  a  wolf  that 
ought  to  have  been  made  a  tiger.  Others  have 
employed  ihemfelves  on  what  never  entered  mtw 
the  poet's  thoughts,  in  adapting  a  dull  moral  (• 
every  ftrtry,  and  making  the  perfons  of  his  poem* 
to  be  only  nicknames  for  fuch  virtues  or  vices ; 
particularly  the  pious  commentator,  Alexander 
Rofs,  has  dived  deeper  into  i.ur  author's  defign 
than  any  of  the  reft;  for  he  difcovers  in  him  the 
greateft  myfteries  of  the  Chriftian  religion,  and 
lines  almoft  in  every  y>age  fome  typical  reprefenta- 
tion  of  the  world,  the  flefh,  and  the  devil.  But  if 
thefe  writers  have  gone  too  deep,  others  have  been 
wholly  employed  in  the  furface.moft  of  them  ferr- 
ing  only  .to  help  out  a  fchool-boy  in  the  conftruing 
part ;  or  if  they  go  out  of  their  way,  it  is  only  t* 
mark  mrt  the  gnomtc  of  the  author,  as  they  call 
them,  which  are  generally  the  heavicft  pieces  of 
a  poet,  diftinguifhed  from  the  reft  by  Italian  cha- 
radters.  The  bed  of  Ovid's  expofirors  is  he  that 
wrote  for  the  Dauphin's  ufe,  whe  has  very  well 
fliewn  the  meaning  of  the  author,  but  feldom  re 
flects  on  his  beauties  or  tmperfedinftt ;  for  in  moil 
places  he  rather  a<fts  the  geographer  than  the  cri 
tic,  and,  inftead  of  pointing  out  the  finenefs  of  a 
defcription,  only  tells  you  in  what  part  of  the 
world  the  place  is  fituated.  I  (hall  therefore  only 
confider  Ovid  finder  the  character  of  a  poet,  and 
endeavour  to  fliew  him  impartially,  without  the 
ufua!  prejudice  of  a  tranflator :  which  1  am  the 
more  willing  to  do,  becaufe  I  believe  fuch  a  com 
ment  would  give  the  reader  a  truer  tafte  of  poetry 
than  a  comment  <>n  any  other  poet  would  do;  for, 
in  reflecting  on  the  ancient  poets,  men  think  they 
may  venture  to  praife  all  they  meet  with  in  fomey 
and  fcarce  any  thing  in  others;  but  Ovid  is  confeft 
to  have  a  mixture  of  both  kinds,  to  have  fomtthing 
of  the  beft  and  worft  poefs,  aiid  by  confequence  t» 
be  the  faireft  fubjed  for  criticilm. 

Ibid.  c.  I.  1.  24.  My  fon,  fays  he,  &c.]  Phre- 
bus's  fpeech  is  very  nobly  ufher'd  in,  with  the 
"  Terque  quaterquc  concutiens  illuftre  caput" — 
and  well  represents  the  danger  and  difficulty  of 
the  undertaking  ;  but  that  which  is  its  peculiar 
beauty,  and  makes  it  truly  Ovid's,  is  the  repreltnt- 
ing  them  j.uil  as  a  father  would  to  his  young  fon ; 

"   Per  tamen  adverfi  gradieris  cornua  tauri, 
*'   Hsmonioique  arcus,  violentique  ora  leonis, 
"   Snevaque  circuitu  curvantem  brachia  longo 
"  Scorpion,  atque  aliter  curvantem  bralhia  can- 
"  crum" — 

for  one  while  he  fcares  him  with  bugbears  in  th< 
way, 

"  — Vafti  quoqne  redor  Olympi, 
'  Qui  fera  terribili  jaculetur  fulmin«  destra, 
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V  Non  agat  hos  currus ;  et  quid  Jove  majus  ha- 

"  betur  ?" 

"  Deprecor  hoc  unum  quod  vero  nomine  pcena, 
V  Non  honor  eft.     Poenam,  Phaeton,  pro  munere 

"  pofcis." 

And  in  other  places  perfectly  tattles  like  a  father, 
which  by  the  way  makes  the  length  of  the  fpeech 
Tery  natural,  and  concludes  with  all  the  fondneis 
and  concern  of  a  tender  parent. 

«  — Patrio  pater  effe  mctu  probor;  afpice  vul- 

"  tus 

"  Ecce  meos  :  utinamque  oculos  in  peftore  poffes 
"  Inierere  *&  patrias  intus  deprendere  curas  '.  &c." 

P.  198.  c.  a.  1.  ^f.  A  golden  axle,  &c.j  Ovid 
has  more  turns  and  repetitions  in  his  words  than 
any  of  the  Latin  poets,  which  are  always  wonder 
fully  eafy  and  natural  in  him.  The  repetition  of 
Aureus,  and  the  tranfition  to  Argenteus,  in  the  de- 
fcription  of  the  chariot,  give^thcle  verfes  a  great 
iwectnefs  and  majefty  : 

'*  Aureus  axis  erat,  tcmo  aureus,  aurea  fummat 
"  Curvatura  rots ;  radiorum  argenteus  ordo." 

Ibid.  c.  a.  1.  5  a.  Drive  them  not  on  direftly, 
ice.]  Several  have  endeavoured  to  vindicate  Ovid 
againft  the  old  objection,  that  he  miftakes  the  an 
nual  for  the  diurnal  motion  of  the  fun.  The  Dau 
phin's  notes  tell  us  that  Ovid  knew  very  will  the 
fun  did  not  pafs  through  all  the  figns  he  names  in 
one  day,  but  that  he  makes  Phoebus  mention  them 
<nly  to  frighten  Phaeton  from  the  undei  taking, 
But  though  this  may  anfwcr  for  what  Phoebus  lays 
in  his  firft  fpeech,  it  cannot  from  what  is  faid  in 
this,  where  he  is  actually  giving  directions  for  his 
journey,  and  plainly 

*c  Sedlus  in  obliquum  eft  lato  curvamine  limes, 
"   Zonarumque  trium  contentus  fine  plomumque 
"  tffugit  auftralem,  juntftamque  aquionibus  Arc- 
"  ton," 

iefcribe*  the  motion  through  all  the  zodiac. 

P.  199.  c.  I.  1.  5.  And  not  my  chariot,  &c.] 
Ovid's  verfe  i*,  "  Confiliis  non  curribus  utere  nof- 
"  tris."  This  way  of  joining  two  fuch  different 
ideas  as  chariot  and  couniel  to  the  fame  verb,  is 
mightly  ufed  by  Ovid  ;  but  is  a  very  low  kind  of 
wit  and  has  always  in  it  a  mixture  of  pun,  becaufe 
the  verb  muft  be  taken  in  a  different  fenfe  when  it 
is  joined  with  one  of  the  things,  from  what  it  has 
in  conjunction  with  the  other.  Thus  in  the  end 
of  this  ftory  he  tells  you  that  Jupiter  flung  a  thun- 
derboh  at  Phaeton — "  Pariterque,  anim?que,  ro- 
"  tifque  expulit  aurigam,"  where  he  makes  a  forced 
piece  of  Latin  ("  auinix  expulit  aurigsm")  that 
he  may  couple  the  foul  and  the  wheels  to  the  fame 
verb. 

Ibid.  c.  i.  1.  30.  The  youth  was  in  a  maze, 
&c.]  It  is  impcffible  for  a  man  to  be  drawn  in  a 
grearer  confution  than  Phaeton  is;  but  the  ami 
"hffi;  vf  light  a.ud  darlw.'ul*  a  little  fattens  the  dc- 


tt* 

fcription.  "  Suntque  oculls  tenebrse  per  tantum 
"  lumen  obortae." 

P.  199.  c.  i.  1.  33.  Then  the  feven  ftars,  &c.] 
I  wonder  none  of  Ovid's  commentators  have  taken 
notice  of  the  overfight  he  has  committed  in  this 
verfe,  where  he  makes  the  Triones  grow  warm 
before  there  was  ever  fuch  a  fign  in  the  heavens  ; 
for  he  tells  us  in  this  very  book,  that  Jupiter 
turned  Califto  into  this  conftellation,  after  he  had 
repaired  the  ruins  that  Phaeton  had  made  in  the 
world. 

Ibid.  c.  a.  1.  24  Athos  and  Tmoltis,  &c.J 
Ovid  has  here,  after  the  way  of  the  old  poets,  gi 
ven  vs  a  catalogue  of  the  mountains  and  rivers 
which  were  burnt.  BuVthat  I  might  not  tire  the 
Englifh  reader  I  have  left  out  fome  of  them  that 
make  no  figure  in  the  defcripuon,  and  inverted 
the  order  of  the  reft  according  as  the  fmoothnefa 
ef  my  verfe  required. 

P.  199  c.  a.  1.  49.  'Twas  then,  they  fay,  the 
fwarthy  Moor,  &c.]  This  is  the  only  metamorpho- 
fis  in  all  this  long  ftory,  which,  contrary  to  cuf- 
tom,  is  inferted  in  the  rriddle  of  it.  The  critics 
may  determine  whether  what  follows  it  be  not 
too  great  an  excurfion  in  him  who  propofea  it  as 
his  whole  defign  to  let  us  know  the  change*  of 
things  I  dare  fay  that,  if  Ovid  had  not  religi- 
oufly  obferved  the  reports  of  the  ancient  mytho- 
logiits,  we  fhould  have  feen  Phaeton  turned  into 
fome  creature  or  other  that  hatss  the  light  of  the 
fun  ;  or  perhaps  into  an  eagle,  that  ft  ill  takes  plea* 
fure  to  gaze  on  it. 

P.  zoo.  c.i.l  8.  The  frighted  Nile,  &c.]  Ovid 
has  made  a  great  many  pleafant  images  towards 
atter  end  of  his  ftory.  His  verfes  on  the 


"  Nilus  in  eitremum  fugit  perterrirus  orbem, 

"  Occuiuitque  caput,  quod  adhuc  latet  :  oftia  fep- 

"  tern 
"  Pulverulenta  vacant,  feptem  fine  flumine  valles." 

are  as  noble  as  Virgil  could  have  written  ;  but 
then  he  ought  not  to  have  mentioned  the  channel 
of  the  fea  afterwards, 

"  Mare  contrahitur,  Cccaque  eft  campus  arenae," 

bccaufe  tfie  thought  is  too  near  the  other.  The 
image  of  the  Cyclsudes  is  a  very  pretty  one  ; 

"  —  Quos  ahum  texerat  acquor 

"  Exinunt  monies,  <t  1'parfas  Cycladas  augent." 

But  to  tell  us  that  the  fwans  grew  warm  in  Cay- 
ftcr, 

"  —  Medio  volucres  caluere  Cayftro," 
and  that  the  dolphins  durft  not  leap, 

"  Ne  fe  fuper  aequora  curvi 

"  Tollerc  coniuetas  audent  Delphines  in  auras," 

is  intolerably  trivial  on  fo  great  a  fubjeft  as  the 
bur/nog  of  the  world. 
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P.  aoo.  c.  I.  1.  30.  The  earth  at  length,  &c.] 
We  have  here  a  fpeech  of  the  earth,  which  will 
doubtlefs  feem  very  unnatural  to  an  Englifh 
reader.  It  is,  I  believe,  the  boldeft  profopopoeia 
of  any  in  the  old  poets;  or,  if  it  were  never  fo 
natural,  I  cannot  but  think  fhe  fpeaks  too  much 
it  any  realbn  for  one  in  her  condition. 

ON  EUROPA'S  RAPE. 

P.  206.  c.  i.  1.  9.  The  dignity  of  empire,  &c.] 
This  ftory  is  prettily  told,  and  very  well  brought 
in  by  thofe  two  ierious  lines, 

«'  Non  beneconveniunt,  nee  in  una  fede  morantur, 
"  Majeftas  et  Amor.     Sceptri  gravitate  relicta, 
"  &c." 

without  which  the  whole  fable  would  have  ap 
peared  very  profane. 

Ibid.  c.  4.  1.  49.  The  frighted  nymph  looks, 
&.c.]  This  consternation  and  behaviour  of  Eu- 
ropa, 

"  — Elufam  defignat  imagine  tauri 

"  Europen  :  verum  taurum,  freta  vera  putaras. 

• '  Ipfa  videbatur  terras  fpectare  relictas, 

"  Et  comttcs  clamare  fuos,  tactumque  vereri 

"  Aflilientis  aquae,  timidafque  reducere  plantas," 

it  better  defcribed  in  Arachne's  picture  in  the 
fixth  book,  than  it  is  here ;  and  in  the  beginning 
of  Tatius's  Clitophon  and  Leucippe,  than  in  either 
place.  It  is  indeed  ufual  among  the  Latin  poets 
(who  had  more  art  and  reflection  than  the  Gre 
cian)  to  take  hold  of  all  opportunities  to  defcribe 
the  picture  of  any  place  or  action,  which  they 
generally  do  better  than  they  could  the  place  or 
action  itfelf;  becaufe  in  the  deicription  of  a 'pic 
ture  you  have  a  double  fubjeft  before  you,  either 
to  defcribe  the  picture  iticli,  or  what  is>  reprafcnt- 
«d  in  it. 


ON  THE  STORIES  IN  THE  THIRD  BOOK. 

FAB.    I. 

THERE  is  fo  great  a  variety  in  the  arguments  of 
the  Metamorphofes,  that  he  who  would  treat  of 
them  rightly,  ought  to  be  a  mafter  of  all  ftyles, 
and  every  different  way  of  writing.  Ovid  indeed 
fliows  himfelf  moft  in  a  familiar  ftory,  where  the 
chief  grace  is  to  be  eafy  and  natural;  but  wants 
neither  ftrength  of  thought  nor  expreflion,  when 
he  endeavours  after  it,  in  the  more  fubhme  and 
manly  fubjects  of  his  poem.  In  the  prefent  fable, 
the  ferpent  is  terribly  defcribed,  and  his  beha 
viour  very  well  imagined  ;  the  actions  of  both 
parties  in  the  encounter  are  natural,  and  the  lan 
guage  that  reprcfents  them  more  ftrong  and  maf- 
culinc  than  what  we  ufually  meet  with  in  this 
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poet  :  if  there  be  any  faults  in  the  narration, 
they  arc  thefe,  perhaps,  which  follow  : 

P.  107.  c.  z.  1.  10.  Spire  above  fyire,  &c.]  Ovid, 
to  make  his  ferpent  more  terrible,  and  to  raifc 
the  character  of  his  champion,  has  given  too 
great  a  ioofe  to  his  imagination,  and  exceeded  all 
the  bounds  of  probability.  He  tells  us,  that  when 
he  railed  up  but  half  his  body,  he  overlooked  a 
tall  foreft  of  oaks,  and  that  his  whole  body  was 
as  large  as  that  of  the  ferpent  in  the  ftcies.  None 
but  a  madman  would  have  attacked  fuch  a  mon- 
fter  as  this  is  defcribed  to  be ;  nor  cdn  we  have 
any  notion  of  a  mortal's  (landing  ag.unft  him. 
Virgil  is  not  afhamcd  of  making  ./Eneas  fly  and 
tremble  at  the  fight  of  a  far  lefs  formidable  foe, 
where  he  gives  us  the  defcription  of  Polyphemus, 
in  the  third  book ;  he  knew  very  well  that  a 
monfter  was  not  a  proper  enemy  for  his  hero 
to  encounter  :  but  we  fhnuld  certainly  have  ken 
Cadmus  hewing  down  the  Cyclops  had  he  fal 
len  in  Ovid's  way ;  or  if  Statius's  little  Tydeiw 
had  been  thrown  on  Sicily,  it  is  probable  he 
would  not  have  fpared  one  of  the  whole  brother 
hood. 

"  — Phoenicas,  five  illi  tela  parabant, 

"  Sive  fugam,  five  ipfe  timer  prohibebat  utrumque} 

"  Occupat : — "_ 

P.  207.  c.  ^.  ].  17.  In  vain  the  Tynans,  &c.} 
The  poet  could  not  keep  up  his  narration  afl 
along,  In  the  grandeur  and  magnificence  of  an 
heroic  ftyle  :  he  has  here  funk  into  the  flatnefs  of 
profe,  where  he  tells  us  the  behaviour  of  the  Ty 
rians  at  the  fight  of  (he  ferpent : 

"  — Tegimen  direpta  leoni 
"  Pcllis  erat ;  telum  fplendenti  lancea  fcrro, 
"  Et  jaculum;   teloque  animus  prafta'ntior  onv 
"  ni;"— 

and  in  a  few  lines  after  lets  drop  the  majefly  of 
his  verfe,  for  the  fake  of  one  of  his  little  turns. 
How  does  he  languifh  in  that  which  feems  a  la-i 
boured  line  !  "  Triftia  fanguinea"  lambentem  vul- 
"  nera  lingua."  And  what  pains  does  he  take  to 
exprefs  the  ferpent's  breaking  the  force  ef  the 
ftroke,  by  fhrinking  back  from  it '. 

"  Sed  leve  vulnus  erat,  quia  fe  retrahebat  ab  idu, 
"  Lrzfaque  colla  dabat  retro,  plagamque  frdert 
"  Credendo  fecit,  nee  longifts  ire  fiucbat." 

P.  208.  c.  I.I.  36.  And  flings  the  future,  &c.] 
The  defcription  of  the  men  rifing  out  of  the 
ground  is  as  beautiful  a  paffage  as  any  in  Ovid. 
It  ftrikes  the  imagination  very  ftrongly ;  we  fee 
their  motion  in  the  firft  part  of  it,  and  their  mul 
titude  in  the  "  Meffis  virorum"  at  laft. 

Ibid.  c.  I.  1.  41.  The  breathing  harveft,  &c. 
"  Meffis  clypeata  virorum."  The  beauty  in 
thefe  words  would  have  been  greater,  had  onljr 
"  Meflis  virorum"  been  expreffed  without  "  cljr- 
"  peata;"  for  the  reader's  mind  would  have  been 
delighted  with  two  fuCh  different  ideas  com- 


TRANSLATIONS. 


founded  together,  but  can  fcarce  attend  to  fuch, a 
complete  image  as  is  made  out  of  all  three. 

This  way  of  mixing  two  different  ideas  toge 
ther  in  one  image,  as  it  is  a  great  furprife  to  the 
reader,  is  a  great  beauty  in  poetry,  if  there  be 
fufficient  ground  for  it  in  the  nature  of  the  thing 
that  is  defcribed.  The  Latin  poets  are  very  full  of 
it,  efpecially  the  worft  of  them  ;  for  the  more 
correct:  ufe  it  but  fparingly,  as  inded  the  nature  of 
things  will  feldom  afford  a  juft  occafion  for  it. 
When  any  thing  we  defcribe  has  accidentally  in  it 
fome  quality  that  feems  repugnant  to  its  nature, 
or  is  very  extraordinary  and  uncommon  in  things 
of  that  fpecics,  fiich  a  compound  image  as  we  are 
BOW  fpeaking  of  is  made,  by  turning  this  quality 
into  an  epithet  of  what  we  defcribe.  Thus  Clau- 
dian,  having  got  a  hollow  ball  of  cryftal,  with 
water  in  the  mid  ft:  of  it,  for  his  fubject,  takes  the 
advantage  of  confidering  the  cryftal  as  hard,  fto- 
ry,  precious  water,  and  the  water  as  foft,  fluid, 
imperfect  cryftal  ;  and  thus  fports  off  above  a  do 
zen  epigrams,  in  letting  his  words  and  ideas  at 
variance  among  one  another.  He  has  a  great 
many  beauties  of  this  nature  in  him ;  but  he  gives 
hitnfelf  up  fo  much  to  this  way  of  writing,  that 
a  man  may  eafily  know  where  to  meet  with  them 
when  he  fees  his  fubject,  and  often  {trains  fo  hard 
for  them,  that  he  many  times  makes  his  dcfcrip- 
tions  bombaftic  and  unnatural,  What  work  would 
he  have  made  with  Virgil's  golden  bough,  had  he 
been  to  defcribe  it  ?  We  fhould  certainly  have 
feen  the  yellow  bark,  golden  fprouts,  radiant 
leaves,  blooming  metal,  branching  gold,  and  all 
•the  quarrels  that  could  have  been  raifed  between 
words  of  fuch  different  natures :  when  we  fee 
Virgil  contented  with  his  "  Auri  frojidentis;" 
and  what  is  the  fame,  though  much  finer  expreff- 
ed — "  Frondefcit  virga  metallo."  This  compofi- 
tion  of  different  ideas  is  often  met  with  in  a  whole 
fetitence,  where  circumftances  are  happily  recon 
ciled  that  feem  wholly  foreign  to  each  other ;  and 
is  often  found  among  the  Latin  poets  (for  trie 
Greeks  wanted  art  for  it),  in  their  defctiptions  of 
pictures,  images,  dreams,  apparitions,  metamor- 
phofes,  and  the  like ;  where  they  bring  together 
two  fuch  thwatting  ideas,  by  making  one  part  of 
their  descriptions  relate  to  the  representation,  and 
the  other  to  the  thing  that  is  reprefented.  Of  this 
nature  is  that  verfe,  which,  perhaps,  is  the  wittieft 
in  Virgil;  "  Attollens  humeris  famamque  et  fata 
•'  nepotum,"  JEn.  viii.,  where  he  deicnbes  ./Eneas 
carrying  on  his  fhoulders  the  reputation  ai:d  for 
tunes  of  his  pofterity ;  which,  though  very  odd 
and  furprifmg,  is  plainly  made  out,  when  we  con- 
fider  how  thefe  difagreeing  ideas  are  reconciled, 
and  his  pofterity's  fame  and  fate  made  portable  by 
being  engraven  on  the  fhield.  Thus,  when  Ovid 
tells  us  that  Pallas  tore  in  pieces  Arachne's  work, 
where  (he  had  embroidered  all  the  rapes  that  the 
gods  had  committed,  he  fays — "  Rupic  cceleftia 
"  crimina."  I  fhall  conclude  this  tedious  reflec 
tion  with  an  excellent  ftroke  of  this  nature  out  ef 
Mr.  Montague's  *  Poem  to  the  King ;  where  he 

»  Afterwards  E»rt  of  Hali&x. 


tells  us  how  the  King  of  France  would  have  been 
celebrated  by  his  fubjects,  if  he  had  ever  gained 
fuch  an  honourable  wound  as  King  William's  at 
the  fight  of  the  Boyne  : 

"  His  bleeding  arm  had  furnifh'd  all  their  rooms, 
"  And  run  for  ever  purple  in  the  looms." 


FAB.     II. 

P.  ac8.  c.  a.  I.  i.  Here  Cadmus  reign'd.]  This 
is  a  pretty  folemn  tranfition  to  the  ftory  of  Ac 
tion,  which  is  all  naturally  told.  The  goddefr 
and  her  maids  undreffing  her,  are  defcribed  with 
diverting  circumftances.  Action's  flight,  confu- 
fion,  and  griefs,  are  paflionately  reprefented ;  but 
it  is  pity  the  whole  narration  fhould  be  fo  care- 
lefbly  clofed  up. 

"  — Ut  abeffe  queruntur, 
"  Nee  capere  oblata:  fegnem  fpectacula  prad«e. 
'•'  Vellet  abeffe  quidem,  fed  adeft,velletque  videre, 
"  Non  etiam  fentire,  canum  fera  facta  fuorum." 

P.  ao9-  c.  I.  1.  40.  A  generous  pack,  &c.]  I 
have  not  here  troubled  myfelf  to  call  over  Ac- 
tason's  pack  of  dog's  in  rhyme:  Spot  and  White- 
foot  make  but  a  mean  figure  in  heroic  verfe  ;  and 
the  Greek  names  Ovid  ufes  would  found  a  great 
deal  worfe.  He  clofes  up  his  own  catalogue 
with  a  kind  of  a  jeft  on  it :  "  Quofque  referre 
"  mora  eft" — which,  by  the  way,  is  too  light  and 
full  of  humour  for  the  other  ferious  parts  of  this 
ftory. 

This  way  of  inferting  catalogues  of  proper 
names  in  their  poems,  the  Latins  took  from  the 
Greeks  ;  but  have  made  them  more  pleafing  than, 
thole  they  imitate,  by  adapting  fo  many  delightful 
characters  to  their  perfons  names ;  in  which  part 
Ovid's  copioufnef*  of  invention,  and  great  infight 
into  nature,  has  given  him  the  precedence  to  all 
the  poets  that  ever  came  before  or  after  him.  The 
finoothnefs  of  our  Englifh  verfe  is  too  much  loft 
by  the  repetition  of  proper  names,  which  is  other- 
wife  very  natural,  and  abfolutely  neceffary  in  fome 
cafes ;  as  before  a  battle  to  raife  in  our  minds  an 
anfwerable  expectation  of  the  events,  and  a  lively 
idea  of  the  numbers  that  are  engaged.  For,  had 
Homer  or  Virgil  only  told  us  in  two  or  three  lines 
before  their  fights,  that  there  were  forty  thoufand 
of  each  fide,  our  imagination  could  not  poffibly 
have  been  fo  affected,  as  when  we  fee  every  leader 
fingled  out,  and  every  regiment  in  a  manner  drawn 
up  before  our  eyes.  • 

FAB.     III. 

P.  aoo.  c.  a.  1.  24.  How  Semele,  &c  ]  This  is  one 
of  Ovid's  finifhed  ftorics.  The  tranfition  to  it  is 
proper  and  unforced  :  Juno,  in  her  two  fpeeches, 
acts  incomparably  well  the  parts  of  a  refenting 
goddefs  and  a  tattling  nurfe  :  Jupiter  makes  a  very 
majeftk  figure  with  his  thunder  and  lightning,  but 
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1t  la  ftill  fuch  a  one  as  fhews  who  drew  it ;  for  who 
does  not  plainly  difcover  Ovid's  hand  in  the 


Qua  tamen  ufque  poteft,  vires  fibi  deniere  tcntat. 
Nee,  quo  centimanum  dejicerit  igne  Typhcea, 
Nunc,  arniatur  eo  :  nimium  feritatis  in  illo. 
Eft  aliud  levins  fulmen,  cili  dextra  Cyclopum, 
Sxvitiae  flammxque  minus,  minus  addidit  ir.x  ; 
Tela  fecunda  vocwit  fuperi." 


P.  109.  c. a.  1.  54.  'Tis  well,  fays  flic,  &c.]  Virgil 
has  made  a  Beroe  of  one  of  his  goddeflcs  in  the 
fifth  ^neid ;  but  if  we  compare  the  fpeech  fhe 
•here  makes  with  that  of  her  name-fake  in  this 
ftory,  we  may  find  the  genius  of  each  poet  difco- 
vering  itfelf  in  the  language  of  the  nurfe  :  Virgil's 
Iris  could  not  have  fpoken  more  majeftically  in  her 
«wn  (hape ;  but  Juno  is  fo  much  altered  from  her- 
felf  in  Ovid,  that  the  goddefs  is  quite  loft  in  the 
eld  woman. 


FAB.    V. 

P.2H.  c.i. 1.13.  She  can't  begin,  &c.]  If  playing 
•n  words  be  excuiable  in  any  poem,  it  is  in  this, 
where  Echo  is  a  fpeaker;  but  it  is  fo  mean  a  kind 
«f  wit,  thaf,  if  it  deferves  excufe,  it  can  claim  no 
•lore. 

Mr.  Locke,  in  his  Eflay  of  Human  Underftand- 
ing,  ha-  given  us  the  beft  account  of  wit,  in  ftiort, 
that  can  any  where  be  met  with.  "  Wit,"  fays 
he,  "  lies  in  the  affemblage  of  ideas,  and  putting 
"  thofe  together  with  quieknefs  and  variety, 
"  wherein  can  be  found  any  refemblance  or  con- 
"  gruity,  thereby  to  make  up  pleafant  pictures  and 
"  agreeable  vifions  in  the  fancy."  Thus  does  true 
wir,  as  this  incomparable  author  obferves,  generally 
eonfift  in  the  likenefs  of  ideas,  and  is  more  or  lefs 
wit,  as  this  likenefs  in  ideas  is  more  furprifing  and 
•unexpected.  But  as  true  wit  is  nothing  elfe  but  a 
fi militude  in  ideas,  fo  is  falfe  wit  the  fimilitude  in 
words,  whether  it  lies  in  the  likenefs  of  letters  only, 
zs  in  anagram  and  acroftic ;  or  of  fyllables,  as  in 
doggrel  rhymes;  or  in  whole  words,  as  puns, 
echoes,  and  the  like.  Befules  thefe  two  kinds  of 
falfe  and  true  wit,  there  is  another  of  a  middle  na 
ture,  that  has  fomething  of  both  in  it. — when  in 
two  ideas  that  have  fome  refemblance  with  each 
other,  and  are  both  expreffcd  by  the  fame  word, 
we  make  ufe  of  the  ambiguity  of  the  word  tofpeak 
that  of  one  idea  included  under  it,  which  is  proper 
to  the  other.  Thus,  for  example,  moft  languages 
nave  hit  on  the  word,  which  properly  fignifies  fire, 
to  exprefs  love  by  (and  therefore  we  may  be  fore 
there  is  fome  refemblance  in  the  ideas  mankind 
have  of  them)  ;  from  hence  the  witty  poets  of  all 
languages,  when  they  once  have  called  love  a  fire, 
confidtr  it  LO  longer  as  the  paflion,  but  fpeak  of  it 
under  the  notion  of  a  real  fire ;  and,  as  the  turn 
ef  wit  requires,  make  the  fame  word  in  the  fame 
femence  {land  for  either  of  the  ideas  that  is  an- 
.aexed  to  it.  When  Qvid's  Apollo  falls  in  love,  he 
burns  with  a  new  flame;  when  the  lea- nymphs 
Junguifh  with  this  paflion,  they  kindle  in  the  water  j- 

•3,  * 


the  Greek  cpigrammatift  fell  in  love  with  one  that 
flung  a  fnow-ball  at  him,  and  therefore  takes  oc-> 
cafion  to  admire  how  fire  could  be  thus  concealed 
in  fnow.  In  fhort,  whenever  the  poet  feels  any 
thing  in  this  love  that  refembles  fomething  in  fire, 
he  carries  on  this  agreement  into  a  kind  of  allego 
ry  ;  but  if,  as  in  the  preceding  inftances,  he  finds 
any  circumftances  in  his  love  contrary  to  the  na 
ture  of  fire,  he  calls  his  love  a  fire,  and  by  joining 
this  circtimftance  to  it,  furprifes  his  reader  with  a 
feeming  contradiction.  I  (hould  not  have  dwelt  fo 
long  on  this  inftancc,  had  it  not  been  fo  frequent 
in  Ovid,  who  is  the  greateft  admirer  of  this  mixt 
wit  of  all  the  ancients,  as  our  Cowley  is  among  the 
moderns.  Homer,  Virgil,  Horace,  and  the  greateft 
poets  fcorned  it ;  as  indeed  it  is  only  fit  for  epi 
gram,  and  little  copies  of  vcrfes  :  one  would  won 
der  therefore  how  fo  fublime  a  genius  as  Milton 
could  fometimes  fall  into  it,  in  fuch  a  work  as  an 
epic  poem.  But  we  muft  attribute  it  to  his  hu 
mouring  the  vicious  taftc  of  the  age  he  lived  in, 
and  the  falfe  judgment  of  our  unlearned  Englifh. 
readers  in  general,  who  have  few  of  them  a  relifh 
of  the  more  mafculine  and  noble  beauties  of 
poetrjr. 

FAB.     Vt. 

Ovid  feems  particularly  pleafed  with  the  fubjeft 
of  this  ftory,  but  has  notoriously  fallen  into  a  fault 
he  is  often  taxed  with,  of  not  knowing  when  he 
has  faid  enough,  by  his  endeavouring  to  excel. 
How  has  he  turned  and  twifted  that  one  thought 
of  Narciflus's  being  the  perfon  beloved,  and  the 
lover  toe  ? 

"  CunsStaque  miratur  qtiibus  eft  mirabilis  ipfe. 

"  — Qui  probat,  ipfe  probatur. 

"  Dumque   petit  petitur,  pariterqtie  incendit  et 

"  ardet, 

"  Atque  oculos  i<iem  qui  decipit  incitat  error. 
"  Perque  oculos  peril  ipfe  fuos — 
"  Uror    amore    mei,    flammas    mofveoquc    fero- 

"  que,"  &c. 

But  we  cannot  meet  with  a  better  inftance  of  the 
extravagance  and  wamortnefsof  Ovid's  fancy,'  than 
in  that  particular  circumftance  at  the  end  of  the 
ftory,  of  Narciflus's  gazing  on  his  face  after  death 
in  the  Stygian  waters.  The  defign  was  very  bold, 
or'  making  a  boy  fall  in  love  with  himfelf  here  on. 
earth ;  but  to  torture  him  with  the  fame  paflion 
after  death,  and  not  to  let  his  pkoft  reft  in  quiet, 
was  intolerably  cruel  and  uncharitable. 

F.  ail.  c.  I.  1.41.  But  whilil  within,  &c.] 
"  Dumque  fitim  fedare  cupit  fids  altera  crevit." 
We  have  here  a  touch  of  that  mixed  wit  I  havr 
before  fpoken  of;  but  1  think  the  mealure  of  pun 
in  it  out-weighs  the  true  wit ;  for  if  we  exprefs  the 
thought  in  other  words  the  turn  is  almoft  loft.  This 
paffage  of  Narciflus  probably  gave  Milton  the  hint 
of  applying  it  to  Eve,  though  I  think  her  furprife, 
at  the  fight  of  her  own  face  in  the  water,  far  more 
juil  and  natural  than  this  of  Narciffus.  She  was 
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a  raw  mnexperieneed  being,  juft  created,  and  there 
fore  might  eafily  be  fubje&  to  the  delufion ;  but 
Narciffus  had  been  in  the  world  fixteen  years,  was 
brother  and  fon  to  the  water-nymphs,  and  there 
fore  to  be  fuppofed  converfant  with  fountains  long 
before  this  fatal  miftake.  . 

P.  air.  c.  a.  1.  i».  You  trees,  fays  he,  &c.] 
Ovid  is  very  juftly  celebrated  for  the  paflionate 
fpeeches  of  his  poem.  They  have  generally  abun 
dance  of  nature  in  them,  but  I  leave  it  to  better 
judgments  to  confider  whether  they  are  not  often 
too  witty  and  too  tedious.  The  poet  never  cares 
for  fmothering  a  good  thought  that  comes  in  his 
way,  and  never  thinks  he  can  draw  tears  enough 
from  his  reader:  by  which  means  our  grief  is 
cither  diverted  or  fpent  before  we  come  to  his  con- 
el  ufion  ;  for  we  cannot  at  the  fame  time  be  delight 
ed  with  the  wit  of  the  poet,  and  concerned  for  the 
perfon  that  fpeaks  it ;  and  a  great  critic  has  admi 
rably  well  obfcrved,  "  Lamentationes  debent  efle 
"  breves  et  concifae,  nam  lacryma  fubito  excrefcit, 
"  et  difficile  et  Auditorem  vel  Le&orem  in  fummo 
"  animi  afFeclu  diu  tenere."  Would  any  one  ia 
Narciffus's  condition  have  cried  out — "  Inopem  me 
"  copia  fecit  ?"  Or  can  any  thing  be  more  un 
natural  than  to  turn  off  from  his  forrows  for  the 
fake  of  a  pretty  reflexion  ?  ' 

"  O  utinam  noftro  fecedere  corpore  poflem '. 
"  Votum  in  amante  novum, ;  vellem,  quod  ama- 
"  mus,  abeflet." 

None,  I  fuppofe,  can  be  much  grieved  for  one  that 
is  fo  witty  on  his  own  afflictions.  But  I  think  we 
may  every  where  obferve  in  Ovid,  that  he  em 
ploys  his  invention  more  than  his  judgment;  and 
ipeaks  all  the  ingenious  things  that  can  be  faid  on 
the  fubjecT:,  rath«=r  than  thofe  which  are  particu 
larly  proper  to  the  perfon  and  circumftances  of  the 
Speaker. 


FAB.    VII. 


P.  a  I*,  c.  *,  1.  3.  When  Pentheus  thus,  &c.| 
There  is  a  great  deal  of  fpirit  and  fire  in  thi» 
fpeech  of  Pentheus,  but  I  believe  none  befide  Ovid 
would  have  thought  of  the  transformation  of  the 
ferpent's  teeth  for  an  incitement  to  the  Thebang 
courage,  when  he  defires  them  not  to  degenerate 
from  their  great  forefather  the  Dragon,  and  draw* 
a  parallel  between  the  behaviour  of  them  both. 

Efte,  precor,  memores,  qua  fitis  ftirpe  creati, 
llliufque  animos,  qui  multos  perdidit  unus, 
Sumite  ferpcntis  :  pro  fontibus  ille,  lacuque 
Interiit,  at  vos  pro  fama  vincite  veftra. 
Ille  dedit  letho  fortes,  vos  pellite  molles, 
Et  patrium  revocate  decus." 

FAB.    VIII. 

The  ftory  of  Accetes  has  abundance  of  nature  i« 
all  the  parts  of  it,  as  well  in  the  defcription  of  hi* 
own  parentage  and  employment,  as  in  that  of  the: 
failors  characters  and  manners.  But  the  fliort 
fpeeches  fcattered  up  and  down  in  it,  which  make 
the  Latin  very  natural,  cannot  appear  fo  well  in 
our  language,  which  is  much  more  ftubborn  and. 
unpliant ;  and  therefore  are  but  as  fo  many  nibs  im 
the  ftory,  that  are  ftill  turning  the  narration  out  of 
its  proper  courfe.  The  transformation  at  the  latter 
end  is  wonderfully  beautiful. 

FAB.    IX. 

Ovid  has  two  very  good  fimilies  on  Pentheus, 
where  he  compares  him  to  a  river  in  a  former' 
ftory,  and  to  a  war-h,orfe  in  the  prefent. 
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TO  MR  GODFREY  KNELLER, 

ON   HIS  PICTURE   OF  THE   KINO. 

KNELLER,  with  filence  and  fnrprife 
We  fee  Britannia's  monarch  rife, 
A  godlike  form,  by  thce  difplay'd 
In  all  the  force  of  light  and  (hade ; 
And,  aw'd  by  thydelufive  hand, 
As  in  the  prefence  chamber  (land. 

The  magic  of  thy  art  calls  forth 
His  fecret  foul  and  hidden  worth, 
His  probity  and  mildnefs  (hows, 
His  care  of  friends,  and  fcorn  of  foes : 
In  every  ftroke,  in  every  line, 
Does  fome  exalted  virtue  fliine, 
And  Albion's  happinefs  we  trace 
Through  all  the  features  of  his  face. 

O  n.ay  I  live  to  hail  the  day, 
When  the  glad  nation  fhall  furvey 
Their  fovercign,  through  his  wide  command, 
Faffing  in  progrefs  o'er  the  land  ! 
Each  heart  fhall  bend,  and  every  voice 
In  loud  applauding  fhouts  rejoice, 
Whilft  all  his  gracious  afped  praife, 
And  crowds  grow  loyal  as  they  gaze. 

The  image  on  the  medal  plac'd, 
With  its  bright  round  of  titles  grac'd, 
And  ft  amp  t  on  Britifh  coins  {hall  live, 
To  richeft  ores  the  value  give, 
Or,  wrought  within  the  curious  mold, 
Shape  and  adorn  the  running  gold. 
To  bear  this  form,  the  genial  fun 
Has  daily  fince  his  courfe  begun 
Rejoic'd  the  metal  to  refine, 
And  ripen'd  the  Peruvian  mine. 

Thou,  Kneller,  long  with  noble  pride, 
The  forcmoft  of  thy  art,  haft  vy'd 
With  nature  in  a  generous  ftrife, 
And  touch'd  the  canvas  into  life. 

Thy  pencil  has,  by  monarchs  fought, 
From  reign  to  reign  in  ermine  wrought, 


And.  in  the  robes  of  ftste  array'rl, 
The  kings  of  half  an  a<je  difplay'd. 

Here  fwarthy  Charles  appears,  and  ther» 
His  brother  with  dejedled  air  : 
Triumphant  Nafiau  here  we  find, 
And  with  him  bright  Maria  join'd-; 
There  Anna,  great  as  when  (he  fent 
Her  armies  through  the  continent, 
Ere  yet  her  H«ro  wa&  difgrac'd  : 
O  may  fam'd  Brunfwick  be  the  laft, 
(Though  heaven  (hould  with  my  wifh  agree, 
And  long  prefcrve  thy  art  in  thee) 
The  laft,  the  happieft  Britifh  king, 
Whom  thou  (halt  paint,  or  I  fhall  (Ing ! 

Wife  Phidias  thus,  his  (kill  to  prove, 
Through  many  a  god  advanc'd  to  Jove-, 
And  taught  the  polifht  rocks  to  fhine 
With  airs  and  lineaments  divine  ; 
Till  Greece,  amaz'd,  and  half  afraid, 
Th'  affembled  deities  furvey'd. 

Great  Pan,  who  wont  to  chace  the  fair, 
And  lov'd  the  fpreading  oak,  was  there ; 
Old  Saturn  too  with  upcaft  eyts 
Beheld  his  abdicated  fkies; 
And  mighty  Mars,  for  war  renowned, 
In  adamantine  armour  frown'd ; 
By  him  the  childlcfs  gnddefs  rofe, 
Minerva,  iudious  to  compofe 
Her  twilled  threads ;  the  web  (he  ftrung, 
And  o'er  a  loom  of  marble  hung  : 
Thetis,  the  troubled  ocean's  queen, 
Match'd  with  a  mortal,  next  was  feen, 
Reclining  on  a  funeral  urn, 
Her  (hort-liv'd  darling  fon  to  mourn. 
The  laft  was  he,  whofe  thunder  flevr 
The  Titan-race,  a  rebel  crew, 
That  from  a  hundred  hills  ally'd 
In  impious  leagues  their  king  defy'd. 

This  wonder  of  the  fculptor's  hand 
Produc'd,  his  art  was  at  a  (land  : 
For  who  would  hope  new  fame  to  raife, 
Or  rifle  his  well-eftablifh'd  praife, 
That,  his  high  genius  to  approve, 
Had  drawn  a  George,  or  carv'd  a  Jove  I 
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PROLOGUE 

TO 

SMITH'*  PHMDRA  AND  HIPPOLITUS- 

Sjxdcn  by  Mr.  Wilks. 

LONG  has  a  race  of  heroes  fill'd  the  ftage, 
That  rant  by  note,  and  through  the  gamut  rage  > 
In  fongs  and  airs  exprefs  their  martial  fire, 
Combat  in  trills,  and  in  a  fugue  expire  : 
While,  lull'd  by  found,  and  unJiflurb'd  by  wit, 
Calm  and  ferene  you  indolently  lit, 
And,  from  the  dull  fatigue  of  thinking  free, 
Hear  the  facetious  fiddles  repartee  : 
Our  home-fpun  authors  mufl;  forfake  the  field, 
And  Shakfyeare  to  the  foft  Scarlctti  yield. 
To  your  new  taftc  the  poet  of  this  day 
Was  by  a  friend  advis'd  to  form  his  play  ; 
Had  Valentin!,  mufically  coy,  [joy  : 

Shunn'd  Phaidra's  arms,  and  fcorn'd  the  profier'd 
It  had  not  mov'd.your  wonder  to  have  feen 
An  eunuch  fly  from  an  enamour'd  queen  : 
How  would  it  pleafe,  (hould  (he  in  Englifh  fpeak, 
And  could  Hippolitu,s  reply  in  Greek  ! 
But  he,  a  ftranger  to  your  moclifli  way, 
By  your  old  rules  muft  ftand  or  fall  to-day, 
And  hopes  you  will  your  foreign  tafte  command, 
To  bear,  for  once,  with  what  you  underiland. 


PROLOGUE 


STEELE'S  TENDER  HUSBAND. 

IN  the  firft  rife  and  infancy  of  farce, 

When   fools  were  many,   and  when  plays  were 

fcarce, 

The  raw  unpra&is'd  authors  could,  with  eafe, 
A  young  and  unexperienc'd  audience  pleafe  : 
No  fingle  character  had  e'er  been  fhown, 
Eut  the  whole  herd  of  fops  was  all  their  own  ; 
Rich  in  originals,  they  let  to  view, 
In  every  piece,  a  coxcomb  that  was  new. 

But  now  our  Britiih  theatre  can  boaft 
Drolls  of  all  kinds,  a  vaft  unthinking  hoft ! 
Fruitful  of  folly  and  of  vice,  it  (hows  [beaux ; 

Cuckolds,  and   cits,  and  bawds,  and  pimps,  and 
Rough  country  knights  are  found  of  every  {hire  ; 
Of  every  falhion  gentle  fops  appear  ; 
And  punks  of  difftrtnt  characters  we  meet, 
As  frequent  on  the  fiage  as  in  the  pit. 
Our  modern  wits  are  forc'd  to  pick  and  cull, 
And  here  and  there  by  chance  glean  up  a  fool : 
.Long  ere  they  find  the  neceflary  fpark, 
They  fearch  the  town,  and  beat  about  the  park, 
To  all  hib  meft  frequented  haunts  refort, 
Oft  dog  him  to  the  ring,  and  oft  to  court ; 
As  love  of  pleafure  or  of  place  invite* ; 
And  fomefinies  catch  him  taking  fnuff  at  White's. 

Howe'er,  to  do  you  right,  the  prefent  age 
Breeds  very  hopeful  monfters  for  the  ft  age  j 


That  fcorn  th«  paths  their  dull  forefathers. trod, 
And  won't  be  blockheads  in  the  common  road. 
Do  but  furvey  this  crowded  houfe  to-night : 
— Here's  ftill  encouragement  for  thofe  that  write. 

Our  author,  to  divert  his  friends  ro-da>y, 
Stocks  with  variety  of  fools  his  play  ; 
And  that  there  may  be  fomething  gay  and  new, 
Two  ladies  errant  has  expos'd  to  view  ; 
The  firft  a  damfel,  travell'd  in  romance  ; 
The  t'  other  more  refin'd,  (he  comes  from  France  : 
Refcue,  like  courteous  knights,  the  nymph  from 

danger, 
And  kindly  treat,  like  well-bred  men,  the  ftranger. 


B-  P  I  L  O  G  U  E 

TO 

LANSDOWNE'S  BRITISH  ENCHANTERS, 

WHEN  Orpheus  tun'd  his  lyre  with  pleafuig  woe, 
Rivers  forgot  to  run,  and  winds  to  blow, 
While  liftening  foreftscover'dj-as  he  play'd, 
The  foft  mufician  in  a  moving  fhadc. 
That  this  night's  ftrains  the  fame  fuccefs  may  find, 
The  force  of  mufic  is  to  mufic  join'd  : 
Where  founding  firings  and  artful  voices  fail, 
The  charming  rod  and  mutter'd  fpells  prevail. 
Let  fage  Urganda  wave  the  circling  wand 
On  barren  mountains,  or  a  wafle  of  fand  ; 
The  defert  fmiles ;  the  woods  begin  to  grow, 
The  birds  to.  warble,  and  the  fprings  to  flow. 

The  fame  dull  fights  in  the  fame  landflcip  mixt, 
Scenes  of  ftill  life,  and  points  fv-r  ever  fix'd, 
A  tedious  pleafure  on  the  mind  beftow, 
And  pall  the  fenfe  with  one  continued  (how . 
But,  as  our  two  magicians  try  their  fkill, 
The  vifion  varies,  though  the  place  (lands  (HI! ; 
While  the  fame  (pot  its  gaudy  form  renews, 
Shifting  the  profpecT:  to  a  thoufand  views. 
Thus  (without  unity  of  place  tranfgreft) 
Th'  enchanter  turns  the  critic  to  a  jeft. 

But  howfoe'er,  to  pleafe  your  wandering  eyes, 
Bright  objects  difappear  and  brighter  rile  : 
There's  none  can  make  amends  for  loft  delight, 
While  from  that  circle  we  divert  your  fight. 


AN  ODE  FOR  ST.  CECILIA'S  DAY. 

SET  TO  MUSIC  BY  MR.  DANIEL  PURCEL*, 
Performed  at  Oxford,  1699. 

I. 

PREPARE  the  hallow 'd  drain,  my  mufe, 

Thy  fofteft  founds  and  fweeteft  numbers  choofe  ; 

The  bright  Cecilia's  praife  rehearfe, 

In  warbling  words,  and  gliding  verfc, 

That  fmoothly  run  into  a  fong, 

And  gently  die  away,  and  melt  upon  the  tongue, 

n. 

Firft  let  the  fprightly  violin 
The  joyful  melody  begin, 


THE    WORKS    OF     AD  BISON. 


And  n»ne  of  all  her  firings  be  mute, 
While  the  fharp  found  and  thriller  lay 
In  fweet  harmonious  notes  decay, 
Soften'd  and  mellow'd  hy  the  flute. 

*  "  The  flute  that  fweetly  can  complain, 
^  Diflblve  the  frozen  nymph's  difdain  ;' 
'       "  Panting  fympathy  impart, 

"  Till  flie  partake  her  lover's  fmart." 

CHORUS, 
in. 

Next,  let  the  folemn  organ  join 

Religious  airs,  and  drains  divine, 

Such  as  may  lift  us  to  the  ikies, 

And.fet  all  heaven  before  our  eyes : 

"  Such  as  may  lift  us  to  the  (kits ; 
"  So  far  at  lead  till  they 
"  Defcend  with  kind  furprife, 
•  "  And  meet  our  pious  harmony  half-way." 

IV. 

Let  then  the  trumpet's  piercing  found 
Our  ravifh'd  ears  with  pleafure  wound  : 

The  foul  o'erpowering  with  delight, 
As,  with  a  quick  uncommon  ray, 
A  ftreak  of  lightning  clears  the  day, 

And  flaflaes  on  the  fight. 
Let  echo  too  perform  her  part, 
Prolonging  every  note  with  art, 

And  in  a  low-expiring  drain 

Play  all  the  concert  o'er  again. 

v. 

Such  were  the  tuneful  notes  that  hung 
On  bright  Cecilia's  charming  tongue : 
Notes  that  facred  heat*  infpir'd, 
And  with  religious  ardour  fir'd  : 
The  love-fick  youth,  that  long  fupprefs'd 
His  fmother'd  paffion  in  his  bread, 
No  fooner  heard  the  warbling  dame, 

But,  by  the  fecret  influence  turn'd, 
He  felt  a  new  diviner  flame, 

And  with  devotion  burn'd.       . 
With  ravifh'd  foul,  ai^l  looks  amaz'd,     ' 
Upon  her  beauteous  face  he  gaz'd ; 

Nor  made  his  amorous  complaint : 
In  vain  her  eyes  his  heart  had  charm'd, 
Her  heavenly  voice  her  eye,sdifarm'd, 

And  chang'd  the  lover  to  a  faint. 


GRAND  CHORUS. 


And  now  the-  choir  complete  rejoices, 
With  trembling  drings  and  melting  voices, 
The  tuneful  ferment  rifes  high, 
And  works  with  mingled  melody  : 
Quick  divifions  run  their  rounds, 
A  thbufand  trills  and  quivering  founds 

In  airy  circles  o'er  us  fly,  ' 
Till,  wafted  by  a  gentle  breeze,- 
They  faint  and  languifn  by  degrees, 

And  at  a  tiifunce  die. 

*  The  four  laft  1'nes  of  tjie  Second  and  third  ftanzas 
were  added  by  Mr.  Tate. 


AN    O  D  1. 


THE  fpacious  firmament  on  high, 

With  all  the  blue  eihereal  flcy, 

Arid  fpangled  heavens,  a  fhining  frame.. 

Their  great  original  proclaim. 

Th*  unweary'd  fun,  from  day  to  day, 

D<'es  hi'  Creator's  power  difplay  ; 

And  publiflies,  to  every  land, 

The  work  of  an  Almighcy  hand.  , 

n. 

Soon  as  the  evening  (hades  prevail, 
T-he  moon  takes  up  the  woriderous  tale  j 
And  nightly,  to  the  lidening  earth, 
Repeats  the  dory  of  htr  birh  : 
Whild  all  the  dars  that  round  her  burn, 
And  all  the  planets,  in  their  turn, 
Confirm  the  tidings  as  they  roll, 
And  fpread  the  truth  from  pole  to  pole. 

in. 

What  though,  in  folemn  filence,  all 
Move  round  the  dark  terredrial  ball ; 
What  though,  no  real  voice,  nor  fmnd  : 
Amidll  their  radiant  -/rbs  be  found ; 
In  reafon's  ear  they  all  rejoice, 
And  utter  forth  a  glorious  voice ; 
For  ever  finging  as  they  fhine, 
The  hand  that  made  us  is  divine. 


A  N    H'Y  M  N. 


WHEN  all  thy  mercies,  O  my  God, 

My  rifing  foul  iurveys; 
Tranfported  wirh  the  view,  I'm  loft 

In  wtnder,  love,  and  praife. ' 

ii. 
O  how  {hall  wordj  with  equal  warmth 

J'he  gratiti^de  declare, 
That  glows  within  my  ravifli'd  heart ! 

But  thou  canit  read  it  there. 

in. 
Thy  providence  my  life  ftidain'd, 

And  all  my  w«nfs  redred  ; 
When  in  the  filcrit  womb  I  lay, 

And  hung  upon  the  bread. 

IV. 

To  all  my  weak  complaints  and  cries, 

Thy  mercy  ler.t  an  ear. 
Ere  ytt  my  feeble  thoughts  had  learnt 

To  form  themlelvcs  in  prayer, 

v. 
Unnumber'd  comforts  to  my  foul 

Thy  tender  c.are  bedow'd, 
Before  my  infant  heart  concciv'd 

From  whence  thele  comforts  flow'd. 

VI. 

When  in  the  flippery  paths  of  youth 

With  hetdlefs  de;  s  I  ran. 
Thine  arm  unfeen  ci.nvey'd  me  fafej 

And-  lul  me  up  to  man. 
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^Through  hidden  dangers,  toils,  and  death, 

It  greatly  clear'd  my  way  ; 
And  through  the  pleafing  fnares  of  vice, 

Mwe  to  be  fear'd  than  they. 

VIII. 

When  worn  with  ficknefs,  oft  haft  them 
With  health  renevv'd  my  face; 

And  when  in  fins  and  forrows  funk, 
Reviv'd  niy  foul  with  grace. 

IX. 

Thy  bounteous  hand  with  worldly  blif* 

Has  made  my  cup  run  o'er, 
And  in  a  kind  and  faithful  friend 

Ha*  doubled  <til  my  (lore. 

x. 
Ten  thoufand  thoufand  precious  gifts     ., 

My  daily  thanks  employ ; 
&or  is  the  lead  a  cheerful  heart, 

That  taftes  thofe  gifts  with  joy. 

XI. 

Through  every  period  of  my  life, 

Thy  goodncfs  I'll  purfue; 
And  after  death,  in  diftant  worlds, 

The  glorious  theme  renew. 

XII. 

When  nature  fails,  and  day  and  night 

Divide  thy  works  no  more, 
My  ever-grateful  heart,  O  Lord  ! 

Thy  mercy  fhall  adore. 

XIII. 

Through  all  eternity  to  thec, 

A  joyful  fang  I'll  raife  ; 
For,  oh  !  eternity's  too  fhort, 

To  utter  all  thy  praife. 


AN    ODE. 


How  are  thy  fervants  bleft,  O  Lord  '. 

How  fure  is  their  defence  '. 
Eternal  wifdont  is  their  guide, 

Their  help  Omnipotence. 

ii. 
In  foreign  realms,  and  lands  remote, 

Supported  by  thy  care, 
Through  burning  climes  I  pafs>'d  unhurtj 

And  breath'd  in  tainted  air. 

in. 
Thy  mercy  fweeten'd  every  foil, 

Made  every  region  pleafe  ; 
The  hoary  Alpine  hills  it  warm'd, 

And  fmooth'd  the  Tyrrhene  feas. 

IV. 

Think,  O  my  foul,  devoutly  think, 

How,  with  affrighted  eyes, 
Thou  faw'ft  the  wide-extended  deep, 

In  all  its  horrors  rile. 

v. 
Confufion  dwelt  on  every  face, 

And  tear  in  every  .heart ; 
When  waves  on  waves,  and  gulfs  oa  gulff, 

O'ercame  the  pilot's  art. 
VoL.  VII, 


vr. 

Yet  then  from  all  my  griefs,  O  Lord  ! 

Thy  mercy  ftt  me  free; 
Whilft  in  the  confidence  of  prayer, 

My  foul  took  hold  on  thee. 

VII. 

For  though  in  dreadful  whirls  we  hung 

High  on  the  broken  wave, 
I  knew  thou  wert  not  flow  to  hearj 

Nor  impotent  to  fave. 

VIII. 

The  ftorm  was  laid,  the  winds  retir'd, 

Obedient  to  thy  will  ; 
The  fea,  that  roar'd  at  thy  command, 

At  thy  command  was  ftill. 

IX. 

In  midft  of  dangers,  fears,  and  death, 

Thy  goodnefs^'ll  adore  ; 
And  praife  thee  for  thy  mercies  paft, 

And  humbly  hope  for  more. 


My  life,  if  thou  preferv'ft  my  life, 

Thy  facrificc  (hall  be  ; 
And  death,  if  death  muft  be  'my  d 

Shall  join  my  foul  to  thee. 


AN     HYMN. 
« 

i. 

WHEN  rfing  from  the  bed  of  death, 

O'erwhelm'd  with  guilt  and  fear, 
I  fee  my  Maker  face  to  face  ; 

O  how  fhall  I  appear  : 
ii. 
If  yet,  while  pardon  may  be  found, 

And  mercy  may  be  fought, 
My  heart  with  inward  horror  fnrinks, 

And  trembles  at  the  thought : 

in. 
When  thou,  O  Lord  !   fhalt  ftand  difclos'J 

Ii)  majefty  fevere, 
And  fit  in  judgment  on  my  foul ; 

O  how  fhall  I  appear  ! 

iv. 
But  thou  haft  told  the  troubled  foul, 

Who  does  her  fins  lament, 
The  timely  tribute  of  ker  tears 

Shall  endlefs  woe  prevent. 

v. 
Then  fee  the  forrows  of  my  heart, 

Ere  yet  it  be  too  late  ; 
And  add  my  Saviour's  dying  groant, 

To  give  thofe  forrpws  weight. 

VI. 

For  never  fhall  my  foul  defpair 

Her  pardon  to  procure, 
Who  knows  thy  only  Son  has  dy'd 

To  make  that  pardon  fure.   . 


PARAPHRASE  ON  PSALM  XXIH, 

I. 

TUK  Lord  my  pafture  fhdil  prepare, 
And  feed  me  with  a  fhepherd's  care; 
fc 
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-Wis  preferiee  fhall  my  wants  fupply, 
And  guard  me  with  a  watchful  eye  : 
My  noon-day  walks  he  fhall  attend, 
And  all  my  midnight  hoars  defend. 

11. 

"When  in  the  fultry  glebe  I  faint, 
Or  on  the"  thirfly  mountain  pant } 
To  fertile  vales  and  drwy  meads 
My  weary  wandering  fteps  he  lends  : 
Where  peaceful  rivers,  (oft  and  flow, 
Amid  the  verdant  landfcape  flow. 

in. 

Though  in  the  paths  of  death  I  tread, 
With  gloomy  horrors  overfpread, 
My  ftedfaft  heart  fhall  fear  no  ill, 
for  thou,  O  Lord,  art  with  me  ftill ; 
Thy  friendly  crook  fhall  give  me  aid, 
And  guide  me  through  the  dreadful  fhade. 

IV. 

Though  in  a  bare  and  rugged  way, 
Through  devious  lonely  wilds  I  ftray, 
Thy  bounty  fhall  my  wants  beguile, 
The  barren  wildernefs  fhall  fmile, 
With  fudd^n  greens  and  herbage  crown'd, 
And  ftreams  fhall  murmur  all  around. 


THE  PLAY-HOUSE  ». 

gentle/Thames  through  {lately  channels 

glides, 

And  England's  proud  metropolis  divides ; 
A  lofty  fabric  does  the  fight  invade, 
And  ftretches  o'er  the  waves  a  pompous  fhade ; 
Whence  fudden  fhouis  the   neighbourhood  lur- 

prif€, 

And  thundering  clap*  and  dreadful  hidings  rife. 
Here  thrifty  R —  hires  mnnarchs  by  the  day, 
And  keeps  his  mercenary  kings  in  pay  ; 
With  deep-mouth'd  adlors  fills  the  vacant  fcenes, 
And  rakes  the  flews  for  goddefles  and  queens  : 
Here  the  lewd  punk,  with  crowns  and  fceptres 

grac'd, 

Teaches  her  eyes  a  more  majeflic  caft; 
And  hungry  monarchs,  with  a  numerous  train 
Of  fuppliant  flaves,  like  Sancho,  flarve  and  reign. 

But  enter  in,  my  Mufe  ;  the  ftage  furvey, 
And  all  its  pomp  and  pageantry  difplay ; 
Trap-doorsandpit-falls,from  th'  unfaithful  ground, 
And  magic  walls  encompafs  it  around  : 
On  either  fide  rhaim'd  temples  fill  our  eyes. 
And  intermixt  with  brothel-houfes  rife ; 
Disjointed  palaces  in  order  fland,  ~> 

And  groves  obedient  to  the  mover's  hand  > 

O'erfhade  the  ftage,  and  flourifh  at  command.    _) 
A  ftamp  makes  broken  towns  and  trees  entire  ; 
So  when  Amphion  fhuck  the  vocal  lyre, 
He  faw  the  fpacious  circuit  all  around, 
With  crowding  woods  and  rifing  cities  crown'd. 
But  next  the  tiring-room  furvey,  and  fee 
Falfe  titles,  and  pronn'fcuous  quality, 

*  See  Scdky'fMifceilanlcs,  Svc.  p.  zoj. 
• 


>;         7 

pphes,      V 
her  eyes,  j 


Confus'dly  fwarms,  from  heroes  and  from  queen*, 
To  thofe  that  fwing  in  clouds  and  fill  machines. 
Their  various  characters  they  choofe  with  ait, 
The  frowning  bully  fits  the  tyrant's  part : 
Swoln  cheeks  and  fwaggering  belly  make  an  hoft, 
Pale  meagre  looks  and  hollow  voice  a  ghoft  ; 
From  cartful  brows  and  heavy  downcaft  eyes, 
Dull  cits  and  thick  fcuU'd'aldermen  arife ; 
The  comic  tone,  infpir'd  by  Congrcvc,  draws 
At  every  word,  load  laughter  and  applaufe : 
The  whining  dame  continues  as  before, 
Her  character  unchang'd,  and  acts  a  whore. 

Above  the  reft,  the  prince  with  haughty  flalk* 
Magnificent  in  purple  bufkins walks: 
5~he  royal  robes  his  awful  fhoulders  grace, 
Profufe  of  fpangles  and  of  copper-lace  : 
Officious  rafcals  to  his  mighty  thigh, 
Guiltlefs  of  blood,  th'  unpointed  weapon  tie  : 
Then  the  gay  glittering  diadem  put  on,       [done. 
Ponderous  with  brafs,   and   ftarr'd  with  Briftol 
His  royal  confort  next  confults  her  gfefs, 
And  out  of  twenty  boxes  culls  a  face ; 
The  whiteuing  firft  her  ghaftly  looks  befmears. 
All  pale  and  wan  th'  Unfinifh'd  form  appears; 
Till  on  her  cheek*  the  blufhing  purple  glows, 
And  a  falfe  virgin-fnodefty  beftows. 
Her  ruddy  lips  the  deep  vermilion  dyes ; 
Length  to  her  brows  the  pencil's  art  fuppl 
And  with  black  bending  arches  fhades  h 
Well  pleas'd  at  length  the  picture  fhc  beholds, 
And  fpots  it  o'er  with  artificial  molds  ; 
Her  countenance  complete,  the  beaux  fhe  warm* 
With  looks  not  her's ;  and  fpite  of  nature,  chafmi. 

Thus  artfully  their  perfons  they  difguife, 
Till  the  laft  flourifh  bids  the  curtain  rife. 
The  prince  then  enters  on  the  ftage  in  ftate  : 
Behind,  a  guard  of  candle-fnuffers  wait : 
There,  fwoln  with  empire,  terrible  and  fierce, 
He  fhakes   the   dome,  and  tears  his  lungs  with 

verfe  : 

His  fubjccts  tremble  ;  the  fubmiffive  pit, 
Wrapt  up  in  fllence  and  attention,  fit ; 
Till,  freed  at  length,  he  lays  afide  the  weight 
Of  public  bufineis  and  affairs  of  ftate  : 
Forgers  his  pomp,  dead  to  ambitious  fires, 
And  to  fome  peaceful  brandy-fhop  retires ; 
Where  in  full  gills  his  anxious  thoughts  he  drowns, 
And  quaffs  away  the  care  that  waits  on  crowns. 
The  princefs  next  her  painted  charms  difplays, 
Where  every  look  the  pencil's  art  betrays  : 
The  callow  'fquire  at  diftance  feeds  his  eyes, 
And  filently-for  paint  and  wafhes  dies. 
But  if  the  youth  behind  the  fcenes  retreat, 
He  fees  the  blended  colours  melt  with  heat, 
Aud  all  the  trickling  beauty  run  in  fweat. 
The  borrow'd  vilage  he  admires  no  more, 
And  naufeates  every  chaim  he  lov'd  before  : 
So  the  faWd  fpear  for  double  force  renown'd, 
Apply'd  the  remedy  that  gave  the  wound, 
hi  tedious  lifts  'twere  endlefs  to  engage, 
And  draw  at  length  the  rabble  of  the  ftage, 
Where  one  for  twenty  years  has  given  alarms, 
And  call'd  contending  monarchs  to  their  amu  ; 
Another  fills  a  more  important  poft, 
And  rife*  every  other  night  A  ghoft  j 
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Through  the  cleft  ftage,  hi*  mealy  face  he  rears, 
Then  (talks  along,  groans  tirice,  and  disappears  ; 
Others,  with  fwords  and  Jhlelds,  the  foldier's  "} 
pride,  [fide,  f 

More  than  a  thoufand  times  have  chang'd  their  f 
And  in  a  thoufand  fatal  battles  dy'd.  J 

Thus  feveral  perfons  feveral  parts  perform ; 
Soft  lovers  whine,  and  bluftering  heroes  dorm. 
The  ftern  exafperated  tyrants  rage, 
Till  the  kind  bowl  of  poifon  clears  the  ftage. 
Then  honours  vanifli,  and  diftin&ions  ceale  ; 
Then,  with  reluctance,  haughty  queens  undrefs, 
Heroes  no  more  their  fading  laurels  boaft, 
And  mighty  kings  in  private  men  are  loft. 
He,  whom  fuch  titles  fwell'd,  fuch  power  made 

proud, 

To  whom  whole  realms  and  vanquifh'd  nations 
bow'd, 


Throws  off  the  gaudy  plume,  the  purple  train, 
And  in  his  own  vile  tatters  (links  again. 


ON  THE 
LADY    MANCHESTER, 

Written  on  the  Toafling-Gla/es  of  the  Kit-Kit 
Club. 

WHILE  haughty  Gallia's  dames,  that  fpread 
O'er  their  pale  cheeks  an  artful  red, 
Beheld  this  beauteous  ftranger  there 
In  native  charms,  divinely  fair ; 
Confufion  in  their  looks  they  fhow'd  ; 
And  with  unborrow'd  bluib.es  glow'd. 
Pij 


c    A    r    o. 


AT      RAGED    V. 


M  Ecee  fpeclaculum  dignum,  ad  quod  refpiciat,  intentus  operi  fuo,  Deus !  Ecce  par  Deo  dignum, 
"  yir  fortis  cum  mala  fortuna  compofitus  !  Non  video,  inquam,  quid  habeat  in  terris  Jupiter 
"  pulchrius,  fi  convertere  animum  velit,  quara  ut  fpedet  Catonem,  jam  partibus  non  femel 
"  fra&is,  nihilominus  inter  ruinas  publicas  ereftum."  SEN.  de  Divin.  PJOT. 


TO   HER  K07AL  HIGHNESS 

THE    PRINCESS    OF    WALES, 

WITH  THE  TRAGEDY  OF  CATO, 
NOVEMBER 


THE  mufe,  that  oft,  with  facred  raptures  fir'd, 
Has  generous  thoughts  of  liberty  infpir'd, 
And,  boldly  rifing  for  Britannia'?  laws, 
Engag'd  great  Cato  in  her  country's  caufe, 
On  you  fubmiffive  waits,  with  hopes  affur'd, 
By  whom  the  mighty  blefiing  Hands  fecur'd, 
And  all  the  glories  that  our  age  adorn, 
Are  promis'd  to  a  people  yet  unborn. 

No  longer  mall  the  widow'd  land  bemoan 
A  broken  lineage,  and  a  doubtful  throne; 
But  boaft  her  royal  progeny's  increafe, 
And  count  the  pledges  of  her  future  peace. 
O  born  to  ftrengthen  and  to  grace  our  ifle  ! 
"While  you,  fair  princefs,  in  your  offspring  fmile, 
Supplying  charms  to  the  fucceeding  age, 
Each  heavenly  daughter's  triumphs  we  prefage; 
Already  fee  th'  illuftrious  youths  complain, 
And  pity  monarchs  doom'd  to  figh  in  vain. 

Thou  too,  the  darling  of  our  fond  delires, 
Whom  Albion,  opening  wide  her  arms,  require?, 


With  manly  valour  and  attractive  air 
Shalt  quell  the  fierce,  and  captivate  the  fair.- 
O  England's  younger  hope !  in  whom  conlpire 
The  mother's  fweetnefs,  and  the  father's  fire  ! 
For  thee  perhaps,  ev'n  now,  if  kingly  race 
Some  dawning  beauty  blooms  in  every  grace, 
Some  Carolina,  to  heaven's  dictates  true, 
Who,  while  the  fcepter'd  rivals  vainly  fue, 
Thy  inborn  worth  with  confcious  eyes  (hall  fee, 
And  flight  th'  imperial  diadem  for  thee. 

Pleas'd  with  the  profpe<5t  of  fucceflive  reigns, 
The  tuneful  tribe  no  more  in  daring  drains 
Shall  vindicate,  with  pious  fears  oppreft, 
Endanger'd  rights,  and  liberty  diftrefl : 
To  milder  founds  each  mufe  fhal!  tune  the  lyre, 
And  gratitude,  and  faith  to  kings  infpire, 
And  filial  love  ;  bid  impious  difcord  ccaie, 
And  footh  the  madding  fad  ions  into  peace; 
Or  rife  ambitious  in  nv.re  lofty  lays, 
And  teach  the  nation  their  new  monarch's  praife, 
Defcribe  his  awful  look,  and  goulike  mind, 
And  Caefar's  power  with  Cato's  virtue  join'd. 

Meanwhile,  bright  princefs,  who,  with  grace 
ful  eafe, 

And  native  majefty,  are  form'd  to  pleafe, 
Behold  thofearts  with  a  propitious  eye, 
That  fuppliant  to  their  great  prctcclrtfi  fly  f 
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Then  (hall  they  triumph,  and  the  Britifli  ftage 
Improve  her  manners,  and  refine  her  age, 
More  noble  characters  expofe  to  view, 
And  draw  her  finifh'd  heroines  From  you. 

Nor  you  the  kind  indulgence  will  refufe, 
Skill'd  in  the  labomrs  of  the  deathlefs  mufe  : 
The  deathlefs  mufe,  with  undiminifti'd  rays, 
Through  diftant  times  the  lovely  dame  conveys; 
To  Gloriana  tValler's  harp  was  ftrung  ; 
The  queen  (till  fhines,  becaufe  the  poet  fung. 
Ev'n  all  thofe  graces,  in  your  frame  combin'd, 
The  common  fate  of  mortal  charms  may  find. 
(Content  our  fhort-liv'd  praifes  to  engage, 
The  joy  and  wonder  of  a  fingle  age), 
Unlefs  fome  poet,  in  a  lading  fong, 
To  late  pofterity  their  fame  prolong, 
Inftruct  our  fons  the  radiant  form  to  prize, 
And  fee  your  beauty  *  ith  their  lathers'  eyes. 


VERSES 

TO  THE 

AUTHOR  OF  THE  TRAGEDY  OF  CATO. 

While  you  the  fierce  divided  Britons  awe, 
And  Cato  with  an  equal  virtue  draw; 
While  envy  is  itfelf  in  wonder  loft, 
And  factions  ftrive  who  fliall  applaud  you  moft ; 
Forgive  the  fond  ambition  of  a  friend, 
Who  hopes  himfelf,  not  you,  to  recommend  ; 
And  joins  th'  applaufe  which  all  the  learn'd  be 
llow 

On  one,  to  whom  a  perfect  work  they  owe. 
To  my  *  light  fcencs  I  once  infcrib'd  your  name, 
And  impotently  (trove  to  borrow  fame ; 
Soon  will  that  die,  which  adds  thy  name  to  mine; 
i^et  me,  then,  live,  join'd  to  a  work  of  thine. 

RICHARD  STEELE. 


Tn  nobly  done  thus  to  enrich  the  ftage, 
And  raife  the  thoughts  of  a  degenerate  age ; 
To  (hew  how  endlefs  joys  from  freedom  fpring, 
How  life  in  bondage  is  a  worthlefs  thing. 
The  inborn  greatnefs  of  your  foul  we  view, 
You  tread  the  paths  frequented  by  the  few  ; 
With  fo  much  Itrtngth  you  write,  and  fo  much 

•  eai'e, 

Virtue  and  fenfe  '.  how  durft  you  hope  to  pleafe  ? 
Yet  crowds  the  feminisms  of  every  line 
Impartial  clapt,  and  own'd  the  work  divine. 
Ev'n  the  four  critics,  who  malicious  came, 
Eager  to  cenfurc,  and  refolv'd  to  blame, 
Finding  the  hero  regularly  rife, 
Great  while  he  lives,  but  greater  when  he  dies, 
Sullen  approv'd,  too  obftinate  to  melt, 
And  ficktn'd  with  the  pleafuret  which  they  felt. 
Not  fo  the  fair  their  paflion  fecret  kept, 
Silent  they  heard,  but,  as  they  heard,  they  wept ; 

*  Tender  II  ullun  J,  dedicated  (•  Mr. 


When  glorioufly  the  blooming  Marcus  dy'd, 
And  Cato  told  the  gods.  I'm  fatisfy'd. 

See  !  how  your  lays  the  Britifli  youth  inflame  I 
They  long  to  fhoot  and  ripen  into  fame  ; 
Applauding  theatres  difturb  their  reft, 
And  unborn  Cato's  heave  in  every  breafl; 
Their  nightly  dreams,  their  daily  thoughts  repeat. 
And  pulfes  high  with  fancied  glories  beat. 
So,  griev'd  to  view  the  Marathonian  fpoil», 
The  younjJ  Themiftocles  vow'd  equal  toils; 
Did  then  his  fchemes  of  future  honours  draw 
From   the  long  triumphs  which    with  tears  ho 
faw. 

How  fhall  I  your  unrival'd  worth  proclaim. 
Loft  in  the  fpreading  circle  of  your  fame  ! 
We  faw  you  the  great  William's  praife  rehearfc, 
And  paint  Britannia's  joys  in  Roman  verfe. 
We  heard  at  diftajice  (oft  enchanting  (trains, 
From  blooming  mountains,  and  Italian  plains. 
Virgil  began  in  Englilh  drefs  to  (hine, 
His  voice,  his  looks,  his  grandeur,  {till  divine  : 
From  him  too  foon  unfriendly  you  withdrew, 
But  brought  the  tuneful  Ovid  to  our  view. 
Then  the  delightful  theme  of  every  tongue, 
Th'   imaiortal   Marlborough,    was  your   darling 

fong. 

From  clime  to  clime  the  mighty  vivStor  flew, 
From  clime  to  clime  as  fwiftly  you  purfue. 
Still  with  the  hero's  glow'd  the  poet's  flame, 
Still  with  his  conquefts  you  enlarg'd  your  fame. 
With  boundlefs  raptures  here  the  mufe  could  fwellf 
And  on  your  Rofamond  for  ever  dwell : 
There  opening  fweets  and  every  fragrant  flower 
Luxuriant  fmile,  a  never-fading  bower  ! 
Next,  human  follies  kindly  to  expofe, 
You  change  from  numbers,  but  not  fink  in  profe  J 
Whether  in  vifionary  fcenes  you  play, 
Refine  our  taftes,  or  laugh  our  crimes  away. 
Now,  by  the  bufkin'd  mufe  you  (hine  confefly 
The  patriot  kindles  in  the  poet's  breaft. 
Such  energy  of  fenfe  might  pleafure  raife, 
Though  unembellifhVi  with  the  charms  of  phrafe  : 
Such   charms   of  phrafe  would  with  fuccefs  be 

crown'd, 

Though  nonfenfe  flow'd  in  the  melodious  found. 
The  chafteft  virgin  needs  no  blufhes  fear, 
The  learn'd  themfelves  not  uninftrudted  hear. 
The  libertine,  in  pk-afures  us'd  to  roll, 
And  idly  fport   with  an  immortal  foul, 
Here  comes,  and,  by  the  virtuous  heathen  taught, 
Turns  pale,  and  trembles  at  the  dreadful  thought*. 

Whene'er  you  traverfe  vafi;  Numidia's  plains, 
What  fluggifh  Briton  in  his  ifle  remains  ! 
When  Juba  feeks  the  tiger  with  delight, 
We  beat  the  thicket,  and  provoke  the  fight; 
By  the  defcription  warm'd,  we  fondly  fweat, 
And  in  the  chilling  eaft  wind  pant  with  heat. 
What  eyes  behold  not,  how  the  ftream  refines, 
Till  by  degrees  the  floating  mirror  ibincs  ? 
While  hurricanes  in  circling  eddies  play, 
Tear  up  the  fands,  and  fweep  wh;>le  plains  away, 
We  (hrink  with  horror,  and  confefs  our  fear, 
And  all  the  fudden  founding  ruin  hear. 
When  royal  robes,  diftain'd  with  blood,  deceive. 
And  Wi&f  poor  Marcia  beautifully  grieve j 


THE   WORKS    OF   ADDISON. 


"When  (he  her  fecret  thoughts  no  more  conceals, 
Forgets  the  woman,  and  her  flame  reveals  ; 
Well  may  the  prince  exult  with  noble  pride, 
Not  for  his  Libyan  crftwn,  but  Roman  bride. 

But  I  in  vain  on  fingle  features  dwell, 
Where  all  the  parts  of  the  fair  piece  exccL 
So  rich  the  ftore,  fo  dubious  is  the  feaft, 
"We  know  not  which  to  pafs,  or  which  to  taftc. 
The  {hining  incidents  fo  juftljr  fall, 
We  may  the  whole  new  fcenes  of  tranfport  call. 
Thus  jewellers  confound  our  wandering  eyes, 
And  with  variety  of  gems  furprife. 
'Here  fapphires,  here  the  Sardian  ftone  is  fecn, 
The  topaz  yellow,  and  the  jafper  green. 
The  coflly  brilliant  there,  conf'us'dly  bright, 
from  numerous  furfaces  darts  trembling  light ; 
The,  different  colours  mingle  in  a  blaze,  ~) 

Silent  we  ftand,  uuable  where  to  praife, 
In  pleafure  fwcctly  loft  ten  thoufand  ways.         j 

Trinity  College,  Cambridge.  L.  EUSDEN. 


SIR, 

WHEN  your  generous  labour  firft  I  viexv'd, 
And  Cato's  hands  in  his  own  blood  imbrued, 
That  fcene  cf  death  fo  terrible  appears, 
3My  foul  could  only  thank  you  with  her  tears. 
Yet  with  fuch  wondrous  art  your  ikilful  hand 
Does  all  the  paflions  of  the  foul  command, 
That  ey'n  my  grief  to  praife  and  wonder  turn'd, 
jAnd  envy'd  the  great  death  which  firft  I  mourn'd. 

What  pen,  but  yoTir's,  could  draw  the  doubtful 

ft  rife 

Of  honour  ftruggling  with  the  love  of  life  ? 
Defcribe  the  patriot,  obftinately  good, 
j&s  hovering  o'er  eternity  he  flood : 
The  wide,  th'  unbounded  ocean  lay  before 
His  piercing  fight,  and  {leaven  the  diftant  ihore. 
Secure  of  endlefs  blifs,  with  fearful  eyes,  T 

He  grafps  the  dagger,  and  its  point  defies, 
.And  nifties  out  of  life  to  fnatch  the  glorious  prize,  j 
•    How  would  old  Rome  rejoice,  to  hear  you  tell 
Jiow  juft  her  patriot  liv'd,  how  great  he  fell! 
^Recount  his  wondrous  probity  and  truth, 
.And  form  new  Juba!s  in  the  Britifti  youth. 
Their  generous  fouls,  when  he  rcfigns  his  breath, 
Are  pleas'd  with  ruin,  and  in  love  with  death  : 
And  when  her  conquering  fvvord  Britannia  draws, 
Refolves  to  perifh,  or  defend  her  caufe. 
34ow  firft  on  Albion's  theatre  we  fee 
.A' perfect  image  of  what  man  ftiould  be; 
The  glorious  charac"*  r  is  now  exprcft, 
Of  virtue  dwelling  in  a  human  breaft: 
JDrawn  at  full  length  by  your  immortal  lines, 
Jn  Cato's  foul,  as  in  her  heaven  ftie  ihines. 


All  Souls  College,  Oxan. 


DIGBY  COTES. 


LEFT  WITH  THE  PRINTER  BY  AN  UN 
KNOWN  HAND'. 

JJow  we  may  fpcak,  Cnce  Cato  fpcaks  no  more 

Mis  praife  at  length,  'twas  rapture  all  before  : 

*  Thefe  veifts  were  by  George  Jeffreys,  Efq, 


When  crowded  theatres  with  Tq's  rung 

Sent  to  the  {kits,  from  whence  thy  genius  fprung; 

Ev'n  civil  rage  a  whrle  in  thine  was  loft, 

And  factions  ftrove  but  to  applaud  thee  moft; 

Nor  could  enjoyment  pall  our  longing  tafte, 

But  every  night  was  dearer  than  the  laft. 

As  when  o}d  Rome,  in  a  malignant  hour 
Depriv'd  of  fome  returning  conqueror, 
Her  del>t  of  triumph  to  the  dead  difcharg'd, 
For  fame,  for  treafure,  and  her  boimds  enlarg'd; 
And  while  his  godlike  figure  mov'd  along,          "J 
Alternate  paflions  fir'd  th'  adoring  throng;          f 
Tears  flow'd  from  every  eye,  and  ftioutsfromf 
cv .  ry  tongue ;  J, 

So  in  the  pompous  lines  has  Cato  far'd, 
Grac'd  with  an  ample,  though  a  late  reward  : 
A  greater  victor  we  in  him  revere ; 
A  nobler  triumph  crowns  his  image  here. 

With  wonder,  as  with  pleafure,  we  furvey 
A  themt»/o  fcanty  wrought  into  a  play ; 
So  vaft  a  pile  on  fuch  foundations  plac'd  ; 
Like  Ammon's  temple  rear'd  on  Libya's  wafte  : 
Behold  its  glowing  paint !  its  eafy  weight  1 
Its  nice  proportions  !   and  ftupendous  height ! 
How  chafte  the  condu#  !  How  divine  the  rage ! 
A  Roman  worthy,  on  a  Grecian  ftage  ! 

But  where  {hall  Cato's  praife  begin  or  end ; 
Inclin'd  to  mtlt,  and  yet  untaught  to  bend, 
The  firmeft  patriot,  and  the  gent  left  friend  ? 
How  great  his  gern'us,  when  the  traitor  crowd 
Ready  to  ftrike  the  blow  their  fury  vow'd ; 
Quell'd  by  his  look,  ar  3  liftening  to  his  lore, 
Learn,  like  his  paflions,  to  rebel  no  more  ! 
When,  lavifti  of  his  boiling  blood,  to  prove 
The  cure  of  flavifti  life,  and  flighted  love, 
Brave  Marcus  new  in  eaily  death  appears, 
While  Cato  counts  his  wounds,  and  not  his  years; 
Who,  checking  private  grief,  the  public  mourns, 
Commands  the  pity  he  fo  greatly  fcorns; 
But  when  he  ftrikes  (to  crown  his  generous  part) 
That  honeft,  {launch,  impracticable  heart ; 
No  tears,  no  fobs,  purfue  his  panting  breath  ; 
The  dying  Roman  {hames  the  pomp  of  death. 

O  facred  freedom  !  which  the  powers  beftow 
To  feafon  bleffings,  and  to  foften  woe  ; 
Plant  of  our  growth,  and  aim  of  all  our  cares, 
The  toil  of  ages,  and  the  crown  of  wars ; 
If,  taught  by  thee,  the  poet's  wit  has  flow'd 
In  {trains  as  precious  as  his  hero's  blood  ; 
Preferve  thofe  ftralns,  an  everlafting  charm 
To  keep  that  blood  and  thy  remembrance  wajm ; 
Ee  this  thy  guardian  image  ftill  fecure, 
In  vain  {hall  force  invaile,  or  fraud  allure; 
Our  great  Palladium  {hall  perform  its  part, 
Fix'd  and  ccftmn'd  in  every  Britifti  heart. 


UPON  MR.  ADDISON'S  CATO. 

LONG  had  the  tragic  mufe  forgot  to  weep, 
By  modern  operas  quite  luil'd  afleep  : 
No  matter  what  the  lines,  the  voice  was  clear  j 
Thus  fcnfc  was  facrific'd  t»  plcafe  the  car. 


RECOMMENDATORY     POEMS, 


At  laft,  *  one  wit  flood  up  in  our  defence, 
And  dar'd  (O  impudence  I)  to  publifo — fenfe. 
Soon  then  as  next  the  juft  tragedian  fpoke, 
The  ladies  figh'd  again,  the  beaux  awoke. 
Thofe  heads  that  us'd  moft  indolent  to  move 
To  fing-fong,  ballad,  and  fonata  love, 
Began  their  buried  fenfes  to  explore, 
And  found  they  now  had  piffions  as  before  : 
The  power  of  nature  in  their  bofoms  felt, 
In  fpite  of  prejudice,  ccmpell'd  to  melt. 

When  C4to'$  firm,  all  hope  of  fuccour  paft, 
Holding  his  ftubborn  virtue  to  the  laft, 
1  view,  with  joy  and  confcious  tranfport  fir'd, 
The  foul  of  Rome  in  one  great  man  rctir'd  : 
In  him,  as  if  fhe  by  confinement  gain'd, 
Her  powers  and  energy  are  higher  ilrain'd 
Than  when  in  crowds  of  fenators  flie  reign'xi  1 
Cato  well  fcorn'd  the  life  that  Csefar  gave, 
When  fear  and  weaknefs  only  bid  him  fave  : 
But  when  a  virtue  like  his  own  revives 
The  hero's  conftancy — with  joy  he  lives. 

Obferve  the  juftnefs  of  the  poet's  thoughts, 
Whofe  fmalleft  excellence  is  want  of  faults : 
Without  affected  pomp  and  noife  hs  warms ; 
Without  the  gaudy  drefs  of  beauty  charms. 
Love,  the  old  fubjed  <;f  the  bulkin'd  mufe, 
Returns,  but  fuch  as  Roman  virgins  ufc. 
A  virtuous  love,  chaflis'd  by  pureft  thought, 
Not  from  the  fancy,  but  from  nature  wrought. 

Britons,  with  leiTen'd  wonder,  now  behold 
Your  former  wits,  and  all  your  bards  of  old; 
Jonfon  our-vy'd  in  his  own  way  confefs; 
And  own  that  Shakfpeare's  felf  now  pleafes  lefs. 
While  Phoebus  binds  the  laurel  on  his  brow, 
Rife  up,  ye  mufes ;  and  ye  poets,  bow  : 
Superior  worth  with  admiration  greet, 
And  place  him  ntareft  to  his  Phoebus'  feat. 


ON     CATO. 

Qceajioncd  ly  Mr.  AdcKfans  Tragedy  of  that  name. 
BY  MR.  COPPING. 

His  ancient  Rome  by  party- factions  rent, 
Long  fmce  the  generous  Cato  did  lament ; 
Himfelf  united  with  his  country'-s  caufe, 
Bravely  refus'd  to  live,  'midtl  dying  laws. 
Pleas'd  with  returning  liberty  to  come, 
With  joy  the  hero  rifes  from  his  tomb ; 
And  in  Britannia  finds  a  fccond  Rome. 
Till  by  repeated  rage,  and  civil  fires, 
Th'  unhappy  patriot  again  expires ; 
Weeps  o'er  her  fate,  and  to  the  gods  retires. 


TO  MR.  ADD1SON,  ON  HIS  CATO. 
(FROM  STEELE'S  COLLECTION.) 

Is  Britain  refcued  from  th'  Italian  chain, 
And  the  dear  fong  neglected  for  thy  {train  ?. 
*  The  Speflater, 


Are  ev'n  the  fair  reclaim'd  ?  and  dare  they  fit 
Intent  on  virtue,  and  be  pleas'd  with  wit  ? 
What  mufe,  but   thine,  could  thus  redeem  our 

tafte, 

With  fhow  deluded,  and  with  found  debas'd  ? 
Hard  was  the  taflc,  and  worthy  of  your  rage, 
You  feem  the  great  Alcides  of  the  ajje  : 
How  glorioufly  you  rife  in  our  defence  ! 
Your  caufe  is  liberty  ;  your  armour,  fenfe; 
The  brood  of  tuneful  monfters  you  control,          »• 
Which  fink  the  genius,  and  degrade  the  foul : 
Thofe  foes  to  verfe  you  chace  with  manly,  arts? 
And  kindle  Pvoman  fires  in  Britifh  hearts. 
Oh  !  fix,  as  well  as  laife,  that  noble  flame  : 
Confirm  your  glory,  and  prevent  ourihatne. 
The  routed  opera  may  return  again, 
Seduce  our  hearts,  and  o'er  our  fpirits  reign  : 
Ev'n  Cuto  is  a  doubtful  match  for  all, 
And  right,  oppreft  with  odds,  again  may  fall; 
Let  our  juft  fears  your  fecond  aid  implore, 
Repeat  the  ftroke,  this  Hydra  fprings  no  more. 


VERSES  SENT  TO  A  LADY,  WITH 
TRAGEDY  OF  CATO. 

(FROM  STALE'S  COLLECTION.) 


IN  vain,  O  heavenly  maid,  do  I  pemfe 
Th'  inftruclive  labours  of  the  tragic  mufe, 
If  Cato's  virtue  cannot  cure  my  foul, 
And  all  the  jarring  pafliops  there  control 
In  vain  —  but  ah  !  what  arguments  can  prove. 
Sufficient  to  refift  the  force  of  love? 
I  burn  like  Marcus  in  th'  impetuous  fire  ;^ 
Like  him  I  languifh  with  the  fond  defire  ; 
Like  him  I  groan  beneath  th'  uneafy  weight, 
And  ev'n,  like  him.  defpairing,  v/ifh  my  fate. 
Could  you  with  Lucia's  eyes  behold  my  pain, 
Then  would  you  ftrive  to  foften  your  difdain  : 
My   anxious   griefs    your    tender    breaft    would 

move, 

And  raifc  compaffion,  where  they  could  not  love.    , 
But  lo,  bright  Marcia!  fee,  relentlefs  fair, 
In  Cato's  daughter  thy  whole  felf  appear. 
In  thee,  alas  !  her  lovely  virtues  fliine, 
Her  charms,  her  heavenly  beauties,  all  are  thine; 
And  whiift  in  moving  numbers  is  difplay'd 
Juba's  foft  paflion  for  the  glorious  maid, 
Think  you  behold  your  lover  proftrate  lie, 
In  tendered  accents  think  you  hear  me^figh  : 
Then,  then  be  kind-—  and  on  my  fnfferings  fmUe, 
As  generous  Marcia  pitied  Juba's  toil. 
Thou,  in  whom  all  the  Roman  virtues  dwell, 
Let  not  tfye  Roman  mercy  thine  excel  ; 
Since  love  like  that  of  Juba  fills  my  breaft, 
Let  me  at  length  with  equal  joys  be  bleft. 

*#«  The  verfes  of  Dr.  Young,  Mr.  Ticket!,  and  Mr.' 
Hiij.hes.  on  this  tragedy,  ars  amone  the  poems  of  tncit 
rcfuecUvc  authors, 
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C    A    T    O. 


DRAMATIS   PERSONS. 


MEN. 

Cato,  -  -  Mr.  Booth. 

Lucius,  a  Senator,     -  -  Mr.  Keen. 

Sempronius,  a  Senator,  -  Mr.  Mills. 

Juba,  Prince  of  Numidia,       -  _  Mr.  Wilks. 

Syphax,  General  of  the  Numidians,  -  Mr.  Cibber. 

Portius,7  0          t  _  ,  -  Mr.  Powel. 

>  Sons  of  Cato, 

Marcus,  3  -  Mr.  Ryan. 

Decius,  AmbaiTador  from  Cxfar,  -  Mr.  Bowman. 

MUTINEERS,    GUARDS,    &C. 


WOMEN. 

Mercia,  Daughter  of  Cato,  -  Mrs.  Oldfields, 

Lucia,  Daughter  of  Lucius,  Mrs.  Porter. 

Scene,  a  large  Hall  in  the  Governor's  Palace  of  Utica. 
See  tie  Prologue  and  Epilogue  to  Cat»  among  tie  Poems  of  Garth  and  Pope. 


ACT    I.        SCENE    I, 

Pertius,  Marcus. 

Portius- 

THE  dawn  is  over-cad,  rhe  morning  lowers, 
And  heavily  in  clouds  brings  on  the  day, 
The  great,  th'  important  day;  big  wit';  tht  fate 
Ot  Cato  and  oi  Rome — Our  lather's  death 
Would  fill  up  all  the  guilt  of  civil  war. 
And  clofe  the  feme  of  blood*     Already  Caefar 
fla>  ravag'd  more  than  half  the  globe,  and  fees 


Mankind  grown  thin  by  his  deftmclive  fword: 
Should  he  go  further,  numbers  would  be  wanting. 
To  form  new  battle*,  and  fupport  hi-  crime*. 
Ye  g«ds,  what  havock  does  ambition  make 
Among  your  works '. 

Marcus. 

Thy  fteady  temper,  Portius, 
Can  look  on  guilt,  rebellion,  fraud,  and  Cxfar, 
In  the  calm  lights  of  mild  philofnphy  ; 
I'm  tortur'd,  ev'n  to  madm-fs   when  I  think 
On  thi-  proud  vidlur  :  every  tiru  he'*  nam'd 
Pharfulia  rilts  to  my  view — 1  ice 


C      A 

Th'  infultinp  tyrant  prancing  o'er  the  field 
Strow'd  with   Rome's  citizens,  and  drench'd  in 

flaughter, 

Hishorfe's  hoofs  wet  with  Patrician  blood. 
Oh  Portius,  is  there  not  fome  chofen  curfe, 
Some  hidden  thunder  in  the  floret  of  heaven, 
Red  with  uncommon  wrath,  to  blaft  the  man 
Who  owes  his  greatnefs  to  his  country's  ruin  ? 

Portias 

Believe  me,  Marcus,  'tis  an  impious  greatnefs, 
And  mixt  with  too  much  horror  to  be  envy'd  : 
How  does  the  luflre  of  our  father's  actions, 
Through  the  dark  cloud  of  ills  that  cover  him, 
Break  out,  and  burn  with  more  triumphant  bright- 

nefs '. 

His  fufferings  fhine,  and  fpread  a  glory  round  him  ; 
Greatly  unfortunate,  he  fights  the  caufe 
Of  honour,  virtue,  liberty,  and  Rome. 
His  fvvord  ne'er  fell  but  on  the  guiity  head; 
Oppreflion,  tyranny,  and  power  ufurp'd, 
£)raw  all  the  vengeance  of  his  arm  upon  them. 

Marcus. 

Who  knows  not  this  ?  But  what  can  Cato  do 
Againft  a  world,  a  bafe  degenerate  world, 
That  courts  the  yoke,  and  bows  the  neck  to  Caefar  ? 
Pent  up  in  Utica,  he  vainly  forms 
A  poor  epitome  of  Roman  greatnefs. 
And,  cover'd  with  Numidian  guards,  directs 
A  feeble  army,  and  an  empty  lenate, 
Remnants  of  mighty  battles  fought  in  vain. 
By  heavens,  fuch   virtues,   joiu'd  with  fuch  fuc- 

cefs, 

Diftracl  my  very  foul :  our  father's  fortune 
Would  almoft  tempt  us  to  renounce  his  precepts. 

Portiut. 

Remember  what  our  father  oft  has  told  us : 
The  ways  of  heaven  are  dark  and  intricate; 
Puzzled  in  mazes,  and  perplcx'd  with  errors, 
Our  underftanding  traces  them  in  vain, 
Loft  and  bewilder'd  in  the  fruitiefs  ft- arch  ; 
Nor  fees  with  how  much  art  the  windings  run, 
Nor  where  the  regular  confufion  ends. 

Marcui. 

Thefe  are  fuggeftions  of  a  mind  at  eafe  : 
Oh  Portius,  didft  thou  tafte  but  half  the  griefs 
That  wring  my  foul,  thou  could'ft.  not  talk  thus 

coldly. 

Paffion  unpity'd  and  fuccefslefs  love 
Plant  daggers  in  my  heart,  and  aggravate 
My  other  griefs.     Were  but  my  Luc;a  kind  !— 

P-ortius. 

Thou  fee'ft  not  that  thy  brother  is  thy  rival  : 
But  I  nuifl  hide  it,  for  I  know  thy  temper.  \_Afide. 
Now,  Marcus,  now,  thy  virtue's  <>n  the  proof : 
Put  forth  thy  utmoft  flrength,  work  every  nerve, 
And  call  up  all  thy  father  in  thy  foul : 
To  que*l  the  tyrant  love,  and  guard  thy  heart 
Pn  this  weak  fide,  where  moft  our  nature  fails, 
Would  be  a  conqueft  wot  thy  Sato's  fon. 

Marcus. 

Portius,  the  counfel  which  I  cannot  take, 
Inftead  •  f  healing,  buf  upbraids  my  weaknefs. 
Bid  me  for  hoi, our  t-.,u   go  into  a  war 
Of  thirkVft  foes,  and  lufli  "n  certain  death, 
jThcn  {halt  tho.rlsc  that  Mjrcus  is  out  flow 
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To  follow  glory,  and  confefs  his  father. 
Love  is  not  to  be  reafon'd  down,  or  loft 
In  high  ambition,  and  a  third  of  greatnefj; 
'TV  fecond  life,,  it  grows  into  the  foul, 
Warms  every  vein,  and  beats  in  every  pulfc. 
I  feel  it  here  :  my  refolution  melts — 
Part  tut. 

Behold  young  Juba,  the  Numidian  prince  ! 
With  how  much  care  he  forms  himfclf  to  glory, 
And  breaks  the  furcenefs  of  his  native  temper 
To  copy  out  our  father's  bright  example, 
lie  loves  our  fifter  Marcia,  greatly  loves  her; 
His  eyes,  his  looks,  his  actions,  all  betray  it : 
But  ftill  the'fmother'd  forranefs  burns  within  hinu 
When  moft  it  fwells  and  labours  for  a  vent, 
The  fenfe  of  honour  and  define  of  fame 
Drive  the  big  paffion  back  into  his  heart. 
What  :  fhall  an  African,  fhall  Juba's  heir, 
Reproach  great  Cato's  fon,  and  fliew  the  world 
A  virtue  wanting  in  a  Roman  foul  ? 
Marcui. 

Portius,  no  more  !  your  words  leave  flings  be 
hind  them. 

Whene'er  did  Juba,  or  did  Porrius,  fliew 
A  virtue  that  has  caft  me  at  a  diftance, 
And  thrown  me  out  in  the  pursuits  of  honour? 
Porliut. 

Marcus,  I  know  thy  generous  temper  well ; 
Fling  but  th"  appearance  of  difhonour  on  it, 
It  ftrait  takes  fire,  and  mounts,  into  a  blaze. 
Marcus. 

A  brother's  fufferings  claim  a  brother's  pity. 
Portius. 

Heaven  knows  I  pity  thee  :  behold  my  eyes 
Ev'n  whilft  I  fpeak. — Do  they  not  fwim  in  tears  i! 
Were  but  my  heart  as  naked  to  thy  view, 
Marcus  would  fee  it  bleed  in  his  behalf. 
Marcui. 

Why  then  doft  treat  me  with  rebukes,,  inftead 
Of  kjnd  condoling  cares  and  friendly  forrow  * 
Portiut. 

O  Marcus,  did  I  know  the  way  to  eafe 
Thy  troubled  heart,  and  mitigate  thy  pains, 
Marcus,  believe  me,  I  could  die  to  do  it. 
Marcui. 

Thou  beft  of  brothers,  and  thou  heft  of  friend*: 
Pardon  a  weak  diltemper'd  foul,  that  fwells 
Wi:h  fudden  gufts,  and  finks  as  foon  in  calms, 
The  fport  of  paffion^ — But  Sempronius  comes : 
He  muft  not  find  this  foftnels  hanging  on  me. 
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Sempronius. 

Confpiracies  no  fooner  fhould  be  form'd 
Than  executed.  '  What  means  Portius  hire? 
I  like  not  that  cold  y  -uth.     I  muft  diffemble, 
And  fpeak  a  language  foreign  to  my  heart. 

Stmtrottiut,  Portius. 

Sempronius. 

Good  morrow,  Portius  :  let  us  once  embrace. 
Once  more  embrace ;  \vhiUi  yet  we  both  a 
free. 
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To-morrow  fhould  we  thus  exprefs  our  fricnd- 

{hip, 

Each  might  receive  a  Have  into  his  arms. 
This  fun  perhaps,  this  morning  fun's  the  laft 
That  e'er  fhall  rife  on  Roman  liberty. 

Poftiui. 

My  father  has  this  morning  call'd  together 
To  this  poor  hall  his  little  Roman  fenate 
(The  leavings  of  Pharfalia),  to  confult 
If  yet  he  can  oppofe  the  mighty  torrent 
That  bears  down  Rome,  and  all  her  gods,  before  it, 
Or  muft  at  length  give  up  the  world  to  Cxfar. 

Sempronius. 

Not  all  the  pomp  and  majefty  of  Rome 
Can  raife  her  fenate  more  than  Cato's  prefence. 
His  virtues  render  our  affembly  awful, 
They  ftrike  with  fomething  like  religious  fear, 
And  make  ev'n  Caefar  tremble  at  the  head 
Of  armies  flufh'd  with  conqueft  :  O  my  Portiui, 
Could  I  but  call  that  wondrous  man  nty  father, 
Would  hot  thy  fifler  Marcia  be  propitious 
To  thy  friend's  VQWS  ;  I  might  be  blefs'd  indeed  ! 

Portias. 

Alas !  Sempronius,  would'ft  thou  talk  of  love 
To  Marcia,  whilft  her  father's  life's  in  danger  ? 
Thou  might'ft  a»  well  court  the  pale  trembling 

veftal, 
When  Ihe  beholds  the  holy  flame  expiring. 

Stmpronius. 

The  more  I  fee  the  wonders  of  thy  race, 
The  more  I'm  charm'd.    Thou  muft  take  heed, 

my  Portius.  : 

The  world  has  all  its  eyes  on  Cato's  fon. 
Thy  father's  merit  fets  thee  up  to  view, 
And  (hews  thee  in  the  faireft  point  of  light, 
To  make  thy  virtues  or  thy  faults  eonfpicuous. 

Portius. 
Well  doit  thou  feem  to  check  my  lingering 

here 

On  this  important  hour— I'll  ftrait  away ; 
And  while  the  fathers  of  the  fenate  meet 
In  clofe  debate,  to  weigh  th'  events  of  war, 
I'll  animate  the  foldier's  drooping  courage, 
With  love  of  freedom,  and  contempt  of  life. 
I'll  thunder  in  their  ears  their  country's  caufe, 
And  try  to  rouze  up  all  that's  Roman  in  themt 
Tis  not  in  mortals  to  command  fuccefs : 
Jjuc  we'll  do  4'ore,  Sempronius ;  we'll  deferve  it. 

Exit. 

Sempronius. 

Curfe  on  the  {tripling  !  How  he  apes  his  fire  ! 
Ambitioufly  fententious ! — But  I  wonder 
Old  Syphax  comes  not ;  his  Numidian  genius 
Is  well  difpos'd  to  mifchief,  were  he  prompt 
And  eager  on  it;  but  he  muft  be  fpurr'd, 
And  every  moment  quicken'd  to  the  courfe. 
Cato  has  us'd  me  ill  :  he  has  refus'd 
His  daughter  Marcia  to  my  ardent  vows. 
Befides,  his  baffled  arms  and  ruin'd  caufe 
Are  bars  to  my  ambition.     Cajfar's  favour, 
That  fliowers  down  greatnefs  on  his  friends,  will 

raife  me 

To  Rome's  firft  honours.     If  I  give  up  Cato, 
I  claim  in  my  reward  his  captive  daughter. 
Zwt  Syphax  comes  1— 
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Sypbax,  SemproHius. 
Sypbax. 

—  Sempronius,  all  is  ready. 
I've  founded  my  Numidians,  man  by  man, 
And  find  them  ripe  for  a  revolt  :  they  all 
Complain  aloud  of  Cato's  difcipline, 
And  wait  but  the  command  to  change  their  mafter. 

Seaiproniut. 

Believe  me,  Syphax,  there's  no  time  to  waftc  ; 
Ev'n  whilft  we  fpeak,  our  conqueror  comes  on, 
And  gathers  ground  upon  us  every  moment. 
Alas  !  thou  know'ft  not  Cajfar's  active  foul, 
With  what  a  dreadful  courfe  he  rufhes  on 
From  war  to  war  :  in  vain  has  nature  form'd 
Mountains  and  oceans  to  oppofe  his  paffage  ; 
He  bounds  o'er  all,  victorious  in  his  march; 
The  Alps  and  Pyreneans  fink  before  him; 
Through  winds,  and  waves,  and  ftorms,  he  work* 

his  way, 

Impatient  for  the  battle  :  one  day  more 
Will  fet  the  visitor  thundering  at  our  gates. 
But  tell   me,  haft  thou   yet   drawn   o'er   young 

Juba  ? 

That  ftill  would  recommend  thee  more  to  Caefar, 
And  challenge  better  terms  — 
Sypbax. 

—  Alas  !  he's  loft, 

He's  loft,  Sempronius;  all  his  thoughts  are  full 
Of  Cato's  virtues  —  But  I'll  try  once  more 
(For  every  inftant  I  expect  him  here) 
If  yet  I  can  fubdue  thole  ftubborn  principles 
Of  faith,  of  honour,  and  I  know  not  what, 
That  have  corrupted  his  Numidian  temper, 
And  {Lcuck  th'  infection  into  all  his  foul. 

Stmproniui. 

Be/ure  to  prcfs  upon  him  every  motive. 
Juba's  furrcnder,  fince  his  father's  death, 
Would  give  up  Afric  into  Cajfar's  hands, 
And  make  him  lord  of  half  the  burning  Zone. 


But  is  it  true,  Sempronius,  that  your  fenate 
Is  calPd  together  ?  Gods  !  thou  muft  be  cautious  \ 
Cato  has  piercing  eyes,  and  will  difcern 
Our  frauds,  unlels  they're  cover'd  thick  with  art. 

Stmpronius. 

Let  me  alone,  good  Syphax,  I'll  conceal 
My  thoughts  in  paflion  ('tis  the  fureft  way); 
I'll  bellow  out  for  Rome  and  for  my  country, 
And  mouth  at  Csefar  till  I  (hake  the  fenate. 
Your  cold  hypocrify's  a  ftale  device, 
A  worn-out  trick  :   wouidLt  thou  be  thought  in 

earneft, 
Clothe  thy  feign'd  zeal  in  rage,  in  fire,  in  fury  ! 

SypLax. 

In  troth,  thou'rt  able  to  inftruct  grey-hairs, 
And  teach  the  wily  African  deceit  ! 

Sempronius. 

Once  more,  be  fure  to  try  thy  (kill  on  Juba  ; 
Mean-while  I'll  haften  to  my  Roman  foldiers, 
Inflame  the  mutiny,  and  underhand 
Blow  up  their  difcontcnts,  till  they  break  out 
Unlook'd  for,  and  difcharge  themiclves  on  Cata, 


Remember,  Syphax,  we  muft  work  in  haftc  : 
O  think  what  anxious  mornents  pafs  between 
The  birth  of  plots,  and  their  laft  fatal  periods. 
Oh  !  'tis  a  dreadful  interval  of  time, 
Fill'd  up  with  horror  all,  and  big  with  death  ! 
Deftru&ion  hangs  on  every  word  we  fpeak, 
On  eveiy  thought,  till  the  concluding  itroke 
Determines  all,  and  cl<>fes  our  delign.  [Exit. 

Syphax. 

I'll  try  if  yet  I  can  reduce  to  reafon 
This  head-ftrong  youth,  and  make  him  fpurn  at 

Cato. 

The  time  is  fhort,  Csefar  comes  rufhing  on  us — 
But  hold  !  young  Juba  fees  me,  and  approaches. 
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Jala,  Syfkax. 

Juba. 

Syphax,  I  joy  to  meet  thee  thus  alone. 
I  have  ebferv'd  of  late  thy  looks  are  fallen, 
O'ercaft  with  gloomy  cares,  and  difcontent ; 
Then  tell  me,  Syphax,  I  conjure  thee,  tell  me, 
What  are  the  thoughts  that   knit  thy  brow  in 

frowns, 
And  turn  thine  eye  thus  coldly  on  thy  prince  ? 

Syphaie. 

'Tis  not  my  talent  to  conceal  my  thoughts, 
Nor  carry  fmiles  and  fun-(hinc  in  my  face, 
When  difcontent  fits  heavy  at  my  heart. 
I  have  not  yet  lo  much  the  Roman  in  me. 

Juba. 

Why  doft  thou  caft  out  fuch  ungenerous  terms 
Againft  the  lords  and  fovereigns  of  the  world  ? 
Doft  thou  not  fee  rnankind  fall  down  before  them, 
And  own  the  force  of  their  fuperior  virtue  ? 
Is  there  a  nation  in  the  wilds  of  Afric, 
Amidft  our  barren  rocks  and  burning  fands, 
That  does  not  tremble  at  the  Roman  name  ? 

Sypbax. 
Gods !  where's  the  worth  that  fets  this  people 

up 

Above  your  own  Numidia's  tawny  fons  ? 
Do  they  with  tougher  fip.ews  bend  the  bow  J. 
Or  flies  the  javelin  fwifter  to  its  mark, 
JLaunch'd  from  the  vigour  of  a  Roman  arm  ? 
Who  like  our  adlive  African  inftru&s 
The  fiery  fteed,  and  trains  him  to  his  hand  ? 
Or  guides  in  troops  th'  embattled  elephant, 
Loaden  with  war?    Thefe,  thefe   arc   arts,  my 

Prince, 
In  which  your  Zama  does  not  ftoop  to  Rome. 

Juba. 

Thefe  all  are  virtues  of  a  meaner  rank, 
Perfections  that  are  plac'd  in  bones  and  nerves. 
A  Roman  foul  is  bent  on  higher  views  : 
To  civilize  the  rude  unpolifh'd  world, 
And  lay  it  under  the  reftraint  of  laws; 
To  make  man  mild  and  fociable  to  man ; 
To  cultivate  the  wild  licentious  favage 
With  wifdom,difcipline,  and  liberal  arts; 
Th'  embellifhments  of  life  :  virtues  like  thefe 
Make  human  nature  fhine,  reform  the  foul, 
And  brtajt  our  fierce  barbarians  into  men. 


O, 


Patience,  kind  heavens ! — Excufe  an  ol 

warmth. 

What  are  thefe  wondrous  civilizing  arts, 
This  Roman  polifh,  and  this  fmooth  behaviour, 
That  render  man  thus  tradtable  and  tame  ? 
Are  they  not  only  to  difguife  our  pafiion?, 
To  fet  our  looks  at  variance  with  our  thoughts, 
To  check  the  darts  and  fallies  of  the  foul, 
And  break  off  all  its  commerce  with  the  tongue ; 
In  fhort,  to  change  us  into  other  creatures 
Than  what  our  nature  and  the  gods  defign'd  us  ? 
Jula. 

To  ftrike  thee  d»mb  :  turn  up  thine  eyes  to 

Cato! 

There  may'ft  thou  fee  to  what  a  godlike  height 
The  Roman  virtues  lift  up  mortal  man. 
While  good,  and  juft,  and  anxious  for  his  friends, 
He's  ftill  fevcrely  bent  againft  himfelf ; 
Renouncing  fleep,  and  reft,  and  food,  and  eafe, 
He  drives  with  thirft  and  hunger,  toil  and  heat ; 
And  when  his  fortune  fets  before  him  all 
The  pomps  and  uleafures  that  his  foul  caawilh, 
His  rigid  virtue  will  accept  of  none. 
Sypbax. 

Believe  me,  Prince,  there's  not  an  Africas 
That  traverfes  our  vaft  Numidian  deferts 
In  queft  of  prey,  and  lives  upon  his  bow, 
But  better  practifes  thefe  boafted  virtues. 
Ccrarfe  are  his  meals,  the  fortune  of  the  chafe, 
Amidft  the  running  ftream  he  flakes  his  thirft, 
Toils  all  the  day,  and  at  the  approach  of  night 
On  the  firft  friendly  bank  he  throws  him  dow%. 
Or  refts  his  head  upon  a  rock  till  morn  : 
Then  rifes  frefli,  purfues  his  wonted  game, 
And  if  the  following  day  he  chance  to  find 
A  new  repaft,  or  an  untafted  fpriijg, 
Bleffes  his  ftars,  and  thinks  it  luxury. 
Juba. 

Thy  prejudices,  Syphax,  won't  difcern 
What  virtues  grow  from  ignorance  and  choice, 
Nor  how  the  hero  differs  from  the  brute. 
But  grant  that  others  could  with  equal  glory 
Look  down  on  pleafures  and  the  baits  of  fenfe, 
Where  fliall  we  find  the  man  that  bears  amidion, 
Great  and  majeftic  in  his  griefs,  like  Cato  ? 
Heavens,  with  what  ftrcngth,  what  fteadinefs  of 

mind, 

He  triumphs  in  the  midft  of  all  his  fufferings  ! 
How  does  he  rife  againft  a  load  of  woes,       [him  I 
And  thank  the  gods  that  throw  the  weight  upon 
Hypbax. 

'  Tis  pride,  rank  pride,  and  haughtinefs  of  foul : 
I  think  the  Romans  call  it  Stoicifm. 
Had  not  your  royal  father  thought  fo  highly 
Of  Roman  virtue,  and  of  Cato's  caufe, 
He  had  not  fall'n  by  a  flave's  hand  inglorious  : 
Nor  would  his  flaughter'd  army  now  have  lain 
On  Afric's  fands,  disfigur'd  with  their  wounds, 
To  gorge  the  wolves  and  vultures  of  Numidia.  _ 
Jula. 

Why  do'ft  thou  call  my  forrows  up  afrefti  ? 
My  father's  name  brings  tears  into  my  eyes. 
Sypbax. 

Oh,  that  you'd  profit  by  your  father's  ills  1 
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Jub,. 

What  wouldfk  thou  have  me  do  ? 
Sypbax. 


Juba 


Abandon  Cato. 


Syphax,  I  fhould  be  more  than  twice  an  orphan 
By  fuch  a  lois. 

Sypb  ix. 

Ay,  there's  the  tie  that  binds  you  ! 
You  Jong  to  call  him  father.     Marcia's  charms 
Work  in  your  heart  unfeen,  and  plead  for  Cute. 
JJo  wonder  you  are  deaf  to  all  I  lay. 
Juba. 

Syphax,  your  zeal  becomes  importunate; 
I've  hitherto  permitted  it  to  rave, 
And  talk  at  Jarge  ;  but  learn  tv>  keep  it  in. 
Left  it  fhould  take  more  fret  dom  than  I'll  give  it. 
Syt  Lu   . 

Sir,  your  great  father  never  us'd  me  thus. 
Alas,  he's  dead  !  hut  can  you  e'er  forget 
The  tender  forrows,  and  the  pangs  of  nature, 
The  fond  embraces,  and  repeated  bltfiings, 
Which  you  drew  from  him  in  your  lalk  farewell  ? 
Still  mull  I  cherifh  the  dear  fad  remembrance, 
At  once  to  torture  and  to  pleafe  nu  foul. 
The  good  old  king,  at  parting,  wrung  my  hand, 
(His  eyes  brim  full  of  tears)  then  fighing  cry'd, 
Pr'ythee  be  careful  of  my  fon  ! — his  grief 
Swell'd  up  fo  high,  he  could  not  utter  more. 
Juba. 

Alas,  thy  ftory  melts  away  my  foul. 
That  beft  of  fathers  !  how  fhall  I  difcharge 
The  gratitude  and  duty  which  I  owe  him  1 
Sypbax. 

By  laying  up  his  counfelsin  your  hea.rt. 

3ul"?- 

His  cnur.fels  bade  me  yield  to  thy  directions  : 
Then,  Syjihax,  chide  me  in  fcvereft  terms, 
Vert  all  thy  paflion,  and  I'll  (land  its  (hock, 
Calm  and  unruffled  as  a  fummer-fea, 
When  not  a  breath  of  wind  flies  o'er  its  furface. 

Sypbax. 
Alas,  my  prince,  I'd  guide  you  to  your  fafety. 

Juba. 
1  do  believe  thou  wouldft ;  but  tell  me  how  ? 

Sypbav. 
Fly  from  the  fate  that  follows  Caefar's  foe». 

Juba. 

My  father  fcorn'd  to  Ho't. 
Sypbax. 
'^.  ,  And  therefore  dy'd, 

Juba. 

•        Better  to  die  ten  thouiand  thoufand  deaths, 
Than  wound  my  honour. 

Sypbax. 

Rather  fay  your  love. 
Juba. 

Syphax.  I've  promis'd  to  preferve  my  temper. 
Why  wilt  ihou  urge  me  to  confels  a  flame 
I  long  have  ftiflcd,  and  would  fain  conceal  ? 

Sypmax. 

Bel'eve  me,  Prince,  'tis  hard  to  conquer  lave, 
But  eafy  to  divert  and  break  its  force  : 
.Abfence  might  cure  it,  or  a  fecond  miftrefs 
Light  up  another  flame,  and  put  out  this. 


The  glowing  dames  of  Zama's  royal  court 
Have  faces  flufht  with  more  exalted  charms. 
The  fun,  that  rolls  his  chariot  o'er  their  heads, 
Works  up  more  fire  and  colour  in  their  cheek*  : 
Were  you  with  thefe,  my  Prince,  you'd  foon  for* 

get 
The  pale  unripcn'd  beauties  of  the  north. 

Juba. 

*Tis  not  a  fct  of  features,  or  complexion, 
The  tijjdlure  of  a  flcin   that  I  admire. 
Beauty  foon  grows  familiar  to  the  lover, 
Fades  in  his  eye,  and  palls  upo<i  the  i'cnfe. 
The  virtuous  Marcia  towers  above  her  fex  : 
True,  flic  is  fair,  (oh,  how  divinely  fair  :) 
But  ftiil  the  lovely  maid  improves  her  charms 
With  inwaid  greatnef-,  unaffcded  wifdom, 
And  fandlity  of  manners.     Cato's  foul 
Shines  out  in  every  thing  (he  adls  or  fpeaks, 
While  winning  mildnefs  and  attractive  fmile» 
Dwell  in  her  looks,  and  with  becoming  grace 
Sol  tea  the  rigour  of  her  father's  virtues. 

iypbax. 
'How  docs  your  tongue  grow  wanton  jn  her 

praife  ! 
But  on  my  knees  I  beg  you  would  confider— 

Enter  Marcia  and  Luclt. 

Juba. 
Hah  !  Syphax,  is't  not  (he  !  —  She  moves  this 

way  : 

And  with  her  Lucia,  Lucius's  fair  daughter. 
My  heart  beats  thick  —  I  pr'ythee,  Syphax,  leave 
me. 

Syplax. 

Ten  thoufand  curfes  faften  on  them  both  ! 
Now  will  this  womaa  with  a  fingle  glance 
Undo  what  I've  beeu  labouring  all  this  while. 


Juba,  Marcia,  Lucia. 

Juba. 

Hail  charrningmaidjhow  does  thy  beauty  fmooth 
The  face  of  war,  and  make  ev'n  horror  fmile  ! 
At  fight  of  thee  my  heart  (hakes  off  its  forrows  j 
I  feel  a  dawn  of  joy  break  in  upon  me, 
And  for  a  while  forget  th'  approach  of  Czfar. 

Marcia. 
I  fhould  be  griev'd,  young  prince,  to  think  my 

prefence 

Unhent  your  thoughts,  andflacken'd  them  to  armi, 
While,  warm  with  (laughter,  our  vi<Slo'ious  foe 
Threatens  aluud,  and  calls  you  to  the  field. 

Juba 

O  Marcia,  let  me  hope  thy  kind  concerni 
And  gentle  wifhes  follow  me  to  battle  ! 
The  thought  will  givts  new  vigour  to  my  arm, 
Add  (Irength  and  weight  to  my  dtfcending  fword, 
And  drive  u  in  a  temped  on  the  foe. 

Marcia. 

My  praycrp  and  wifhes  always  fhall  attend 
The  friends  of  Rome,  the  glorious  caufe  of  virtue, 
And  men  approv'd  of  by  the  gods  and  Cato. 

2N*. 

That  Juba  may  deferve  thy  pious  cares, 
I'll  gaze  for  ever  on  thy  godlike  father, 


C      A      T      O. 


Tranfplanting,  one  by  one,  Into  my  life 
His  bright  perfections,  till  I  ftiine  like  him. 

Marcia. 

My  father  never  at  a  time  like  thif 
Would  lay  out  his  great  foul  in  words,  and  wafte 
Snch  precious  moments. 

Jul*. 

Thy  reproufs  are  juft, 

Thou  virtuous  maid  ;   I'll  hafteii  to  my  troops, 
And  fire  their  languid  fouls  with  Cato's  virtue; 
If  e'er  I  lead  them  to  the  field,  when  all 
The  war  mall  ftand  rang'd  in  its  juft  array, 
And  dreadful  pomp  :  then  will  I  think  on  thee  ! 

0  lovely  maid,  then  will  I  think  on  thee  ! 
And,  in  the  {hock  of  charging  h<  fts,  remember 
What  glorious  deeds  fhou'd  grace  the  man,  who 

hopes 
Wot  Marcia's  love.  [Exit. 

Lucia. 

Marcia,  you're  too  fevere  : 
How  could  you  chide  the   young  good-natur'd 

prince, 

And  drive  him  from  you  with  fo  ftern  an  air, 
A  prince  that  loves  and  dotes  on  you  to  death  ? 

Marcia. 

'Tis  therefore,  Lucia,  that  I  chide  him  from  me. 
His  air,  his  voice,  his  looks,  and  honeft  foul, 
Speak  all  fo  movingly  in  his  behalf, 

1  dare  not  trull  myfelf  to  hear  him  talk. 

Lucia. 

Why  will  you  fight  againft  fo  fweet  a  paffion, 
And  fteel  your  heart  to  fuch  a  world  of  charms  ? 

Marcia. 

How,  Lucia !  would'ft  thou  have  me  fink  away 
In  pleafing  dreams,  and  lofe  myfelf  in  love, 
When  every  moment  Cato's  life's  at  ftake  ? 
Coefer  comes  arm'd  with  terror  and  revenge, 
And  aims  his  thunder  at  my  father's  head  : 
Should  not  the  fad  occafion  fwallow  qp 
My  other  cares,  and  draw  them  all  into  it  ? 

Lucia. 

Why  have  not  I  this  conftancy  of  mind, 
Who  have  fo  many  griefs  to  try  its,  force  ? 
Sure,  nature  form'd  me  of  her  fofteft  mould, 
Enfeebled  all  my  foul  with  tender  paflions, 
And  funk  me  ev'n  below  my  own'weak  fex  : 
Pity  and  love,  by  turns,  opprefs  my  htart. 

Marcia. 

Lucia,  difburthen  all  thy  cares  on  me, 
And  let  me  fhare  thy  molt  retir'd  diftrefs ; 
'Tell  me  who  raifes  up  this  conflict  in  thee. 

Luc'fa. 
I  need   not  blufli  to  name  them,  when  I  tell 

thee 
They're  Marcia's  brothers,  and  the  fons  of  Cato. 

P-Iarcia. 

They  bofh  behold  thee  with  their  fitter's  eyes; 
And  often  have  reveal'd  their  pafiion  to  me. 
Bur  tell  me,  whofe  addrefs  thou  favcur'ft  moft? 
I  long  to  know,  and  yet  1  dread  to  hear  it. 

Lucia. 

Which  is  it  Marcia  withes  for  ? 
Marcia. 

For  neither 
And  yet  for  both — The  youths  have  equal  {hare 


;n  Marcia's  wimes,  and  divide  their  fifter  : 
But  tell  me  which  of  them  is  Lucia's  choice  ? 

Lucia. 

Mircia,  they  both  are  high  in  my  efteem, 
But  in  my  love — Why  wilt  thou  make  me  name 

him  ? 

Thou  know'ft,  it  is  a  blind  and  foolHh  pafiion, 
Pleas'd  and  difgufted  with  it  knows  not  what. 

Marcia. 

O  Lucia,  I'm  perplex'd :  O  tell  me  which 
I  muft  hereafter  call  my  happy  brother  ? 

Lucia. 

Suppofe  'twere  Portius,  could  you  blame  mf 
choice  ? 

0  Portius,  thou  haft  ftol'n  away  my  foul ! 
With  what  a  graceful  tendernefs  he  loves  '. 
And  breathes  the  fofteft,  the  fincereft  vows ! 
Complacency,  and  truth,  and  manly  fweetnefs, 
Dwell  ever  on  his  tongue,  and  fmooth  his  thoughts! 
Marcus  is  over-warm,  his  fond  complaints 

Have  fo  much  rarneftnefs  and  pafiion  in  them, 

1  hear  him  with  a  fecret  kind  of  dread, 
And  tremble  at  his  vehemence  of  temper. 

Alas,  poor  youth  !  how  can'ft  thou  throw  him 

from  thee  ? 

Lucia,  thou  know'ft  not  half  the  love  he  bears  thee; 
Whene'er  he  fpeaks  of  thee,  his  heart's  in  flames, 
He  fends  out  all  his  foul  in  every  word,     [ported. 
And  thinks,  and  talks,  and  looks  like  one  tranf- 
Uuhappy  youth  !  how  will  thy  coldnefs  raife 
Tempefts  and  ftorms  in  his  afllidled  bofum ! 
\  I  dread  the  confequence — 

Lucia. 

You  feem  to  plead 
Againft  your  brother  Portius—-— 
M.uci.1. 

Heaven  forbid '. 
Had  Portius  been  the  unfucceftful  lover, 
The  fame  compaflion  would  have  fall'n  on  hinti 

Was  ever  virgin  love  diftreft  like  mine ! 
Portius  himfelf  oft  ialls  in  tears  before  me, 
As  if  he  mourn'd  his  rival's  ill  fuccefs, 
Then  bids  me  hide  the  motions  of  my  heart, 
Nor  {hew  which  way  it  turns.     So  much  he  fear* 
The  fad  effects  that  it  would  have  on  Marcus, 

J\  a:  cia. 

He  knows  too  well  how  eafily  he's  fir'd, 
And  would  not  plung-e  his  brother  in  defpair, 
But  waits  for  happier  times,  and  kinder  moment*. 

Lucia. 

Alas  '.   too  late  I  find  myfelf  involv'd 
In  endlefs  griefi,  and  labyrinths  of  woe, 
Born  to  afflicT:  my  Marcia's  family, 
And  fow  diffenfion  in  the  hearts  of  brothers. 
Tormenting  thought  I  it  cuts  into  my  foul. 

Marcia. 

Let  us  not,  Lucia,  aggravate  our  forrows, 
But  to  the  gods  permit  th'  event  of  things. 
Our  lives,  dilcolour'd  with  our  prefent  woes, 
May  ftill  grow  bright,  and  fmile   \vith  happier 

hours. 

So  the  pure  limpid  ftream,  when  foul  with  ftaini 
Of  rufhing  torrents,  and  descending  raini, 


THE    WORKS   OF   ADDISON. 


Works  itfelf  clear,  and,  as  it  runs,  refines; 
Till,  by  degrees  the  floating  mirror  (bines, 
Refle&s  each  flower  that  on  the  border  grows, 
And  a  new  heaven  in  its  fair  bofom  (hows. 

[Extant. 


A  C  T    II.     SCENE   I. 

THE    SENATE. 

Sempronius. 

ROME  ftill  furvives  in  this  affembled  fenate  f 
Let  us  remember  we  are  Cato's  friends, 
And  a&  like  men  who  claim  that  glorious  title. 

Lucius. 

Cato  will  foon  be  here,  and  open  to  *s 
Th'  occafion  of  our  meetings    Hark  '.  he  comes ! 

[  A  found  of  trumpets. 
May  all  the  guardian  gods  of  Rome  direct  him  : 

Enter  Cato. 

Cato. 

Fathers,  we  once  again  are  met  in  council. 
Cxfar's  approach  has  fummsn'd  us  together, 
And  Rome  attends  her  fate  from  our  refolves : 
How  (hall  we  treat  this  bold  afpiring  man  .' 
Succefs  ftill  follows  him,  and  backs  his  crimes  : 
Pharfalia  gave  him  Rome ;  Egypt  has  fmce 
Receiv'd  his  yoke,  and  the  whole  Nile  is  Cafar's. 
Why  fhould  I  mention  Juba's  overthrow, 
And  Scipio's  death  ?  Numidia's  burning  fands 
Still  finokc  with  blood.     Tis  time  we  fhould  de 
cree 

What  courfe  to  take.     Our  foe  advances  on  ui, 
And  envies  us  ev'n  Libea's  fultry  deferts. 
Fathers,  pronounce  your  thoughts ;  are  they  ftill  fixt 
To  hold  it  out,  and  fight  it  to  the  laft  ? 
Or  are  your  hearts  fubdued  at  length,  and  wrought 
By  time  and  ill  fuccefs  to  a  fubmiffion  ? 
Sempronius,  fpeak. 

Stmprouius. 

My  voice  is  ftill  for  war. 
Gods,  can  a  Roman  fenate  long  debate 
Which  of  the  two  to  choofe,  flavery  or  death ! 
No,  let  us  rife  at  once,  gird  on  our  fwords, 
And,  at  the  head  of  our  remaining  troops, 
Attack  the  foe,  break  through  the  thick  array 
Of  his  throng  'd  legions,  and  charge  home   upon 

him; 

Perhaps  fome  arm,  more  lucky  than  the  reft, 
May  reach  his  heart,  and  free  the  world  from  bon 
dage. 

Rife,  fathers,  rife;  'tis  Rome  demands  your  help ; 
Rife,  and  revenge  her  flaughter'd  citizens, 
Or  fhare  their  fate  :  the  corps  of  half  her  fenate 
Manure  the  fields  of  Theffaly,  while  we 
Sit  here,  deliberating  in  cold  debates, 
If  we  fhould  facrifice  our  lives  to  honour, 
Or  wear  them  out  in  fervitude  and  chains. 
Roufe  i.p  for  fhame  !  our  brothers  of  Pharfalia 
Point  at  their  wounds,  and  cry  aloud — to  battle  '. 
Great  Pomp,  y's  fhade  complains  that  we  are  flow, 
And  Scipio's  ghofl.  walks  unreveng'd  amongft  us. 


Catt. 

Let  not  a  torrent  of  impetunu*  zsal 
Tranfport  thee  thus  beyond  the  bounds  of  reafon  : 
True  fortitude  is  feen  in  great  exploits, 
That  juftice  warrants,  and  that'wifdom  guides; 
All  elfe  is  towering  phrenfy  and  diftraction. 
Are  not  the  lives  of  thofe,  who  draw  the  fword 
In  Rome's  defence,  intruded  to  our  care? 
Should  we  thus  lead  them  to  a  field  of  (laughter, 
Might  not  th'  impartial  world  with  reafon  fay, 
We  lavifh'd  at  our  deaths  the  blood  of  thoufands, 
To  grace  our  fall,  and  make  our  ruin  glorious  ? 
Lucius,  we  next  would  know  what's  your  opinion. 

Lucius. 

My  thoughts,  I  muft  confefs,  are  turn'd  on  peace. 
Already  have  our  quarrels  fill'd  the  world 
With  widows  and  with  orphans :  Scythia  mourns 
Our  guilty  wars,  and  earth's  remoteft  regions 
Lie  half  unpeopled  by  the  feuds  of  Rome : 
'  I'is  time  to  (heath  the  fword,  and  fpare  mankind. 
It  is  not  Csefar,  but  the  gods,  my  fathers, 
The  gods  declare  againft  us,  and  repel 
Our  vain  attempts.     To  urge  the  foe  to  battle, 
(Prompted  by  blind  revenge  and  wild  dcfpair) 
Were  to  refufe  th'  awards  of  providence, 
And  not  to  reft  in  heaven's  determination. 
Already  have  we  (hewn  our  love  to  Rome : 
Now  let  us  (hew  fubmiffion  to  the  gods. 
We  took  up  arms,  not  to  revenge  ourfelves, 
But  free  the  commonwealth  ;  when  this  end  fails, 
Arms  have  no  further  ufe;  our  country's  caufe, 
That  drew  our  fwords,  now  wrefts  them  from  our 

hands, 

And  bids  us  not  delight  in  Roman  blood, 
Unprofitably  fhed  ;  what  men  could  do 
Is  done  already  :  heaven  and  earth  will  witnefs, 
If  Rome  muft  fall,  that  we  are  innocent. 

.   Semproniut. 

This  fmooth  difcourfe  and  mild  behaviour  oft 
Conceal  a  traitor — Something  whifpcrs  me 
All  is  not  right — Cato,  beware  of  Lucius. 

AJide  to  Cato. 
Cato. 

Let  us  appear  not  rafh  nor  diffident : 
Immoderate  valour  fwells  into  a  fault, 
And  fear,  admitted  into  public  councils, 
Betrays  like  treafon.     Let  us  ftum  them  both. 
Fathers,  I  cannot  fee  that  our  affairs 
Are  grown  thus  defperate.     We  have  bulwarks 

round  us; 

Within  our  walls  are  troops  inur'd  to  toil 
In  Afric's  heats,  and  feafon'd  to  the  fun ; 
Numidia's  fpacious  kingdom  lies  behind  ui, 
Ready  to  rife  at  its  young  prince's  cati^ 
Whilft  there  is  hope,  do  not  diftruft  the  gods; 
But  wait  at  leaft  till  Casfar's  near  approach 
Force  us  to  yield.     Twill  never  be  too  late 
To  fue  for  chains,  and  own  a  conqueror. 
Why  fhould  Rome  fall  a  moment  ere  her  time  f 
No,  let  us  draw  her  term  of  freedom  out 
In  its  full  length,  and  fpin  it  to  the  laft. 
So  (hall  we  gain  ftill  one  day's  liberty; 
And  let  me  perifh,  but  in  Cuto's  judgment, 
A  day,  an  hour  of  virtuous  liberty, 
s  worth  a  whole  eternity  in  bondage. 


A      T      O. 


Enter  Marcus. 

Marcus. 

Fathers,  this  moment  as  I  watch'd  the  gates, 
I.odg'd  on  my  poft,  a  herald  is  arriv'd 
From  Cxfar's  camp,  and  with  him  comes  old 

Decius, 

The  Roman  knight ;  he  carries  in  his  looks 
Impatience,  and  demands  to  fpeak  with  Cato. 

Cato. 
By  your  permiffion,  fathers,  bid  him  enter. 

[Exit  Marcus. 

Decius  was  once  my  friend;  but  other  profpe<5b 
Have  loos'd  thofe  ties,  and  bound  him  fad  to  Casfar. 
His  meflage  may  determine  our  refolves. 

Enter  Decius, 

Decius. 

Csefar  fends  health  to  Cato —     . 
Cato. 

Could  he  fend  it 

To  Cato's  flaughter'd  friends,  it  would  be  welcome. 
Are  not  your  orders  to  addrefs  the  fenate  ? 

Decius. 

My  bufinefs  is  with  Cato  :  Caefar  fees  [knows 
The  ftreights  to  which  you're  driven ;  and,  as  he 
Cato's  high  worth,  is  anxious  for  his  life. 

Cato. 

My  life  is  grafted  on  the  fate  of  Rome  : 
Would  he  fave  Cato  ?  bid  him  fpare  his  country. 
Tell  your  dictator  this;  and  tell  him  Cato 
Difdains  a  life,  which  he  has  power  to  offer. 

Decius. 

Rome  and  her  fenators  fubmit  to  Csefar ; 
Her  generals  and  her  confuls  are  no  more, 
Who  check'd  his  conquefls.and  deny'd  his  triumphs. 
Why  will  not  Cato  be  this  Casfar's  friend  ? 

Cato, 
Thofe  very  reafons,  thou  haft  urg'd,  forbid  it. 

Decius. 

Cato,  I've  orders  to  expoftulate, 
And  reafon  with  you  as  from  friend  to  friend  : 
Think  on  the  ftorm  that  gathers  o'er  your  head, 
And  threatens  every  hour  to  burft  upon  it ; 
Still  may  you  {land  high  in  your  country's  ho 
nours. 

Do  but  comply,  and  make  your  peace  with  Casfar. 
Rome  will  rejoice,  and  caft  its  eyes  on  Cato, 
As  on  the  fecond  of  mankind. 
Cato. 

No  more ! 
1  muft  not  think  of  life  on  fuch  conditions. 

Decius. 

Csefar  is  well  acquainted  with  your  virtues, 
And  therefore  lets  this  value  on  your  life  : 
Let  him  but  know  the  price  of  Cato'j  friendfliip, 
And  name  your  terms. 

Cato. 

Bid  him  difband  his  legions, 
Reftore  the  commonwealth  to  liberty, 
Submit  his  actions  to  the  public  cenfure, 
And  ftand  the  judgment  of  a  Roman  fenate. 
Bid  him  do  this,  and  Cato  is  his  friend. 
Decius. 

Cato,  the  world  talk*  loudly  of  your  wifdom — 


Cats. 


Nay  more,  though  Cato's  voice  was  ne'er  cra- 

ploy'd 

To  clear  the  guilty,  and  to  varnifh  crimes, 
Myfelf  will  mount  the  roftrum  in  his  favour, 
And  ftrive  to  gain  his  pardon  from  the  people* 

Decius, 
A  ftyle  like  this  becomes  a  conqueror. 

Cato. 
Decius,  a  ftyle  like  this  becomes  a  Roman. 

Decius. 
What  is  a  Roman,  that  is  Caefar's  foe  ? 

Cato. 
Greater  than  Casfar,  he's  a  friend  to  virtue. 

Decius. 

Confider,  Cato,  you're  in  Utica  ; 
And  at  the  head  of  your  own  little  fenate ; 
You  don't  now  thunder  in  the  capitol, 
With  all  the  mouths  of  Rome  to  fecond  you. 

Cato. 

Let  him  confidcr  that  who  drives  us  hither : 
'Tis  Cxfar's  fword  has  made  Rome's  fenate  little, 
And  thinn'd  its  ranks.     Alas !  thy  dazzled  eye 
Beholds  this  man  in  a  falfe  glaring  light, 
Which  conqueft  and  fuccefs  have  thrown  upon  him  j 
Didft  thou  but  view  him  right,  thou'dft  fee  him 

black 

With  murder,  treafon,  facrilege,  and  crimes, 
That  ftrike  my  foul  with  horror  but  to  name  them* 
I  know  thou  look'ft  on  me,  as  on  a  wretch 
Befet  with  ills,  and  covcr'd  with  misfortunes; 
But,  by  the  gods  I  fvvear,  millions  cf  worlds 
Should  never  buy  me  to  be  like  that  Csefar. 

Decius. 

Does  Cato  fend  this  anfwer  back  to  Czfar, 
For  all  his  generous  cares,  and  proffer'd  friendfliip  ? 

Cato. 

His  cares  for  me  are  infolent  and  vain  : 
Prefumptuous  man  1  the, gods  take  care  of  Cato. 
Would  Caefar  fhevv  the  greatnefs  of  his  foul, 
Bid  him  employ  his  care  for  thefe  my  friends. 
And  make  good  ufe  of  his  ill-gotten  power 
By  flickering  men  much  better  than  himfelf. 

Decius. 

Your  high  unconquer'd  heart  makes  you  forget 
That  you're  a  man.    You  rum  on  your  dcftruction. 
But  I  have  done.     When  I  relate  hereafter 
The  tale  of  this  unhappy  embaffy, 
All  Rome  will  be  in  tears.  [Exit* 

Stmpronius. 

Cato,  we  thank  thcs. 
The  mighty  genius  of  immortal  Rome 
Speaks  in  thy  voice,  thy  foul  breathes  liberty: 
Casfar  will  fhrink  to  hear  the  words  thou  utter'ft, 
And  fliudder  in  the  midft  of  all  his  conquefts. 

Lucius. 

The  fenate  owns  its  gratitude  to  Cato, 
Who  with  fo  great  a  foul  confults  its  fafety, 
And  guards  our  lives  while  he  neglects  his  own, 

Semproniut. 

Senvpronius  gives  no  thanks  on  this  account. 
Lucius  feemsJbnd  of  life ;  but  what  is  life  ? 
'Tis  not  to  ftalk  about,  and  draw  frefh  air 
From  time  to  time,  or  gaze  upon  the  fun; 
Tis  to  be  free.    When  liberty  is  gone, 
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Life  grows  infipid,  and  has  loft  itsrelifli. 
O  could  my  dying  hand  but  lodge  a  fword 
In  Caefar's  b«>fom,  and  revenge  my  country, 
By  heavens  I  c.-uld  enjoy  the  pangs  of  death, 
And  fnitle  in  agony. 

I.uciui. 

Others  perhaps 

Mayferve  their  country  with  as  warm  *  zeal, 
Though  'tis  not  kindled  into  fo  much  rage. 

Sempronius, 

This  fober  conduct  is  a  mighty  virtue 
In  hike-warm  patriots. 

Goto. 

Come  !  no  more,  Sempronh:s : 
All  here  are  friends  to  Rome,  and  to  each  other. 
I,et  us  not  weaken  ftill  the  weaker  fide, 
By  our  diviuons. 

Semproniut. 

Cato,  my  refen'ment* 
Are  facrific'd  to  Rome — I  (land  reprov'd. 

Cato. 
Fathers,  'tis  time  you  come  to  a  refolve. 

Lucius. 

Cato,  we  all  go  into  your  opinion. 
Casfar's  behaviour  has  convinc'd  the  fenate 
We  ought  to  hold  it  out  till  terms  arrive. 

i emproniui. 

We  ought  to  hold  it  out  till  death  ;  but,  Cato, 
My  private  Voice  is  drown'd  amid  the  fume's. 

Cato. 

Then  let  us  rife,  my  friends,  and  ftrive  to  fill 
This  little  interval,  this  pa\ife  of  life, 
(While  yet  our  liberty  and  fates  are  doubtful) 
With  relolujion,  friendfhip,  Roman  bravery, 
And  all  the  virtues  we  can  crowd  into  it ; 
That  heaven  may  fay,  it  ought  to  be  prolong'd. 
Fathers,  farewell — The  young  Numidian  prince 
Comes  forward,  and  exptcts  to  know  our  councils. 

Ex.  Sen. 
Enter  Juba. 

Cato. 

Juba,  the  Roman  fenate  has  refolv'd, 
Till  time  give  better  profpe&s,  ftill  to  keep 
The  fword  unfheath'd,  and  turn  its  edge  on  Cafar. 

Juba. 

The  refolution  fits  a  Roman  fenate. 
But,  Cato,  lend  me  for  a  while  thy  patience, 
And  condefcend  to  hear  a  young  man  fpeak. 

My  father,  when  fome  days  before  his  death 
He  order'd  me  to  march  for  Utica 
(Alas  !  I  thought  not  then  his  death  fo  near  !) 
Wept  o'er  me,  prefs'd  me  in  his  aged  arm«, 
-And  as  his  griefs  gave  way,  My  fon,  faid  he, 
"Whatever  fortune  (hall  bcfal  thy  father, 
Be  Gate's  friend  ;  he'll  train  thee  up  to  great 
And  virtuous  deeds :  do  but  obferve  him  well, 
Thou'lt  fhun  misfortunes,  or  thou'lt  learn  to  bear 


them. 


Cato 


Juba,  thy  father  was  a  worthy  prince, 
And  merited,  alas  '    a  better  fate  ; 
But  heaven  thought  otherwife. 
Juba. 

My  father's  fate, 
la  fpitc  *f  all  the  fortitude  that  fliiuc* 


Before  my  face,  in  Cato's  great  example, 
Subdues  my  foul,  and  fills  my  eyes  with  tears, 
Cat*. 

It  is  an  honeft  forrow,  and  becomes  thee. 
Jula. 

My  father  drew  refpecft  from  foreign  climes  : 
The  kings  of  Afric  fought  him  for  their  fritnd, 
Kings  far  remote,  that  rule,  as  fame  reports, 
Behind  the  hidden  fources  of  the  Nile, 
In  diftant  worlds,  on  t'other  fide  the  fun  : 
Oft  have  their  black  ambaffadors  appcar'd, 
Loaden  with  gifts,  and  fill'd  the  courts  of  Zamt. 

Catt. 

I  am  no  ftranger  to  thy  father's  preatnefs. 


I  would  not  boaft  the  grtatnef*  of  my  father, 
But  point  out  new  alliances  to  Cato. 
Had  we  not  better  leave  this  Utica, 
To  artu  Numidia  in  our  caufe,  and  court 
Th'  affiftance  of  my  father's  powerful  friends  ? 
Did  they  know  Cato,  our  remoteft  kings 
Would  pour  embattled,  multitudes  about  him  ; 
Their  fwarthy  hofts  would  darken  all  our  plainly 
Doubling  the  native  horror  of  the  war, 
And  mukii.g  death  more  grim. 
Cato, 

And  canft  thou  think 
Cato  will  fly  before  the  fword  of  Crelar  ? 
Reduc'd,  like  Hannibal,  to  feek  relief 
From  court  to  court,  and  wander  op  and  down, 
A  vagabond  in  Afric  ! 

Juba. 

Cato,  perhaps 

I'm  too  officious  ;  but  my  forward  cares 
Would  fain  preferve  a  life  of  fo  much  value. 
My  heart  is  wounded,  when  I  fee  fuch  virtue 
Affliclcd  by  the  weight  of  fuch  inistoi  tunes. 

Cato. 

Thy  noblenefs  of  foul  oblige?  me. 
But  know,  young  prince,  that  valour  foars  aboTe 
What  the  world  calls  misfortune  and  affiidion. 
Thefe  are  not  ills  ;  elfe  would  they  never  fall 
On    heaven's    firft  favourites,    and   the  bcft    of 

men  : 

The  gods,  in  bounty,  work  up  ftorms  about  us, 
That  give  mankind  occafion  to  exert 
Their  hidden  flrength,  and  throw  out  into  prac 

tice 

Virtues,  that  fhun  the  day,  and  lie  conceal'd 
In  the  fmooth  feafons,  and  the  calms  of  life. 

Juba. 
I'm  charm'd  whene'er  thoQ  talk'fl!   I  pant  for 

virtue  ! 
And  all  my  foul  endeavours  at  perfection* 

Cafo. 

Doft  thon  love  watchings.  abftinence,  and  toil, 
Laborious  virtues  all  ?  learn  them  from  Cato  : 
Succefs  and  fortune  muft  thou  learn  from  Casfar. 

Juba. 

The  beft  good-fortune  that  can  fall  on  Juba, 
The  whole  iuccefs  at  which  my  heart  afpircs, 
Depends  on  Cato. 

Cato. 

What  does  Juba  fay  ? 
The  wordt  coiifcur.d  me. 


CATO. 


Juba. 

I  would  fain  retract  them, 

Give  them  me  back  again.    They  aim'd  at  no 
thing. 

Calo. 
Tell  me  thy  wifh,  young  prince  ;  make  not  my 

ear 
A  ftranger  to  thy  thoughts. 

Juba. 

Oh,  they're  extravagant  ; 
Still  let  me  hide  them. 

Cato. 

What  can  Juba  aflc 
That  Cato  will  refufe  ! 


I  fear  to  name  it. 
Marcia  —  inherits  all  her  father's  virtues. 

Cato. 

What  would'ft  thou  fay  ? 

Juba. 

Cato,  thou  haft  a  daughter. 

Cats. 

Adieu,  young  prince  :  I  would  not  hear  a  word 
Should  leffen  thee  in  my  efteein  :  remember 
The  hand  of  face  is  over  us,  and  heaven 
Exa&s  feverity  from  all  our  thoughts  : 
It  is  not  now  a  time  to  talk  of  aught 
But  chains,  or  conqueft  ;  liberty,  or  death.      [Exit. 

Enter  Sypba*. 

Sypba*. 
How's  this,  my  prince  !    what,  cover'd  with 

confufion  ? 

You  look  as  if  yon  ftern  philofopher 
Had  juft  now  chid  you. 

Juba. 
Syphax,  I'm  undone  ! 

Sypbax. 
I  know  it  well. 

Juba. 
Cato  thinks  meanly  of  me, 

Sypbax, 
And  fo  will  all  mankind. 

y«** 

I've  open'd  to  him 
The  weaknefs  of  my  foul  —  my  love  for  Marcia. 

Sypbax. 

Cato's  a  proper  perion  to  intruft 
A  love-tale  with. 

Jula. 

Oh,  I  couid  pierce  my  heart, 
My  foolifli  heart  '.   Was  ever  wretch  like  Juba  ? 

Sypbax. 

Alas  !  my  prince,  how  are  you  chang'd  of  late  ! 
I've  known  young  Juba  rife  before  the  fun, 
To  beat  the  thicket  where  the  tiger  flept, 
Or  feek  the  lion  in  his  dreadful  haunts  : 
How  did  the  colour  mount  into  your  cheeks,     [you 
When  firft  you  rous'd  him  to  the  chacc  !   I've  feen 
Ev'n  in  the  Libyan  dog-days  hunt  him  down, 
Then  charge  him  clofe,  provoke  him  to  the  rage 
Of  fangs  and  claws,  and  (looping  from  your  horfe 
Rivet  the  panting  favage  to  the  ground* 

Jul/a. 

jpr'ythee,  no  more,  i 
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How  would  the  old  king  (mile 
To  fee  you  weigh  the  paws,  when  tipp'd  with  gold, 
And  throw  the  fhaggy  fpoils  about  your  (boulder*1. 
Juba. 

Syphax,  this  old  man's  talk  (though  honey  flow'  4 
In  every  word)  would  now  lofe  all  its  fweetneft. 
Cato's  difpleas'd,  and  Marcia  loft  for  ever  ! 

Sypbax. 

Young  prince,  I  yet  could  give  you  good  advice. 
Marcia  might  dill  be  yours. 
Jula. 

What  fay'ft  thou,  Syphax  ? 
By  heavens,  thou  turn'lt  me  all  into  attention. 

Sypbax, 

Marcia  might  ftill  be  yours. 
Juba. 

As  how,  dear  Syphax  > 

Sypbax. 

Juba  command*  Numidia's  hardy  troops, 
Mounted  on  deeds,  unus'd  to  the  reftraint 
Of  curbs  or  bits,  and  fleeter  than  the  winds  : 
Give  but  the  word,  we'll  fnatch  this  damfel  up, 
And  bear  her  off. 

Juba. 

Can  luch  diflioncft  thoughts 
Rife  up  in  man  !  would'ft  thou  feduce  my  youth 
To  do  an  ad  that  would  deftroy  my  honour  ? 

Sypbax. 

Gods,  I  could  tear  my  beard  to  hear  you  talk  ! 
Honour's  a  fine  imaginary  notion, 
That  draws  in  raw  and  unexperienced  men 
To  real  mifchiefs,  while  they  hunt  a  (hadow. 

Juba. 
Would'ft  thou  degrade  thy  prince  into  a  ruffian? 

Sypbax. 

The  boafted  anceftors  of  thefe  great  men, 
Whofe  virtues  you  admire,  were  all  fuch  ruffians. 
This  dread  of  nations,  this  almighty  Rome, 
That  comprehends  in  her  wide  empire'*  bounds 
All  under  heaven,  was  founded  on  a  rape. 
Your  Scipio's,  Casfar's,  Pompey's,  and  your  Cato's 
(Thefe  gods  on  earth),  are  all  the  fpurious  brood 
Of  violated  maids,  of  ravjfh'd  Sabines. 

Jub*. 

Syphax,  I  fear  that  hoary  head  of  thine 
Abounds  too  much  in  our  Numidian  wiles. 

Sypbax. 

Indeed,  my  prince  ;  you  want  to  know  the  world, 
You  have  not  read  mankind  :  your  youth  admire* 
The  throes  and  fwellings  of  a  Roman  foul, 
Cato's  bold  flights,  th'  extravagance  of  virtue. 

Juba. 

If  knowledge  of  the  world  makes  man  perfidious, 
May  Juba  ever  live  in  ignorance  ! 

Sypbax. 
Go,  go,  you're  young. 

Juba. 

Gods,  ctuft  I  tamely  bear 
This  arrogance  unanfwer'd  '.  thou'rt  a  traitor, 
A  falle  old  traitor. 


1  have  gone  too  far. 

Juba. 
Cat*  {hall  know  the  balenefs  of  thy  foul. 


-I  muft  appeafe  this  ftorm,  or  perifh  in  it.  \Afide. 
Ypung  prince,  behold  thefe  locks,  that  are  grown 

white 
Beneath  a  helmet  in  your  father's  battles. 

Juba.  '          • 

Thofe  locks  fhall  ne'er  protect  thy  infolence. 
Sypbax,. 

Muft  one  rafh  word,  th' infirmity  of  age, 
"Throw  down  the  merit  of  niy  berter  years  ? 
*l  hi-  iiic  reward  of  a  whole  life  of  fervice  '. 
Curie  on  the  boy !  how  ftcadily  he  hears  me !  \_Afide. 
•     Julia.  • 

Is  it  becaufe  the  thryne  of  my  forefathers 
Still  ftands  unfill'd,  and  that  Numidia's  crown 
Hangs  doubtful  yet,  whofe  head  it  fhall  endofe, 
Thou  thus  prefum'il  to  treat  thy'priifte  with  fcorn  ? 
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The  ruling  principle,  that  ought  to  turn 
And  quench  all  others  in  a  lubjecVs  heart. 
Happy  the  j  covlc  who  prcferve  tl  r;ir  honour 
By  the  fame  duties  that  oblige  their  prince? 


Why  will  you  rive  rry  heart  with  fuch  expreffions  ? 
Does  not  old  Syphax  follow  you  to  war  f 
"What  are  his  arms?  why  does  he  load  with  darts 
His  troubling  hand,  and  crufh  beneath  a  cafque  ' 
UK  wrinkled  brows  ?  what  is  it  he  afpires  to  ? 
Is  ft-  not  this  ?'  to  fhed  the  flow  remains, 
His  laft  poor  ebb  of  blood,. in  your  defence  ? 

Syphas,  no  more  '.  1  would  not  hear  you  talk. 

Syphax. 

Not  hear  me  talk  !  what,  when  my  faith  to  Juba, 
\1y  royal  'matter's  fon,  is  call'd  in-queftion  f   •• 
JWy  prince  may  ftrike  me  'dead,  and  I'll  be  dumb  : 
But,  whilft  .1  live,  I  muft  not  hold  my  tongue, 
And  languifh  out  old  age  in  his  difpleafure. 

Juba. 

Thou  know'ft  the  w'ay  too  well  into  my  heart ; 
1  do  believe  thee  loyal  to  thy  prince.  • 

,      Sypbax. 

What  greater  irfbnce  can  I  give  ?  I've  offer'd 
Tn  do  an  action  which  my  foul  abhors, 
Aiifl  gain  you  whom  you  love  at  any  price. 

Juba.    • 
Was  this  thy  motive  ?  I  have  been  too  hafty. 

,  Sypbax. 
And  'tis  for  this  my  prince  has  call'd  me  traitor. 

Sure  thou  miftak'ft^;'  I  did  not  call  thee  fo. 
Sypbax. 

You  did  indeed, my  prince;  you  call'd  me  trai'or: 
Kay,  further,  threaten'd  you'd  complain  to  Cato. 
Of  what,  my  prince,  would  you  complain  to  Cato? 
That  Syphax  love.s  you,  and  would  facrifice 
Hii  life,  nay  n-.ore,  his  honour,  in  your  fervice  ? 
'  '    Juba. 

Sypha^,  I  know  thou  lov'ft  me,  but  indeed 
Thy  z(  al>  for  Juba  carried  thee  to«  far. 
J-Jonciir's  a  facr'ed  tie,  the  law  of  kings, 
'rhe  noble  mind's  diftinguifhin^  perfection,    [her, 
That  aids  and  ftrenc^tliens  virtne,  where  it  meets 
And  imitates  her  actions,  where  fhe  is  not : 
"It  ought  cut  to  be  fpojted  with. 

'•^y/ ' 

.By  hervens  [me. 

I'm  ravifhM  when  you"  talk  thus,  though  you  chide 

I've  hitherto  been  us'd  to  think 
blina.ofii'.ious  ^eal  to  ferve  my  king 


Syphax,  thr>u  now  beginn'ft  to  fpeak  thyfelj. 
Numidia's  grown'  a  fcurn  among  the  nations 
For  breach  (if  public  vows.     Our  Punic  faith 
U  infamous,  and  branded  to  a  proverb. 
Syphajj;,  we'll  join  cur  cares,  to  purge  away 
Our  country's  crhne's,  and  clear  her  reputation. 
>yfbax. 

Believe  me,  prince,  you  make  old  Syphax  weep 
To  hear  you  talk—  but  'tis  with  tears  <  f  joy. 
If  e'er  your  father's  crown  adorn  yoiir  brows, 
Numidia  will  be  bjcfl  by  Cato's  lecture*. 
Juba. 

Syphax,  thy  hand  !  we'll  mutually  forget 
The  warmth  of  youth,  and  frowardncfs  of  age: 
Thy  prince  eftcems  thy  worth,  ahdloves  thy  pcrfon. 
If  e'er  the  fceptre  comes  into  my  hand, 
Syphax  fha'll  itahd  the  fecond  in  my  kingdom. 
Syphax. 

Why  will  you  overwhelm  my  age  with  kindnefs  f 
My  joy  grows  burthenfome,  I  fha'n't  fupport  it. 
Juta. 

Syphax,  farewell.     I'll  hence,  apd  try  to  find 
Some  bleil  occafion  that  may  fet  me  right 
In  Csto's'  thoughts.    'I'd  rather  have  that  man 
Approve  my  deeds,  than  worlds  for  my  admirers. 

[£.u*. 
Sypbax. 

Young  men  footi  give,  and  foon  forget  affronts; 
Old  age  is  floW'in  both  —  a  falfe  old  traitor  ;  [dear  : 
Thofe  words,  rafh  boy,-  may  chance  to  colt  thee 
My  heart  had  ftill  feme  foolifh'fcndnefs  for  theei 
But  hence  !  'tis  gone  :  I  give  it  to  the  winds  :— 
Csefar,  I'm'  wholly'  thiuc  —  • 


Enter  SempionLs. 

• 

Sypbax. 

'All  hail,  Sempronius  J 
Well,  Cato's  fenatc  is  ref<  Iv'd  to  wait 
The  fury  of  a  fiege,  before  it  yields. 

Sempronius. 

Syphax,  we  both  were  on  the  verge  of  fate  : 
Lucius  declar'd  for  peace,  and  terms  were  ofier'tl 
To  Cato  by  a  nuffenger  from  Cxfar. 
Should  they  fubmit,  ere  our  defignsarc  ripe, 
We  both  muft  perifh  in  the  common  wreck, 
Loft  in  a  general  undiftinguifh'd  ruin. 

Sypbax. 
But  how  flands  Cato  ? 

Stmfnmmf* 

Thou  haft  ieen  Mount  Atlas  : 
While  ftorms  and  tempefts  thunder  on  its  browj, 
Anil  oceans  break  their  billows  at  its  feet, 
It  {lands  unriiov'd,  and  glories  in  its  height. 
Such  is  that  haupfhty  man  ;  his  towering  foul, 
"Midit  all  the  fhocks  and  injuries  of  fortune, 
Rifes  fupcrior,  and  looks  down  on  Caefar. 
Eypbax,        -  •   ' 

But  what's  this  merfecger  ? 


C      A 

Sempronius. 

I've  pra<5Hs'd  with  him, 
And  found  a  means  to  let  the  vi&or  know 
That  Syphax  and  Sempronius  are  his  friends. 
But  let  me  now  examine  in  my  turn  : 
Is  Juba  fix'd  ? 

Sypbax. 

Yes,  but  it  is  to  Cato. 
I've  try'd  the  force  of  every  reafon  on  him, 
Sooth'd  and  carefs'd,  been  angry,  footh'd  again, 
Laid  fafefy,  life,  and  intereft,  in  his  fight ; 
But  all  are  vain,  he  fcorns  them  all  for  Cato. 

Semfreniuf. 

Come,  'tis  no  matter,  we  fhall  do  without  him. 
He'll  make  a  pretty  figure  in  a  triumph, 
And  ferve  to  trip  before  the  victor's  chariot. 
Syphax,  I  now  may  hope  thou  haft  forfook 
Thy  Juba's  caufe,  and  wifhcft  Marcia  mine. 

Syftav. 
May  fhe  be  thine  as  fall  as  thou  wouldfl  have  her  1 

Sempronius. 

Syphax,  I  love  that  woman ;  though  I  curfe 
Her  and  myfelf,  yet,  fpight  of  me,  I  love  her. 

Sypbax. 

Make  Cato  fure,  and  give  up  Utica  : 
Casfar  will  ne'er  refufe  thee  fuch  a  trifle. 
But  are  thy  troops  prepar'd  for  a  revolt  ? 
Does  the  fedition  catch  from  man  to  man. 
And  run  among  their  ranks  ? 
Sempranius. 

All,  all  is  ready. 

The  factious  leaders  are  our  friends,  that  fpread 
Murmurs  and  difcontents  among  the  foldiers. 
They  count  their  toilfome  marches,  long  fatigues, 
Unufual  fallings;  and  will  bear  no  more 
This  medley  of  philofophy  and  war. 
Within  an  hour  they'll  ftorm  the  fenate-houfe. 

Syphax. 

Mean- while  I'll  draw  up  my  Numidian  troops 
Within  the  fquare,  to  exercife  their  arms, 
And,  as  I  fee  occafion,  favour  thee. 
I  laugh  to  think  how  your  unfhaken  Cato 
Will  look  aghaft,  while  unforefeen  deflrudion 
Pours  in  upon  him  thus  from  every  fide. 
So,  where  our  wide  Numidian  waftes  extend, 
Sudden  th'  impetuous  hurricanes  defcend,. 
Wheel  through  the  air,  in  circling  eddies  play, 
Tear  up  the  lands,  and  fweep  whole  plains  away. 
The  helplefs  traveller,  with  wild  furprife,  -\ 

Sees  the  dry  defert  all  around  him  rife,  C 

And,  fmother'd  in  the  dufty  whirlwind,  dies,     j 


ACT    III.         SCENE    I. 

Marcus  and  Ptrtlus. 

Marcus. 

THANKS  to  my  ftars,  I  have  not  rang'd  about 
The  wilds  of  life,  ere  I  could  find  a  friend; 
Mature  firfl  pointed  out  my  Portius  to  me, 
And  early  taught  me,  by  her  fecret  force, ' 
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To  love  thy  perlon,  ere  I  knew  thy  merit ; 
Till,  what  was  inflincl,  grew  up  into  friendfhip. 
Portias. 

Marcus,  the  friendfhips  of  the  world  are  oft 
Confederacies  in  vice,  or  leagues  of  plealure; 
Ours  has  fevereft  virtue  for  its  bafis, 
And  fuch  a  friendfhip  ends  not  but  with  life. 
Marcus. . 

Portius,  thou  know*  ft  my  foul  in  all  jts  weaknds; 
Then  pr'ythee  fpare  me  on  its  tender  fide, 
Indulge  me  but  in  love,  my  other  paflinns 
Shall  rife  and  fall  by  virtue's  niceft  rules. 
Portaa. 

When  love's  well-tim'd,  'tis  not  a  fault  to  love. 
The  ftrong,  the  brave,  the  virtuous,  and  the  wile, 
Sink  in  the  foft  captivity  together. 
I  would  not  urge  thee  to  difmifs  thy  pafllon, 
(f  know  'twere  vein)  but  to  fupprefs  its  force, 
Till  better  times  may  make  it  look  more  graceful. 
Marcus. 

Alas !  thou  talk'ft  like  one  who  never  ftlt 
Th'  impatient  throbs  and  longings  of  a  foul, 
That  pants  and  reaches  after  diftant  good. 
A  lover  does  not  live  by  vulgar  time  : 
Believe  me,  Portius,  in  my  Lucia's  abfcnce 
Life  hangs  upon  me,  and  becomes  a  burden ; 
And  yet  when  I  behold  the  charming  maid, 
I'm  ten  times  more  undone;  while  hope,  and  fear, 
And  grief,  and  rage,  and  love,  rife  up  at  once, 
And  with  variety  of  pain  diftradt  me. 
Portius. 

What  can  thy  Portius  do  to  give  thee  help  ? 
Marcus, 

Portius,  thou  oft  enjoy'ft  the  fair  one's  prefenco: 
Then  undertake  my  caufe,  and  plead  it  to  her 
With  all  the  ftrength  and  heat  of  eloquence 
Fraternal  love. and  friendfhip  can  infpire. 
Tell  her  thy  brother  languifh.es  to  death, 
And  fades  away,  and  withers  in  his  bloom  ; 
That  he  forgets  his  fleep,  and  lathes  his  food, 
That  youth,  and  health,  and  war,  are  joylefs  to  him  : 
Defcribe  his  anxious  days  and  rdtlefs  nights, 
And  all  the  torments  that  thou  feeft  me  fuffVr. 
Portius. 

Marcus,  I  beg  thee,  give  me  not  an  office 
That  fuits  with  me  fo  ill.  Thou  know'fl  my  temper. 
Marcus. 

Wilt  thou  behold  me  linking  in  my  woes  ? 
And  wilt  thou  not  reach  out  a  friefldly  arm, 
To  raife  me  from  amidft  this  plunge  of  farrows  ? 
fert&t. 

Marcus,  thou  canft  not  afk  what  I'd  refufe. 
But  here,  believe  me,  I've  a  thoufand  realbns— 
Marcus. 

I  know  thou'It  fay,  my  paffion's  out  of  IVafon, 

:  Cato  s  great  example  and  misfortunes 
Should  both  confpire  to  drive  it  from  my  thoughts. 
But  what's  all  this  to  one  who  loves  like  roc  > 
Oh  Portius,  Portius,  from  my  foul  I  v.-ifh 
Thou  didft  but  know  thyfelf  what  'tis  to  love  ! 
Then  would'ft  thou  pity  and  affift  thy  brother. 

What  fhould  I  do  !   If  I  difclofe  my  paffion, 
Our  fnendlh.p's  at  an  end  :  if  [  conceal  it 
The  world  will  call  mefalfe  to  a  friend  and  brother. 
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Marcus. 

But  fee  where  Lucia,  at  her  wonted  hour, 
Amid  the  cool  of  yon  high  marble  arch, 
Enjoys  the  noon  day  breeze  1  oVerve  her,  Portius ! 
That  face,  that  fbape,  thofe  eyes,  that  heaven  of 

beauty  ! 
Obfervc  her  well,  and  blame  me  if  thou  canft. 

Portius. 

She  fees  us,  and  advances — 
Marcus. 

I'll  withdraw, 

And  leive  you  for  awhile.     Remember,  Portius, 
Thy  brother's  life  depends  upon  thy  tongue.    [Exit. 

Enter  Lucia, 

i 

Lucia. 

Did  not  I  fee  your  brother  Marcus  here  ? 
Why  did  he  fly  the  place,  and  Jhun  my  prefence  ? 
Ponius 

Oh,  Lucia,  language  is  too  faint  to  {how 
His  rage  of  love  ;  it  preys  upon  his  life  ; 
He  pines,  he  fickens,  he  defpairs,  he  dies  : 
His  paffions  and  his  virtues  lie  confus'd, 
And  mix'd  together  in  fo  wild  a  tumult, 
That  the  whole  man  is  quite  disfigur'd  in  him. 
Heavens !  would  one  think  'twere  poflible  for  love 
To  make  fuch  ravage  in  a  noble  foul  I 
Oh,  Lucia,  I'm  diftrefs'd !  my  heart  bleeds  for  him ; 
Ev'n  now,  while  thus  I  ftand  bleft  in  thy  prefence, 
A  fecret  damp  of  grief  comes  o'er  my  thoughts, 
And  I'm  unhappy,  though  thou  fmil'ft  upon  me. 
Lucia. 

How  wilt  thou  guard  thy  honour,  in  the  {hock 
Of  love  and  friendfhip?  Thinirb*etimes,  my  Portius, 
Think  how  the  nuptial  tie,  that  might  enfure 
Our  mutual  blii's,  would  raife  to  fuch  a  height 
Thy  brother's  griefs,  as  might  perhaps  dcftroy  him. 
Pcrtiut, 

Alas,  poor  youth  !   what  doft  thou  think,  my 

JLucia? 

His  generous,  open,  undefigning  heart 
Has  begg'd  his  rival  to  fblicit  for  him,. 
Then  do  not  ftrike  him  dead  with  a  denial, 
But  hold  him  up  in  life,  and  cheer  his  for.l 
With  the  faint  glimmering  of  a  doubtful  hope  : 
Perhaps,  when  we  have  pafs'd  thefe  gloomy  hours, 
And  weather'd  out  the  ftorm  that  beats  upon  us — 
Lucia. 

No,  PortltiB,  no  !  I  fee  thy  fitter's  tears, 
Thy  father'*  r.nguifli,  and  thy  brother's  death, 
Jn  the  purfuit  of  our  ill-feted  loves. 
And,  Portius,  here  1  fwear,  to  heaven  I  fwear, 
To  heavj:i,  and  all  the  powers  that  judge  mankind, 
Never  to  mix  my  plighted  hands  with  thine, 
\Vhilr  fuch  a  cloud  of  mifchicfs  hangs  about  us : 
But  to  forget  our  loves,  and  drive  thee  out 
1'Vom  all  my  thoughts,  as  far — as  I  am  able. 
PC/- .'.'.vs. 

What  haft  thou  faid  \  I'm  thunderftruckl— Recall 
Thofe  hafty  words,  or  I  am  loft  for  ever. 
Lucia. 

Has  not  the  vow  already  pafg'd  my  lips  ? 
The  gocis  have  heard  ir,  and  'tis  feal'd  in  heaven. 
May  a!l  the  vengeance,  that  was  ever  pour'd 
i;n  j'trjur'd  hcudj,  o'tiwhclui  nic,  if  1  break  it ! 


Fix'd  in  aftonifliment,  I  gaze  upon  thee  ; 
Like  one  juft  blafted  by  a  ftroke  from  heaven, 
Who  pants  for  breath,  and  ftiffens,  yet  alive, 
In  dreadful  looks  :  a  monument  of  wrath  ! 

Lucia. 

At  length  I've  acted  my  fevereft  part ; 
I  feel  the  woman  breaking  in  upon  me, 
A  *d  melt  about  my  heart  !  my  tears  will  flow. 
But  oh,  I'll  think  no  more  !  the  hand  of  fate 
Has  torn  thee  from  me,  and  1  muft  forget  thee. 

Portius. 

Hard-hearted,  cruel  maid  '. 
Lucia. 

Oh,  ftop  thofe  founds,      [me  ? 
Thofe  killing  found? !  Why  doft  thou  frown  upon 
My  blood  runs  crfld,  my  heart  forgets  to  heave, 
And  life  itfelf  goes  out  at  thy  difpleafure. 
The  gods  forbid  us  to  indulge  our  loves, 
But,  oh !  I  cannot  bear  thy  hate,  and  live  ! 

Portias. 

Talk  not  of  love,  thou  never  knew'ft  its  force. 
I've  been  deluded,  led  into  a  dream 
Qf  fancied  blifs.     O  Lucia,  cruel  maid  ! 
Thy  dreadful  vow,  loaden  with  death,  ftill  found* 
In  my  ftunn'd  ears.     What  (hall  1  fay  or  do  ? 
Quick,  let  us  part !  perdition's  in  thy  prefence, 
And  hqrror  dwells  about  thee  ! — Ah,  (he  faints ! 
Wretch  that  I  am  !  what  has  my  rafhnefs  done  I 
Lucia,  thou  injur'd  innocence  !   thou  beft 
And  lovelieft  of  thy  fex  !  awake,  my  Lucia, 
Or  Portius  nifties  on  his  fword  to  join  thee. 
— Her  imprecations  reach  not  to  the  tomb, 
They  (hut  not  out  fociety  in  death. — 
But,  ah  !  flic  moves  !  life  wanders  up  and  down 
Through  all  her  face,  and  lights  up  every  charm. 

Lucia. 

O  Portius,  was  this  well ! — to  frown  on  her 
That  lives  upon  thy  fmiles  !  to  call  in  doubt 
The  faith  of  one  expiring  at  thy  feet, 
That  love*  thee  more  than  ever  woman  lov'd  I 
— What  do  I  fay  ?  My  half-recover'd  fenfe 
Forgets  th,e  vow  in  which  my  foul  is  bound. 
Detlrudtion  ftands  betwixt  us !  we  muft  part. 

Portius. 

Name  not  the  word,  my  frighted  thoughts  run 
And  ftartle  into  madnefs  at  the  found.  [back, 

Lucia. 

What  would'ft  thou  have  me  do  ?  Confider  well 
The  train  of  ills  our  love  would  draw  behind  it. 
Think,  Portius,  think,  thou  feed  thy  dying  brother 
Stabb'd  at  his  heart,  and  all  befmear'd  with  blood, 
Storming  at  heaven  and  thee  !  thy  awful  fire 
Sternly  demands  the  caufe,  th'  accurfed  caufe, 
That  robs  him  of  his  fon  !  poor  Mareia  trembles, 
Then  tears  her  hair,  and,  frantic  in  her  griefs, 
Calls  out  on  Lucia  ' '  What  could  Lucia  anfwer  I 
Or  how  ftand  up  in  fuch  a  fcene  of  farrow  ? 

Portius. 

To  my  confufion  and  eternal  grief, 
I  mwft  approve  the  fentcnce  that  deftroys  me. 
The  mift  that  hung  about  my  mind  clears  up; 
And  new,  athwart  the  terrors  that  thy  vow 
H.IS  planted  round  thee,  thou  appear'ft  more  fair, 
Mere  amiable,  and  rifeft  in  thy  charms. 
Loydicft  pf  women  I  heaven  is  in  thy  foul, 


Bf  aiity  and  virtue  mine  for  ever  round  thee, 
Brightening  each  other  '.  thou  art  all  divine  ! 

I.  ucfa. 
Portius,  no  more !  thy  words  {hoot  through  my 

heart. 

Melt  my  refolvesr  and  turn  me  all  to  love. 
Why  are  thofe  tears  of  fondnefs  in  thy  eyes  ? 
'NVhy  heaves  thy  heart?  Why  fwclls  thy  foul  with 

forrow  ? 

It  foftens  me  too  much  —Farewell,  my  Portius ; 
Farewell,  though  death  is  in  the  word,  for-evcr  ! 

Portius. 

Stay,  Lucia,  ftay !  What  doll  thou  fay  ?  For- 
eTer ! 

Lucia. 

Have  I  not  fworn  ?  If,  Portius,  thy  fnccefs 
Muft  throw  thy  brother  on  his  fate,  farewell, 
Oh,  how  (hall  I  repeat  the  word  1  for  ever ! 

Prtius. 

Thus  o'er  the  dying  lamp  th*  unfteady  flame 
Hangs  quivering  on  a  point,  leaps  off  by  fits, 
And  falls  again,  as  loth  to  quit  its  hold. 
• — Thou  muft  not  go,  my  foul  ftill  hovers  o'er  thee, 
And  can't  get  loofe. 

Lucia, 

If  the  firm  Portius  {hake 
To  hear  of  parting,  think  what  Lucia  fuffcrs '. 

Portius. 

'Tis  true ;  unruffled  and  ferene  I've  met 
The  common  accidents  of  life  :  but  here 
Such  an  unlook'd-for  ftorm  of  ills  falls  on  met 
It  beats  down  all  my  ftrength.     I  cannot  bear  it. 
We  muft  not  part. 

Lucia. 

What  doft  thou  fay  ?  Not  part  ? 
Haft  thou  forgot  the  vow  that  I  have  made  ?  [us  ? 
Are  there  not  heavens  and  gods  and  thunder  o'er 
— But  fee,  thy  brother  Marcus  bends  this  way  ! 
I  ficken  at  the  fight.     Once  more,  farewell ; 
Farewellj  and  know  thou   wrong'ft   me,  if  thou 

think'ft 
Ever  was  love,  or  ever  grief,  like  mine.        [Exit. 

Enter  Marci-s. 

Mar  cut. 
Portius,  what  hopes  ?    How  {lands  {be  ?    Ant  1 

doom'd 
T0  life,  or  death  ? 

Portias. 
What  would'ft  thou  have  me  fay  ? 

Marcus. 

What  means  this  penfive  poflure?  Thou  appear'ft 
Like  one  amaz'd  and  terrtfy'd. 
Portius. 

I've  reafon. 
Mar titf. 

Thy  do-wn-caft  Iooks,and  thydifarder'd  thoughts, 
Tell  me  my  fate.     I  aik  not  the  fuceefs 
My  caufe  has  found. 

Partita. 
I'm  griev'd  I  undertook  it. 

Marcuf 

What  ?  Does  the  barb:;r<-us  maid  infult  my  heart, 
My  aching  heart .  and  triumph  in  my  piins  ? 
That  I  could  caft  her  from  my  thoughts  for  ever  ! 


Po-t'tui. 

Away  !  you're  too  fufpicious  ift  your  griefs  ; 
Lucia,  though  fworn  never  to  think  of  love, 
Compafiionates  your  pains,  and  pities  you. 

Mart  us. 

Compaflionates  my  pains,  and  pities  me  ! 
What  is  compaffion  when  'tis  void  of  love  ! 
Fool  that  I  was  to  choofe  fo  cold  a  friend 
To  urge  my  caufe  !  compaflionates  my  pains.! 
Pr'ythee,  what  art,  what  rhetoric,  didft  thru  Ufa 
To  gain  this  mighty  boon  ?  bhe  pities  me  ! 
To  one  that  afks  the  warm  returns  of  love, 
Companion's  cruelty,  'tis  fcorn,  'tis  death  — 

fertimt. 

Marcus,  no  more  !  have  I  defcrv'd  this  treat 
ment  ? 

Marcus. 

What  have  I  faid  '.  O  Portius,  O  forgive  me  ! 
A  foul  cxafperated  in  ills  falls  out 
With  every  thing,  its  friend,  itfelf  —  But  ha  ! 
What  means  that  fhout,big  with  the  founds  of  war? 
What  new  alarm  ? 

Portiur. 

A  fecond,  louder  yet, 
Swell)  in  the  winds,  and  comes  more  full  upon  ui. 

Marcus. 

Oh,  for  fome  glorious  caufe  to  fall  in  battle  ! 
Lucia,  thou  haft  undone  me  !  thy  difdain 
Has  broke  my  heart  :  'tis  death  muft  give  me  eafe. 

Portius. 

Quick,  let  us  hence  ;  who  knows  if  Cato's  life 
Stand  fure  ?  O  Marcus,  I  am  warm'd,  my  heart 
Leaps  at  the  trumpet's  voice,  and  burns  for  glory 


Enter  Zemfronius,  with  the  Leaders  of  the  Mutiny. 

Scmpronius. 
At  length  the  winds  are  rais'd,  the  ftorm  blows 

high. 

Be  it  your  cate,  my  friends,  to  keep  it  up 
In  its  full  fury,  and  direct  it  right, 
Till  it  has  fpefit  itfelf  on  Cato's  head. 
Mean-while  I'll  herd  among  hit  friends,  and  fcem 
One  of  the  number,  .that,  v/hate'er  arrive, 
My  friends  and  fellow-foldiers  may  be  fafe, 

Firft  Leader. 

We  all  are  fafe,  Sempronius  is  ovr  friend. 
Senipronius  is  ;ts  brave  a  man  as  C.tto. 
But  hark  !  he  enters.     Bear  up  boldly  to  him  ; 
Be  fure  you  beat  him  dov/n,  and  bind  him  faft  : 
This  day  will  end  our  toils,  and  give  us  reft  ; 
Fear  noihing,  for  bempronius  is  our  iiiend. 

Enter  Cato,  Smfroniut,  Lucius,  Por'ius,  and  Marsus« 

Cato. 

Where  are  thefe  bold  intrepid  fonsofwar, 
That  greatly  turn  their  backs  upon  the  foe, 
And  to  their  general  fend  a  brave  defiance  ? 

Sempronius. 

Curfe  oa  their  daitardfouls,they  ftand  aflonifh'd? 

[Afidt. 
Cato. 

Perfidirws  men  !  and  will  you  thus  difhoneuT 
Your  paft  exploits,  and  fully  ail  yoXir  wars  ? 
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Do  you  confefs  'twas  not  a  zeal  for  Rome, 
Nor  love  of  liberty,  nor  thirft  of  honour, 
Drew  you  thus  far;  but  hopes  to  fhare  the  fpoil 
Of  conquer'd  town*,  and  plunder'd  provinces  ? 
Fir'd  with  fuch  motives,  you  do  well  to  join 
"With  Cato's  foes,  and  follow  Caefar's  banners. 
Why  did  I  "fcape  th'  invenom'd  afpic's  rage, 
And  all  the  fiery  monfters  of  the  defart, 
To  fee- this  day  ?   Why  could  not  Cato  fall 
"Without  yi.ur  guilt?  Behold,  ungrateful  men, 
Behoid  my  bofom  raked  to  your  fwords, 
And  let  the  man  that's  injur'd  ftrike  the  blow. 
WhicK  of  you  all  fufpeifts  that  he  is  wrong'd, 
Or  thinks  he  fuffers  greater  ills  than  Cato  ? 
Am  I  diftingiufhV.  from  you  but  by  toils, 
Superior  toils,  and  heavier  weight  of  cares! 
Painful  pre-eminence  ! 

iemproniut. 

By  heavens,  they  droop  '. 
Confufion  to  the  villains  !  all  is  loft.  Sftdc. 

Cato 

Have  you  forgotten  Libya's  burning  wafle, 
Its  barren  rocks,  parch'd  earth,  and  hills  of  fand, 
Its  tainted  air,  and  all  its  broods  of  poilbn  ? 
Who  was  the  firfl  t'  explore  th'  untrodden  path, 
When  life  was  hazarded  in  every  ftep  ? 
Or,  fainting  in  the  long.laborions  march, 
When  on  the  banks  of  an  unlook'd  for  ilream 
You  lunk  the  river  with  repeated  draughts, 
Who  was  the  laft  in  all  your  holt  that  thirfled  ? 

Sempronius. 

If  fome  penurious  fource  by  chance  appear'd 
Scanty  of  waters,  when  you  i'coop'd  it  dry, 
And  offer'd  the  full  helmet  up  to  Cato, 
Did  not  he  da'ih  th'  untafted  moiflure  from  him  ? 
Did  not  he  lead  you  through  the  mid-day  fun, 
And  clouds  of  duft  ?  Did  not  his  temples  glow 
In  the  lame  fultry  winds;  and  fcoiching  heats  ? 

Cats. 

Hence,  worthlefs  men  !  hence  !  and  complain  to 
You  could  not  ui>dergi>  the  toils  of  war,  [Caviar 
Nor  bear  the  hardfhips  that  your  leader  bore 

Lucius, 

See,  Cato,  fee  th'  unhappy  men  !  they  weep  ! 
Fear  and  remorfe.  and  furrow  for  their  crime, 
Appear  in  every  look,  and  plead  for  mercy. 

Cato. 

Learn  to  be  honeft  men  ;  give  up  your  leaders, 
And  pardun  fhall  defcend  on  all  the  reft. 

Sempronius. 

Cato,  commit  thefe  wretches  to  my  care. 
Firft  let  them  each  be  broken  on  the  rack, 
Then,  with  what  life  remains,  impal'd,  and  left 
To  writhe  at  leifure  round  the  bloody  ftake. 
There  let  them  hang,  and  taint  rhe  fouthern  wind. 
The  partners  of  their  crime  will  learn  obedience, 
When  they  look  up  and  lee  their  feUow-trahuts 
S:nck  on  a.  fork, and  blackening  in  the  fun. 

Lucius. 

Seriipronius,  why,  why  wilt  thouurge  the  fate 
Of  wi  ached"  men  ? 

Ftmpronius. 

How  !  would'ft  thou  clear  rebellion  ! 
Lucius  (eond  IIIHII)  pities  the  poor  offenders 
That  would  iiiiLrue  thtir  LiUiiJi  in  C*:6'.>  blood. 


Forbear,  Sempronius'. — See  they  fuffer death, 
But  in  their  deaths  remember  they  are  men. 
Strain  not  the  laws  to  make  their  tortures  grievous. 
Lucius,  ihe  bafe  degenerate  age  requires 
Severity  and  juflice  in  its  rigour; 
This  awes  an  impious,  bold,  offending  world, 
Commands  obedience,  and  gives  force  to  laws. 
When  by  juft  vengeance  guilty  mortals  perifh, 
The  gods  behold  their  punifhment  with  pleafure, 
And  lay  th'  uplifted  thunder-bolt  afide. 
Sempronius. 

Cato,  I  execute  thy  will  with  pleafure. 
"Cjto. 

Meanwhile  we'll  facrificc  to  liberty. 
Remember,  O  my  friends,  the  laws,  the  rights, 
The  generous  plan  of  power  deliver'd  down, 
From  age  to  age,  by  your  renown'd  forefathers, 
(So  dearly  bought,  the  price  of  fo  much  blood) 
O  let  it  never  perifh  in  your  hands  ! 
But  pioufly  tranfmit  it  to  your  children. 
Do  thou,  great  liberty,  infpire  our  fouls 
And  make  our  lives  in  thy  poffcfiion  happy, 
Or  our  deaths  glorious  in  thy  juft  defence. 

[Exeunt  Cato,  &;. 

Sempronius  and  the  Leaders  of  the  Mutiny. 

Firft  Leader. 

Sempronius,  you  have  a<Sted  like  yourfelf,  [nefl. 
One  would  have  thought  you  had  been  half  in  ear- 

Sempronius. 
Villain,   ftand   off!    bafe  grovelling   worthlefs 

wretches, 
Mongrels  in  fadion.poor  faint-hearted  traitors  '. 

Second  Leader. 

Nay,  now  you  carry  it  too  far,  Sempronius : 
Throwoffthemafk,there3re  none  here  but  friends. 

Sempror.ius. 

Know,  villains,  when  fuch  paltry  flaves  prefumc 
To  mix  in  treafon,  if  the  plot  iuccteds, 
They're  thrown  neglected  by:  but  if  it  fails, 
They're  fare  to  die  like  dogs,  as  you  fhall  do. 
Here,  take  thefe  factious  monfters,  drag  them  forth 
To  fudden  death. 

Enter  Guards. 
Firft  Leader. 

Nay,  fince  it  comes  to  this — 
Semfromfs. 
Difpatch  them  quick ;  but  firft  pluck  out  their 

tongues, 
Left  with  their  dying  breath  they  fow  fedition. 

\JExeunt  Guards  with  tbj  Leaders. 

Enter  Sypbjx. 

.Syfbux. 

Our  firft  defign,  my  friend,  has prov'd  abortive; 
Srill  there  remains  an  after-game  to  play  : 
My  froops  are  mounted;   their  Numidian  deeds 
Snuff  Op  the  wind,  and  long  to  fcour  the  defart : 
Let  but  Sempronius  head  us  in  our  flight, 
We'll  force  the  gate  where  Marcus  keeps  his  guard, 
And  hew  clown  all  that  would  oppofe  our  puffugs. 
A  day  will  bring  us  into  C'jelar's  camp. 

Smtf-roxiia 

Confufion  '   I  have  fail'd  of  half  my  purpofe, 
Macia,  the  charming  Maixia,  's  left  behind  I 
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Sypbax. 

How  !  will  Sempronius  turn  a  woman's  flave  ! 
'  SeiKproniut. 

<.  Think  not  thy  friend  can  ever  feel  the  foft 
itnmanly  warmth,  and  tendernefs  of  love. 
Syphax,  I  long  to  clafp  that  haughty  maid, 
And  bend  her  ftubborn  virtue  to  my  paffion;' 
When  I  have  gone  thus  far,  I'd  caft  her  off. 

.    Well. faid !  that's  fpolien  like  thyfelf,  Sempronius. 
What  hinders  then,  but  that  thou  find  her  out, 
And  hurry  her  away  by  manly  force  ? 

Sempronius. 

But  how  to  gain  admiffion  ?  For  accefs 
Is  given  to  none  but  Juba,  and  her  brothers. 

Syphax. 

Thou  malt  have  juba's  drefs,  and  Juba's  guards : 

The  doors  will  open,  when  Murhidia's  prince 

Seems  to  appear  before  the  flaves  that  watch  them. 

Sempronius.         ...  , 

Heavens,  what  a  thought  is  there  !  Marcia's  my 

own  \ 

How  will  my  bofbrri  fwell  with  anxious  joy, 
When  I  behold  her  ftruggling  in  niy  arms, 
With  glowing  beauty,  and  diforder'd  charms^ 
While  fear  and  anger,  with  alternate  grace, 
Pant  in  her  breaft,  and  vary  in  her  face  ! 
So  Pluto,  feiz'd  of  Proferpiric,  convey'd 
TO  hell's  tremendous  gloom  th'  affrighted  maid, 
There  grimly  fmil'd,  pleas' d  with  the  beauteous 

prize, 
Nor  envy'd  Jove  his  fun-fhirie  and  his  Ikies. 


A  C  T    IV.      S  C  E  N  E    I. 

Lucia  and  Marcia. 

Luiia. 

J«iow  tell  me,  Marcia,  tell  me  from  thy  foul } 
If  thou  believ'ft  it  poffible  for  woman 
To  fuiftr  greater  ills  than  Lucia  fuffers  ? 
M  rda. 

0  Lucia,  Lucia,  might  my  big  fvvoln  heart 
Vent  all  its  griefs,  and  give. a  loofe  to  fqrrow  : 
^larcia  could  anfwer  tbee  in  fijrhs,  keep  pace 
With  ail  thy  Woes,  and  count  out  tear  for  tear. 

Luda. 

1  know  thou'rt  doom'd  alike  to  be  belov'd 
By  Juba,  and  thy  father's  friend  Sempronius; 
But  which  of  thcfe  has  priwer  to  charm  like  Portius 

Marcla. 

Still  rriuft  t  beg  thee  not  to  name  Sempronius  ? 
Lucia,  I  like  not  that  loud  boifterous  man  : 
Jyba  to  all  tlic  bravery  of  a  hero, 
Adds  fofteft  love,  and  more  than  female  fweetnefs; 
Juba  might  make  the  proudeft  of  our  Lx, 
Any  of  woman-kind,  but  Marcia,  happy. 

Lucia. 

And  why  not  Marcia  ?  come,  you  ftrive  in  vain 
To  hide  your  thoughts  from  one,  who  knows  too 
The  inward  glowiugs  of  a  heart  in  love.  [well 

Marci-i. 

While  Cato  lives,  his  daughter  has  no  right 
To  love  or  hutc,  but  as  his  choice  dire&s. 
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Luc'n.  " 

But  fhould  this  father  give  you  to  Sempronius  ? 

Marcl .-. 

I  dare  not  think  he  will  :  but  if  he  fhmild — 
Why  wilt  thou'  add  to  all  the  griefs  I  tUL-r 
Imaginary  ills,  and  fancy'd  tortures  .' 
I  hear  the  found  of  feet  \  they  march  this  way  I 
Let  us  retire,  and  try  if  we  can  drown 
Each  loiter  thought  in  fenfe  of  prefent  danger. 
When  love  once  plead-;  admiflion  to  our  hearts 
(In  Ipight  of  all  the  virtue  we  can  boaft) 
The  womap  that  deliberates  is  loft.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Semfronius,  drefs' d  like  Juba,  with  NumlJian 

G  iarrf3. 

XtmprornuS. 

The  deer  is  lodg'd.  I've  track'd  her  to  her  covert. 
Bfc  fure  you  mind  the  word  ;  a'nd_wheh  I  give  it, 
Rufh  in  at  once,  and  feize  upon  }rour  prey. 
Let  not  her  cries  or  tears  have  fuice  to  move  y&ti. 
— How  will  the  young  Numidian  rave,  to  fee 
His  miilrefs  loft  ?  If  aught  could  glad  my  foul 
Beyond  th'  enjoyment  of  fo  bright  a.  prize, 
'  Twould  be  to  torture  that  young,  giy,  barbarian. 
— Bur  hark,  what  noife!  death  to  my  hopes!  'tis  he, 
"Tis  Juba's  felt"!  there  is  but  one  way  kit 
He  mud  be  mufder'd,  and  a  paffage  cut 

Through  thofe  his  guards. Ha,  daftafds,  do  yoi 

tremble  ! 
dr  a&  like  men,  or  by  yon  azure  heaven 

Enter  Juba. 

Juli. 

What  do  I  fee  ?  who's  this  that  dares  ufurp 
The  guards  and  habits  of  Numidia'spancc  : 

Stmfr-omui. 

One  that  was  born  to  fcourge  thy  arrogance, 
Prcfumptuou's  youth ! 

J<.,!>«. 
What  can  thismsan  ?  Sempronius  1 

Semtr.mus. 
vl ;        fword  fliall  anfwer  thee.  Have  at  thy  heart. 

y&i 

Nay,  then  beware  thy  ,own,  proud,  barbarous 
man  !       \S<:mp.fi.lis.      |/;i  Guafils  furrcridn: 

Stmfnwia, 

Curfe  on  my  flars  ',.  am  I  then  doom'd  to  fall 
By  ab'iy's  hand?  disfigur'd  in  a  vile 
Numidian  drefs,  and  t<,r  a  worthkfs  woman  ? 
Gods,  I'm  diftraAed  !   this  my  dole  of  lii'e  ! 
Gl  for  a  peal  of  thunder,  that  would  make 
Earth,  fea,  acd  air,  and  heaven,  and  Cato  tremble! 

[Dies. 
Juba.  . 

With  what  a  fpring  his  fiirious  foul  T.roke  loofe, 
And  left  the  limbs  ilill  quivering  on  tl)e  ground  I 
Hence  let  us  carry  off  thnfe  {laves  to  Cato, 
That  we  may.  there  at  length  nnravtl  all 
This  dark  defign,  this  myftery  of  futc. 

[Exit  'Ju!>a,  i-Jirh  [rifontrs',  Sfr« . 

Enter  Luc'i.i  9nfl  Marc'ia. 

Lttda. 
Sure  'twas  the  clafn  of  fwords ;  niy   troubled 

heart 
I*  fo  caft  down,  and  funk  amijft  its  forrows, 
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It  throbs  Vrth  fear,  and  aches  at  every  found. 

0  Marcia,  fhould  thy  brothers  for  my  fake ! — 

1  die  away  with  honor  at  the  thought. 

Marcia. 
See,  Lucia,  fee  !  here's  blood  !  here's  blood  and 

murder  1 

Ha !  a  Numidian  !  heaven*  preferve  the  prince  ! 
The  face  lies  muffled  up  within  the  garment. 
But  ha  !  death  to  my  fight  !  a  diadem. 
And  purple  robes  !  O  gods !   'tis  he,  'tis  he, 
Juba,  the  lovelieft  youth  that  ever  warm'd 
A  virgin's  heart,  Juba  lies  dead  before  us ! 

Lucia. 

Now,  Marcia,  now  call  up  to  thy  afiiftance 
Thy  wonted  ftrengrh,  and  conftancy  of  mind ; 
Thou  canft  not  put  it  to  a  greater  trial. 

Marcia. 

Lucia,  look  there,  and  wonder  at  my  patience. 
Have  I  not  caufe  to  rave,  and  beat  my  breaft, 
To  rend  my  heart  with  grief,  and  run  diftra<Sted ! 

Lucia. 
What  can  I  think  or  fay,  to  give  thee  comfort  ? 

Af.  :rcia. 

Talk  not  of  comfort,  'tis  for  lighter  ills : 
Behold  a  fight,  that  ftrikes  all  comfort  dead, 

Enter  Jubs  liftening. 

J  will  indulge  my  fortovvs,  and  give  way 
To  all  the  pangs  and  fury  of  defpair ; 
That  man,  that  beft  of  m«n,  dclerv'd  it  from  me. 

Juba. 

What  do  I  hear  ?  and  was  tlie  falfc  Scmproniua 
That  beft  of  men  ?  O,  had  I  fall'n  like  him, 
And  could  have  thus  been  mourn'd,  I  had  been 
happy ! 

Lucia. 

Here  will  I  ftand,  companion  in  thy  woes, 
And  help  thee  -with  my  tears ;  when  I  behold 
A  loi's  like  thine,  I  half  forget  my  own. 

Mufda. 

'Tis  not  in  fate  to  eafe  my  tortur'd  breaft. 
This  empty  world,  to  me  ajoylefs  defert, 
Has  nothing  left  to  make  poor  Mareia  happy. 

Juba. 
I'm  on  the  rack !  was  he  fo  near  her  heart  ? 

Mat  cia. 

Oh,  he  was  all  made  up  of  love  and  charms, 
"Whatever  maid  could  wiih,  or  man  admire  : 
T->ehght  of  every  eye  !  when  he  appc-.-r'd, 
A  fecrct  plcafuic  ghdden'd  all  that  law  him  ; 
Lut  when  he  r.i'k'd,  the  proudeft  Roman  blufh'd 
To  hear  his  virtues,  ar.d  old  age  grew  wife. 

Juba. 
I  (hall  run  mad— - 

Marcia, 

O  Juba  !  Juba  !  Juba  ! 
Juba. 

What  means  that  voice  ?  did  flic  not  call  on 
.    -      Juba? 

Marcia. 

Why  do  I  think  on  what  he  was  !  he's  dead  ! 
He's  dead, and  never  k:-cw  how  much  I  lov'd  him, 
Lucia,  who  knous  but  his  poor  bleeding  heart 

:t  its  agonies, reiv.ember'd  Marcia, 
And  ihe  laft  ^Yords  he  utta'd  call'd  me  cruel ! 


Alas  !  he  knew  not,  haplefs  youth  !  he  knew  not 
Marcia's  whole  foul  was  full  of  love  and  Juba  ! 

Juba. 

Where  am  I !   do  I  live  :  or  am  indeed 
What  Marcia  think* !  All  is  Elyfium  round  me ! 

Marcia. 

Ye  dear  remains  of  the  moft  lov'd  of  men, 
Nor  modefty  nor  virtue  here  forbid 

A  laft  embrace,  while  thus 

Juba. 

See,  Marcia,  fee, 

The  happy  Juba  lives '.  he  lives  to  catch 
That  dear  embrace,  and  to  return  it  too 
With  mutual  warmth  and  eagernefs  of  love. 

Marcia. 

With  pleafure  and  amaze,  I  (land  tranfportcd  ! 
Sure  'tis  a  dream  !  dead  and  alive  at  once ! 
If  thou  art  Juba,  who  lies  there  ? 
Juba. 

A  wretch, 

Difguis'd  like  Juba  on  a  curs'd  defign. 
The  tale  is  long,  nor  have  I  heard  it  out. 
Thy  father  knows  it  all.     I  could  not  bear 
To  leave  thee  in  the  neighbourhood  of  death, 
But  flew,  in  all  the  hafte  of  lore,  to  find  thee. 
I  found  thee  weeping,  and  confefs  this  once, 
Am  wrapt  with  joy  to  fee  my  Marcia's  tears. 

Marcia. 

I've  been  furpris'd  in  an  unguarded  hour, 
Bit  muft  not  now  go  back  :  the  love,  that  lay 
Half-fmother'd  in  my  bre?ft,  has  broke  through  all 
Its  weak  reflraints,  and  burns  in  its  full  luftre; 
I  cannot,  if  I  would,  conceal  it  from  thee. 

Juba. 

I'm  loft  in  ecftafy  1  and  doft  thou  love, 
Thou  charming  maid  ? 

Marcia. 
And  doft  thou  live  to  aft  it? 

Juba. 

This,  this  is  life  indeed  !  life  worth  preferving  ! 
Such  life  as  Juba  never  felt  till  now ! 

Marcia. 

Buh'eve  me,  prince,  before  I  thought  thee  dead, 
1  did  not  know  myfelf  how  much  1  lov'd  thee. 
Juba. 

0  fortunate  miftake ! 

Marcia. 

O  happy  Marcia ! 

Juba.      ' 

My  joy !  my  beft  belov'd  !  my  only  wifri  ! 
How  mail  I  (peak  the  tranfport  tsf  my  foul ! 

Marcia. 

Lucia,  thy  arm  !  oh  let  me  reft  upon  it ! — 
The  vital  blood,  that  had  forfook  my  heart, 
Returns  again  in  fuch  tumultuous  tides, 
It  quite  o'ercomes  me.     Lead  to  my  apartment. 
O  prince  !   I  blufh  to  think  what  I  have  faid, 
Bu:  fate  has  wrufttd  the  confeifion  from  me  : 
Go  on,  and  prcfper  in  the  paths  of  honour, 
Thy  virtue  will  txcufe  my  pafiion  for  thee, 
And  make  the  gods  propitious  to  our  love. 

[Ex.  Marc,  and  Lu:, 
Juba. 

1  am  fo  blefs'd,  I  fear  'tis  all  a  dream. 
Fortune,  thou  now  haft  made  amends  for  all 


C      A      T      O. 


Thy  paft  unkindnefs.    I  abfolve  my  ftars. 

What  though  Numidia  add  her  conquer'd  towns 

And  provinces  to  fwell  the  vi<5lor's  triumph  ? 

Juba  will  never  at  his  fate  repine, 

Let  Cafar  have  the  world,  if  Marcia's  mine. 

[E*it. 

A  marcb  at  a  Ji/lancf. 

Enter  Goto  and  Lucius. 

Luc  tut. 

\  ftand  aftontth'd !  what,  tlie  bold  Sempronius  '. 
That  ftill  broke  foremoft  through  the  crowd  of 

patriots, 

As  with  a  hurricane  of  zeal  tranfported, 
And  virtuous  ev'n  to  madnefs 
Cato. 

Truft  me,  Lucius, 

Our  civil  difcords  have  produced  fuch  crimes, 
Such  monftrous  crimes,  I  am  furpris'd  at  nothing. 
— — O  Lucius,  I  am  fick  of  this  bad  world  ! 
The  day-light  and  the  fun  grow  painful  to  me. 

Enter  Portias. 
But  fee  where  Portius  comes !  what  means  this 

hafte? 

Why  we  thy  looks  thus  chang'd  ? 
fortiut. 

My  heart  is  gricv'd. 
I  bring  fuch  news  as  will  afflict  my  father. 

Cato. 

Has  Czfar  ihed  more  Roman  blood  ? 
fortiut. 

Not  fa. 

The  traitor  Syphax,  as  within  the  fquarc 
He  exercis'd  his  troops,  the  fignal  given, 
Flew  off  at  once  with  his  Numidian  horfe 
To  the  fouth  gate,  where  Marcus  holds  the  watch. 
1  faw,  and  call'd  to  ftop  him,  but  in  vain ; 
He  tofs'd  his  arm  aloft,  and  proudly  told  me, 
He  would  not  ftay  and  perifh  like  Sempronius. 

Cato. 

Perfidious  men  !  but  hafte,  my  fon,  and  fee 
Thy  brother  Marcus  a<Sls  a  Roman's  part. 

[  Exit  Portius. 

— Lucius,  the  torrent  bears  too  hard  upon  me  : 
Jnftice  gives  way  to  force  :  the  conquer'd  world 
Is  Collar's :  Cato  has  no  bufmefs  in  it. 

Lucius. 

While  pride,  oppreflion,  and  injuftke  reign, 
The  world  will  ftill  demand  her  Cato's  prefence, 
In  pity  to  mankind,  fubmit  to  Cxfar, 
And  reconcile  thy  mighty  foul  to  life. 

Cato. 

Would  Lucius  have  me  live  to  fwell  the  number 
Of  Ciefar's  flaves,  or  by  a  bafe  fubmiflion 
Give  up  the  caufc  of  Rome,  and  own  a  tyrant  ? 

Lucius. 

The  vitStor  never  will  impofe  on  Cato 
Ungenereus  terms.  His  enemies  confcfs 
The  virtues  of  humanity  are  Cxfar's. 

Cato. 

Curfe  on  his  virtues  ;  they've  undone  his  coun- 
Such  popular  humanity  is  treafon—  [try. 


But  fee  young  Juba ;  the  go»d  youth  appears 
Full  of  the  guilt  of  his  perfidious  fubjedts. 

Lucius. 
Alas,  poor  prince !  his  fate  deferves  companion, 

Enter  Juba. 

Juba. 

I  Warn,  and  am  confounded  to  appear 
Before  thy  prefence,  Cato. 

Cato. 

What's  thy  crime  ? 
Juba. 
I'm  a  Numidian. 

Cato, 

And  a  brave  one  too, 
Thou  haft  a  Reman  foul. 

Juba. 

Haft  thou  not  heard 
Of  my  falfe  countrymen  ? 
Cato. 

Alas !  young  prince, 

Falfehood  and  fraud  {hoot  up  in  every  foil, 
The  prodmSh  of  all  climes. — Rome  has  its  Csfars*- 

Juba, 
'Tis  generous  thus  to  comfort  the  diftrefs'd. 

Cato.  £ 

'Tis  juft  to  give  applaufe  where  'tis  deferv'd  ; 
Thy  virtue,  prince,  has  ftood  the  teft  of  fortune, 
Like  pureft  gold,  that,  tortur'd  in  the  furnace, 
Comes  out  more  bright,  and  brings  forth  all  it* 
weight. 

Juba. 

What  fhall  I  anfwer  thee  ?  my  ravifli'd  heart 
Overflows  with  fecret  joy  :   I'd  rather  gain 
Thy  praife,  O  Cato,  than  Numidia's  empire^ 
Enter  Portius  haftily. 

Portias. 

Misfortune  on  Misfortune !  grief  on  grief ! 
My  brother  Marcus 

Cato. 

Ha  !  what  has  he  doue  J 
Has  he  forfook  his  poft  ?  has  he  given  way  J 
Did  he  look  tamely  on,  and  let  them  pafs  ? 

Portius. 

Scarce  had  I  left  my  father,  but  I  met  him. 
Borne  on  the  ftiields  of  his  furviving  foldiers, 
Breathlefs  and  pale,  and  cover'd  o'er  with  woundsj 
Long,  at  the  head  of  his  few  faithful  friends, 
He  ftood  the  {hock  of  a  whole  hoft  of  foes, 
Till,  obftinately  brave,  and  bent  on  death, 
Oppreft  with  multitudes,  he  greatly  fell, 

Cato. 
I'm  fatisfy'd. 

Portius. 

Nor  did  he  fall  before 
His  fword  had  pierc'd  through  the  falfe  heart  of  Sy- 

phax  : 

Yonder  he  lies.     I  faw  the  hoary  traitor 
Grin  in  the  pangs  of  death,  and  bite  the  ground. 

Cato. 

Thanks  to  the  gods !  my  boy  has  done  his  duty.—* 
Portius,  when  I  am  dead,  be  Cure  thou  place 
His  urn  near  mine. 

Portiiif. 
Long  may  they  keep  afundcrj 
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Lucius. 

O  Cato,  arm  thy  foul  with  all  its  patience ; 
8ec  where  the  corpfe  of  thy  dead  fon  approaches ! 
The  citizens  and  fenators,  alarm'd, 
Have  gathered  round  it,  and  attend  it  weeping. 

Cato  meeting  the  corpfe. 

Cato. 
Welcome,  my  fon !    here  lay  him  down   my 

friends. 

Full  in  my  fight,  that  I  may  view  at  Icifure 
The  bloody  corfe,  and  count  thofe  glorious  wounds. 
How  beautiful  is  death,  when  earn'd  by  virtue  ! 
Who  would  not  be  that  youth  ?  what  pity  is  it 
That  we  can  die  but  once  to  ferve  our  country  ! 
Why  fits  this  fadnefs  on  your  brows,  my  friends  ? 
I  fliould  have  blufh'd  if  Cate's  houle  had  flood 
Secure,  and  flourifh'd  in  a  civil  war. — 
Portius,  behold  thy  brother,  and  remember 
Thy  life  is  not  thy  own,  when  Rome  demands  it. 

Juba. 

Was  ever  man  like  this !  [dftdc. 

Cato. 

Alas,  my  friends ! 

If'hy  mourn  you  thus  ?  let  not  a  private  lofs 
Afflict  your  hearts.    'Tis  Roma  requires  our  tears. 
The  miltrefs  of  the  world,  the  feat  of  empire, 
The  nurfe  of  heroes,  the  delight  of  gods, 
•That  humbled  the  proud  tyrants  of  the  earth, 
And  fet  the  nations  free,  Rome  is  no  more. 
O  liberty  1  O  virtue  !  O  my  country  1 

Juba. 

Behold  that  upright  man  !  Rome  fills  his  eyes 
With  tears,  that  flow'd  not  o'er  his  own  dead 
fon.  [Aftde. 

Cato. 

Whate'er  the  Roman  virtue  has  fubdued, 
The  fun's  whole  courfe,  the  day  and  year,  are 
For  him  the  felf-devotcd  Decii  dy'd,         [Csefar's. 
The  Fabii  fell,  and  the  great  Scipio's  conquer'd  : 
Ev'n  Pcmpey  fought  for  Caefar.     Oh,  my  friends ! 
How  is  the  toil  of  fate,  the  work  of  ages, 
The  Roman  empire  fall'n  !   O  curft  ambition  '. 
Fall'n  into  Caefar's  hands  !  Our  great  forefathers 
Had  left  him  nought  to  conquer  but  his  country. 

Juba. 

While  Cato  live?,  Csefar  will  blufli  to  fee 
Mankind  cnflav'd,  and  be  afham'd  of  empire. 

Cato. 
Ccefar  afham'd*  has  not  he  feen  Pharfalia ! 

Lucius. 
Cato,  'tis  time  thou  fave  thyfelf  and  us. 

Cato. 

I.ofe  not  a  thought  on  me.    I'm  out  of  danger. 
Heaven  will  not  leave  me  iu  the  victor's  hand. 
Czfar  (hall  never  fay,  I've  conquer'd  Cato. 
But  oh  !   my  friends,  your  fafety  fills  my  heart 
With  anxious  thoughts  :  a  thoufand  fecret  terrors 
Rife  in  my  foul :   how  (hall  1  fave  my  friends  I 
'Tis  now,  O  Csefar,  I  begin  to  fear  thee. 

Lucius. 
Cxfar  has  mercy,  if  we  aflc  it  of  him. 

Cato 

Then  aflc  it,  I  conjurt  you  !   let  him  know 
Whate'er  was  done  againft  him,  Catc  did  it. 


Add,  if  you  plcafe,  that  I  requeft  it  of  him, 
That  I  myftlf,  with  tears,  requeft  it  of  him. 
The  virtue  of  my  friends  may  pafs  unj>unifh'd. 
Juba,  my  heart  is  troubled  for  thy  fake. 
Should  1  advife  thce  to  regain  Numidia, 
Or  feck  the  conqueror  ? 

jw»; 

If  I  for  fake  thee 

Whilft  I  have  life,  may  heaven  abandon  Juba ! 
Cato. 

Thy  virtues,  prince,  if  f  forefee  aright, 
Will  one  day  make  thee  great;  at  Rome  hereafter, 
"Twill  be  no  crime  to  have  beeri  Cato's  friend. 

Portius,  draw  near  !  my  fon,  thou  oft  haft  feen 
Thy  fire  engag'd  in  a  corrupted  ftate, 
Wrcftling  with' vice  and  factioo  :  now  thou  feeft  nie 
Spent,  overpower'd,  ddpairing  of  fuccefs; 
Let  me  advife  thee  to  retreat  betimes 
To  thy  paternal  feat,  the  Sabine  field, 
Where  the  great  Cenfor  toil'd  with  his  own  hand*, 
And  all  our  frugal  anceftors  were  blefs'd 
In  humble  virtues,  and  a  rural  life. 
There  live  retir'd  ;  pray  for  the  peace  of  P.ome ; 
Content  thyfelf  to  be  obfcurely  good. 
When  vice  prevails,  and  impious  men  bear  (way,1 
The  pod  of  honour  is  a  private  Ration. 
Portius. 

\  hope,  my  father  does  not  recommend 
A  life  to  Portius,  that  he  fcorns  himfclf. 
Cato. 

Farewell,  my  friends  !  if  there  be  any  of  you 
That  dares  not  truft  the  victor's  clemency, 
Know  there  are  fhips  prepar'd  by  my  command, 
(Their  fails  already  opening  to  the  winds) 
That  fliall  convey  you  to  the  wifh'd-for  port. 
Is  there  aught  elfe,  my  friends,  I  can  do  fcr  you  ? 
The  conqueror  draws  near.     Once  more  farewell ! 
If  e'er  we  meet  hereafter,  we  lhall  meet 
In  happier  climes  and  on  a  fafer  more, 
Where  Czfar  never  fliall  approach  us  more. 
There  the  brave  youth,  with  love  of  virtue  firVJ, 

[Pointing  to  the  budy  of  bis  dead  Jon. 
Who  greatly  in  his  country's  caufe  expir'd, 
Shall  know  he  conquer'd.     The  firm  patriot  there 
(Who  made  the  welfare  of  mankind  his  care) 
Though  ftill,  by  faction,  vice,  and  fortune,  croft,- 
Shall  find  the  generous  labour  was  nut  loft. 


ACT   V.      SCENE    I. 

Cato  folus. 

Sitting  in  a  thoughtful  pofiure  :  In  its  band  Plato's  tool 
on  tbt  immortality  ofibeftul.  si  draivnfiuard  on  lie 
table  by  him. 

IT  muft  be  fo — Plato,  thou  reafon'ft  well ' 
Elfe  whence  this  plcafmg  hope,  this  fond  dtfirc, 
This  longing  after  immurtalit7  ? 
Or  whence  this  iecret  dread,  and  inward  horror, 
Of  falling  into  nought  ?  Why  {hrinks  the  foul 
Back  on  herfeif,  and  ftartles  at  deftructiofl  I 
'Tis  the  divinity  that  Itirs  within  us; 
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'Tis  heaven  itfelf,  that  points  out  an  hereafter, 
And  intimates  eternity  to  man, 
Eternity  !  thou  pleafing,  dreadful  thought  1 
Through  what  variety  of  untry'd  being, 
Through  what  new  fcenes  and  changes  muft  we 

pafs! 

The  wide,  th'  unbounded  profpecT:,  lies  before  me; 
But  fhadows,  clouds,  and  darknefs,  reft  upon  it. 
Here  will  I  hold     If  there's  a  power  above  us, 
(And  that  there  is  all  nature  cries  aloud 
Through  all  her  works)  he  muft  delight  in  virtue ; 
And  that  which  he  delights  in  muft  be  happy. 
But  when  !  or  where  ! — This  world  was  made  for 

Casfar. 
I'm  weary  of  conjectures — This  muft  end  them. 

[Laying  his  band  upon  Irisfivord. 

Thus  am  I  doubly  arm'd  :  my  death  and  life, 
My  bane  and  antidote,  are  both  before  me  : 
This  in  a  moment  brings  me  to  an  end, 
But  this  informs  me  I  fhall  never  die. 
Tke  foul,  fecur'd  in  her  exiftence,  fmiles 
At  the  drawn  dagger,  and  defies  its  point. 
The  ftars  fhall  fade  away,  the  fun  himfelf 
Grow  dim  with  age,  and  nature  fink  in  years  ; 
But  thou  (halt  flourifli  in  immortal  youth, 
Unhurt  amidft  the  war  of  elements, 
The  wrecks  of  matter,  and  the  crufh  of  worlds. 

What  means  this  heavinefs  that  hangs  upon  me  ? 
This  lethargy  that  creeps  through  all  my  fenfes  ? 
Nature  opprefs'd,  and  harafs'd  out  with  care, 
Sinks  down  to  reft.     This  once  I'll  favour  her, 
That  my  awaken'd  foul  may  take  her  flight/ 
Renew'd  in  ail  her  ftrength,  and  frefh  with  life, 
An  offering  fit  for  heaven.     Let  guilt  or  fear  ' 
Difturb  man's  reft  ;  Cato  knows  neither  of  them, 
Indifferent  in  his  choice,  to  flecp  or  die. 

Enter  Portius. 

But  ha  !  how's  this,  my  fon  ?  why  this  intrufion  ? 
Were  not  my  orders  that  I  would  be  private  ? 
Why  am  I  difobey'd  ? 

Portius. 

Alas,  my  father ! 

What  means  this  fword  ?  this  inftrument  of  death  ? 
Let  me  convey  it  hence  ! 

Cato. 

Rafh  youth,  fsrbear  I 
Portius. 

O  let  the  prayers,  th'  entreaties  of  your  friends, 
Their  tears,  their  common  danger,  wreft  it  from 
you. 

Cato. 
Wouldft  thou  betray  me  ?  wouldft  tbou  give  me 

up 

A  flavc,  a  captive,  into  Csefar's  hands  ? 
Retire,  and  learn  obedience  to  a  father, 

Or  know,  young  man  ! 

Portius. 

Look  not  thus  fternly  on  me ; 
You  know  I'd  rather  die  than  difobey  yon. 

Cato. 

'Tis  well !  again  I'm  mafter  of  myfclf, 
Now,  Catfar,  let  thy  troops  befet  our  gates, 
And  bar  each  avenue,  thy  gathering  fleets 
O'erfprcad  the  fca,  aad  flop  up  every  port ; 


Cato  fhall  open  to  himfelf  a  paflage, 

And  mock  thy  hopes 

Portius. 

O  Sir,  forgive  your  fori, 

Whofe  grief  hangs  heavy  on  him  !  O  my  father  ! 
How  am  I  fure  it  is  not  the  laft  time 
I  e'er  fliall  call  you  fo !  Be  not  difpleas'd, 
O  be  not  angry  with  me  whilft  I  weep, 
And,  in  the  anguifh  of  my  heart,  befeech  you 
To  quit  the  dreadful  purpofe  of  your  foul. 

Cato. 
Thou  haft  been  ever  good  and  dutiful. 

[£ml>-  acing  Lint. 

Weep  not  my  fon.     All  will  be  well  again. 
The  righteous  gods,  whom  I  have  fought  to  pleafe, 
Will  fuccour  Cato,  and  preferve  his  children, 

Portius. 
Your  words  give  comfort  to  my  drooping  heart. 

Cato, 

Portius,  thou  may'ft  rely  upon  my  conduct. 
Thy  father  will  not  act  what  mifbecomes  him. 
But  go,  my  fon,  and  fee  if  aught  be  wanting 
Among  thy  father's  friends:  fee  them  embark'd; 
And  tell  me  if  the  winds  and  feas  befriend  them. 
My  foul  is  quite  weigh'd  down  with  care,  and  afk» 
The  foft  refreihment  of  a  moment's  fleep.     [Exit. 

Portius, 
My  thoughts  are  more  at  eafe,  my  heart  revives. 

Enter  Marcia. 

O  Marcia,  O  my  lifter,  ftill  there's  hope  J 
Our  father  will  not  caft  away  a  life 
So  needful  to  us  all,  and  to  his  country. 
He  is  retir'd  to  reft,  and  feems  to  cherifli 
Thoughts  full  of  peace.  He  has  difpatch'd  me  hence 
With  orders,  that  befpeak  a  mind  compos'd, 
And  ftudious  for  the  fafety  of  his  friends. 
Marcia,  take  care  that  none  difturb  his  flumbers. 

[Exit. 
Marcia. 

O  ye  immortal  powers,  that  guard  the  juft, 
Watch  round  his  couch,  and  foften  his  repofe, 
Banifh  his  forrows,  and  becalm  his  foul 
With  eafy  dreams;  remember  all  his  virtues; 
And  fhow  mankind  that  goodnefs  is  your  care. 

Enter  Lucia. 

Lucia. 
Where  is  your  father,  Marcia,  where  is  Cato  ? 

Marcia. 

Lucia,  fpeak  low ;  he  is  retir'd  to  reft. 
Lucia,  I  feel  a  gently-dawning  hope 
Rife  in  my  foul.     We  fhall  be  happy  ftill. 

/,.-,..    . 

Alas,  I  tremble  when  I  think  on  Cato- 
In  every  view,  in  every  thought,  I  tremble 
Cato  i»  ftern,  and  awful  as  a  god  ; 
He  knows  not  hew  to  wink  at  human  frailty, 
Or  pardon  weaknefs,  that  he  never  felt. 


Though  ftern  and  awful  to  the  foes  of  Rome, 
He  is  all  goodnefs,  Lucia,  always  mild, 
Compafiionate,  and  gentle  to  his  friends. 
Fiil'd  with  domeftic  tendernefs,  the  beftt 
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The  kindcft  father  !  I  have  ever  found  him 
Lafy  and  good,  and  bounteout  to  my  wiihes. 

Lucia, 

'Tis  his  confent  alone  can  make  us  blcfs'd. 
Marcia,  we  both  are  equally  involv'd 
In  the  fame  intricate,  perplex'd,  diftrr fs. 
The  cruel  hand  of  fate,  that  has  deftroy'd 
Thy  brother  Marcus,  whom  we  both  lament— 

Mar  da, 
And  eTer  (hall  lament,  unhappy  youth  \ 

Lucia. 

Has  fet  my  foul  at  large,  and  now  I  (land 
Loofe  of  my  vow.  But  who  knows  Cato's  thought*  ? 
Who  knows  but  yet  he  may  difpofe  of  Portius, 
Or  how  he  has  determin'd  of  thyfelf  ? 

Jukreit, 
Let  him  but  live  !  commit  the  reft  to  heaven. 

Enter  Lucius. 

Lucius. 

Sweet  are  the  {lumbers  of  the  virtuous  man  ! 
f>  Marcia,  I  have  feen  thy  godlike  father  : 
Some  power  invisible  lupports  his  foul, 
And  bears  it  up  in  all  its  wonted  greatnefs. 
A  kind  refreftring  fleep  is  fall'n  upon  him  : 
I  faw  him  ftretch'd  at  eafe,  his  fancy  loft 
In  pleafing  dreams ;  as  I  drew  near  his  couch, 
He   fmil'd,    and  cry'd — Cxfar,  thou  can' ft  not 
hurt  me ! 

Marcia. 

His   mind   flill  labours  with  fomc   dreadful 
thought. 

Lucius. 
Lucia,  why'  all  this  grief,  thefe  floods  of  for- 

row  ? 

Dry  up  thy  tears,  my  child ;  we  all  are  fafe 
While  Cato  lives — his  prefencc  will  protect  us. 


Juka. 

Lucius,  the  horfemen  are  return'd  from  viewing 
The  number,  ftrength,  and  pofture  of  our  foes, 
Who  now  encamp  within  a  fhort  hour's  march. 
On  the  high  point  of  yon  bright  weftern  tower 
We  ken  them  from  afar  ;  the  fetting  fun     [mets 
Plays  on  their  mining  arms  and  burniftVd  hcl- 
And  covers  all  the  field  with  gleams  of  fire. 

Lucius. 

Marcia,  'tis  time  we  fhould  awake  thy  father. 
Cxfar  is  ftill  difpos'd  to  give  us  terms, 
>vuil  waits  at  diUance  till  he  hears  from  Cato. 

Enter  Portius. 

Portius,  thy  looks  fpeak  fomewhat  of  importance. 
What  tidings  doft  thou  bring  ?  Methinks  I  fee 
Unufual  gladnefs  fparkling  in  thy  eyes. 

Porfiut. 

As  I  was  halting  to  the  port,  where  now 
My  father's  friends,  impatient  for  a  pafiage, 
Accufe  the  lingering  winds,  a  fail  arriv'd 
From  Ponipt  y's  fon,  who  through  the  realms  of 

Spain 
Calls  out  for  vengeance  on  hi»  father's  death, 


And  roufes  the  whole  nation  up  t«  arnu. 

Were   Cato    at    their  head,    once  more  might 

Rome 

Aflert  her  rights,  and  claim  her  liberty. 
But  hark  '.  what  means  that  groan  ?  O  give  me 

way, 

And  let  me  fly  into  my  father's  prefence. 
Lucius. 

Cato,  amidft  his  {lumber*,  thinks  on  Rome, 
And  in  the  wild  diforder  of  his  foul 
Mnurflt  «'er  his  country  ;  ha  !  a  fecond  groan  !— 
Heavdb  guard  us  all : — 

Marcia. 

Alas  !   'tis  not  the  voice 
Of  one  who  flecps  !  'tis  agonizing  pain, 
'Tis  death  is  in  that  found — 

Re-enter  Portius. 

Pcrtiut. 

O  fight  of  woe  ! 

O  Marcia,  what  we  fear'd  is  come  to  pafc ! 
Cato  is  fall'n  upon  his  fword — 
Lucius. 

O  Portiut, 

Hide  all  the  horrors  of  thy  mournful  tale, 
And  let  us  guefs  the  reft. 

Portius. 

I've  rais'd  him  up, 
And  plac'd  him  in  his  chair,  where,  pale  and 

faint, 
He  gafps  for  breath,  and,  as  his  life  flows  from 

him, 

Demands  to  fee  his  friends.  His  weeping  fervants, 
Obfcquious  to  his  orders,  bear  him  hither. 

\fTbe  back  feene  opens ,  and  difcovcrs  Cato. 

Marcia. 

O  heaven,  aflift  me  in  this  dreadful  hour 
To  pay  the  laft  fad  duties  to  my  father  ! 

Jub*. 
Thefe  are  thy  triumphs,  thy  exploits,  O  Czfar  !• 

'•   Lucius. 
Now  is  Rome  fall'n  indeed  ! 

[Cato  brought  forward  in  bis  ctair. 
Cato. 

Here  fet  me  down — 

Portius,  come  near  me — are  my. friends  embark'd  ? 
Can  any  thing  be  thought  of  for  their  fervicc  I 
Whilft  I  yet  live,  let  me  not  live  in  vain. 
— O  Lucius,  art  thou  here  ? — Thou  art  too  good  ! — 
Let  this  our  friendship  live  between  our  children  ; 
Make  Portius  happy  in  thy  daughter  Lucia. 
Alas  poor  man,  he  weeps ! — Marcia,  my  dangh- 

ter — 

— O  bend  me  forward  ! — Juba  loves  thee,  Marcia. 
A  fenator  of  Rome,  while  Rome  furviv'd, 
Would   not   have  match'd  his  daughter  with  a 

king, 
But  Caefar's  arms  have  thrown  down  all  diftinc- 

tion ; 

Whoe'er  is  brave  and  virtuous,  is  a  Roman — 
I'm  fick  to  death — O  when  {hall  1  get  loofe 
From  this  vain  world,   th'  abode  of  guilt  and 

forrow  — 
—And  yet  mcthinks  a  beam  of  light  breaks  in 


C    A    T    O. 


On  my  departing  foul.    Alas,  I  fear 

I've  been  too  hafty.     O  ye  powers,  that  fearch 

The  heart  of  man,  and  weigh  his  inmoft  thoughts, 

if  I  have  done  amifs,  impute  it  not ! 

The  beft  may  err,  but  you  are  good,  and— oh ! 

[Z>/«. 
Lucius. 

•    There  fled  the  greateft  foul  that  ever  warm'd 
A  Roman  bread.     O  Cato !  O  my  friend ! 
Thy  will  (hall  be  religioufly  obferv'd. 
But  kt  us  bear  this  awful  corpfe  to  Csfar, 


And  lay  it  in  his  fight,  that  he  may  ftand 
A  fence  betwixt  us  and  the  victor's  wrath  ; 
Cato,  though  dead,  ihall  dill  protect  his  friends. 

From  hence,  let  fierce  contending  nations  know 
What  dire  effe<5s  from  civil  difcord  flow. 
'Tis  this  that  (hakes  our  country  with  alarms, 
And  gives  ap  Rome  a  prey  to  Roman  arms, 
Produces  fraud,  and  cruelty,  and  ftrife, 
And  robs  the  guilty  world  of  Cato's  life. 

[Exeun 


ROSAMOND. 

AN    OPERA. 

Infcribed  to  Her  Grace 

THE   DUTCHESS    OF    M  A  R  L  B  O  RO  U  G  H. 

Hie  quos  durus  amor  crudeli  tabe  peredit 

Secret!  celant  calles,  et  myrtea  circum 

Sylva  tegit.  Virg.  JSn.  6. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONS, 

MEN. 

King  Henry. 

Sir  Trufty,  Keeper  ef  the  Bower. 

Page. 

Meficnger. 

WOMEN. 

Qljeen  Elinor. 

Rofamond. 

Gridelinc,  Wife  to  Sir  Trufty. 

GUARDIAN   ANGELS,  &C. 

Scene,  Woodftock-Park. 


ACT    I.      SCENE    I. 

A  Profpcft  of  Woodftock-Park,  terminating  'in 
tie  Se-wer, 

Enter  <j>ueen  and  Page, 


^WHAT  place  is  here! 
What  fcenes  appear  ; 

Where'er  I  turn  my  eyes, 
All  around 
Enchanted  ground 

And  foft  Elyfiurns  rife  j 


Flow'ry  mountains, 
Mofiy  fountains, 
Shady  woods, 
Cryftal  floods, 

With  wild  variety  furprife. 
•f-  As  o'er  the  hollow  vaults  we  walk, 
A  hundred  echoes  round  us  talk : 
From  hill  to  hill  the  voice  is  toft, 
Rocks  rebounding, 
Cav«s  refounding, 
Not  a  ficgle  word  is  loft. 
Pagr. 

There  gentle  Rofamond  immured, 
Lives  from  the  world  and  you  fecured. 
t  Alluding  to  the  famous  echo  in  Woedltock-park, 


ROSAMOND. 


uern. 

Curfe  on  the  name  !  Ttaint,  I  die, 
With  fccret  pangs  of  jealoufy. 


[Afide. 


There  docs  the  penfive  beauty  mourn, 
And  languish  for  her  lord's  return. 


Death  and  cortfufion  !  I'm  too  flow 
Show  me  the  happy  manfion,  fiiow 

Page. 
Great  Henry  there  - 


Trifler,  no  more  ! 

Pop, 

Great  Henry  there 
Will  foon  forget  the  toils  of  war. 

Gluten. 

No  more  !  the  happy  manfion  (how 
That  holds  thij  lovely  guilty  foe. 
My  wrath,  like  that  of  heaven,  (hall  rife, 
And  blaft  her  in  her  paradife. 

fag?' 

Behold  on  yonder  riling  ground 
The  bower',  that  wanders 
In  meanders, 
Ever  bending, 
Never  ending, 
Glades  on  glades, 
Shades  on  {hades, 
Running  an  eternal  round. 

farm, 

Jn  fuch  an  endlefs  maze  1  rove, 
Loft  in  the  labyrinths  of  love. 

My  breaft  with  hoarded  vengeance  burn?, 
While  fear  and  rage  •' 
With  hope  engage, 
And  rule  my  wavering  foul  by  turns. 

f-W-    . 

The  path  yon  verdant  field  divides, 
Which  to  the  foft  confinement  guicj.es. 

Queen. 

Eleonora,  think  betimes, 
What  are  thy  hated  rival's  crimes  ! 
Whither,  ah  whither  deft  thou  go  ! 
What  has  fhe  done  to  move  thee  fo  ! 
—  Does  (he  not  warm  with  guilty  fire 

The  faithlcfs  lord  of  my  defire  ?• 
Have  not  her  fatal  arts  rcmov'd 
My  Henry  from  my  arms  ? 
'Tis  her  crime  to  be  lov'd, 
'Tis  her  crime  to  have  charms. 
Let  us  fly,  let  us  fly, 
She  fhall  die,  fhe  fhall  die. 
I  feel,  1  feel,  my  heart  relent  : 
How  could  the  fair  be  innoceut  1 
To  a  monarch  like  mine, 
Who  would  not  refign  ! 
Qne  fo  great  and  fo  brave 
All  hearts  muft  enflave. 

Page. 

Hark  !  hark  !  what  found  invades  my  ear  i 
The  conqueror's  approach  I  hear. 
He  comes,  victorious  Henry  comes, 
Hautboys,  trumpets,  fifes,  and  drums, 
In  dreadful  concert  join'd, 


Send  from  afar 

A  found  of  war, 
And  fill  with  horror  ev'ry  wind. 

Queen. 

Henry  returns  from  danger  free  ! 
Henry  returns  ! — —but  not  to  me. 
He  comes  his  Rofamond  to  greet, 
And  lay  his  laurels  at  her  feet, 
His  vows  impatient  to  renew  ; 
His  vows,  to  Eleonora  due. 
Here  fhall  the  happy  nymph  detain, 
(While  of  his  abfence  I  complain) 
Hid  in  her  mazy,  wanton  bower, 
My  lord,  my  life,  my  conqueror. 

No,  no,  'tis  decreed 

The  traitrefs  fhall  bleed  j 

No  fear  fhall  alarm, 

No  pity  difarm ; 

In  my  rage  fhall  be  feen 

The   revenge  of  a  queen. 


SCENE     II. 
The  Entry  of  the  Bower. 


Sir  Trufy,  Knight  of  the 
How  unhappy  is  he, 
That  is  ty'd  to  a  fhe, 

And  fam'd,  for  his  wit  and  his  beauty  ! 
For  of  us  pretty  fellows 
Our  wives  are  fo  jealous, 

They  ne'er  have  enough  of  our  duty. 
But  hah  1  my  limbs  begin  to  quiver, 
I  glow,  I  burn,  I  freeze,  I  fhiver  ; 
Whence  rifes  this  convulfive  ftrifc? 
I  fmell  a  fhrew  ; 
My  fears  are  true, 
I  fee  my  wife. 

SCENE     III. 

Grideline  and  Sir  Trufiy. 

Gruhline. 
Faithlefs  varlet,  art  thou  there  ? 

Sir  Trujty. 
My  love,  my  dove,  my  charming  fair  ! 

Gridetine. 
Monfter,  thy  wheedling  tricks  I  know. 

Sir  Trufy. 
Why  wilt  thou  call  thy  turtle  fo  ? 

GriHeline. 
Cheat  not  me  with  falfe  careffes. 

Sir  Tiajly. 
Let  me  flop  thy  mouth  with  kifles. 

Gride  inc. 
Thofe  to  fair  Rofamond  arc  due. 

Sir  Tru/ly. 
She  is  not  half  fo  fair  as  you. 

Grideline. 

'She  views  thee  with  a  lover's  eye. 

Sir  Trufy. 
I'll  ftill  be  thine,  and  let  her  die. 
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Grideline. 

No,  no,  'tis  plain.     Thy  frauds  I  fee. 
Traitor  to  the  king  and  me  ! 

Sir  Trufy. 

O  Grideline  '.  confult  thy  glafs, 
Behold  that  fwcet  bewitching  face, 

Thofe  blooming  cheeks,  that  lovely  hue ! 
Every  feature 
(Charming  creature) 
Will  convince  you  I  am  true. 
Grideline. 

0  how  bleft  were  Grideline, 
Could  I  call  Sir  Trufty  mine  ! 
Bid  he  not  covet  amorous  wiles 
With  foft,  but  ah  1  deceiving  fmiles  : 
How  fliould  I  revel  in  delight, 
The  fpoufe  of  fuch  a  peerkls  knight! 

Sir  Trufy. 

At  length  the  dorm  begins  to  ceafe, 
I've  footh'd  and  flatter'd  her  to  peace. 
'Tis  now  my  turn  to  tyrannize  :  \_jtfde. 

1  feel,  I  feel  my  fury  rife  1 
Tigrefs,  be  gone, 

Grideline. 
•    '  'I  love  thee  fo 
,  I  cannot  go. 

Sir  Trufly. 
Fly  from  my  paflion,  Beldame,  fly ! 

Gridellae. 
Why  fo  unkind,  Sir  Trufty,  why  ? 

Sir  Trufy. 
Thou'rt  the  plague  of  my  life. 

Grideline. 
I'm  a  foolifh,  fond  wife. 

Sir  Trufy. 
JLet  us  part, 
Let  us  part. 

Grideline. 

Will  yon  break  my  poor  heart  ? 
Will  you  break  my  poor  heart  ? 

Sir  Trufy. 
I  will  if  I  can. 

Grideline. 

O  barbarous  man  ! 
From  whence  doth  all  this  paflion  flow  ! 

Sir  Truly. 

Thou  art  ugly  and  old, 
And  a  villanous  iicold, 

Grideline. 

Thou  art  a  ruftic  to  call  me  fo, 
I'm  net  ugly  nor  old, 
Nor  a  villanous  fcold, 
JBut  thou  art  a  ruftic  to  call  me  fo. 
Thou,  traitor,  adieu  '. 

Sir  Trufy. 
Iirewell,  thou  fhrew. 

Gridclint. 
Thou  traitor. 

Thou  fhrew ! 

Adiea!  Adieu!  ffW*  Grid. 


Sir  Trufy. 
Bttb. 


Sir  Trufy, 
How  hard  is  our  fate, 
Who  fcrvc  in  the  date, 


And  fhould  lay  out  our  care* 

On  public  affairs ; 

When  conjugal  toils, 

And  family  broils 

Make  all  our  great  labours  mifcarrj  I 

Yet  this  is  the  lot 

Of  him  that  has  got 

Fair  Rofamond's  bower, 

With  the  clew  in  his  power, 

And  is  courted  by  all, 

Both  the  great  and  the  fmall, 
As  principal  pimp  to  the  mighty  King  Harrj. 

But  fee,  the  penfive  fair  draws  near  ; 

I'll  at  a  diilancc  ftand  and  hear. 


SCENE    IV. 
Rofaitttnd  and  Sir  Trufy. 

i  Rof.imond. 

From  walk  to  walk,  from  made  to  fhade, 
From  ftream  to  purling  ffceam  convey'*!, 
Through  all  the  mazes  of  the  grove, 
Through  all  the  mingling  tra&s  I  rove, 

Turning, 

Burning, 

Changing, 

Ranging 

Full  of  grief  and  full  of  love, 
Impatient  for  my  JL'-rd's  return 
I  figh,  I  pine,  I  rave,  I  mourn, 
Was  ever  paflion  crofs'd  like  mine  ? 

To  rend  my  breaft, 

And  break  my  reft, 

A  thoufand  thoufand  Ills  combine. 

Abfence  wounds  me, 

Fear  furrounds  me, 

Guilt  confounds  me, 
Was  ever  paflion  crok'd  like  mine  ? 
Sir  Trufy. 

What  heart  of  flone 

Can  hear  her  moan, 
And  not  in  dumps  fo  doleful  join  !  \Apari. 

Rofamond. 

How  does  my  conftant  grief  deface 
The  pleaiures  of  this  happy  place ! 
In  vain  the  fpring  my  fenies  greets, 
In  all  her  colours,  all  her  fwcets ; 

To  me  the  rofc 

No  longer  glows, 

Every  plant 

Has  loft  his  fcent ; 
The  vernal  blooms  of  various  hue, 
The  bloffoms  frefli  with  morning  dew, 
The  breeze,  that  fweeps  thcfe  fragrant  bowert 
Fill'd  with  the  breath  of  op'ning  flow'rs, 

Purple  fcenes, 

Winding  greens, 

Glooms  inviting, 

Birds  delighting, 
(Nature's  fofteft,  fweetcft  ftore) 
Charm  my  toriur'd  foul  no  more. 
Ye  powers,  I  rave,  I  faint,  I  die: 
Why  fo  flow !  great  Henry,  whj 


ROSAMOND. 


From  death  and  alarms 

Fly,  fly  'o  my  arms, 
Fly  to  my  arms,  my  monarch,;fly. 

Si.-  ftujly. 

Hovr  much  m<rr  blefs'd  wi.uld  lovers  be,          *) 
Did  all  'he  whining  f  ols  agree 
To  live  like  Gridtline  and  me  !  3 

R  f  >,,ond.   , 

O  Rofamond,  behold  too  late, 
And  tremble  at  thy  future  fare  ! 
Cu  fe  this  u  happy,  guilty  face, 
Every  charm,  and  every  grace, 
That  to  thy  ruin  made  their  way 
And  led  thif  e  innocence  aftray  : 
At  hnme  thou  feeft  the  Qju-en  enraged  ; 
Abroad  thy  abfcnt  Lord  engaged 
In  wam  thar  may  our  loves  disjoin, 
And  end  at  once  his  life  and  mine. 

Sir  T,  ufty 

Such  cold  complaints  htfit  a  nun  : 
If  fhe  turns  honed,  I'm  undone  1  \Afart. 

R-l.        nl. 

Benea'h  feme  hoary  m'  tmtain 

I'll  Uy  me  down  and  weep, 
Or  near  frme  warbling;  fountain 

Bewail  myfelf  afleep  ; 
Where  feather'd  ch  ir«  combining- 

With  gentle  murmuring  dreamt, 
And  winds  in  confort  j  ining, 

Raile  fadly  plcafing  d>  earns.  \Etslt  Rof. 

Sir  Trujly,  folus. 

What  favage  tiger  would  not  pity 
A  ('an-fel  fo  diftrefs'd  and  pretty  ! 
But  hah!  a  found  my  bower  invades, 

Trumpets  faurijb  . 

And  echoes  through  the  winding  (hades; 
'  1  is  Henry's  march  :   the  tune  1  know  J 
A  meffengcr  !  it  muil  be  To. 

SCENE    'V. 

A  Mc^enger  and  Sir  Trujlj. 

Mt  rnger. 

Great  Henry  comes]  with  love  oppreftj 
JPr.pan  to  lodge  the  royal  guc.-ft. 
Fr«m  p  rple  field^  with  (laughter  fpread, 
From  ri-  ers  chok'd  with  heaps  of   dead, 
From  glorious  and  immortal  toils, 
Loaden  with  honour,  rich  with  fpoila, 
Great  Henry  conies  '  prepare  thy  bower 
"i'o  lodge  the  mighty  conqueror. 

rtir  Trufty. 

The  bower  and  lady  both  arc  dreft, 
And  ready  to  receive  their  gucft. 


Hither  the  viftor  flies,  (his  queen 
And  royal  progeny  unfeen  ;) 
Soon  as  the  Bririfh  (hore^  he  reached, 
Hither  his  foaming  courier  ftretched; 
And  lee  !  hia  eager  fleps  prtvet  t 
The  mcfldge  that  himfelf  ha\h  knt  ! 

Sir  Tt-ujly. 
Hete  will  1  ftand 
With  ha   in  hind, 
V*L.  VJ1. 


Obfequioufly  to  meet  him? 
And  mull  endeavour 
At  behaviour, 

That's  luitable  to  greet  him. 


SCENE    VI. 
Enter  King  Henry  t  after  a  flourifli  of  Trnmpcti, 


Where  is  my  love  !   My  Rofamond  I 

Sir  •"/  f'ljly. 

Firft,  as  in  flridreft  duty  bound, 
I  kifs  y  ur  royal  hand. 
.A"  iff. 
Where  is  my  life1  my  tlofamond  ! 

Sir  'T.  -/?v. 

Next  with  fubm  flion  rm  ft  profound, 
I  welcome  you  to  land. 

K<n\r. 

Where  is  the  tender,  charming  fair! 

Si-  '/>./?».. 

Let  me  appear,  great  Sir,  I  pray, 
Methodical  in  what  I  fay. 
JDjtn 
Where  is  my  love,  O  tell  me  where  » 

Sir    i  'ru/iy. 

For  when  we  have  a  prince's  ear, 

We  (hould  have  wit, 

To  know  what'-  fit 
For  us  to  fpeak,  and  him  to  hear. 

King. 

Thefe  dull  delays,  I  cannot  bear. 
Where  is  my  lovt,  O  teli  me  where  I 

Sir  Trujiy. 

I  fpeak,  great  Sir,  with  weeping  eyes, 
She  raves,  alas  1  ihc  faints,  flie  dies. 

King. 
What  deft  tbou  fay  ?  1  (hake  with  fear.. 

Sir  Trufly 

Nay,  good  my  liege,  with  patience  hear. 
She  raves  and  faints,  and  dies,  'tis  true  ; 
But  raves,  and  taints,  an,:  dies  for  you. 

King. 

Was  ever  nymph  like  Rofamond, 
S  •  fair,  fo  fanhful,  and  fo  fond, 
Adorn'd  with  ev'ry  charm  and  grass 
I'm  all  defire  : 
My  heart's  on  fire, 
And  leaps  and  firings  to  her  embrace, 

Sit    Tnifty. 

At  the  fight  of  her  lover 
SheM  quickly  recover. 

What  place  will  you  choofe 

For  firft  interview-  ? 

King. 

Full  an  the  centre  of  the  grove, 
In  yon  pavilion  made  for  love, 
Where  woodbines,  roles  jtflamines, 
Anuranthus,  and  eglantines, 
With  intirmingling  fweets  have  wove 
The  particolpur'tl  gay  alcove. 

R 
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Sir  Trw/7v. 

Your  Highr.efs,  Sir,  as  I  prtfume, 
Has  chole  the  r.ioft  convenient  gloom  ; 
There  is  not  a  Ipnt  in  ail  the  park 
Has  trees  Ib  thick,  and  fhades  Ib  dark. 

Meanwhile  with  due  attention  wait 
To  guard  the  bower,  and  watcH  the  gate  : 
^.et'  neither  envy,  grief  nor  fear, 
Nor  )«ivt -firk  jealmify  appear  ; 
!Ncr  fenfelefs  pomp,  nor  noife  intrude 
On  this  dejicious  folitude.; 
JBut  pleafure  rejgn  through  all  the  grove, 
And  all  be  peace,  and  ill  be  lf>ve. 
(Oh  the  plealing  pleafmg  anguilh 
Wheu  ye  love,  arid  when  we  languifh ! 
\Vifhes  rifing ! 
Thoughts  furprifing ! 

Pleafure  courting  ! 

Charms  tranfporting! 

Fancy  viewing 

joys  enfuing  ! 
p  the  pieafing,  pleafing  anguilh  !  \_Examt. 


A.C  T     II.      SCENE     L 
A  Pavilion  in  tie  mMle  of  (be  Bo-noer. 


King  and  •* 

K\nZ. 

Thus  let  my  weary  foul  forge^ 

fceftlefs  glory,  nnrrtial  fhife,  ' 

Anxious  plcafures  of  the  great, 

And  gilded  cares  of  life. 

Thus  let  me  lofe,  in  rifnrg  joys, 
Fierce  impatience,  fond  dc fires, 
Abfeiice  rfm  fhtt'ring  hopts  deftroys, 

And  life-confuming  fires. 


Not  the  loud  Britifh  fhout  that  warms 
The  warrrorY  heart,  nor  chilling  arntt, 
Nor  field's  with  hoftileHanncrs  ftrow'di 
Ivior  life  on  proftfate  Gauis  be'ftow'd, 
Give  half  the  joys  that  fill  my  hr'caft, 
\7hile  with  my  Rcfamarid  I'm  bleft.  • 

Rcfamond. 

My  Henry  is  my  fc.iil's  ilelighr, 
My  wifh  by  rTay,  my  dream  by  night. 
"  Tis  not  in  laugua^'  to'  iirpart 
The  fecret  meltings  of  riiy  heart, 
\Vhile  I  my  conqueror  fur  vey, 
And  look  my  very  fc.nl  away. 

King.' 

O  may  the  preLir  hlifvmdure, 

'I  ruin  fortune,  tinu,  and  death  fecure  ! 

Eoib. 
O  may  the  preftnt  blifs  endure  .' 

'Kng.~ 

My  eye  con'd  ever  gaze,  iny  ear 

Thoftfuenilu  louads  cou'd  ever  hear  : 
• 


But  oh  1  with  nooh-day  heats  oppreft, 

My  aching  temples  call  for  reft  ! 

In  yon  cool  grrrfto's  artful  night 

Refrefhing  {lumbers  I'll  invite, 

T:H-;I  ii-ck  a^ahi  my  abfent  fair, 

With  all  the  love  a  luart  can  bear.       [Exit  King. 

Rif. intend,  fola. 

From  whence  tbis  lad  prefaging  fear, 
This  fudden  figh,  this  fulling  tear  ? 
Oft  in  my  fiient  dreams  by  right 

With  fuch  a  look  I've  feen  him  fly, 

Wafted  by  a;igtls  to  the  fky, 
And  lofl  in  endlefs  traces  of  light; 
While  I,  abandon'd  and  forlorn, 
To  dark  and  difmal  deferts  born, 
Through  lonely  wilds  have  feem'd  to  ftray, 
A  long,  uncomfortable  way. 

They're  phantoms  all ;  I'll  think  no  more: 
My  life  has  endlefs  joys  in  (lore. 
Farewell  forrow,  farewell  fear; 
They're  phantoms  all !  my  Henry's  here. 


SCENE     II. 


GriJeline  and  Page . 

Gridtline. 

My  flomach  fwells  with  fecret  fpitc, 
To  fee  my  fitkle,  faithlefs  knight, 
With  upright  gefttire,  goodly  mien. 
Face  of  olive,  coat  of  green, 
That  charm'd  the  ladies  long  ago, 
So  little  hi*  own  worth  to  know, 
On  a  mere  girl  his  thoughts  to  place, 
With  dimpled  cheeks,  and  baliy  face ; 
A  child  !  a  chit !  that,  was  not  born, . 
When  I  did  town  and  court  adorn. 

PagC, 

Can  any  man  prefer  fifteen 
To  venerable  Grideline  ? 

Gi  idiline. 

He  does,  my  child  ;  or  tell  me  why 
With  weepiag  eyes  fu  oft  I  fpy 
His  whiikers  curl'd,and  fhce-ftrings  ty'd, 
A  new  Toledo  by  hi*  fide, 
In  fhnulder-belt  fo  trimly  plac'd, 
With  band  fo  nicely  fmooth'd  and  lac'd. 

in**, 

If  Rofamond  his  garb  has  view'd, 

The  knight  is  fuli'e,  the  nymph  fubdu'd. 

Gridflinc. 

My  anxious  boding  heart  divines 
His  falfthood  by  a  thoufand  figns ; 
Oft  o'er  the  lonely  rocks  he  walks, 
And  to  the  foolifh  echo  talks  : 
Oft  in  the  glafs  he  rolls  his  eye, 
But  turns  and  frowns,  if  I  am  by; 
Then  my  fond  eafy  heart  beguiles, 
And  thinks  of  Roiamond,  ac,d  fmiln. 


ROSAMOND. 


Page. 

Well  may  you  feel  thefe  loft  ahrms, 
She  has  a  heart  • 

G'  iddinc-, 

And  he  has  charms. 

Page, 


Your  fears  are  too  juft- 


GriJelluc, 

Too  plainly  I've  prov'd. 

Both. 
He  loves  and  is  lov'd. 

Grideiine. 
O  mercilefs  fate  '. 

Page. 
Deplorable  ftate ! 

Grideiine. 
To  die 

To  be  flain 

Grideiine. 
By  a  barbarous  Twain, 

Botl. 
That  laughs  at  your  p.iin. 

GridslMt, 
How  (hould  I  ad  ?  canft  thou  advife  ? 

Open  the  gate,  if  you  are  wife  ; 
I,  in  an  unfufpected  hour, 
May  catch  "em  dallying  in  the  bower, 
Perhaps  their  loofe  amours  prevent, 
And  keep  Sir  Trudy  innocent. 

Gridfline. 

Thou  art  in  truth 
A  forward  youth,  , 

Of  wit  and  parts  above  thy  age  : 
Thou  know'ft  our  fex ;  thou  art  a  page. 

Page. 

I'll  do  what  1  can 
To  furprife  the  falfe  man. 

Of  fuch  a  faithful  fpy  I've  needf  : 
Go  in,  and  if  thy  plot  fucceed, 
Fair  youth,  thou  may'ft  depend  on  this, 
I'll  pay  t'uy  fervice  wifh  a  kifs.  Exit 

GriJelint,  fola. 

Pry'thee,  Cunid,  no  more 

Hurl  thy  darts  at  threescore  ; 

To  thv  girls  and  t'uy  boys 

Give  thy  pains  and  thy  JL>y=; 

Let  Sir  Trudy  and  me 

From  thy  frolics  be  free.  £.\it  Grid. 


SCENE   in. 

Page,  folus. 

O  the  foft  delicious  view, 
Ever  charming,  ever  new  ! 
Greens  of  various  (hades  arife, 
Deck'd  with  fluw'rs  of  various  dyes; 
Paths  by  nieeting  paths  are  croft, 
Alleys  in  winding  allsrys  loft  ; 

•f-    An  opening  fccne  difcovers  zp.ctlicr  vie.v     f  the 


Page. 


Fountains  playing  through  the  trees, 
Give  coolneis  to  the  patting  breeze. 

A  thoufand  fairy  fcenes  appear ; 
Here  a  grove,  a  grotto  here  ; 
Here  a  rock,  and  here  a  ftreara  : 

Sweet  deltifion, 

Gay  coufufion, 
AH  a  Tifi'jn,  all  a  dream  ! 


SCENE     IV. 
<jhicin  and  Page. 


At  length  the  bow'ry  vaults  appear  ! 
My  bofom  heaves,  and  pants  with  fear  : 
A  thoufand  checks  my  heart  controul,    ' 
A  thoufand  terrors  (hake  my  i'oul, 

Pop. 

Behold  the  brazen  gate  unbarr'd  1 
— She's  fixtin  thought,  I  am  not  heard — [Aj>art. 

I  fee,  1  fee  my  hands  imhru'd 
In  purple  dreams  of  recking  blood  ; 
I  fee  the  victim  gafp  for  breath, 
And  dart  in  agonies  of  death  : 
I  fee  my  raging  dying  Lord, 
And  O,  1  fee  myfelf  abhorr'd  : 

page. 

My  eyes  o'erflow,  my  heart  is  rent 
To  hear  Britannia's  queen  lament. 

Oguecn. 
What  (hall  my  trembling  foul  purfue  ? 

Page. 
Behold,  great  queen,  the  place  in  view  '. 

t^ueen. 
Ye  powers  inftrud  me  what  to  do  ! 

That  bower  will  (how 
The  guilty  foe. 


It  i*  decreed — it  (hall  be  fo  ;      [Jjftcr 

I  cannot  fee  my  lord  repine, 

(O  that  I  could  call  him  mine! 

Why  have  not  they  mod  charms  to  move, 

Whofe  bofoms  burn  with  pureft  love  ? 

Page. 

Her  heart  with  rage  and  fondnefs  glows, 
O  jealoufy,  thou  hell  of  woes  ! 
That  conicious  fcene  of  love  contains 
The  fatal  caufe  of  all  your  pains: 
In  yonder  flow'ry  vale  fhe  lies, 
WUeje  thofc  fair-bloffom'd  arbours  rife. 

Let  us  Kifte  to  dcitroy 
Her  guilt  anrthcr  joy  ! 
Wild  and  frantic  is  my  gri<f  J 
Fury  driving, 
Mercy  driving, 
Heaven  in  pity  fend  relief '. 
The  pangs  of  love 
Yc  pov;'rs  remove, 


&  i  nz 

Or  dart  your  thunder  at  my  head  : 

Love  and  dtfpair 

What  heart  can  bear  ! 
Eafc  my  foul,  or  ftrike  me  dead  I  [Exeunt. 

SCENE     V. 

The  Scene  cfranget  to  tie  Pa  il'tan,  at  before. 

Rofamond,  fola. 

Tranfporting  pleafure  ;   who  can  tell  it ! 
When  our  longing  eyes  difcover 
The  kind,  the  dear,  approaching  lover, 

Who  can  utter,  or  conceal  it ! 

A  fudden  motion  makes  the  prove  : 

I  hear  the  fteps  of  him  I  loye ; 

Prepare,  my  foul,  to  meet  thy  Wifs! 

Death  to  my  eyes ;  what  fight  is  this! 

The  queen,  th'  offended  queen  I  fee ! 

— r-Open,  O  earth  !  and  fwullow  me  ! 


5  C  E  N  E     VI. 

Enter  to  ler  tbt  Queen,  -with  a  bvivl  in  one  Land, 
and  a  dagger  in  the  other. 


Thus  arm'd  with  double  death  1  come  ; 
Behold,  vain  wretch,  behold  thy  doom! 
Thy  crimes  to  their  full  peril  d  tend, 
Qr  foon  by  thi?,  or  this,  Shall  end. 

Rc.j'amond. 

What  {hall  I  fay,  or  how  rcpiy 
To  threats  of  injur'd  majefty  > 

Va 

•Differ: . 

'Tis  guilt  that  does  thy  longue  coiuroul. 
Or  quickly  drain  the  fatal  buvvl, 
Or  this  right  hand  perform:,  its  part, 
And  plants  a  dagger  in  thy  heart. 

KofjKif'i  \4. 

Can  Britain's  queen  give  fuch  commands, 
Or  dip  in  blood  thofe  facred  hands  ? 
In  her  (hall  fuch  revenge  he  fcen  ? 
Far  be  that  from  Britain's  queen  ! 

Queen. 

How  black  does  my  delign  appear  ! 
Was  ever  mercy  Co  'fe vere  !  [  Afide. 

Rofamond. 

When  tides  of  youthful  blood  run  high, 
And  fcenes  of  promts' d  joys  are  nigh,    ' 
Health  prefuming, 
Beauty  blooming,  ' 
O  how  dreadful  'tis  to  die  ! 
'SPueetf. 

To  thofe  whom  foul  difhonours  train,      . 
Life  itfeif  fhould  5e  a  pain. 

He/ism  on  J. 

TVho  could  refift  great  Henry's  charms, 
And  drive  the  her.-  from  her  arms  ? 

Think  on  the  fu»»   the  tender  fires, 
Melting  rhu^hts,  and  gay  <u 
"i  '-.it  i.J  ' '  ur  own  warn)  bofom  rife, 
When,  laoguiihiog  with  lovefick  eye*, 
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That  great,  that  charming  man  y«u  fee  : 
1'hink  on  yourielf,  and  pity  me  ! 

Queen. 
And  doft  thou  thus  thy  guilt  deplore  ! 

[  Offering  the  dagger  to  Icr  treajl. 
Prefumptuous  woman  '.  plead  no  more  ! 

Rofamond. 

O  Queen,  your  lifted  arm  reftrain  '. 
Behold  thefe  teats ! 

Queen. 

They  flow  in  vain. 

Rofamond. 
Look  with  compaffion  on  my  fate ' 

O  hear  my  Cghs. 

Queen. 

They  riie  too  late 

Hope  not  a  day's,  an  hour's  reprieve. 

Rofatnond 

Though  I  live  wretched,  Icr  me  live. 
In  fome  deep  dungeon  let  me  lie, 
Cover'd  from  every  human  eye, 
Banifh'd  the  day,  deharr'd  the  light ; 
Where  {hades  of  everlafting  night 
May  this  unhappy  face  difarm, 
And  caft  a  veil  o'er  ev'ry  charm  : 
Offended  heaven  I'll  there  adore, 
Nor  fee  the  fun,  nor  Henry  more. 

Queen. 

Moving  language,  fhitung  tears,        $ 

Glowing  guilt,  and  graceful  fears, 

Kindling  pity,  kindling  rage. 

At  once  provoke  me,  and  affuagev  [Afide. 

Rofamond. 

What  fhall  I  do  to  pacify 
Your  kindled  vengeance  ! 

Queen. 
Thou  {halt  die.  [Offering  the  daggtr. 

Ro'amoncl. 

Give  me  but  one  fhort  moment's  flay. 
O  Henry,  why  fo  far  away  ?  \Afide* 

Queen. 

Prepare  to  welter  in  a  n\>od 
Of  ftreaming  gore.  [Offering  tie  djggf- 

Rofamond. 

O  fpare  my  blood, 

And  let  me  grafp  the  deadly  bowl. 

[  Takes  ttn  ftnvl  in  ber  lund. 

Queen. 
Ye  powers,  how  pity  rend*  my  foul !  [Aftde. 

This  proftrate  at  yi>rr  feet  I  fall, 

O  let  me  ftill   t'or  mercy  call  !    [Falling  on  ItT  l*ed' 

Accept,  great  queen,  like  injur'd  heav'n, 

The  (on!  that  begs  to  be  forgiv'n  : 

If  in  thelateft  gafp  of  breath, 

If  in  the  dreadful  pains  of  death,  j 

When  the  cold  damp  hedews  your  brow 

You  hope  for  u>ercy,  Ihow  it  now. 

Queen. 

Mercy  to  lighter  crimes  is  due,  , 

horrors  and  death  fhall  thine,  p.irfue. 

[Offering  ifte  Jaggtr. 
R-.famnnL 

Thu"  I  prevent  the  final  bK.w,  [Drink. 
Whicbti,  ah  ;   wluthcr  fuall  I  go  ! 


ROSAMOND. 


Where  thy  paft  life  th«u  fhak  lament, 
And  wifti  thou  hadft  been  innocent. 

Rofawiond. 

Tyrant  !   to  aggravate  the  Itroke, 
And  wound  a  heart  already  broke  '. 
My  dying  foul  with  fury  burns, 
And  flighted  grief  to  madnefs  turns. 

Think  not,  thou  author  of  my  woe, 
That  Rofamond  will  leave  thce  fo  : 
At  dead  of  night, 
A  glaring  fpright, 
"With  hideous  fcreams 
I'll  haunt  thy  dreams; 
And  when  the  .painful  night  withdraws, 
My  Henry  fhall  revenge  my  caufe. 
O  whither  does  my  frenzy  drive  ! 
Forgive  my  rage,  your  wrongs  forgive. 
My  veins  are  froze;  my  blood  grows  chill; 
The  weary  fprings  of  life  (land  ftill ; 
The  fleep  of  death  benumbs  all  o'er 
My  fainting  limbs,  and  I'm  no  more. . 

\Falls  on  the  couch. 
Queen. 
Here  and  obferve  your  queen's  commands. 

['To  her  attendants. 

Beneath  thofe  hills  a  convent  ftands, 
Where  the  fam'd  ftreams  of  Ifis  ftray; 
Thither  the  breathlefs  corfe  convey, 
And  bid  the  cloifter'd  maids  with  care 
The  due  folcmnities  prepare. 

\_Exeunt  -with  the  Lady. 
When  vanquifh'd  foes  beneath  us  lie, 
How  great  it  is  to  hid  the/ii  die  ? 
But  how  much  greater  to  forgive, 
And  bid  a  vanquilh'd  foe  to  live  ? 

SCENE     Vlf. 

Sir  Trujly,  in  a  fright, 
A  breathlefs  corpfe  :  what  have  I  feen  ! 
And  follow'd  by  the  jealous  queen  ! 
It  muft  be  fb.e  I  my  fears  are  true  : 
The  bowl  of  pois'nous  juice  I  view. 
How  can  the  fam'd  Sir  Trufly  live 
To  hear  his  mafter  chide  and  grieve  ? 
No  !    though  I  hate  fuch  bitter  beer, 
Fair  Rofamond,  I'll  pledge  thee  here.         [Drinks. 
The  king  this  doleful  news  fhall  read 

In  lines  of  my  inditing  : 
"  Great  Sir,  \Writet 

'•  Your  Rofamond  is  dead 
"  As  I  am  at  this  prefent  writing." 
The  bower  turns  round,  my  brain's  abus'd, 
The  labyrinth  grows  more  confus'd, 
The  thickets  dance — I  ftrctch,  I  yawn. 
Death  has  cripp'd  up  my  heels — I'm  gone. 

\Staggers  and  falls. 

SCENE     VIII. 

Queen,  fo!a. 

The  conflict  of  my  mind  is  o'er, 
Anil  Rifumond  Ihall  charm  no  more. 


Hence  ye  fecret  damps  of  care, 
Fierce  difdain,  and  cokl  dcf;  air, 
Hence  ye  fears  and  doubts  remove  I 

Hence  grief  and  hate  1 

Ye  pains  that  wait 
On  jealoufy,  the  rage  of  love. 

My  Henry  fhall  be  mine  alone, 
The  hero  fliall  be  all  my  own ; 
Nobler  joys  poiTcfs  my  heart 

Than  crowns  and  fceptres  can  impart. 


A(C  T    HI.        SCENE    I. 

Sceiie  a  Grotto ;  Henry  ajlefp.  A  cloud  defccnds  :  in 
it  tivo  Angels,  ftppoftd  to  bf  the  guardian  ffiritt  tf 
the  Britijb  kings  in  ivar  and  in  peace. 

1  Angsl. 

BEHOLD  th' unhappy  monarch  there, 
That  claims  our  tutelary  care  ! 

2  Angel. 

In  fields  of  death  around  his  head 
A  ihield  of  Adamant  I  fpread. 
I  Angel. 

In  hours  of  peace,  unfeen,  unknown, 
I  hover  o'er  the  Britifh  throne. 

^  Angel. 

When  hofrs  of  foes  with  foes  engage, 
And  round  th*  anointed  hero  rage, 
The  cleaving  falchion  I  mifguide, 
And  turn  the  feather'd  (haft  aiide. 

I  fingel. 

When  dark  fermenting  factions  fwell,1 
And  promp  th'  ambitious  to  rebel, 
A  thoufand  terrors  I  impart, 
And  damp  the  furious  trakor's  heart. 

Both. 

But  oh  what  influence  can  remove 
The  pangs  of  grief,  and  rage  of  love  ! 

Z  Angel. 

I'll  fire  his  foul  with  mighty  themes, 
'  Till  love  before  ambition  fly. 

I  Angel. 

I'll  Tooth  his  cares  in  pleating  dreams, 
'  fill  grief  in  joyful  faptures  die. 

a  Angel. 

Whatever  glorious  and  renown'd 
In  Britifh  annals  can  be  found  ; 
Whatever  actions  fhall  adorn 
Britannia's  heroes  yet  unborn, 
In  dreadful  vifions  fhall  1'ucceed; 
On  f'ancy'd  fields  the  Gaul  fhall  bleed, 
Creffy  (hall  {land  before  his  eyes, 
And  Agincourt  and  Blenheim  rife, 

I  Angel. 

See,  fee,  he  fmilcs  amidft  his  trance, 
And  (hakes  a  vifionary  lance  ! 
His  brain  is  fill'd  with  loud  alarms  j 
Shouting  armies,  clafhing  arms, 
R  iij 


The  fofter  prints  of  love  deface ; 
And  trumpets  found  in  ev'ry  trace 


Glory  drives! 

The  field  is  won  '. 
Fame  revives. 

And  love  is  gons. 

I  Ang:l. 
To  calm  thy  grief,  and  lull  thy  cares, 

Look  up  aod  fee 
What,  after  long  revolving  years, 

Thy  bower  fhall  he  ! 
When  time  its  beau'ies  fhall  deface, 
And  only  with  its  ruins  grace 
The  future  profpeet  of  the  place. 

Behold  the  glorious  pile  afccnding!* 
Columns  fxvelling,  arches  bending, 
Domes  in  awful  pomp  arifing, 
Art  in  curious  ftrokcs  furpiifing, 
Foes  in  fipur'd  fights  contending, 
Behold  the  glorious  pile  afcending  I 

2  Angel. 

He  fees,  he  fees  the  great  reward 
For  Anna's  mighty  chief  prepar'd  : 
His  growing  joys  no  meafure  keep, 
Too  vehement  and  fierce  her  fleep. 

1  /ngel. 

Let  grief  and  love  at  once  engage, 
His  heart  is  proof  to  all  their  pain  ; 
Love  may  plead 

a  Angel. 

-And  grief  may  rage 

Both. 
Bwt  both  fhall  plead  and  rage  in  vain. 

[The  .Angels  afeend,  and  the  vijion  difafpear 

Henry,  parting  from  the  couch. 
Where  have  my  ravifh'd  fenfes  been  '. 
What  joys,  what  wonders,  have  I  feen ! 
The  fcene  yet  ftands  before  my  eye, 
A  thoufand  glorious  deeds  that  lie 
In  .deep  futurity  obfcure, 
Fights  and  triumphs  immature, 
Heroes  immers'd  in  time's  dark  womb, 
Ripening  for  mighty  years  to  come, 
Break  forth,  and,  to  the  day  difplay'd, 
My  foft  inglorious  hours  upbraid. 
Tranfported^with  fo  bright  afchcmc, 
My  waking  life  appears  a  dream. 
Adieu  ye  wanton  (hades  and  bow'rs, 
Wreath  of  myrtle,  beds  cf  flow'rs. 
Rfify  brakes, 
Silver  lakes, 
To  Inve  and  you 
A  lr  ng  adieu  ! 

O  Rofamond  '.  O  rifing  woe  ! 
"Why  do  my  weeping  eyes  o'erflow  ? 
O  Rofamond!   O  fair  diftrefs'd, 
How  (hall  my  heart,  with  grief  oppreft'd, 
Its  unrelenting  purpofe  tell; 
And  take  the  long,  the  laft  farewell ! 
Rife,  glory,  rife  in  all  thy  charms, 
Thy  waving  crcft,  and  burnifh'd  arms ; 

*  Scene  changes  to  the  plan  of  Blenheim  c»flle. 
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Spread  thy  gilded  banners  round. 
Make  thy  thundering  courfer  bound, 
lid  the  drum  and  trumpet  join, 
Warm  my  foul  with  rage  divine  ; 
All  thy  pomps  around  thce  call : 
To  conquer  love  will  afk  them  all. 


[Exit. 


SCENE    II. 


Tt:  fane  changes  to  that  part  ef  t!>c  Bower  where  Sir 
Trufty  lies  upon  the  ground  it;itL  tie  bikini  and  dag 
ger  on  the  table. 

F.nter  f^utcn. 

Every  ftar  and  every  pow'r, 
Look  down  on  this  important  hour : 
Lend  your  protection  and  defence, 
Every  guard  of  innocence  ! 
Help  me  my  Henry  to  affunge, 
To  gain  his  love,  or  bear  his  rage. 
Myftcrious  love,  uncertain  treafure, 
Haft  thou  more  of  pain  or  pleafure  ? 
Chill'd  with  tears, 
Kili'd  with  fears, 

Endlefs  torments  dwell  about  thee  : 
Yet  who  would  live,  and  live  without  thec  ? 
But  oh  the  fight  my  foul  alarms : 

My  lord  appears,  I'm  all  on  fire! 

Why  am  I  banilh'd  from  his  arms  ? 

My  heart's  too  full,  I  muft  retire. 

Retires  to  tie  end  tf  tie  fagt. 


SCENE    III. 

King  and  ^uetn. 

King. 

Some  dreadful  birth  of  fate  is  near. 
Or  why,  my  foul,  unus'd  to  fear, 
With  fecret  horror  doft  thou  (hake  ? 
Can  dreams  fuch  dire  imprefOons  make  ? 
What  means  thus  folemn  filent  fliovv  ? 
This  pomp  of  death,  this  fcene  of  woe  '. 
Support  me,  heav'n  !  what's  this  I  read  ? 
O  horror  !  Rofamond  is  dead. 
What  mail  I  fay,  or  whither  turn  ? 
Wirh  grief,  and  rage,  and  love,  I  burn  : 
From  thought  to  thought  my  foul  is  toft, 
And  in  the  whirl  of  paffion  loft. 
Why  did  I  not  in  battle  fall, 
Crufh'd  by  the  thunder  of  the  Gaul ! 
Why  did  the  fpear  my  bofom  mifs  > 
Ye  pow'r*,  was  I  referv'd  for  this  ! 

Difr.radr.ed  with  woe 

I'll  rufh  on  the  fee 

To  feek  my  relief  : 

The  fword  or  the  dart 

Shall  pierce  my  fad  heart, 

And  finifh  my  grief ! 

Queen. 

Fain  wcu'd  my  tongue  his  griefs  sppeafe, 
And  give  his  tortut'd  bofom  eafe. 


ROSAMOND. 
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King. 

But  fee  !  the  cauCe  of  all  my  fears, 
The  fource  of  all  my  grief  appears  1 
No  unexpected  guefti  is  here; 
The  fatal  bowl 
Inform'd  my  foul 
Eleonora  was  too  near. 

Queen. 
Why  do  I  here  my  lord  receive  ? 

Is  this  the  welcome  that  you  give  ? 

Quean. 
Thus  fhou'd  divided  lovers  meet  ? 

Both. 
And  is  it  thus,  ah !  thus  we  greet ! 

What  in  thefe  guilty  (hades  could  you, 
Inglorious  conqueror,  purfue  ? 

King. 

Cruel  woman,  what  cou'd  you  ? 

Queen. 
Degenerate  thoughts  have  fir'd  your  breaft. 

King.      ' 
The  thirft  of  blood  has  yours  poffefs'd. 

Queen. 
A  heart  fo  unrepenting, 

A  rage  fo  unrelenting, 

Both. 

Will  for  ever 
Love  diffever, 

Will  for  ever  break  our  reft. 

King. 

Floods  of  forrow  will  I  fhed 

'    To  mourn  the  lovely  fhade  ! 
My  Rofamond,  alas,  is  dead, 

And  where,  O  where  convey'd  ! 
So  bright  a  bloom,  fo  foft  an  air, 

Did  ever  nymph  difclofe ! 
The  lily  waa  not  half  fo  fair, 
Nor  half  fo  fweet  the  rofe. 

Queen. 

How  is  his  heart  with  anguifh  t^rn  ! 
My  lord,  I  cannot  fee  you  mourn ; 
The  living  you  lament :  while  I, 
To  be  lamented  fo  cou'd  die. 
Kmg. 

The  living  !  fpeak,  oh  fpeak  again  ! 
Why  will  you  dally  with  my  pain  ? 

Quetn. 

Were  your  lov'd  Rofamond  alive, 
Wou'd  not  my  former  wrongs  revive  I 

King. 

Oh  no ;  by  vifions  from  above 
Prepar'd  for  grief,  and  freed  from  IOTC, 
I  came  to  take  my  laft  adieu. 

Queen. 
How  am  I  blefs'd  if  this  be  true  .' 

King. 
And  leave  the  unhappy  nymph  for  you. 

But  O ! 

Queen. 

Forbear,  my  lord,  to  grieve, 
And  loiow  your  Rofamond  <loe»  live* 


[Afi*. 


If  'tis  joy  to  wound  a  Idver, 

How  much  more  to  give  him  eafe? 
When  his  paffion  we  dilcover, 

Oh  how  pleafing  'tis  to  pleafe  ! 
The  bill's  returns,  and  we  receive 
Tranfports  greater  than  we  give. 

Kins-       , 
O  quickly  relate 
This  riddle  of  fate ! 
My  immanence  forgive, 
Does  Rofamond  live  ? 
Qiteni. 

The  bowl,  with  drowfy  juices  fill'tJ, 
From  cold  Egyptian  drugs  diftill'd, 
In  borrow'd  death  has  cWd  her  eyes; 
But  foon  the  waking  nymph  (hall  rife^ 
And,  in  a  convent  plac'd,  admire 
The  cloifter'd  walls  and  virgiri  choir: 
With  them  in  fongs  and  hymns  divine 
The  beauteous  penitent  fhall  join, 
And  bid  the  guilty  world  adieu. 

King. 
How  am  I  bleft  if  this  be  true ! 

Qi/een. 

Atoning  far  herfelf  and  you. 
King. 

I  aflc  no  more  !  fecure  the  fair 
In  life  and  blifs;  I  aflc  not  where. 
For  ever  from  my  fancy  fled 
May  the  whole  world  believe  her  dead? 
That  no  foul  minifter  of  vice 
Again  my  Gnking  foul  entice 
Its  broken  paffion  to  renew; 
But  let  me  live  and  die  with  you. 

Queen. 

How  does  my  heart  for  fuch  a  prize 
The  vain  cenforious  world  defpife, 
Tho"  diflant  ages,  yet  unborn, 
For  Rofamond  fhall  falfely  mourn  ; 
Arid  with  the  prefent  times  agree, 
To  brand  my  name  with  cruelty ; 
How  does  my  heart,  for  fuch  a  prize, 
The  vain  cenforioUs  world  defpife  ! 

But  fee  your  flave,  while  yet  I  fpeak. 
From  his  dull  trance  unfctter'd  break  if 
As  he  the  potion  fhall  furvive, 
Believe  your  Rofamond  alive. 

King. 

O  happy  day  '.   O  pleafing  view  ! 
My  queen  forgives        •    • 

Queen. 

— - — My  lord  is  tr«S, 
King. 

No  more  I'll  change. 

Qffen. 
No  more  I'll  grieve. 

Both. 
But  ever  thus  united  live. 

Sir  TrUfty  awaling, 
In  which  world  am  I !  all  I  fee, 
Ev'ry  thicket,  bufh,  and  tree, 
So  like  the  place  from  whence  I  came,     • 
That  one  would"  fwear  it  were  the  faint. 
My  former  legs  too,  by  their  pace  ! 
And  by  ths  Whiflcw»,  'tis  my  face  I 
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Thy  felf-fame  habit,  garb,  and  mien  1 
They  ne'er  wou'd  bury  me  in  green. 


SCENE    IV. 
Crldelim  and  Sir  Trufly. 

Griieline. 

Have  I  tlien  liv'd  to  fee  this  hour, 
And  took  thee  in  the  ve<-y  h  nv'r  ? 

Sir  Ttu/y 

Widow  Trufty   v>  ny  fo  fine  ? 
Why  d'>ft  thr.u  thus  in  colours  fliine  ? 
Th»u  fhould'ft  thy  hufband's  death  bewail 
In  fable  veftare,  peak,  and  veil. 

GriJellrtt. 

ITorbear  thefe  foolifh  freaks  and  fee 
HO.V  rur  godd  king  and  queen  a^ree. 
Why  fhou'd  not  we  thefr  fteps  puifue, 
And  do  as  our  fupfriors  do  * 
Sir  Trujfy. 

Am  I  bewitch'd,  or  do  I  dream  ? 
I  know  not  who,  or  where  I  am, 
Or  what  I  hear  of  what  I  fee: 
But  this  I'm  fure,  howe'er  it  be, 
h  fuits  a  perfon  in  my  ftation 
T"  ribferve  the  mode,  and  be  in  fafliion. 
Then  let  n  t  Grideline  the  chafte 
Offended  be  for  what  is  paft, 


And  hence  anew  my  vows  I  plight 
To  be  a  faithful  couruous  knight. 

Gridtline 

I'll  too  my  plighted  vows  r.-newt 
Since  'tis  fo  cour-ly  to  be  true. 
Since  conjugal  pafli-  n 
Is  co'jie  into  fufhion. 
And  nnr  iaje  f   bl-  ft  on  the  throne  1 
Like  a  Vcm  s  I'll  fhine, 
Be  fi  nd  and  bt  fine, 
And  Sir  I'rufty  (hall  be  my  Adonii. 

bir  frujly 
And  Sir  Trufty  Audi  be  thy  Adonis. 


The  King  and  Qiaeen  advancing*. 


Who  tn  forbidden  joys  wouM  r  -ve, 
That  knows  rhe  fwttts  of  virtuous  love? 
Hymen,  thou  fource  of  chatte  delights, 
Cheerful  days,  and  blifsful  nights, 
Th  u  duft  untainted  jcysdtfpenfe, 
And  pleafure  join  with  innocence  : 
I  hy  raptures  laft,  and  are  fincere, 
From  future  gritf  and  rrelent  fear. 

Both. 

Who  to  forbidden  j  y-  wou'd  rove, 
That  knows  the  iwcets  of  virtuous  love  ? 
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While  lonely  left,  and  defolate  below, 
'  Full  grief  I  ft«I,  and  all  a  BRO  r  HEK'S  woe  ! 
Yet  would    1  linger  on  a  little  fpace, 
Befi  re  I  clofe  my  q  >ick-  expiring  race, 
Till  I  have  gather'd  up,  with  grateful  pains, 
Thy  WORKS,  thy  dear  unperifhing  remains; 
A:i  undecaying  MONUMENT  to  fiand. 
Rais'd  to  thy  name  by  thy  own  {kilful  hand. 

JABEZ  HDOUES'S  VEKSES  ON  THE  DEATH  or  HUGHES, 
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JonN  HUGHES  was  born  at  Marlborough -in  Wiltfhire,  June  29.  1677.  His  father  was  a  citizen  of 
London,  "  of  good  character,  figure,  and  credit."  His  mother,  Anne  Burgefs,  was  of  an  ancient 
family  in  Wiltfhire. 

He  was  educated  in  London,  at  the  Academy  of  Mr.  Thomas  Rowe,  a  diffentihg  minifter,  where 
Dr.  Watts,  Mr.  Say,  and  other  eminent  perfons  were  his  feljow  ftudents. 

He  made  a  great  proficiency  in  his  academical  ftudies;  but  devoted  his  attention  particularly  to 
poetry,  painting  and  mufic.  •  . 

At  nineteen  (1696)  he  wrote  a  tragedy,  intitled,  Amalafont  ^jietn  of  the  Goths,  which  is  fiill  in 
MS.  in  the  pofRffion  of  the  family  of  his  nephew,  the  late  amiable  and  ingenious  Mr.  John  Dun- 
combe,  of  Chrift's  Church,  Canterbury.  It  is  deemed  too  imperfect  for  publication  ;  though  fume 
of  the  fpeeches  and  fcenes  have  evident  marks  of  genius. 

His  conflitution  was  very  delicate,  which  fubjeded  him  to  frequent  indifpofition  ;  but  his  valetu 
dinary  {late  of  health  did  not  difqualify  him  for  bufmefs;  nor  did  bufinefs  hinder  him  from  fludy. 

He  had  a  place  in  the  Office  of  Ordinance,  and  was  fecretary  to  feveral  commiffions  for  pur- 
chafing  lands  neceffary  to  fecure  the  royal  docks  at  Chatham  and  Portfmouth,  yet  found  time  to  ac 
quaint  himfelf  with  modern  languages,  and  to  indulge  his  propenfity  to  poetry. 

In  1697,  he  publifhed  The  Triumph  of  Peace,  occaftontd  by  Tie  Peace  of  Ryfwick,  which  was  re 
ceived  with  very  great  approbation. 

Two  years  after,  he  publifhed  The  Court  ofNeptunt,  on  King  William's  return  from  Holland,  ad- 
drefled  to  Montague,  the  Maecenas  of  the  time,  which  was  admired  for  the  mufical  flow  of  the 
numbers,  and  the  propriety  and  boldnefs  of  the  metaphors,  and  the  machinery. 

In  I7QZ,  he  publiflied  a  Pindaric  Ode  on  the  King's  death,  called  The  Houfe  of  Naffau,  which 
contains  the  praifes  of  the  illuftrious  Princes  of  Orange,  and  paraphrafed  Horace's  Integer  iiitx 
otiitm  divas,  and  tranflated  lujlum  et  tenacem. 

In  1703,  he  wrote  his  Ode  to  Mufic,  which  was  performed  at  Stationer's  Hall.  He  afterwards 
compofcd  fix  cantatas,  which  were  fet  to  mufic  by  Dr.  Pepufch,  the  firft  mafter  of  that  time.  He 
publifhed  feveral  other  cantatas,  and  alfo  feveral  fongs,  which  fhewed  a  thorough  knowledge  of 
mufic,  and  were  much  admired.  The  intention  of  them  fecms  to  have  been  to  exclude  the  Italian 
Opera,  "  an  exotic  and  irrational  entertainment,  which  has  been  always  combated,  and  always  has 
prevailed." 

His  reputation  was  now  fo  far  advanced,  that  Dr.  Johnfon  fays,  "  the  public  began  to  pay  reve 
rence  to  his  name."  In  confequence  of  his  literary  fame,  he  was  folfcited  to  prefix  a  preface  to  the 
tranflation  of  Boccallms  Aivtcafrtm  Parnajjns,  and  Tonfon  applied  to  him  to  engage  in  a  tranflation 
ef  Lucan,  by  feveral  hands.  He  undertook  the  tenth  book,  and  finifhed  the  verfion.  His  affociates 
failing  in  their  promifes,  the  defign  was  dropt,  and  the  whole  work  was  afterwards  performed  by 
Rowe.  He  did  not  coufins  himfelf  to  poetry,  but  cultivated  other  kinds  of  writing  with  great 
fucccfe.  4 
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In  1708,  he  tranflatcd  Yenter.e'.le  s  Dialog™  of  tie  Dead,  to  which  he  added  two  compofcd  by  him- 
felf,  and  dedicated  his  work  to  the  Earl  of  Wharton.  When  Wharton  went  Lord  Lieutenant  to 
Ireland,  he  offered  to  take  Hughes  with  him,  and  eftabliih  him  ;  but  having  hopes  of  fomc  provifiou 
Rior^  fuitable  to  his  inclination,  he  declined  Wharton's  offer. 

In  1709,  he  publifhed  a  tranflation  of  Mcliere'*  Mifantbro'ee,  which  has  been  fincc  reprinted 
with  Ozell's  tranflation  of  the  other  plays  of  that  celebrated  csmic  writer. 

About  the  fame  time  he  publifhed  a  tranflation  of  the  Letters  of  Abelard  and  Heloife,  upon  whick 
Pope  formed  his  admirable  "  Epiftle  of  Eloifa  to  Abtlard." 

Being  by  principle  a  Whig,  and  very  much  attached  to  liberty,  he  became  intimately  connected 
with  Steele,  Addifon,  and  other  men  of  genius  of  the  Whig  party  ;  and  occafionally  contributed  t» 
the  Taller,  and  Guardian  ;  but  much  more  liberally  to  the  Sfeftator. 

His  papers  in  the  Tatkr  are  No's.  64,  7.3,  113.  His  papers  in  the  SfefJator  are  No's.  35,  53,  66, 
91,  104,  141,210,210,  230,  231,  237,252,  311,  375,  525,  537,541,554-  I"  *  late  edition  of  the 
Spectator,  No.  467,  containing  the  character  of  Manlius,  fuppofed  to  be  intended  for  Lord  Chan 
cellor  Cowper,  is  afcribed  to  Hughes,  who  was  honoured  with  the  patronage  of  that  able  and 
patriotic  ftatefman.  In  the  Guaidian,  No.  37  is  the  only  paper  afcribed  to  him. 

In  1712,  he  tranflated  Vertot's  Revolution  of  Portugal,  and  produced  an  Ode  to  tie  Creator  tf  tte 
World,  fi  am  the  fragments  of  Orpheus,  which  is  mentioned  with  applaufe  in  the  Sfefiaior. 

The  fame  year,  he  brought  on  the  ftage  an  Opera,  called  Calypfo  and  Telemacbus,  intended  to  {hew 
that  the  Englifh  language  might  be  very  happily  adapted  to  mufic. 

A  fubfcription  was  obtained  for  it  as  ufual,  which  alarmed  the  Italian  performers,  who  had  fuck 
intereft  with  the  Duke  of  Shrewfbury,  then  Lord  Chamberlain,  who  had  married  an  Italian,  as  to 
obtain  an  order  to  take  off  the  fubfcriptions,'and  to  open  the  houfe  at  the  loweft  prices,  or  not  at  all. 
This  defpicable  attempt  to  injure  one  individual  to  gratify  others  much  lefs  deferving,  cannot  be 
told  without  indignation.  The  opera  was  performed  ;  though  under  great  difcouragement,  and  an 
cbftruction  of  the  profits;  and  was  revived  afterwards  at  Lincoln's-Inn-Fields.  - 

It  is  faid,  on  good  authority,  that  Cato  was  finifhed  and  acted  in  1713,  by  his  perfuafion.  It 
had  long  wanted  the  laft  adl,  which  Addifon  even  is  faid  to  have  made  him  promife  to  fupply  ;  but 
on  going  a  week  after  to  fhew  Addifon  his  firft  attempt,  he  found  near  the  one  half  of  the 
uct  written  by  himfelf.  Cato  was  foon  after  acted,  upon  which  he  fent  Addifon  fome  complimentary 
verfes,  which  were  printed  before  it,  with  other  copies  of  Verfcs. 

In  1715,  he  publifhed  the  works  of  Spenfer  in  6  vols.  izmo,  with  his  Life,  a  Difcourfe  on  Alle 
gorical  Poetry,  and  a  Gloffary  ;  a  work  fur  which  Dr.  Johnfon  obferves  he  was  well  qualified  as  a 
judge  of  the  beauties  of  writing  ;  but  perhaps  wanted  an  antiquary's  knowledge  of  the  obfolete 
words.  He  did  not  much  revive  the  curiofity  of  the  public ;  fer  near  thirty  years  elapfed  before  hi» 
«dition  was  reprinted. 

In  1716.  he  produced  Apollo  and  Daphne,  a  mafque,  formed  on  Ovid's  metamorphofis  of  Daphne 
into  a  laurel,  the  fuccefs  of  which  was  very  earnelHy  promoted  by  titeele,  a  man  whofe  buundlefg 
benevolence  merits  a  more  ample  encomium  than  this  brief  memorial  can  beftow.  Before  this  time 
he  fhevicd  his  knowledge  of  human  nature  by  a  profe  F.jf y  en  the  Pliafure  of  being  deceived,  to  whick 
he  added,  during  the  two  fucceeding  years,  an  EJ/ay  on  tie  Properties  -f  Style,  and  an  £J^y  on  tit 
Ajfe&atien  of  Mi  tb  and  Raill.ry,  which  difcover  good  fenfe,  obfervation  and  tafte. 

In  1717,  he  publifhed  a  vifion,  entitled  Cbaron,  or  the  Ferry-Boat,  which  is  one  of  the  mofl  lively 
and  hum  rous  imitations  r-f  Lucian  in  our  language. 

He  had  hitherto,  notwichftanding  the  profits  of  his  publications,  been  in  narrow  circumftancet. 
His  employment  in  the  Ordnance  was  either  not  lucrative,  or  not  permanent ;  but  in  1717,  Lord 
ChLinrellcr  Cowper  appointed  him  Secretary  to  the  Commiffions  of  the  Peace,  in  which  he  after- 
Wards,  by  a  particular  requeft,  dcfired  his  fucceffor  Lord  Parker  to  continue  him.  He  had  now  an 
4grceable  competence  ;  but  his  declining  health  did  HOC  allow  him  long  enjoyment  of  his  good  for 
tune. 

In  1719-20,  his  laft  work,  T&e  Siege  tf  Dama'cus,  a  Tragedy,  was  acted  at  Drury  Lant.  This 
pLy  vva»  received  with  great  appi^uit,  ana  iUll  cjiukiues  to  be  a<2ed  with  general  approbate*. 


THE    LIFE    OF   HUGHES.  l6> 

The  chara&ers  ire  finely  varied  and  diftinguiftied,  and  the  fentiments  are  juft  and  well  adapted  to  the 
charaiSers.  The  language  is  elegant,  and  the  verification  harmonious.  The  wickednefs  and 
folly  of  ufing  force  to  extend  fyftems  of  religion,  are  very  happily  illuftrated.  The  mild  benefi 
cial  tendency  of  Cbriftianity  is  placed  in  a  clear  and  ftriking  light. 

It  has  been  objected  to  this  tragedy,  that  the  remorfe  of  Phecyas  is  much  greater  than  his  crime, 
and  that  the  abhorrence  of  Eudocia  is  unnatural.  The  objection  is  juft  ;  but  in  Hughes's  own  copy 
fhocyas  apoftatifes  from  his  religion,  which  fully  accounts  for  the  horrors  of  his  repentance.  The 
players  conceiving  that  he  could  not  be  a  hero  if  he  changed  his  religion,  required  that  his  guilt 
fhould  terminate  in  his  defertion  to  the  enemy ;  and  Hughes,  unwilling  that  his  relations  fliould  lofe 
the  benefit  of  the  play,  complied  with  the  alteration.  The  fcenes  as  they  were  originally  written, 
ar?  printed  in  the  third  volume  of  "  Letters  of  feveral  eminent  perfnns  deceafed,"  8vo,  1773. 

There  is  a  beautiful  groupe  of  verfcs  at  the  end  of  the  fourth  a<5l,  which  were  greatly  reliflicd  by 
fuin. 

-  Think  that  ye  all  to  certain  triumph  move  ; 
Who  falls  in  fight,  yet  meets  the  prize  above  ; 
There  in  the  gardens  of  eternal  fpring, 
While  birds  of  paradife  around  you  fing, 
Each,  with  his  blooming  beauty  by  his  fide, 
Shall  drink  rich  wines,  that  in  full  rivers  glide, 
Breathe  fragrant  gales  o'er  fields  of  fpice  that  blow, 
And  gather  fruits  immortal  as  they  grow  ; 
In  blifs  ecftatic  your  whole  hours  employ, 
And  every  fenfe  be  loft  in  every  joy. 

Hughes  did  not  furvive  the  firft  appearance  of  his  tragedy.  Weak  with  a  lingering  confump.- 
tion,  he  was  unable  to  attend  the  rehearfal;  yet  was  to  vigorous  in  his  faculties,  that  he  wrote  the 
|  dedication  to  his  patron  Lord  Cowper  only  ten  days  before  his  death.  He  lived  to  hear  of  its  fuccefs, 
but  paid  nc  regard  to  the  intelligence,  being  then  wholly  employed  in  the  meditations  of  a  Chriflian 
en  the  great  change  he  was  about  to  undergo.  He  died  on  the  firft  night's  performance  of  the 
play,  1 7th  February  1719-20,  in  the  43d  year  of  his  age,  and  was  privately  buried  in  the  vault 
under  the  chancel  of  St.  Andrew's  church,  Holburn. 

His  poems  were  co'reclcd  and  printed  foon  after  his  death,  by  Mr,  Jabez  Hughes,  his  younger 
brother,  and  like  him  a  poet  and  a  fcholar.  He  died  Jan.  17.  1 731,  in  the  46th  year  of  his  age. 
ft.  volume  of  his ''  mifcellanies,  in  verfe  and  profe,"  was  publifhed  in  1737. 

A  complete  cclleclion  of  his  poems  and  plays  was  publifhed  in  a  vols.  izmo,  1735,  with  an  ac 
count  of  his  life,  by  his  brother-in-law,  William  jLhmcombe,  Efq.,  the  author  and  editor  of  many 
agreeable  and  ufeful  publications.  He  died  Feb.  26.  1769,  aged  80.  He  left  behind  him  two  ac"i» 
ef  a  tragedy,  entitled  Sopby  Mirza,  which  was  finifhed  by  Mr.  Duncombe,  and  is  ftill  in  MS.,  in  tha 
pofTeffion  of  the  family  of  his  fon,  the  late  Mr.  John  Duncombe,  author  of  "  The  Feminead," 
and  other  ingenious  performances. 

1'he  character  of  Hughes  appears  to  have  been  highly  eftimable,  as  a  learned,  upright,  benevolent", 
religious  man.  The  mention  made  of  him  by  Steele,  a  writer  of  the  firft  rank,  is  fufficient  to  give  us 
•themoft  exalted  idea  of  his  talents  and  virtues.  "  He  may,"  fays  that  excellent  writer,  in  an  eflay 
devoted  to  his  memory,  in  "  The  Theatre,"  "  be  the  emulation  of  more  perfons  of  different  talent* 
than  any  one  I  have  ever  known.  His  head,  hands,  or  heart  were  always  employed  in  lomething 
worthy  imitation.  _LI— -pencil,  his  bow,  or  his  pen,  each  of  which  he  ufed  in  a  mafterly  manner, 
were  always  directed  to  raife  and  entertain  his  own  mind,  or  that  pf  others,  to  a  more  cheerful 
profecution  of  what  is  noble  and  virtuous." 

As  an  eflaytft,  he  fharcs  the  praife  with  Addifon  and  Steele,  of  being  a  benefactor  to  mankind. 
His  moral  and  critical  observations  are  juft  and  judicious,  and  cxprcJfed  in  fuitable  language. 

As  a  poet,  he  doss  not  rank  in  the  higheft  clafs;  but  he  defer ves  more  praife  than  he  has  re 
ceived.  Moil  of  his  poems  are  very  pleallng  and  elegant ;  all  of  them  are  friendly  to  virtue.  In 


*7»  THE   LIFE   OF   HUG  HE  9. 

operas,  fongs,and  tntnflattons,  he  makes  a  refpectable  figure;  and  if  he  fail*  in  heroic  ode»,  it  i*  not 
from  wanting  talents  for  any  kind  of  poetry,  but  from  attempting  the  higher  kinds  of  lyric  compo- 
Ction,  for  which  his  genius  was  not  fitted.  His  Poem  on  the  Peact  <>f  Ryfwick,  is  evidently  a  juvenile 
production,  and  abounds  in  mythological  puerilities;  but  there  are  not  wanting  in  it  good  lines, 
particularly  thofe  upon  St.  Paul's  Church,  which  was  finifhed  about  that  time.  Tie  Court  of  Nef- 
tuai  is  a  performance  of  fuperior  merit.  The  achievements  of  the  great  Willidrx,  the  prefcrver  of 
his  own  country  and  ef  ours,  are  defcribed  with  animation.  The  verification  is  harmonious ;  the 
mythological  part  of  the  poem  is  bold  and  claffical,  but  frequently  puerile.  The  loufe  of  Nafnu 
contains  an  animated  and  elevated  defcription  of  great  exertions  and  fuccefsful  events.  The  cha 
racter  of  William  the  Firft  (of  Orange)  is  forcibly  exhibited,  and  his  fate  pathetically  deplored.  The 
merits  of  his  two  celebrated  fons,  Maurice  and  Yrederlck  Henry,  are  defcribed  with  great  juftice  ahd 
animation.  Confidered  as  a  lyric  ode,  it  is  perhaps  deficient  in  fublimity  of  imagery  and  of  fen- 
timent.  It  abounds  too  much  in  vague  epithets,  which  convey  only  a  general  idea  of  the  objects  ; 
and  the  heathen  mythology  is  too  frequently  employed  to  dignify  characters,  which  do  not  require 
the  afliftance  of  fable  to  be  moft  defervedly  eminent.  The  Ode  to  tie  Creator  of  the  World,  is  juftly 
efteemed  one  of  the  nobleft  odes  in  our  language.  It  abounds  in  elevated  thoughts,  magnificent 
irrajery,  and  rational  piety.  The  defcriptions  are  difcrimir.ate  and  finking  ;  but  fometimes  dilated  by 
unneceflary  epithets,  and  fometimes  weakened  by  a  minute  enumeration  of  particulars.  The  Ecftacy 
is  a  fuccefsful  imitation  of  the  e  rebut  bu»:anis  E-^ce/fas  of  Cafimirc,  and  is  perhaps  the  moft  animated 
and  poetical  of  all  his  performances.  The  feveuth  ftanza  approaches  to  fublimity. 

His  tranfatl  ns  are  accurate,  elegant,  and  harmonious.  His  verfir.n  cf  the  third  Ode  of  Anacrean 
is  very  full  and  exact ;  and  his  tranflation  i>f  Ovid's  Pyramus  aud  Thifte  does  complete  juftice  to  that 
beautiful  and  pathetic  dory.  Of  his  Paraphrafis  from  Horace  t  perhaps  the  bed  paflagcs  are  thole 
that  are  the  lead  parnphraftical. 

Swift  and  Pope  give  the  character  of  his  genius  in  their  epiflolary  correfpondence,  quoted  and 
fanctioned  by  Dr.  Johnfon. 

"  A  rnon-h  ago,"  fays  Swift  to  Pope,  "  was  fent  me  over,  by  a  friend  of  mine,  the  works  of  John 
Hugh-;',  Efq  ;  they  are  in  profe  and  verfe.  I  never  heard  of  the  man  in  my  life,  yet  I  find  your 
name  as  a  fubfcriber.  He  is  too  grave  a  poet  for  me,  and  I  think  among  the  txediocrijls  hi  profe 
as  well  as  verfe." 

To  this  Pope  replies,"  To  anfwer  your  queftion  as  to  Hughes ;  what  he  wanted  in  genius  he  made 
tip  as  an  honeft  man  ;  but  -he  was  of  the  clafs  you  think  him."  Knowing  "  the  reverence  that  was 
paid  to  his  name,"  the  juft  reproach  inflicted  by  Hrrace  medlicribus  poeth,  Dr.  Johnfon's  choice  of 
fixing  the  character  of  Hughes  cannot  but  be  confidered  as  inconfiftent  and  injurious 

It  does  not  clearly  appear  what  Swift  meant  by  faying,  "  He  is  too  grave  a  poet  for  me,"  which, 
taken  by  itfelf,  might  be  deemed  a  compliment,  and  was  the  truth.  Of  the  character  of  "  an  ho 
neft  man,"  Hughes  found  the  value  on  his  death-bed,  when  literary  fuccefs  was  put  in  the  fcale 
Y/ith  religious  confidence.  In  this  cafe,  however,  Pope  appears  to  have  acted  with  duplicity.  In  a 
letter  to  Hughes,  juft  before  his  death,  he  thus  exprefles  himfelf :  "  Would  to  God  you  might  live 
ns  long  as  I  am  fnre  the  reputation  of  your  tragedy  muft."  Lcttirs  of  Seinral  Dec  afed  Eminent  Perfonst 
Let.  390.  In  one  to  his  -brother,  juft  after  his  death,  with  other  eulogiums,  he  fays,  "  I  am  glad  of  an 
occafion  to  give  you,  under  my  hand,  this  teftimony,  both  how  excellent  I  think  this  work  to  be, 
and  how  excellent  I  thought  the  author,"  ll'.d.  I.  197.  And,  which  is  ftill  more  remarkable,  this 
laft  "  teftimony  of  his  real  regard  (as  he  ftyles  it)  for  Mr.  Hughes,"  being  given  after  his  death, 
the  editor  of  his  works  was  allowed  by  Pope  to  publifh,  as  "  a  greater  inftance  of  the  fincerity  with 
which  it  was  given,"  JbiJ.  I.  205. 

The  teftimony  of  Pope,  thus  folemnly  given  to  the  world,  may  be  thought  more  deferving  of 
credit  than  the  echo,  as  it  were,  of  his  peevifh  correfpondent,  whom  he  was  afraid  to  contradict, 
in  a  letter  which  belittle  thought  would  have  been  preferved  and  printed,  and  which,  with  his  other 
letters  to  him,  he  wanted  to  recal.  At  every  tribunal,  a  whncfs  who  contradicts  himfelf,  is  dis 
believed.  If  fuch  an  opinion  is  not  allowed  to  eflablifh,  much  lefs  fhculd  it  be  admitted  to  traduce  a 
character. 
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MR.    JOHN    HUGHES, 

ON   HIS   POEM  INTITULED, 

'THE  TRIUMPH  OF  PEACE. 

I  VSPIR'D  by  what  melodious  HUGHES  has  fung, 
I'll  tune  a  lyre  that  long;  has  lain  unftrung : 
Awak'd  from  drowfy  floth,  and  foothing  reft, 
Poetic  tranfports  fire  my  raviih'd  bread  ' 

What  pleafure  mutt  retiring  DRVDEN  find,      "") 
To  fee  that  art  his  fkilful  mule  refin'd, 
So  much  improv'd  by  thofe  he  leaves  behind  \     J 
So  when  a  father  fees  a  careful  fon 
Enlarge  thofe  coffers,  which  were  firft  his  own, 
With  joy  to  heaven  he  lifts  his  aged  eyes, 
Bleffes  his  profperous  heir,  and  calmly  dies. 

May  all  your  fortune,  like  your  numbers,  fhine, 
And  fmoothly  flow,  without  one  rugged  line  '. 
Till  we  confei's  the  genius  is  the  fame, 
That  guides  your  fortune,  and  poetic  flame. 

So  when  of  old  fome  fportive  amorous  god 
Vouchfaf'd  awhile  to  leave  his  bleft  abode, 
In  whatfoever  form  the  gueft  appear'd, 
His  heavenly  liiflre  flione,and  was  rever'd. 

Catherine -Hall,  W.  WORTS. 

LdmbriJge,  lebruary,  1697 


TO  THE     ' 

MEMORY  OF  MR.  HUGHES. 

BY  MISS  JUDITH  COWPER  *. 

ROUND  HUGHES'S  humble,  though   diftinguifh'd 

urn, 

Themufes,  wreath'd  with  baleful  cyprefs,  mourn; 
In  every  face  a  deep  diftrefs  appears, 
Each  eye  o'erflows  with  tributary  tears  : 
Such  was  the  fcetie,  when,  by  the  gods  requir'd, 
Majeftic  Homer  from  the  world  retir'd  : 
Such  grief  the  Nine  o'er  Maro's  tomb  beftow'd ; 
And  tears  like  thefe  for  Addifon  late  flow'd. 

*  Daughter  of  JuilRC   Cowper,  afterwards    married  to 
Col.  Mania  M.itUn,  *utU-jr  ot  the  Froartjs  ofl'octry,  &c 


Snatch'd  from  the  earth,  above  its  trifling  praife, 
Thee,  HUGHES,  to  happier  climes  thy  fate  con 
veys; 

Eas'd  of  its  load,  thy  gentle  fpirit  roves 
Through  realms  refulgent,  and  celeftial  grovei; 
The  toils  of  life,  the  pangs  of  death  are  o'er, 
And  care,  and  pain,  and  ficknefs,  are  no  more. 
O  may  the  fpot  that  holds  thy  bleft.  remains 
(The  nobleft  fpoil  earth's  fpacious  breaft  contains) 
its  tribute  pay  ;  may  richeft  flowers  around 
Spring  lightly  forth,  and  mark  the  facred  ground; 
There  may  thy  bays  its  fhady  honours  fpread, 
And  o'er  thy  urn  eternal  odours  fhed; 
Immortal  as  thy  fame,  and  verfe,  ft  ill  grow, 
Till  thofe  (hall  ceafe  to  live,  and  Thames  to  flow. 

Nature  fubdued  foretold  the  great  decline, 
And  every  heart  was  plung'd  in  grief,  but  thine  ; 
Thy  foul,  ferene,  the  conflict  did  maintain, 
And  trac'd  the  phantom  death  in  years  of  pain ; 
Not  years  of  pain  thy  fteady  mind  alarm'd, 
By  judgment  ftrengthen'd,  and  with  virtue  arm'd; 
Still  like  thyfelf,  when  finking  life  ebb'd  low, 
Nor  rafhly  dar'd,  nor  meanly  fear'd  the  blow  ; 
Loofe  to  the  world,  of  every  grace  poffeft, 
Greatly  refign'd,thoufought'ft  the  ftranger,  REST; 
Firm  as  his  fate,  fo  thy  own  Phocyas  dy'd, 
While  the  barb'd  arrow  trembled  in  his  fide. 
Drawn  by  thy  pen,  the  theory  we  fee  ; 
The  praiftic  part,  too  foon  !   beheld  in  thec. 

Who  now  fhall  ftrike  the  lyre  with  fkill  divine, 
Who  to  harmonious  founds  *  harmonious  numbers 

join ! 

Who  the  rapacious  tide  of  vice  control, 
And,  while  they  charm  the  fenfe,  reform  the  foul ! 
In  whom  the  lovely  fifter  arts  unite, 
With  virtue,  folid  fcnfe.  and  boundlefs  wit  ? 
Such  was  the  turn  of  thy  exalted  mind, 
Sparkling  aspolifh'dgems,  as  purefl  gold  refin'd. 

Great  Ruler  of  our  pafiions  !  who  with  art 
Subdu'd  the  fierce,  and  vvarm'd  the  frozen  heart, 
Bid  glory  in  our  breads  with  temper  beat, 
And  valour,  feparate  from  feverifh  heat, 
.Love,  in  its  true,  its  genuine  luftrerife, 
And,  in  Eudocia,  bid  it  charm  our  eyes. 
Virtue  diftreft,  thy  happy  lines difclofe, 
With  more  of  triumph  than  a  conqueror  knows  : 

*  Opera  of  Calypfo  and  Telomachus. 
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Touch'd  by  thy  hand,  oar  ftubborn  tempers  bem 
And  flowing  uar»  the  well  wrought  kene  attend 
That  filent  eloquence  thy  power  appr<  iv'd  ; 
The  riufe  fo  gieat,  'twas  generou*  to  he  mov'rl. 

What  plcafure  can  the  burfting  heart  p.  ffcfs, 
In  the  laft  parting,  and  fevere  diftref.  > 
Can  fame,  wealth,  honour,  titU»,  joy  beftow, 
And   make  the  labouring   bread  wi'h  tranfpor 

glow  ? 

Thefe  gaudy  trifles  gild  our  morning  br  ght, 
Jiuf  O  :    how  weak  their  influence  on  our  nignt! 
Then  fame,  weal'h,  lion  ur,  titles,  va'n'y  bloom, 
»or  dait  one  beam  of  comfort  on  the  gloom  ; 
'But  if  the  ftruggling  foul  a  joy  receives, 
'Ti>  in  -he  juftapplaule  that  confer  u^  virtue  giveg 
This  biamelefs  pride  the  dying  HU>,HES  pofftft, 
Soften'd  his  pain,  fat  lightly  on  his  brraft, 
And  footh'd  his  un<  ffending  foul  to  reft. 
JFree  from  the  big't'    fears,  or  ftoic's  pricle, 
Calm  as  our  Chriilian  hero  liv'd,  he  dy'd. 

As  on  the  utmoft  verge  of  life  he  flood, 
Ready  to  plunge,  and  f  ize  th'  immortal  good, 
•olledting  all  his  rays  diffus'd,  in  one, 
His 4-  laft  great  work  withhfijjh'e   'd  iuftrefhme 
There  his  juft  fentiments,  transferr'd,  we  -view'd  ! 
Bi't,  while  our  eyes  tri<  (hi  in.   pa-h  p^rfu'd, 
And  (teep  aicent  his  fteady  judgment  gain'd, 
The  fliining  path,  alas     al</ne  remain'd. — 

So  when  the  fun  to  wo  Ids  unknown  retires, 
How  ftiong,  how  boldly  (hoot  his  parting  fires  '. 
.Larger  hi*  fetting  orb  ou'  tyes  confefs, 
Eager  we  gaze,  and  the  full  glory  blefs ; 
As  o'er  the  heavens,  iublime,  his  rourfe  extends, 
With  equal  ftate,  the  radiant  globe  dtfcends, 
Siik1;  in  a  cloud  of  gold,  and  azure  b  ight, 
And  leaves  behind  gay  tracks  of  beamy  H^ht. 


IT  for  ourfelves  the  tears  profuftly  flow, 
Too  juftly  we  indulge  the  tender  w  e, 
Since  thou  in  virtue's  rotes  wall  richly  dreft, 
AnH  ot  fine  art«  abundantly  poffeft  : 
.But  if  we  rather  fhould  congratulate 
A  friend's  enlargement  and  txalte.d  ftate; 
Refign'd  to  Providence,  what  can  we  lefs 
Than  cheerful  hail  ihy  longed- fr  ha  pinefs, 
"Who  now,  releas'd  from  every  piercing  pain, 
Doft  in  the -realms  of  light  triumphant  rrign 

ftbruary,  IJI-2O.  W.  DuNCO.MBE. 


TO  THE 

MEMORY  OF  MR.  HUGHES. 

LOST  too  early  !  and  too  lately  fcnnwn  ! 
love's  inttndtd  ma,  ks  receive  in  one  ; 
V'here,  new  to  eafc,and  recent  from  thy  pains, 
VVith  ampler  j  7  thou  rread'ft  the  blifsful  plains; 
If  there,  regardful  of  the  ways  of  mtn, 
Thou  feefl  with  pity  what  thou  once  ruft  been, 


O  genMe  made     arcept  this  humble  verfe, 
Amidft  the  meaner  honours  of  thy  hcarfe. 

How  does  thy  PhocyaN  warm  Brit  innia's  yontl^ 
fn  arms  to  glory,  and  in  love  to  truth  ! 
Oh  :  if  the  mu'e  of  fut'ire  angh'  prdage, 

I'hefe  feeds  mall  ripen  in  the  coming  age  ; 

Then  youthg,   renown'd   for  many  a    field  well- 
fought, 

Shall  own  'he  glorious  leffons  thou  haft  taught; 
Honour'^  ftrift  law?,  (hall  reign  in  every  mind, 
And  every  Phocyis  his  Kurlocia  find. 

0  yet  he  thi-  the  lowtft  of  thy  fame, 
To  form  the  heio.  and  inftru<ft  the  dame; 

1  fee  the  Chriftiaj,  friend,  relation,  fen, 

Bum  f  r  the  glorious  courft  that  thou  haft  ruth 

ti  aught  we  owe  thy  pencil,  or  thy  lyre, 
Of  manly  ftrokes.  or  ••(  fupenor  fire, 
How  muft  thy  mufe  be  ever  own'd  divine, 
And  in  the  facred  lift  unrival'd  fhine  ! 
Nor  joyous-healrh  -.vas  thine,  nor  downy  cafe; 
To  thee  forbidden  was  the  f  .fr  recefs; 
W.irn  ^vith  Jifcafc,  and  never-ceafing  pain, 
H"W  fi-mly  did  thy  fuul  her  feat  maintarn  '. 
harly  thy  fide  the  mortal  fhaft  receu-'d 
All,  but  the  wounded  hero  faw  and  griev'd. 
No  lenfe  of  (mart,  no  anguift),  cou'.d  control, 
Or  turn  the  generous  purpofe  of  hi*  foul. 
Witneis,  ye  nobler  arts,  hy  heaven  defign'd 
To  charm  the  fcnfes,  and  improve  the  mind, 
How  through  your  mazes,  with  inceffant  toil, 
He  urg'd  his  way,  to  reap  th'  immortal  fpoil ! 
•vi  fabled  Orpheus  tun'd  his  potent  fong, 
Death's  circling  (hades,  and  otygian  glooms  among. 

Of  thy  great  labours  this,  'he  laft  f  ana  chief, 
At  once  demand-,  our  wonder,  and  our  grief.; 
1'hy  (<>ul  in  clouded  majcfty  till  now 
iNfinifh'd  beauties  din  hut  •  arrly  fliow; 
Wondering  we  faw  dilclos'd  th«  an'ple  ftore, 
Gr  ev'd.in  thar  inftant,  to  expe<ft  no  more. 
SoJn  the  evening  of  f<  me  doubtful  day. 
And  clouds  divided  with  a.  mingled  ray, 
K'aply  the  gdden  fun  ui  veils  his  light, 
An=i  his  Avhole  glories  Cpreads  at  once  to  fight; 
I'h"  cnliven'd  uorld  look  up  with  gladlome  cheer, 
Blels  the  gay  (cene,  nor  heed  the  night  fo  near; 
Sudd,  n,  the  lucent  orb  drop>  fwiftly  down, 
Through  we(U:rn  Ikies,  to  fhine   in   worlds   un 
known. 
March  a8   1720.  WM.  COWPE». 


FROM  thy  long  languifhing,  ai-d  painful  ftrife, 
Of  breath  and  labour  drawn,  and  wafting  life, 
Aceomplifti'd  fpirit  thou  at  length  art  free, 

rn  into  blifs-  and  immortality  ! 
I'f.y  IVugglcs  are  no  m;>re  ;  the  palm  is  >von ; 
l'hy  brows  encircled  with  the  vigor's  crown; 
While  lonely  left,  and  delolate  below, 
ruil  gritf  I  leel,  and  all  a  BROTHER'S  woe  1 
Vet  would  I  li'  ger  on  a  little  (pace, 

fore  I  cli  fe  my  quick  expiring  race, 
I  ill  I  have  gathtr'u  up,  with  Hraieful  pu'ns, 
l'hy  WORKS,  th    dear  unpcrifliing  remains; 


RECOMMEND 

An  tindecaying  MONUMENT  to  ftand, 
Rais'd  to  thy  name  by  thy  own  fkiiiui  hand. 
Then  let  me  wing  from  earth  my  willing  way, 
To  meet  thy  foul  in  blaze  of  living  day, 
Rapt  to  the  Ikies,  like  thee,  with  joyful  flight, 
An  inmate  of  the  heaven*,  adopted  into  light  ! 
Mur.bt  J7»O.  JABEZ  HUGHES. 

Ob.  I  -,  th  Jan.  1731. 
Anna  -/i.V.  46. 


IMMORTAL  bard  !  though  from  the  world  retir'd, 
Still  known  to  fame,  ftill  honour'd,  and  adrnir'd  ! 
While  fill'd  with  joy,  in  happier  realms  you  ftray, 
And  dwell  -\n  manfions  of  eternal  day  ; 
While  you,  confpicuous  through  the  heavenly  choir, 
With  fwcliing  rapture  tune  the  chofen  lyre  ; 
Where  echoing  angels  the  glad  notes  prolong, 
Or  with  attentive  filence  crown  your  long  4 
Forgive  the  mufe  that  in  unequal  lays 
Offers  this  humble  tribute  of  her  praife. 

Loft  in  thy  works,  how  oft  I  pafs  the  day, 
While  the  fwift  hours  fteal  unperceiv'd  away; 
There,  in  fweet  union,  wit  and  virtue  charm, 
And  nobleft  fentiments  the  bofom  warm  ; 
The  brave,  the  wile,  the  virtuous,  and  the  fair, 
May  view  themfelves  in  fadelefs  colours  there. 

Through  every  poliftTd  piece  corre&nefs  flows, 
Yet  each  bright  page  with  fprightly  fancy  glows; 
Oh  !  hap.py  elegance,  where  thus  are  join'd 
A  folid  judgment,  and  a  wit  refin'd  ! 

Here  iiijur'd  Phocyas  and  Eudocia  claim 
A  lafting  pity,  and  a  lafting  fame  : 
Thy  heroine's  fofter  virtues  charm  the  fight, 
And  fill  our  foul*  with  raviftiing  delight. 
Exalted  love  and  dauntlefs  courage  meet, 
To  make  thy  hero's  character  complete. 
This  finifh'd  piece  the  nobleft  pens  commend, 
.And  ev'n  the  critics  are  the  poet's  friend. 

Led  on  by  thee,  thofe  f  flowery  paths  I  view, 
For  ever  lovely,  and  for  ever  new, 
Where  all  the  graces  with  joint  force  engage 
To  ftem  th'  impetuous  follies  of  the  age  : 
Virtue,  there  deck'd  in  ever-blooming  charms, 
With  fuch  refiftlefs  rays  of  beauty  warms, 
That  vice,  abaih'd,  confounded,  fkulks  away, 
As  night  retires  at  dawn  of  rofy  day. 

Struck  with  his  guilt,  the  hardy  Atheift  dreads 
Approaching  fate,  and  trembles  as  he  reads: 
Vanquifh'd  by  reafon,  yet  afham'd  to  fly, 
'.le  dares  not  own  a  God,  nor  yet  deny  : 
Convinc'd,  though  late,  forgivenrfs  he  implores; 
Shrinks  from  the  jaws  of  hell,  and  heaven  adores. 

Hither  the  wild,  the  frolic,  and  the  gay, 
As  thoughtlefs  through  their  wanton  rounds  they 

ftray, 

Compell'd  by  fame,  repair  with  curious  eye, 
And  their  own  various  forms  with  wonder  fpy. 
The  cenfor  fo  polite,  fo  kindly  true, 
They  ice  their  faults,  and  ficken  at  the  view. 
Hence  trifling  Damon  ceafes  to  be  vain  ; 
And  Cloe  fcorns  to  give  her  lover  pain  : 
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Strephon  is  true,  who  ne'er  was  true  before  ; 
And  Crelia  bidn  him  love,  but  not  adore. 

Though  ADDISON  andSxEELE  the  honour  claim, 
Here  to  (land  foremoft  on  the  lift  of  fame ; 
Yet  ftill  the  traces  of  thy  hand  we  fee, 
Some  of  the  brighteft  thoughts  are  due  to  thee. 
While  then  for  thofe  illuftrious  bards  we  mourn, 
The  mufe  fhall  vilit  thy  diftinguifli'd  urn  ; 
With  copious  tears  bedew  the  facred  ground, 
And  plant  the  never-fading  bay  around. 

Here  through  the  gloom,  afpiring  bards,  ex 
plore 

Thefe  awful  relics,  and  be  vatp.  no  more  : 
Learning  and  wit,  and  fame  itfelf  muft  die  ; 
Virtue  alone  can  towering  reach  the  iky. 
This   crown'd  his   life.    Admire  not,  heaven  \s 

Tievv, 

He  to  the  glorious  prize  with  tranfport  flew. 
A  fate  fo  bleft  fhpuld  check  our  dreaming  woe, 
He  reigns  above,  hi»  works  iurvivc  below. 

J.  BONCE, 
Latt  of  Tr  niy  HJ/, 


ns  fo  the  Spectator*  written  by  Mr.  Hughe*. 
VOL,  VII. 


IN   MEMORIAM  VIRI  CLARHitM/ 

JOHANNIS  HUGHES. 

OCCIDJT  heu  nimium  fato  fublatus  acerbo^ 
Occidit  Aonidum  decus  ille  dolorque  fororum ! 
Qux  te,  inagnc,  tuis  rapuit  fors  afpera,  vates  ? 
Quo   fugis,  ah!   noftras    nunquam    rediturus   t* 

oras! 

En  !  tibi  ferali  crinem  cinxere  cupreffo, 
Et  circum  cineres  Parnailia  numina  lugent. 
Ipfa  tuam  flet  adhuc,  flebitque  Britannia  mortem: 
Te  patria  expofcit,  fcecundaque  criminis  xtas. 
Non  tua  te  pietafc,  non  Candida  vita,  nee  artes 
Ingenuse,  duro  juvenem  eripuere  iepulchro  ! 

Sed  tibi  mors  longos  nequicquam  invidcrit  an- 

nos, 

Dum  maneant  clarae  momimenta  perennia  famae, 
Dircaeufque  volet  fuperas  funs  ales  in  auras. 
•  Sperms  trita  fonans  pledrum,  tcnuifque  catnoe*- 

iwe 

Haud  petis  auxilium  :  tcrris  te  plena  rcliflis 
Mens  rapit  impavidum,  ccelique  per  ardua  dncit. 
Jam  procul  ex  oculis  gentes  &  regna  recedunt; 
Jam  tellus  perit,  &  pun<5tum  vix  ccrnitur  orbis. 
At  vos,  immenfi  placidiffima  lumina  mundi, 
Sol,  Luna,  asterno  meritas  O  1  pangite  laudes 
Autftori  Di)minoque  ;  fuis  concuffa  tremifcat 
Sedibus,  &  magnum  agnofcat  Natura  Parentem, 
Dum  vates  arcana,  uarum  fententia  vulgi 
Ut  ftet  follicitus,  fublimi  carmine  pandit ! 
Qualis  verborum  pompa  !  ut  ruit  ore  profundo 
Fervidus,  ingenii  caleat  cum  Spiritus  ingens  ! 

Nee  mjnor  incedis,  tragico  iudignufve  c<«hur- 

rio. 
Dum  tuus  Arabicos  Phocyas  ruit  acer  in  hoftes, 

«  Hacc,  et  proxima  alludunt  ad  fuMimia  ilia  author;* 
noftn  I'oeinata,  quihua  tituli,  "  Hymaut  ad  CrcaKir-m 
"  MunUi,  et  £cltalis." 
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Quis  non  aeqnalei,  toto  Tub  pedore  flanimas 
Concipit,  &  iimili  laudis  fervelcit  aniore  '. 
O  qualis  lingux  divina  potentia  '.  quali 
Artc  trahis  faciles  animos ;  feu  pedora  fle>5U 
Dura  jubes,  &  pulchrx  acuis  virtutis  honore  ; 
Sive  intus  placidos  Eudocia  concitet  ignes ; 
Ah  nimium,  nimium  infelix  Eudocia  !  quern  non 
Sors  tua  feva  movet  ?  niadidi  ve&igal  ocelli 
Quis  neget  ?  infauftos  quis  non  deploret  amorcs  ? 
O  Temper  damnata  pati  fata  afpera  virtus ! 
At  tibi  quisfenfus,  qux  mens,  Eudocia,  cum  jam 
Extrahit  infixam  Phocyas  tua  flimma  fagittam, 
Securus  fati,  vitamque  ex  vulnere  fundit  ? 
Quis  fatis  ingcnium  comis  miretur  Abudx  ? 
Quam  piger  ad  pcena?,  miferumque  betiignus  in 

hoftem ! 

Exemplar  vel  Chrifttanis  imitabile,  mores 
Digni  etiam  meliore  fide  !  O  quam,  nube  remoti 
Erroris,  tanti  eniteant  pietatis  honores  ! 

Sed  quid  ego  plura  hie  laudare   nitcntia  pcr- 


gam 


Tota  nitet,  pulchro  tola  ordine  fabrica  furgit, 
lit  dele<5tamur  paffim,  paflimque  monemur. 

L.  BUNCOMBE. 
M  Coll.  Mert. 
Oxon. 

Amabilis  Juvenis,  hujus  Carminis  Author, 
Obiit  a6.  DC. em.  1730;  Anno  Mtatis  19. 

Ji  — Nox  atracaput  trifti  circumvolat  umbra." 

Vrnc. 


PROLOG  UK 

TO  THE 

MEMORY  OF  MR.  HUGHES. 

•O 

fatten  by  Mr.  Miltuard,  on  the  revival  of  tie  Sleg? 
of  Damafcui,  at  the  Theatre-Royal  in  Drury-Lanct 
lid  March,  I734-J. 

HERE  force  and  fancy,  with  united  charmi, 
Mingle  the  fweets  ot  love  with  war's  alarms* 
Our  author  (hows,  in  eaflern  pomp  array *d, 
The  conquering  hero,  and  the  conftant  maid. 
None  better  knew  fuch  noble  heights  to  foar, 
Though  Phjedra,  and  though  Cato,  charm '4  be 
fore. 

While  in  the  luftre  of  his  glowing  lines, 
Th'  Arabian  paradife  fo  gaily  {nines, 
With  winy  rivers,  racy  fruits',  fupply'd, 
And  beauties  fparkling  in  immortal  pride, 
Gallants,  you'll  own  that  a  refiftlefs  fire 
Did  juilly  their  enamour'd  breads  infpire. 

At  firft  a  numerous  audience  crown'd  this  play, 
And  kind  applaufes  mark'd  its  happy  way,  [view, 
While  he,  like  hi»  own  Phocyas,  fnatch'd  from 
To  fairer  realms  with  ripen'd  glory  flew. 
Humane,  though  witty ;  humble,  though  admir'd; 
Wept  by  the  great,  the  virtuous  fage  cxpir'd  ! 

Still  may  the  bard,  beneath  kind  planets  born, 
Whom  every  grace  and  every  mufe  adorn, 
Whofe  fpreading  fame  hasreach'd  to  foreign  landsa 
Receive  Come  tribute  too  from  Britifh  haiidj. 
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THE  TRlU\fPH  OF  PEACE. 

OCCASIONED  BY  THE  PEACE  OF   R.ESW1CK,  1697. 

HEAR,  Britain,  hear  a  rough  unpra&is'd  tongue  ! 
Though  rough  my  voice,  the  mufe  infpires  the 

fnng, 
The  heaven-born  mufe ;  ev'n  now  me  fprings  her 

flight, 
And   bears  my   raptur'd  foul  through   untrac'd 

realms  of  light. 

We  mount  aloft,  and,  in  our  airy  way, 
Retiring  kingdoms  far  beneath  furvt-y. 
Amid  the  reft  a  fpacious  tradl  appears, 
Obfcure  in  view,  and  on  its  vifage  wears 
Black  hovering  mifts,  which, thickening  by  degrees, 
hxtend  a  low'ring  frorm  o'er  earth  and  ftas. 
But,  lo  I  an  eaftern  light,  arifing  high, 
Drives  the  tempeftuous  wreck  along  the  Iky  ! 
Then  thus  the  mufe — Look  down,  my  fon  '.  and  fee 
The  bright  pfoceffion  of  a  deity  ! 
.She  fpoke;  the  ftorm  difpers'd  ;  vanim'd  the'night; 
And  well-known  Europe  {lands  difclos'd  to  fight. 

Of  various  {rates,  the  various  bounds  appear; 
There  wide  Hifpania,  fruitful  Gallia  here ; 
Belgia's  moift  foil,  confpicuous  from  afar, 
And  Flandria,  long  the  field  of  a  deftru&ive  war. 
« Jernunia  too,  with  clufter'd  vines  o'erfpread  ;    ~> 
And  lovely  Albion  from  her  watry  bed,  ^ 

Beauteous  above  the  reft,  rears  her  aufpkiousf 

head.  J 

Beneath  her  chalky  cliffs,  fea-nymphs  refort, 
And  awful  Neptune  keeps  his  reedy  court; 
His  darling  Thames,  rich  prefents  in  his  hand 
Of  bounteous  Ceres,  traverfes  the  land  ; 
And  feems  a  mighty  fnake,  whofe  Ihining  pride 
Does  through  the  meads  in  finuous  volumes  glide. 

Ah,  charming  ifle  '.  faired  of  all  the  main  1 
Too  long  thou  doft  my  willing  eye  detain. 
For  fee  a  hero  on  the  adverfe  llrand  ! 
And,  lo  !  a  blooming  virgin  in  his  hand ! 
All  hail,  celeftial  pair  ! — a  goddefs  (he, 
Of  heavenly  birth  confeft,  a  more  than  mortaj,  he! 
Victorious  laurels  on  his  brows  he  wears; 
Th'  attending  fair  a  branching  olive  bears; 


Slender  her  fliape,  in  filver  bands  confin'd  ;         *) 
Her  fnowy  garments  loofely  flow  behind,  / 

Rich  with  embroider'd  ftars,  and  ruffle  in  the  f  ; 
wind.  j 

But  once  fuch  differing  beauty  met  before, 
When  warrior  Mars  did  love's  bright  queen  adore  j 
Ev'n  love's  bright  queen  might  feem  lefs  winning 

fair, 

And  Mars  fuhmit  to  his  heroic  air. 
Not  Jove  himfelf,  imperial  Jove  can  (how 
A  nobler  mien,  or  more  undaunted  brow,  [plains, 
When  his  ftrong  arm,  through  heav'n's  aethereal 
Compels  the  kindled  bolt,  and  awful  rule  main 
tains. 

And  now  embark'd  they  feek  the  Britifh  ifles. 
Pleas' d  with  the  charge,  propitious  ocean  fmiles. 
Before,  old  Neptune  fmooths  the  liquid  way  ; 
Obfequious  Tritons  on  the furface  play; 
And  1'portful  dolphins,  with  a  nimble  glance, 
To  the  bright  fun  their  glittering  fcales  advance, 
In  oozy  beds  profound,  the  billows  fleep, 
No  clamorous  winds  awake  the  filent  deep  ; 
Rebuk'd,  they  whifper  in  a  gentle  breeze, 
And  all  around  is  univerfa!  peace.  [clare; 

Proceed,  my  mufe !  The  following  pomp  de- 
Say  who,  and  what,  the  bright  attendants  were  1 
Firft  Ceres,  in  her  chariot  feated  high, 
By  harnefs'd  dragons  drawn  along  the  fky'; 
A  cornucopia  fill'd  her  weaker  hand, 
Charg'd  with  the  various  offspring  of  the  land, 
Fruit,  flowers,  and  corn  ;  her  right  a  fickle  bore ; 
A  yellow  wreath  of  twifted  wheat  fhe  wore. 
Next  father  Bacchus  with  his  tigers  grac'd 
The  {how,  and,  fqueezing  clufters  as  he  pafs'd. 
Quaff 'd  flowing  goblets  of  rich-flavour'd  wine. 
In  order,  laft  fucceed  the  tuneful  nine  ; 
Apollo  too  was  there ;  behind  him  hung  ! 

His  ufelefs  quiver,  and  his  bow  unftrung ; 
He  touch'd  his  golden  lyre,  and  thus  he  fung. 

"  Lead  on,  great  William  !  in  thy  happy  reign 
"  Peace  and  the  mufes  arereftor'd  again. 
"  War,  that  fierce  lion,  long  difdaining  law,      ~\ 
"  Rang'd  uncontroll'd,  and  kept  the  world  in 

"  awe, 

"  While  trembling  kingdoms  crouch'd  beneath 
"  hU  paw.  J 
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"  At  laft  the  reeling  monfter,  drunk  with  gore, 

"  Fall*  at  thy  fret  fulxlued,  and  quells  his  roar; 

"  Tamely  to  thte  he  bends  his  fhaggy  mane, 

"  And  on  his  neck  admits  the  long-rejected  chain. 

"  At  thy  protecting  court,  fur  thi--  bleft  day, 

"  Attending  nations  their  glad  thanks  fhall  pay  : 

"  Not  Belgia,  and  the  refcued  ifle  alone, 

"  But  Europe  fhall  her  great  deliverer  own. 

"  Rome's  mighty  grandeur  was  not  more  confeft, 

"   When  great  Antonius  trayell'd  through  the  eaft, 

"  And  crowds  of  monarths  did  each  morning  wait 

"  With  early  homage  at  his  palace  sate. 

"  Hafte  then,  bright  prince  !  thy  Britain's  tranf- 

?'  port  meet ; 

"  Hafte  to  her  arm*,  and  make  her  blifs  complete! 
"  Whate'er  glad  new*  has  reach'd  her  liftcning" 

"  ear, 

•'  While  her  long-abfent  lord  provokes  her  fear, 
?'  Her  joys  arc  in  fufpcnce,  her  pleafures  unfiii- 

"  He  comes,  thy  hero,  comes !  O  beauteous  ifle  ! 
*'  Revive  thy  genius  with  a  cheerful  frnile  1 
"  Let  thy  rejoicing  fons  frefh  palms  prepare, 
*'  To  grace  the  trophies  of  the  fininS'd  war; 
V  On  high  be  hung  the  mariial  iwprd  infheath'd, 
"  The  fhield  with  ribbons  chefs'd,  and  fpear  with 

'•ivy  wrcath'd ! 

"  Let  fpeaking  paipt  in  various  tablets  fhow 
"  Paft  {'cents  of  b..ttle  to  the  crowo  below  ! 
"  Round  this  triumphant  pile,  in  ruftic  dance, 
"  The  fhoutirg  fwains  fhall  hai:d  in  hand  advance; 
**  The  wealthy  farmer  from  his  toils  fhall  ceafe  ;  "J 
"  The  ploughman  from  the  yoke  his  ftuoking  / 

"  fleers  releafe,  £ 

V  And  join  to  folemnize  the  feftival  of  peace.     J 
"  Ni>  moit-  for  want  of  hands  th'  unlabwur'd  field, 
f   Chok'cf  with  rank  weeds,  a  fickly  crop  fhall  yield: 
?'  Cain;  pe:ice  returns;  beheld  her  fhinirg  train  : 
"  And  fruitful  plenty  is  reftor'd  again." — 

Apo'llo  ceas'd The  mufes  take  the  found,    ~\ 

Fi'om  voice   to  voice   th'  harmonious  notes  re-  ( 

bound,  [around ! f 

And  echoing  lyres  tranfrnit  the  volant  fuguejl 
lv^esnv\hi]e  the  fteady   bark,  with    prolperous 
Fills  the  large  fheets  of  her  expanded  fails,  [gales, 
And  gains  th'  intended  port;  thick  on  the  ftrand  ) 
Like  Iwarniijig  bees,  th'  afiembied  Britons  Hand,  V 
And  prefs  to 'lee  their  welcome  lovereign  land  :  ) 
At  his  approach,  unruly  traniport  reigns 
Jn  every  breaft,  and  rapture  fires  their  vdnt. 
A  gtnisral  {h  :.ut  (ucceeds,  as  when  on  high 
Exploded  thunder  rei:ds  the  vaulted  fey. 
A  fhori.  coiivulfion  fhakesthe  folid  Ihore, 
And  rocks  th'  adjacent  deep,  unmov'd  before  ; 
Loud'  acclamations  through  the  valleys  ring, 
While  to  Augufla'j  vall'the  crowd  attend  their 

king.' 

And  now  behold  a  *  fuiifh'd  temple  rife, 
On  K>tty"piUart  cHn.l-ing'  to  the  ikjes  ! 
Of  bulk  Uupendout,  its  proud  pile  it  rears, 
The  gradual  product  of  fucctfhvc  years. 
An  jnner'pite,  that  folds'\vith  iron  leaves, 
Ihe  charm'd  /pe&atbr's  entering  ftcps  rectites, 
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Where  curious  works  in  twjfted  fiemsare  fceji 
Of  branching  foliage,  vacuous  between. 
O'er  this  a  vocal  organ,  mounted  high 
On  marble  columns,  ftrikes  the  wondering  eye; 
And  feed*  at  once  two  fcnfe*  with  delight, 
Swet't  to  the  car,  and  fplendid  to  the  fight. 
Marble  the  floor,  enrkh'd  with  native  flain* 
Of  various  dye,  and  ftreak'd  witli  azure  veins. 
Ev'n  emulous  art  with  nature  feems  to  ftrive, 
And  the  carv'd  figure*  almofl  breathe  and  live; 
The  painted  altar,  glorious  to  beh-ld, 
Chines  with  delightful  blue,  and  dazzling  gold. 
Here  firft  th*  illuftrious  three,  of  heavenly  race, 
Religion,  liberty,  and  peace,  embrace; 
Here  joyful  crowds  their  pious  thanks  eiprefs, 
For  peace  reftor'd,  and  heaven's  indulgence  blef%. 
Aufpicious  ftru&ure  1  born  in  happy  days, 
Whofe  firft  employment  is  the  nobleft,  praife  '. 
So,  when  by  juft  degrees  th'  eternal  thought 
His  fix  days  labour  to  perfection  brought, 
With  laws  of  motion  firtt  endued  the  whole, 
And  bade  the  heavens  in  deftin'd  didcs  roll, 
The  polilh'd  fpherescommenc'd  their  harmony  ;~\ 
All  nature  in  a  chorus  did  agree, 
And  the  world's  birth-day  was  a  jubilee.  j 


THE  COURT  OF  NEPTUNE. 

ON  KING  WILLIAM'S  RETURN  FROM  HOLLAND, 
1699. 

Addrefled  to  the  Right  Honourable 
CHARLES    MONTAGUE,   Eft. 

BEGIN,  celeflial  mufe  !  a  tuneful  ftrain  -\ 

(Jt  Albion's  prince  conducted  o'er  tae  main  ;       / 
Of  courts  couceal'd  in  waves,  and  Neptune's  r 
watry  reign  ;  \ 

Sing,  from  beneath,  how  the  green  deity 
Role  to  trie  iovcrcign  of  the  bntifh  fea  ;• 
To  power  confcl&'d,  the  triple  mace  iclign'd, 
O'er-rul'd  the  floocs,  and  charg'u  the  rebel  wind  • 
Secur'd  his  paflage  homeward,  and  rcftor'd, 
Safe  to  the  lovcliefl.  ifle,  the  belt  lov'd  lord. 

The  generous  name  of  Montague  has  1  ng 
Been  fam'd  in  verle,  and  grac'd  the  poet's  long; 
in  vtrfe,  himklf  can  happy  wonders  do, 
1'he  belt  of  patrons,  and  of  poets  too. 
Amid  the  fkilful  choir  that  court  his  car, 
If  he  vouchfafe  theie  ruder  lays  to  hear, 
His  bright  example,  while  to  him  1  fing,      [wing, 
Shall  raile  my  leiible  flight,  and  mount  me  on  the 

On  Albion's  caUern  ceuir,  an  *  ancient  town 
O'crJocks  the  lea,  to  mariners  well  known  ; 
Where  U.e  fwift  |  ijtotirua  ends  his  inaky  train, 
And  pays  ins  watery  tnbute  to  tnc  main  : 
btourus,  vvhuJe  itrcam,  prolific  as  it  glides, 
1'wo  fertile  counties  in  its  courfe  uivjue», 
And  roll-,  to  Itaward  with  a  lover's  pa>.e  : 
Jlcre  beauteous  Orwell  meets  his  lond  embrace; 


*  Harwich. 
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They  mii  their  amorou*  ftream*,  the  'muy  tHe") 
Receives  them  join'J ;  their  crooked  Ihorcs  pro-  / 

vide  T 

A  fpacious  bay  within,  for  anchor' J  {hips  to  ride.  J 
Here,  on  the  margin  of  the  rolling  flooJ, 
Divinely  fair,  like  fea-bofn  Venus  flood 
Britannia's  genius,  in  a  robe  array'd 
Of  broider'd  arms,  and  heraldry  difplayV. : 
A  crown  of  cities  chnrg'd  her  graceful  brows ; 
In  waving  curls  her  hair  luxuriant  flows; 
Celeftial  glories  in  her  eyes  are  fi^en ; 
Her  ftature  tall,  ir.ajeftic  is  her  mien. 
\Viih  fuch  a  prefence  through  th'  adoring  fkies   ~) 
Shines  the  great  parent  of  the  deities ;  > 

Such  towery  honours  on  her  temples  rife,  j 

When,  drawn  by  lions,  fhe  proceeds  in  ftate; 
Trains  of  attendant  gods  around  her  chaiiot  wait ; 
The  mother  goddefs,  with  fuperior  grace,      [race. 
Surveys,  and  numbers  o'er  her  bright  immortal 

\While  thus  the  lovely  genius  hoveis  o'er 
The  water's  brink,  and  from  the  fandy  fhore 
Beholds  th'  alternate  billows  fall  and  rife 
(By  turns  they  fink  below,  by  turns  they  mou'nt 

the  (kies)  : 

"  And  muft,  fhe  faid : 

"  Then  paus'd,  and  drew  a  figh  of  anxious  love  ; 
''   Muft  my  dear  lord  this  faithlefs  ocean  prove  ; 
"  Efcap'd  the  chance  ef  war,  and  fraud  of  foes ; 
"  Wilt  thou  to  warring  waves  thy  facred  life  ex- 

"  pofe? 

"   Why  am  I  thus  divided  by  the  fea, 
"   From  all  the  world,  and  all  the  world  in  thee  ? 
*  Could  fighs  and  tears  the  rage  of  tcmptfts  bind, 
"  With  tears    I'd  bribe  the  feas,  with  iighs  the 

"  wind  : 

"  Soft  fighing  gales  thy  canvafs  fhould  infpire ; 
"   But  hence,  ye  boifterous  ftorms  !  far  hence  retire 
"  To  inland  woods ;  there   your  mad  powers  ap- 

"  peafe,  [trees  ? 

"  And  fconr  the  dufty  plains,  or   ftrip  the  for  eft 
"  Or  lodg'd  in  hollow  rocks  profoundly  fleep, 
"   And  reft  from  the  loud  labours  of  the  deep  '. 
"   Why  fhould  I  fear  ? — If  heroes  be  the  care 
"  Of  Heaven  above, and  Heaven  inclines  to  prayer, 
"  Thou  fail'ft  fccure;  my  fons  with  lifted  eyes, 
"    \nd  pious  vows,  for  thee  have  gain'd  the  fkies. 
"  Come    then,  my   much-lov'd   lord !    No  more 

"  th' alarms 

"  Of  wafteful  war  require  thee  from  my  arms. 
"  Thy  fword  gives  plenteous  peace;   but  without 

"  thee, 

"  Peace  has  no  charms,  and  plenty's  poverty  : 
"  At  length  enjoy,  for  whom  you've  fought,  the 

"  queen 

li  Of  iftands,  bright,  majeflic,  and  ferene  ! 
"  Unveil'd  from   clouds,    which    did    her  form 

"  difguife, 

"  And  hid  a  thoufand  beauties  from  thy  eyes. 
"   A  thoufand  treafures  unfurvey'd  invite 
d  Their  lord  to  various  fctnes  of  nt:w  delight. 
"  Come  fee  the  dower  I  brought  1    My  fpacious 

"  downs, 

'  My  numerous  counties,  and  my  ancient  towns ; 
*'  Landscapes  of  rifing  mountains,  fhaggy  woods, 
"  Green  valleys,  iiniling  meadows,  filvcr  floods, 
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"  And  plains  with  lowing  herds  enrich'd  arountf, 
"  1'he  hills  with  flocks,  the  flocks  with  fleece* 

"  crown'd.  [tain, 

"  AH  thele  with  native  wealth   thy  potver  main- 
"  And  bloom. with  bleflings  of  thy  eafy  reign. 
"   Hafte,  hoift  thy  fails  i  and  through  the  foamy 

"  brine, 

"  Ritfh  to  my  arms!  henceforth  be  wholly  mine'; 
"  After  nine  ;oillbrhe  years,  let  {laughter  ceafe,  • 
"  And  flourifh  now  lecure,  in  the  foft  arts  of 

"  peace ! 

She!  faid;  th'  entreated  winds  her  accents  bore, 
And  vving'd  the  meffage  to  the  Btlgic  fhorc. 
The  pious  hero  heard,  nor  could  delay 
To  meet  the  lovely  voice, thatt  fummon'd  him  away; 
The  lovely  voi.ce,  whole  foft  complaining  charms 
Bti'ore  had  call'd  the  fuccouY  of  his  arms, 
Nor  call'd  in  vain  ;  when  fir'd  with  generous  rage 
T*  oppofe  the  fury  of  a  barbarous  age, 
Like  Jove  with  awM  thunder  in  his  hand, 
Through  ftorms  and  fleets  at  fea,  and  foes  at  land, 
He  urg'd  his  daring  way  ;  before  his  fighr,          -\ 
On  filver  wings,  bright  glory  took  her  flight,      f 
And  left,  to  guitle  his  courfe,  long  fhining  tracks  t 

of  light  !  3 

And  now  once  friore  emba'rk'd,  propitious  gales 
Blow  freih  from  fhore,  and  fill  his  hollow  fails. 
As  when  the  golden  god,  that  rales  the  day, 
Drives  down  his  flaming  chariot  to.  the  fea,. 
And  Jteaves  the  nations  here  involv'd  in  night, 
To  diftant  regions  he  tranfports  his  light; 
So  William's  rays,  by  turns,  two  nations  cheer; 
And  when  he  fets  to  them,  he  rifes  here. 
Fprfaken  Belgia,  «re  the  fhip  withdrew, 
Shed  generous  tears,  and  Lreath'd  this  foft  adien  ; 
"  Since  empire  calls  thee,  and  a  glorious  throne; 
"  Thy  people's  weighty  inurefts,  and  thy  own  ; 
"  (Though  ftrjg«liug  love  would  fain  perfuadfe 

"  thy  ftay ) 

"  On,  v/here  thy  better  fortune  leads  the  way  I 
"  Meanwhile  my  lofs,  allow  me  to  complain, 
"  And  wifh-^-ah  no  1   that  panial  wifh  were  vain'. 
"  Though  bonom'd  Crete  had  nurs'd  the  thun- 

"  dering  god, 

"  Crete  was  not  always  blefl  with  his  ahode  ; 
"   Nor  was  it  fit,  that  William's  godlike  mind, 
"   For  nations  born,  fhould  be  to  one  confin'd; 
"  1  his  only  grant,  finqe  I  muft  afk  no  more, 
"  Revifit  once  again  your  native  fhore  ! 
"  That  hope  my  forrows  fhall  beguile ;  and  thou, "I 
"  My  happy  rival !  wilt  that  hope  allow  ; 
"  'Tis  all  th  enjoyment,  fate  has  left  me  now.  3, 
"  S<>  may'il  thou,  fair  Britannia'!   ^ver  be 
"   Firm  to  thy  foVereigu's  love,  and  his  to  thee  ! 
"   While  widow'd   1" — There    xifing    fighs    re- 

prcfs'd  , 

Her  fainting  voice,  and  ftifled — in  the  r«ft. 

Now,  while  the  bounding  veflt  I  drives  before 
The  gufty  gales,  and  leaves  the  leffening  (here, 
Behold  the  parting  clouds  to  diftance  fly,  -j 

And  golden  glories,  pouring  from  on  high  f 
New  drefs  the  day,  and  cheer  th' enlightenMr 

iky:  > 

One  mooting  beam,  like  lightning  doubly  bright, 
Darts  on'the  middle  maTa  ?u  flreaming  light. 
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l>o  !  William's  guardian  angel  there  dcfcendi ; 
To  Neptune's  court  his  heavenly  meflage  tends  : 
In  arms  cclcftial,  how  he  (nines  afar, 
Like  Pallas  marching  to  th'  awaken'd  war  ! 
His  left  hand  gripes  a  fpacious  orb  of  fliield, 
"With  thoufand  intercepted  dangers  fill'd, 
And  deaths  of  various  kind  ;  his  right  difplays 
A  temper'd  blade,  that  fpreads  a  formidable  blaze. 
He  ftrikes  the  waves;  th'  obfequious  waves  obey, 
And,  opening  in  a  guif,difclofe  the  downward  way. 

O  mufc  !  by  thec  conducted  down,  I  dare 
The  fecrets  of  the  watery  world  declare  ; 
For  nothing  fcapes  thy  view;  to  thee  'tis  given, 
To  range  the  fpace  of  earth,  and  feas,  and  heaven, 
Defcry  a  thoufand  forms,  conceal'd  from  fight, 
And  in  immortal  verfe  to  give  the  vifions  light. 

A  rock  there  lies,  in  depth  of  fea  nrofound  ; 
About  its  clefts,  rich  beds  of  pearl  abound, 
.Where  fportl'ul  nature,  covering  her  retreat 
With  flowing  waters,  holds  her  fecret  feat : 
In  woods  of  coral,  intricate  fhe  ftrays,  ~) 

And  wreathes  the  fliells  of  fifli  a  thoufand  ways,  > 
And  animates  the  fpawn  of  all  her  finny  race,    j 
Th'  unnumber'd  fpecies  of  the  fertile  tide, 
In  (hoals,  around  their  mighty  mother,  glide. 
From  out  the  rock's  wide  cavern's  deep  below, 
The  ruining  ocean  rifes  to  its  flow  ; 
And,  ebbirig,  here  retires;  within  its  fides, 
In  roomy  caves  the  god  of  fea  rtfides. 
Pillars  unhewn,  of  living  {lone,  bear  high 
His  vaulted  courts;  in  ftorms  the  billows  fly 
O'er  th'  echoing  roof,  like  thunder  through  the 

fkies, 

And  warn  the  ruler  of  the  floods  to  rife, 
And  check  the  raving  winds,   and  the  fwoln  | 
•   waves  chaftife.  J 

Rich  fpoils,  by  plundering  tempefts  hither  borne, 
An  univerfe  of  wealth,  die  palace  rooms  adoin. 
•-Before  its  entraece,  broken  wrecks  are  fcen 
In  heaps  deform'd,  a  melancholy  fcene. 
But  far  within,  upon  a  mofly  throne, 
With  wafliy  ooze  and  famphire  overgrown, 
The  fea -green  king  his  forky  fceptre  rears ; 
Awful  his  afpecl,  numerous  are  his  years. 
A  pearly  crown  circles  his  brows  divine  ;      [brine. 
Hisbeaid  and  dewy  hair  fhed  trickling  drops  of 
The  river-gods,  his  numerous  progeny, 
On  beds  of  rufhes  round  their  parent  iie. 
Here  -Danube  and  the  Rhine ;  Nik's  fecret  fonrce 
Dwells  here   conceal'd ;    hence   Tiber  takes  his 

courfe ; 

Hence  rapid  Rhodanus  his  current  pours ;  ~\ 

And,  jiTiiing  from  his  urn,  rhajtftic  Padus  roars ;  / 
And  Alpheus  feeks,  with  Clent  pace,  thelov'df 
Sicilian  fhores.     '  3 

But,  chief  in  honour,  Nepfune's  darling  fon, 
The  beauteous  Thames  lies  neareft  to  his  throne. 
Nor  thou,  fair  Boyne  !  fhall  pafs  unmtntion'd  by, 
Alri-^i.y  fung  in  drains  that  ne'er  fliali  die.  [trains 

Thefe,  and  a  thcufiind  more,  vholc  winding 
Seek  various  lands,  the  wealthy  lire  maintains ; 
.Each  day,  the  fluid  portions  he  divides,         [tide?. 
And  fills  their  craving  urns  with  frefli 
But  not  alike ;  for  oft  his  paru.^1  care 
JJcftew*  on  Ibme  a  difpropt>rtU>n'd 


1 


From  whence  their  1  welling  currents,  o'f  r-fupply'di 
Through  dclug'd  fields  in  noify  triumph  riae. 

The  g<»d  was  jufl  preparing  to  renew 
His  dail.  talk,  when  fuddcn  in  liis  view 
Appear'd  the  guardian  power,  all  dazzling  bright; 
And,  entering,  flaih'd  the  caves  wrh  beamy  light. 
Boyne,  Rhine,  the  S.imbre,  on  their  banlrs  had  fcenr 
The  glorious  f^jin,  and  knew  his  martial  mien  ; 
In  thiongs  th'  admiring  Nereids  round  him  prefs'd, 
And  Tritens  crowd  to  view  the  heavenly  gueft. 
Then  thus,  advancing,  he  his  will  explain-. : 
"  O  mighty  fovercign  of  the  liquid  plains ! 
"  Hafle,  to  the  furface  of  the  deep  repair, 
"  This  folcmn  day  requires  thy  prefence  there, 
"  To  rule  the  ftorms,  the  rifing  waves  reftrain, 
"  And  fliake  thy  fceptre  o'er  the  govern'd  main. 
"   By  breathing  gales  on  thy  dominions  driven,  ~) 
"  To  thee  three  kingdoms  hopes  in  charge  are  / 

"  given,  [heaven.  (" 

"  The  gl.iry  of  the  world,  and  beft  belov'd  of  J 
"  Behold  him  figur'd  here  1" — He  faid,  and  held, 
Refulgent  to  his  view,  the  guardian  fliield. 
On  the  rich  mould,  inwrought  with  fkill  divine, 
Great  William's  wars  in  fplendid  fculpture  fliine. 
Here,  how  his  faving  power  was  firft  difplay'd, 
And  Holland  refcued  by  his  youthful  aid  ; 
When,  kindling  in  his  foul,  the  martial  flame 
Broke  fiercely  out,  preluding  future  fame, 
And  round  the  frontiers  dealt  avenging  fire; 
Swift  from  the  hot  purfuit  the  blafted  foes  retire. 
Then  battles,  fieges,  camps  are  grav'd  afar, 
And  the  long  progrefs  of  the  dreadful  war. 
Above  the  reft,  Synefte's  immortal  fight,  "\ 

In  larger  figures  offer'd  to  the  fight,  / 

With  martial  terror  charms,  and  gives  a  fierce  f 

delight.  jr 

Here  the  confederate  troops  are  forc'd  to  yield, 
Driven  by  unequal  numbers  through  the  field  : 
With  his  bright  fword,  young  Nafiau  there  with- 

ftands  [commands, 

Their  flight ;  with  prayers  and  blows  he  urges  his 
Upbraids  their  fainting  force,  and  boldly  throws 
Hirnfelf  the  firft  amidft  the  wondering  foes. 
What  dare  not  men,  by  fuch  a  general  led  ? 
Rallying  with  ihouts,  their  hero  at  their  head, 
Fir'u  with  new  rage,  afham'd  they  once  did  fly,"} 
Rcfolv'd  t'o'ercome,  or  refolute  to  die,  f 

Through  trampled  heaps  of  flain  they  rufli  tof" 

victory.  j 

Ea:th  trcmbii-s  at  the  charge  ;  death,  blood,  and") 

prey,  / 

Infatiare  riot  all  the  murderous  day  ;  f 

Nor  night  itfclf  th."ir  fury  can  allay;  3 

Till  the  pale  moon,  that  ficktns  at  the  fight, 
Retires  behind  a  cloud,  to  blind  the  bloody  fight. 

A gaiii,  the  fhield  in  favage  profpecl  flioxv* 
An  ancient  *  abbey,  which  rough  woods  tnclofe  \ 
And  precipices  v_ft  abruptly  rife,  [defies 

Where,  fafe   encamp'd,    proud  Luxembourg!! 
All  open  violence,  or  clofc  furprife. 
But  fee  '.  a  fecond  Hannibal  from  far, 
Up  the  fleep  height,  conduces  th'  entangled  war. 
grave  Ofl'ory,  attended  with  the  pride 
of  Englifh  valour,  charges  by  his  fide, 
f  Sti  Dennis  near  Mcns. 
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t ;  the  forefts  mine  around  H 
;;  the  tbunder'd  hills  rebound,  f 
ountry,  wide  beneath,  rebel- f 

e  found.  J 


Enclos'd  they  fight ;  the  forefts  mine  around 
"With  flafiiiiig  fires 
And  the  fhock'd  country 

lows  to  the  i' 

'Forc'd  from  their  holds,  at  length  they  fpeed. their 
flight ;  [quite 

Rich  tents,  and  {lores  of  war,  the  victor's  toils  re- 
Then  peace  enfues;  and,  in  a  fhining  train, 
The  friendly  chiefs  aflemble  on  the  plain. 
An  ardent  zeal  the  Gallic  general  warms 
To  fee  the  youth,  that  kindled  fuch  alarms ; 
"Wondering  he  views  ;  fecure  the  foldiers  prefs 
Round  their  late  dread,  and  the  glad  treaty  blefs. 

Next,  on  the  broad  circumference  is  wrought 
The  nine  years  war  for  lov'd  Britannia  fought; 
The  caufe  the  fame  :  fair  liberty  betray  *d, 
And  banifh'd  iuflice,  fly  to  him  for  aid. 
Here  failing  (hips  are  drawn,  the  crowded  Grand, 
And  heaven's  avenger  haftening  to  the  land. 
Opprcfiion,  fraud,  confufion,  and  affright,  "1 

Fierce  fiends,  that  ravag'd  in  the  gloomy  night    I 
Of  lawlefs  power,  defeated,  fly  before  his  daz-  f 
zling  light.  3 

So  to  th'  eclipfing  moon,  by  the  ftill  fide 
Of  forue  lone  thicket,  revelling  hags  provide 
Dire  charms,  that  threat  the  fleeping  neighbour- 
.   ho.od,         .  \  blood ; 

And  quaff,  with  magic  mix'd,  vaft  bowls  of  human 
But,  when  the  dawn  revea.1*  the  purple  call, 
They  vanifti  fullen  from  th'  unfiuiuYd  feafh 
Here  joyful  crowds  triumphant  arches  rear          ~\ 
To  their  deliverer's  prail'c  j  glad  fenates  there,     j 
In  fplcndid  pomp,  the  regal  ftate  confer.  j 

Hibernia's  fields  new  triumphs  then  fupply  ; 
The  rival  kings,.  ID  arms,  the  fare  of  empire  try. 
See  where  the  Boyne  two  warring  hofts  divides, 
And  rolls  between  the  fight  hia  murmuring  tides ! 
In  vain — hills,  forefts,  ftreanis,  muft  all  give  plate, 
When  Wilh'am  leads,  and  victory's  the  chace. 
Thou  faw'ft  him,  Boyne !    when  thy  charg'd"] 

waters  bore 

The  fwiniming  courfers  to  th'  oppofing  fliore,      \ 
And,  round  thy  banks,  thou  heard'il  the  mur-  j 
dering  cannons  roar.  J 

What  more  than  mortal  brayery  infpir'd 
The  daring  troops,  by  his  example  fir'd !       [court 
Thou  faw'ft  their  wondrous  deed.s ;  to  Neptune's 
Thy  flying  waves  conyey'd  the  fwift  report, 
And,  red  with  daughter,  to  their  father  ihow'd 
Streams  not  their  own,  and  a  difcolour'd  floods 

Here,  on  th'  .-ethereal  mould,  hurl'd  from  afar, 
Th'  exploded  ball  had  mark'd  a  dinted  fear. 
Twas  deftin'd  thus;  for  when  all  glowing  red, 
The  angel  took  it  from  the  forge,  he  faid; 
This  part  be  Itft  unfated  from  the  foe  L  T 

And,  fcarce  efcap'd,  once  let  the  hero  know,  > 
How  much  to  my  protection  he  lhall  owe  ;  j 
Yet,  from  the  batter 'd  fhield,  the  ball  mall  bound, 
And  on  his  arm  inflict  a  fcarlet  wound. 

Elfewhere,  behold  Namur's  proud  turrets  rife, 
Majeftic  to  the  fight,  advancing  to  the  Ikies ! 
The  Meufe  and  Sambre  here  united  flow, 
Nature's  defence  againft  th'  invading  foe  : 
)nduftrious  art  her  ftrength  of  walls  iupplies : 
Before  the  town  the  Eritiib  army  lies. 


Tke  woiks  are  mnnn'd  ;  with  fury  they  contend  ; 
Thefe  thunder  "from  the  plains,  thofe  from  the  walls 

defend. 

Red  globes  of  fire  from  bellowing  engines  fly, 
And  lead  a  fweeping  blaze,  like  comets,  through 

the  fky 

The  kindled  region  glows ;  with  deafening  found  "y 
They  burft;  their  iron  entrails,  hurl'd  around,    / 
Strow  with  thick-lcaucr'd  deaths  thecrimfouf" 
ground.  ^ 

See,  where  the  genius  of  the  war  appears, 
Nor  fhuns  the  labour,  i;or  the  danger  fears! 
In   clouds  of  fiilphurous  fmoke  he  fhines  more 
bright,  [light. 

Fr,r  glory  round  him  waits,  with  beams  of  living 
At  length  the  widen 'd  gates  a  conqueft  own, 
And  to  his  arms  refign  the  yielding  town. 

Here, from  the  field  return'd,  with  olive  crown'd, 
Applauding   throngs   their   welcome   prince  fur- 
round  : 

Bright  honours  in  his  glorious  entry  fliine, 
And  peace  reftor'd  concludes  the  great  defign. 

Long  o'er  the  figur'd  work,  with  vaft  furprife, 
Admiring  Neptune  roll'd  his  raviih'd  eyes ; 
Then,  rifing  from  his  throne,  thus  call'd  aloud  ; 
"  Ye  lovely  daughters  of  the  briny  flood.!      [pare 
"  Hafte,  comb  your  filver  locks,  and  ftraight  pre- 
"  To  fill  my  train,  and  gaze  in  upper  air. 
"  This  day,  majtrftic  glories  you  ftiall  fee  ;          ~l 
"  Come,  all  ye  watery  powers,  who  under  me    / 
"  Your  little  tridents  wield,  and  rule  the  boifter-  (" 
"  pus  fea  !  J 

"  What  God,  that  views  the  triumphs  here  dif- 

"  play'd, 

"  Can  to  fuch  worth  refufe  his  heavenly  aid  ?" 
He  laid  no  niore — but  bade  two  Tritons  found 
Their  crooked  fllells,  to  fpread  the  fummons  round. 
Through  the  wide  caves  the  blaft  is  heard  afar ; 
With  fpeed  two  more  provide  his  azure  car, 
A  concave  ihell;  two  the  finn'd  courfers  join  : 
All  wait  officious  round,  and  own  th*  accuftom'd 

fign; 

The  god  afcends ;  his  better  hatid  fuftains 
The  three-fork'd  fpy".  his  lift  directs  the  reins, 
through  breaking  waves,  the  chariot  mounts  him 

high; 

Before  its  thundering  courfe,  the  frothy  waters  fly ; 
Fie  gains  the  furface  ;  oil  his  either  fide, 
The  bright  attendants,  rung'd  with  •comely  pride 
Advance  in  jufl  array,  and  grace  the  pompc 

tide. 

Meanwhile  Britannia's  king  confpicuous  flood, 
id,  from  his  deck,  furvcy'd  the  boundlefs  flood. 
Smooth  was  the  glafly  fcene,  the  fun  beheld 
-Jis  face  unclouded  in  the  liquid  field. 
The  gazing  Nereids,  in  a  fhining  train, 
Inclufe  the  ruler  of  the  Britifh  main, 
And  fweetly  fing ;  fufpcnded  winds  forbear 
Their  loud  complaints,  the  foothing  lay  to  hear. 
Hail,  facred  charge,  they  cry ;  the  beauties  we 
Of  Neptune's  court,  are  come  t'  attend  on  th«e; 
Accept  our  ofler'd  aid  !  thy  potent  fway,       ^ 
Unbounded  by  the  land,  thel'e  watery  realms  f 
"  obey;    ^  [mage  pay. C 

'Vnd  \ve   thy  futjedt-powers  our  duteous  ho-J 
S  iiij 


«ers  ny ; 

pride/ 
upousC 
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"  Sec  Neptune's  felf,  Inferior  in  command, 
"  Prefcnts  hife  trident  to  thy  honour'd  hand  i" 

They  faid;  the  fire  approach'd  with  awe  pro-") 

found ;  [found ; 

The   rite   perform'd,    their  fliells  the  Tritons  V 
Swtli'c!  with  the  ihriil  alarm,  the  joyful  billows  [ 
bound.  J 

Now,  fr«m  the  fhore,  Britannia  firft  defcries 
"White  fails  afar ;  then  bulky  veflels  rrfe, 
Nearer  to  view ;  her  beating  heart  foretels 
The  pleafmg  new»,  and  eager  tranfport  feels. 
Safe  to  her  arms,  imperial  Neptune  bears 
Th*  entrufted  charge,  then  diving  difappears. 
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A  PINDARIC  ODE,  i;O2. 

"  — Casio  deniittitur  alco 

**  Chara  Denm  Soboles." 


to  His  Grace, 
CHARLES  DUKE  Of 


ilAT  IT  PLEASE  YOUR   GRACE, 

THOUGH  the  great  lofs  we  fuffered  in  the  death  of 
the  king  has  been  fo  happily  fupplied  by  her  ma- 
jefty's  acceffion  to  the  throne,  and  her  late  coro 
nation  juftly  filled  the  hearts  of  her  fubje&s  with 
joy  ;  yet  fo  glorious  a  reign  as  the  laft  will  always 
be  remembered  with  admiration  by  all  good  and 
•wife  men  ;  and  your  Grace  has  given  fufficrent 
proofs,  that  you  are  of  that  number.  It  can  never 
therefore  be  thought  too  late  to  offer  a  juft  tribute 
to  his  late  majefty's  memory,  and  to  that  of  his 
great  anceftors,  a  race  fo  illuftrioufly  diftinguifhed 
in  Europe  ;  though  this  indeed  might  feoner  have 
]been  attempted,  but  for  many  interruptions,  too 
inconfiderable  for  your  Grace's  notice.  How  I 
have  performed  is  humbly  fubmitted  to  your 
Grace's  judgment,  and  to  the  judgment  of  all  thofe 
gentlemen  who  are  ufed  to  entertain  themfelves 
with  writings  of  this  fort.  But  if,  through  the 
author's  want  of  genius,  the  poem  itfelf  fhould  be 
thought  inconfiderable,  I  am  fure  it  will  have  fomc 
<liftin<5lion  from  the  great  names  it  celebrates,  aiid 
the  great  patron  it  is  infcribed  to.  And  to  whom 
ihould  the  praifes  of  eminent  virtue  be  addrefled, 
hut  to  fuch  as  arc  poflefled  of  great  virtues  them 
felves  ?  To  whom  can  1  better  prefent  the  chief 
characters  of  a  noble  and  ancient  family,  than  to 
your  Grace,  whofe  family  is  fo  ancient  and  fo 
noble  ?  And  here  1  am  proud  to  acknowledge  that 
fome  of  my  relations  have  been  honoured  with 
marks  of  favour  from  your  Grace's  illuftrious  an- 
ccftors.  This  \  confefe  has  long  given  me  the  am 
bition  of  offering  my  duty  to  your  Grace  ;  but 
chiefly  that  valuable  character  your  Grace  has  ob 
tained  among  all  worthy  perfons.  I  have  not 
room  to  enlarge  here,  nor  is  there  any  need  of  it 
•n  a  fubjeft  f»  wtfll  known  as  jour  Grace's  merits 


Therefore  I  conclude  with  my  humble  rrqueft, 
that  your  Grace  would  favour  this  ode  with  your 
acceptance,  and  do  me  the  honour  of  believing 
that,  among  the  crowd  of  your  admirers,  there  it 
not  one  who  is  more  paflionately  or  fmcerely  fo, 
than 

Your  Grace's  moft  humble. 

And  moft  obedient  fervtnt, 

JOHN  HUGHES. 
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GODDESS  of  numbers,  and  of  thoughts  fubh'me ! 
Celeftial  mufe  I  whofe  tuneful  long 
Can  fix  heroic  a«fts,  thut  gliue  along 

Down  the  vaft  fea  of  ever  wafting  time, 
And  all  the  gilded  images  can  (lay, 
Till  time's  vaft  fea  itfclf  be  roll'd  away  ; 
O  now  aflhl  with  confectated  llrains! 
Let  art  and  nature  join  to  raife 
A  living  monument  ot  praife 

O'er  William's  great  remains. 
While  Thames,  majeftically  fad,  and  flow, 

Seems  by  that  reverend  dome  to  flow, 
Which  new-intcrr'd  his  facred  urn  contains. 
If  thou,  O  mufe,  would'ft  e'er  immortal  be, 
This  fong  bequeaths  thee  immortality  ; 
For  William's  praife  can  ne'er  expire, 
Thou  nature's  felf  at  laft  muft  die, 
And  all  this  fair-erected  flcy 
Muft  fink  with  earth  and  fea,  and  melt  away  in  fire . 

11. 

Begin — the  fpring  of  virtue  trace, 
That,  from  afar  defcendiug,  flow'd 
Through  the  rich  veins  of  all  the  godlike  race, 
And  fair  tenown  on  all  the  godlike  race  bcltow'd  ! 
This  ancient  fourre  of  noble  blood 

Through  thee,  Germania,  wandering  wide, 
Like  thy  own  Rhine's  enriching  tide, 
In  numerous  branches  long  diffus'd  its  llood. 
Rhine,   fcarcc  more   aacient,    never  grac'd  thee 

more, 

Though  mantling  vines  his  comely  bead  furround, 
_fc  And  all  along  his  funny  ihore 
.Eternal  plenty's  found. 

in. 
From  heaven  itfelf  the  ilhiftrious  line  began  ; 

Ten  ages  in  dcfcent  it  ran, 
In  each  deicent  increased  with  honours  new. 
Never  did  heaven's  Supreme  infpire 
In  mortal  breads  a  nobler  hre, 
Nor  his  own  image  livelier  drew. 
Of  pure  .-ethereal  flame  their  fouls  he  made, 
And,  as  beneath  his  forming  hands  they  grew, 
He  blefs'd  the  mafter-work,  and  faid; 
"  Go  forth,  my  honour'd  champions,  go, 
'  To  vindicate  my  caufe  below  ! 
'  Awful  in  power,  defend  for  me 
'  Religion,  juftice,  liberty, 
'  And  at  alpiring  tyranny,, 
'  My  delegated  thunder  throw  ! 
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0  For  thi»,  the  great  Naffovian  name  I  raife, 
"  And  ftill  this  chara&er  divine, 
"  Diftinguifh'd  through  the  race  (hall  (hire, 
"  Zeal  for  their  country's  good,  and  thirll  of  vir- 
"  tuous  praife." 

IV. 

Now  look,  Britannia,  look,  and  fee 
Through  the  clear  glafs  of  hiftory, 
From  whom  thy  mighty  fovereign  came, 
And  take  a  large  review  of  far  extended  fame. 
See,  crowds  of  heroes  rife  to  fight ! 
Adolphus*,  with  imperial  fplendor  gay  : 
Brave  Philibert,  unmatch'd  in  fight, 
^Who  led  the  German  eagle  to  his  prey ;     [way, 
Through  Lombardy  he  mark'd  his  conquer'd 
And  made  proud  Rome  and  Naples  own  his  unre- 

fiiled  might. 

His  gallant  f  nephew  next  appears, 
And  on  his  brows  the  wreaths  of  conqueft  wears, 
Though  ftreaming  wouads  the  martial  figure 

Itain  ; 

For  thee,  great  ||  Charles,  in  battle  flain,. 
Slain  in  alt  a  foldier's  pride, 
He  fell  triumphant  by  thy  fide, 
And  falling  fought,  and  fighting  dyrd, 
And  lay,  a  manly  corpfe,  extended  on  the  plain. 

v. 

See  next,  majeftically  great, 
The  founder  of  the  Belgic  ftate ! 
The  fun  of  glory,  which  fo  bright 
Beam'd  on  all  the  darling  line, 
Did,  from  its  golden  urn  of  light, 
On  William's  head  redoubled  fhine  ; 
His  youthful  loots  diffns'd  an  awe. 

Charles,  who  had  try'd  the  race  before, 
And  knew  great  merits  to  explore, 
When  he  his  rifing  virtue  faw, 
He  put  in  friendfhip's  noble  claim.; 
To  his  imperial  court  the  hero  brought, 
And  there  by  early  honours  fought 
Alliance  with  his  future  fame. 
O  generous  fympathy,  that  binds 
In  chains,  unfeen  the  braveft  minds  ! 
O  love  to  worthy  deeds,  in  all  great  fouls  the  fame  ! 

VI. 

But  time  at  laft  brought  forth  th'  amazing  day, 
When  Charles,  refolv'd  to  difengage 
From  empire's  toils  his  weary  age, 
Gave  with  each  hand  a  crown  away. 
Philip,  his  haughty  foil,  afraid 
Of  William's  virtues,  bafely  chofe 
His  father's  favourite  to  depofe ; 
His  tyrant  reign  requir'd  far  other  aid ;      [rofe  ; 
And  Alva's  fiery  duke,  his  fcourge  of  vengeance, 
With  flames  of  inquifition  rofe  from  hell, 
Of  flaughter  proud,  and  infolent  in  blood. 
What  hand  can  paint  the  fcenes  of  tragic  woes  ? 
What  tongue,  fad  Belgia  !  can  thy  ftory  tell, 
When  with  her  lifted  axe  proud  murder  ftood, 
And  thy  brave  fons,  in  crowds  uniuimbcr'd,  fell, 
The  fun,  with  horror  of  the  fight, 
Withdraws  his  fickly  beams,  and  fhrouds 


*  Adolphus  the  etnoerof,  of  the  hor 
t  Rene  ot  Nalfau.  ([  Cham  V, 


His  muffled  face  in  fuilen  clouds, 
And,  on  the  fcaffolds,  faintly  fhcds  a  pale  malig 
nant  light. 

VII. 

Thus  Belgia's  liberty  expiring  Jay, 

And  almoft  gafp'd  her  generous  life  away, 

Till  Orange  hears  her  moviiig  cries  ; 

He^hears,  and  marching  *  from  afar, 

Brings  to  her  aid  the  fprightly  war. 
At  his  approach,  reviv'd  with  frefh  fupplies 
Of  gather'd  ftrength,  fhe  on  her  murderers  flio 

But  heaven,  at  firft,  refolv'd  to  try 

By  proofs  adverfe  his  conftancy. 
Four  armies  loftr  two  gallant  brothers  j-  flain, 

Will  he  defperate  war  maintain  ? 
Though  rolling  tempefts  darken  all  the  fky, 

And  thunder  breaks  around  his  head, 
Will  he  again  the  faithlefs  fea-  explore, 

And,  oft  driven  back,  ftill  quit  the  fhore  ? 

He  will  —  his  foul  averfe  to  dread, 
Unwearied,  ftill  the  fpite  of  fortune  brave", 
Superior,  and  §  ferene.  amidft  the  ftormy  waves. 

VIII. 

Such  wag  the  man,  fo  vaft  his  mind  ! 
The  fteady  inftrument  of  fate, 

To  fix  the  bafis  of  a  rifing  ftate  ! 

My  mufe  with  hoiror  views  the  fcene  behind,. 
And  fain  would  draw  a  fhade,  and  fain, 
Would  hide  his  deftin'd  end,  nor  tell 
How  he  —  the  dreaded  foe  of  Spain  „ 
More  fear'd  than  thoufands  on  the  plain, 
By  the  vile  hand  of  a  bold  ruffian  fell. 

No  more  —  th'  ungrateful  profpeft  let  us  leave  ! 
And,  in  his  room,  behold  arife, 

Bright  as  th*  immortal  twins  that  grace  the  fkics, 

A  noble  ||,  pair,  his  abfence  to  retrieve  ! 
la  thefe  the  hero's  foul  furvives, 

And  William  doubly  in  his  offspring  liv<rs. 

IX. 

Maurice,  for  martial  greatnefs,  far 

His  father's  glorious  fame  exceeds  ; 
Henry  alone  can  match  his  brother's  deeds  ; 
Both  were,  like  Scipio's  fons,  the  thunderbolts  of 

None  e'er,  than  Maurice,  better  knew,  [war. 

Camps,  fieges,  battles,  to  ordain  ; 
None   e'er,  than  Henry,  fiercer  did  purfuo 
The  flying  foe,  or  earlier  conquefts  gain. 
For  fcarce  fixteen  revolving  years  he  told, 

When,  eager  for  the  fight,  and  bold, 

Inflam'd  by  glory's  fprightly  charmn, 

His  brother  brought  him  to  the  field  ; 
Taught  his  young  hand  the  truncheon  well  to 
wield, 

And  pra&is'd  him  betimes  to  arms. 

x. 

Let  Flandrian  Newport  tell  of  wonders  wrought 
Before  her  walls,  that  memorable  day, 
When  the  victorious  youths  in  concert  fought, 

And  rcatchlefs  valour  did  difplay  ! 

How,  ere  the  battle  join'd,  they  drove 
With  emulous  honour,  and  with  mutual  love  ; 


*  He  was  then  in  Germany. 
f  The  CQUIU*  Lodowick  and  Henry. 
^  "  S^cvis  trsni;:ii!lu»  in  uudrt,"  the 
B  Maurkc  .wl  Henry. 
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How  Maurice,  touch'*]  with  tender  care 
Of  Henry'*  fafety,  bepg'd  him  to  remove ; 
Henry  refus'd  his  blooming  youth  to  fpare, 
But  with  his  much-lov'd  Maurice  vow'd  to 

prove 

Th'  extremes  of  war,  and  equal  dangers  (hare. 
O  generous  ftrife  !  and  worthy  fuch  a  pair ! 
How  dear  did  Albert  this  contention  pay  ! 

Witnefs  the  floods  of  dreaming  gore  ; 
Witnefs  the  trampled  heaps,  that   chok'd  the 

plain, 

And  ftopp'd  the  vigors  in  their  way  ; 
Witnefs  the  neighbouring  fea,  and  fandy  fhorc, 
Drunk  with  the  purple  life  of  twice  three   thau- 
fand  flain ! 

XI. 

Fortune,  that  on  her  wheel  capricious  ftands, 
And    waves  her    painted   wings,    inconfiant, 
proud, 

Hood-wink'd,  and  fhaking  from  her  hands 

Promifcuous  gifts  among  the  crowd, 
Reftlcfs  of  place,  and  ftill  prepar'd  for  flight, 
Was  condant  here,  and  fecm'd  reftor'd  to  fight ; 
Won  by  their  merit,  and  rcfolv'd  to  blefs 
The  happy  brothers  with  a  long  fuccrfs — 

Maurice,  the  firft  refign'd  to  fate  : 

The  younged  had  a  longer  date, 
And  liv'd  the  1'pace  appointed  to  complete 
The  great  republic,  raiVd  fo  high  before  ; 
t inifh'd  by  him,  the  ftately  fabric  bore 
Its  lofty  top  afpiriug  to  the  fky  : 
In  vain  the  winds  and  rains  around  it  beat ; 
In  vain,  below,  the  waves  tempeftuous  roar, 
They  dafli  themfelves,    and  break,   and  back 
ward  fly, 

Difpers'd  and  murmuring  at  his  feet, 
lufulting  Spain  the  fruitlefs  ftrife  gives  o'er, 

And  claims  dominion  there  no  more, 
Then  Henry,  ripe  for  immortality, 

His  flight  to  heaven  eternal  firings, 
And,    o'er   his   quiet  grave,   peace   ipreads    her 
downy  wings. 

XII. 

His  fon,  a  fecond  William,  fills  his  place, 
And  climbs  to  manhood  with  Ib  fvvift  a  pace, 
As  if  he  knew  he  had  not  long  to  flay  ; 
Such  young  Marccllus  was,  the  hopeful  grace 
Of  ancient  Rome,  but  quickly  fnatch'd  away. 

Breda  beheld  th'  adventurous  boy, 
His  tender  limbs  in  ihining  armour  dref>'d, 
Where,  with  his  father,  the  hot  fiege  he  prefs'd. 

His  father  faw,  with  pltafing  joy, 
His  own  reflected  worth,  and  youthful  charms 
exprefs'd.  [alarms, 

But,  when  his  country  breath'd   from   war's 
His  martial  virtues  lay  obfcure  ; 
Nor  could  a  warrior,  fam'd  for  arms, 

Th'  inglorious  reft  endure  ; 
Eat  ficken'd  foon,  and  fudden  dy'd, 
And  left  in  tear?  hi*  pregnai.t  bride, 
Hi*  bride,  the  daughter  of  Britannia's  king; 
Nor  faw  th'  aufpicious  pledge  of  nuptial  love, 
Which  from   that  happy   marriage   was  to 
ipring,  [above. 

But  with  his  great  forefather-:  gain'd  a  blifsiul  feat 


Here  paufe,  my  mufe  !  and  wind  up  higher 

The  firings  of  thy  Pindaric  lyre  ! 
Then  with  bold  ftrains  the  lofty  fong  purfue  ; 
And  bid  Britannia  once  again  review 

The  numerous  worthies  of  the  line. 

See,  like  immortals,  how  they  fhinc  ! 

Each  life  a  hiftory  alone  ! 

And  laft,  to  cr»wn  the  great  defign, 
Look  forward,  and  behold  them  all  in  one  ! 

Look,  but  fpare  thy  fruitlefs  tears — 

Tis  thy  own  \7Illiam  next  appears. 
Advance,  celedial  form  :  let  Britain  fee 
Th'  accomplifh'd  glory  of  thy  race  in  thee  ! 

XIV. 

So,  when  fome  fplendid  triumph  was  to  come, 
In  long  proceflion  through  the  ftrc-ets  of  Koine 

The  crowd  beheld,  with  vaft  furprife, 
The  glittering  train  in  awful  order  move, 
To  the  bright  temple  of  Ferctrian  Jove  ;  [eyes ; 
And  trophies  borne  alongjtmploy'd  their  dazzled 
But  when  the  laurel'd  emperor,  mounted  high 
Above  the  reft,  appear'd  to  fight, 
In  his  proud  car  of  victory, 
Shining  with  rays  exceflive  bright, 
"He  put  the  long  preceding  pomp  to  flight; 

Their  wonder  could  no  higher  rife, 
With  joy  they  throng  his  chariot  wheels,    and 
rend  with  ftioutb  the  ikies. 

xv. 

To  thee,  great  prince  1  fo  thy  extenfive  mind, 
Not  by  thy  country's  narrow  bounds  confin'd, 

The  fates  an  ample  fccne  afford  ; 
And  injur'd  nations  claim  the  fuccour  of  thy  f word. 
No  refpite  to  thy  toils  is  given, 
TiH  thou  afcend  thy  native  heaven  : 
One  hydra-head  cut  off,  ftill  more  abound, 

And  twins  fprout  up  to  Jill  the  wound. 
So  endlefs  is  the  talk  that  heroes  find 
To  tame  the  monfter  vice,  and  to  reform  man- 
For  this,  Alcidcs  heretofore,  [kind. 

And  mighty  Thefeus,  travel'd  o'er 
Vaft  tracts  of  fea  and  land,  and  flew  [prey; 
Wild  beads  and  ferpents  gor g'd  with  human 
From  ftony  dens  fierce  lurking  robbers  drew, 
And  bid  the  cheerful  traveller  pafs  on  his  peace 
ful  way.  [purfue, 
Yet,  though   the   toilfome  work   they  long 

To  rid  the  world's  wild  pathlefs  field, 
Still  poifonous  weeds  and   thorns  in  cinders  , 

grew, 

And  large  uuwholefome  crops  did  yield, 
To  excrcife  their  hands  with  labours  ever  new. 

xvi. 

Thou,  like  Alcidcs,  early  didft  begin, 
And  ev'n  a  child  didd  laurels  win. 
Two  fnaky  plagues  around  his  cradle  twin'dj 

Sent  by  the  jealous  wife  of  Jove, 
In  fpeckled  wreaths  of  Death  they  drove, 

The  mighty  babe  to  bind  : 
And  twifltd  fadlioa,  in  thy  infancy, 
Darted  her  forty  tongue  at  thee. 
But,  as  Jove's  offspring  ilew  his  hiffing  fo.es; 
So  thou,  dekended  from  a  line 
Of  patriots  no  Icfs  divine, 
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Didft  quench  the  brutal  rage  of  thofe, 
Who  durft  thy  dawning  worth  oppofe. 
The  viper  fpice,  crufh'd  by  thy  virtues,  fhcd 
Its  yellow  juice,  and  at  thy  feet  lay  dead. 
Thus,  like  the  fun,  did  thy  great  genius  rife, 

With  clouds  around  his  facred  head, 
Yet  foon  difpell'd  the  drooping  mifts,  and  gilded 

all  the  ikies. 

XVII. 

Great  Julius,  who  with  ger erous  envy  view 'd 
The  ftatiie  of  brave  Philip's  braver  fon, 
And  wept  to  think  what  fuch  a  youth  fubdued, 
While,  more  in  age,  himfelf  had  yet  fo  little  done, 
Had  wept  much  more,  if  he  had  liv'ci  to  fee 

The  glorious  deeds  atchiev'd  by  thec  ; 

To  fee  thee  at  a  beardlefs  age, 

Stand  arm'd  agahift  th'  invader's  rage, 
And  bravely  fighting  for  thy  country's  liberty ; 

While -he  inglorious  laurels  fought, 

And  not  to  lave  his  country  fought ; 
While  he — O  {lain  upon  the  grcateft  name, 

That  e'er  before  was  known  to  fame  ! 
When  Rome,  his  awful  mother,  did  demand 
The  fword  from  his  unruly  hand, 

The  (word  (he  gave  before, 
Enrag'd,  he  fpurn'd  at  her  command, 
jHurl'd  at  her  breait  the  impious  fteel,  and  bath'd 

it  in  her  gore. 

xvm. 

Far  other  battles  thou  haft  won, 

Thy  ftandard  ftill  the  public  good  : 
Laviih  of  thine,  to  fave  thy  people's  blood  : 
And  when  the  hardy  talk  of  war  was  done, 

With  what  a  mild  well-temper'd  mind, 
{A  mind  unknown  to  Rome's>  ambitious  fon) 

Thy  powerful  armies  were  refign'd ; 

This  victory  o'er  thyfclf  was  more, 

Than  all  thy  conquefts  gain'd  before  : 

Twas  more  than  Philip's  fon  could  do, 
When  for  new  worlds  the  madman  cry'U; 
Nor  in  his  own  wild  breaH  had  ipy'd 
Towers  of  ambition,  hills  of  boundlefs.pride, 

Too  great  for  armies  to  fubduc. 

xix. 

O  favage  luft  of  arbitrary  fway  ! 
Infatiatc  fury,  which  in  man  we  find, 
In  barbarous  man,  to  prey  upon. his  kind, 
And  make  the  world,  eufiav'd,  his  vicious  will 

obey ! 

How  has  this  fiend  ambition  long  defac'd 
Heaven's  works,  and  laid  the  fair  creation 

wafte !  [crown'd, 

Aflc    filver   Rhine,    with   fpringing    rullies 

As  to  the  fea  his  waters  flow, 

Where  are  the  numerous  cities  now, 
That  once  he  faw,  his  bonour'd  banks  around  ? 

Scarce  are  their  filent  ruins  found ; 
But,  in  th'  enfuing  age, 

Trampled  into  common  ground, 
'Will  hide  the  horrid  monuments  of  Gaul's  dc- 

ftroying  rage. 

All  Europe  too  had  fhar'd  this  wretch'd  fate, 
And  mourn'd  her  heavy  woes  too  late, 
Had  not  Britannia's  chief  withftood 
The  threaten'd  deluge,  and  rep ell'd, 


To  its  fcrfaken  banks,  th'  unwilling  flood, 
And  in  his  hand  the   fcales   of   balaiic'd   king 
doms  held. 

Well  was  this  mighty  truft  repos'd  in  thee, 
Whofe  faithful  foul,  from  private  intcreil  free 

(interefts  which  vulgar  princes  know), 
O'er  all  it&  paflions  fat  exalted  high, 
As  TenerifF's  top  enjoys  a  purer. iky, 
And  fees  the  moving  clouds  at  diflancc  fly  below. 

xx. 

Whoe'er  thy  warlike  annals  reads, 
Behold  reviv'd  our  valiant  Edward's  deeds. 
Great  Edward  f  and  his  glorious  fon 
Will  own  themielves  to  thee  outdone,"  [won. 
Though  Crecy's    defperate  fight  eteinal  honours 

Though  the  fifth  Henry  too  does  claim 
A  finning  place  among  Britannia's  kings, 
And  Agincourt  has  rais'd  his  lofty  name ; 
Yet  the  loud  voice  of  ever-living  fame 
Of  thee  more  numerous  triumphs  lings. 
But,  though  no  chief  contends  with  thee, 
In  all  the  long  records  of  hiflory, 
Thy  own  great  deeds  together  ftrive, 
Which  fhall  the  faireft  light  derive, 
On  thy  immortal  memory ; 
Whether  Seneff  's  amazing  field 
To  celebrated  Mons  fhall  yielj  ; 
Or  both  give  place  to  more  amazing  Boync ; 
Or  if  Namur's  well-covcr'd  fiege  mufl  all  the  reft 
outfliiiic  ! 

XXI. 

While  in  Hibernia's  fields  the  labouring  Twain 
Shall  pafs  the  plough  o'er  fltull's  of  warriors  {lain, 

And  turn  up  bones,  and  broken  fpears, 
Amaz'd,  he'll  fhew  his  fellows  of  the  plain, 

The  relicks  of  victorious  years  [regain. 

And  tell,'  how  fwift  thy  arms  that  kingdom  did 
Flandria,  a  longer  witnefs  to  thy  glory, 
With  wonder  too  repeats  thy  Itory; 
How  oft  the  foes  thy  lifted  fword  have  feen 

In  the  hot  battle,  when  it  bled 
At  all  its  open  veins,  and  oft  have  fled, 
As  if  their  evil  genius  thou  hadft  been  :    [pear, 
How,  when  the  blooming  fpring  began  t'  ap- 
And  with  new  life  reftor'd  the  year, 
Confederate  princes  us'd  to  cry  : 
"  Call  Britain's  king — the  fprightly  trumpet  found, 
"  And  fpread  the  joyful  fummons  round  1 
"  Call  Britain's  king,  and  vi&ory !"' 
So  when  the  flower  of  Greece,  to  battle  led 
In  beauty's  caufe,  juft  vengeance  fwore 
Upon  the  foul  adulterer's  head, 
That  from  her  royal  lord  the  ravifli'd  Helen  bore, 
The  Grecian  chiefs,  of  mighty  fame, 

Impatient  for  the  fon  of  Thetis  wait; 

At  laft  the  fon  of  Thetis  came  ; 
Troy  (hook  her  nodding  towers,  and  mouru'd  th.1* 
impending  fate. 

zxn. 

O  facred  peace  '.  goddefs  ferene  ! 
Adorn'd  with  robes  of  fpotlefi  white, 
Fairer  than  filver  floods  of  light ! 
How  ihort  has  thy  mild  empire  been  '. 

f  Edw»r<J  IH,  and  the  Black  Pricce. 
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When  pregnant  time  brought  forth  this  new 
born  age, 

At  firft  we  faw  thee  gently  fmile 
On  the  young  birth,  and  thy  fweet  voice  a  while 
Sung  a  foft  charm  to  martial  rage; 
But  foon  the  lion  wak'd  again, 
And  ftretch'd  his  opening  claws,  and  fhook  his 

grifly  mane. 

Soon  was  the  year  of  triumphs  paft  ; 
And  Janus,  ufhering  in  anew, 
With  hackward  look  did  pompous  fcenes  review ; 
But  his  fore-face  with  frowns  was  overcaft; 

He  faw  the  gathering  ftorms  of  war, 
And  bid  his  priefts  aloud,  his  iron  gates  unbir. 

XXIII. 

But  heaven  i?s  hero  can  no  longer  fparc, 
To  mix  in  our  tumultuons  broils  below  ; 
Yet  fuffer'd  his  forefeeing  care, 
Thofe  bolts  of  vengeance  to  prepare, 

Which  other  hands  fhall  throw ; 
That  glory  to  a  mighty  queen  remains, 
To  triumph  o'er  the  extinguifh'd  foe  ; 
*[  She  fhall  fupply  the  thunderer's  place ; 
As  Pallas,  from  th'  ethereal  plains, 
Warr'd  on  the  giants  impious  race, 
And  laid  their  huge  demoliih'd  works  in   fmoky 

ruins  lew. 

Then  Anne's  fhall  rival  great  Eliza's  reign  ; 
And  William's  genius,  with  a  grateful  fmile, 

Lo'ok  down,  and  blefs  this  happy  ifle  ; 
And   peace,  reftor'd,  fhall  wear  her  olive  crown 
again. 


ODE  ON  THE  DEATH  OF  A  FRIEND. 


APOLLO,  god  of  founds  and  verfe, 
Pathetic  airs  and  moving  thoughts  infpire  ! 
Whilft  we  thy  Damon's  praife  rehearie  : 
Damon  himfelf  could  animate  the  lyre. 
Apollo,  god  of  founds  and  verfe, 
Pathetic  airs  and  moving  thoughts  infpire  ! 
Look  down  !  and  warm  the  ling  with  thy  celeilial 
fire. 

ii. 

Ah,  lovely  youth  '.   when  thou  wert  here, 
Thyfelf  a  young  Apollo  did  appear; 

Young  as  that  god,  fo  fwect  a  grace, 
Such  blooming  fragrance  in  thy  face ; 
So  foft  thy  air,  thy  viiage  fo  ftrene, 
That  harmony  ev'n  in  thy   look  was  feen. 

in. 
But  when   thou   didft   th'  obedient   firings 

command, 

And  join  in  confort  thy  melodious  hand, 
Ev'n  fate  itfelf,  fuch  wondrous  drains  to  hear, 

Fate  had  been  charm'd,  had  fate  an  ear. 
But  what  does  mufic's  flcill  avail  ? 
When  Orpheus  did  his  lofs  deplore, 
Tree*  bow'd  attentive  to  his  talc  ;         [roar  ; 
Hufh'd  were  the  winds,  wild  bcafts  forgot  to 
But  dear  Eurydice  came  back  no  more. 

*   "  Vicem   gerit  ilia  TonantU  i"  the    motto   «n  licr 
Majcfty'i  Coronation 


Then  ceafc,  ye  fons  of  harmony,  to  mourn ; 

Since  Damon  never  can  return. 
See,  fee!  he  mounts,  and  cleaves  the  liquid  way  f 

Bright  choirs  of  angels,  on  the  wing, 
For  the  new  gueft's  arrival  flay, 

And  hymns  of  triumph  ling. 
They  bear  him  to  the  happy  feats  above, 
Seats  of  erernai  harmony  and  love ; 

Where  artful  Purcell  went  before. 
Ceafe  then,  ye  fons  of  mufic,  ctafe  to  mourn  : 

Your  Damon  never  will  return, 
No,  never,  never  m»rc  '. 


ANACREON,  ODE  III. 

AT  dead  of  night,  when  mortals  lofc 
Their  various  cares  in  foft  repcfe, 
I  heard  a  knocking  at  my  door  : 
Who's  that,  faid  I,  at  this  late  hour 
Diftnrbs  my  reft  ? — It  fobb'd  and  cry'J, 
And  thus  in  mournful  tone  rtply'd. 
"  A  poor  unhappy  child  am  I, 
"  That's  come  to  beg  your  charity; 
"  Pray  let  me  in  ' — You  need  not  fear; 
"  I  mean  no  harm,  I  vow  and  fwcar ; 
"  But,  wet  and  cold,  crave  flicker  here; 
"  Betray'd  by  night,  and  led  aftrny, 
"  I've  loft — alas  !   I've  loft  my  way." 
Mov'd  with  this  little  tdleof  fate, 
I  took  a  lamp,  and  op'd  the  gate ! 
When  fee  '.   a  naked  boy  before 
The  threfhold  ;  at  his  back  he  wore 
A  pair  of  wings,  and  by  his  fide 
A  crooked  bow  and  quiver  ty'd. 
"   My  pretty  antjel  !  come,  faid  I, 
"   Come  to  the  fire,  and  do  not  cry  1" 
I  ftrok'd  his  neck  and  fhoulders  bare, 
And  fqueez'd  the  •water  from  his  hair  ; 
Then  chaf  *d  his  little  hands  in  mine, 
And  cheef'd  him  with  a  draught  of  wine. 
Rccover'd  thus  (ays  he,  "  I'd  know, 
"   Whether  the  rain  has  fpoil'd  my  bow  ; 
"  Let's  try"— then  (hot  me  with  a  dart. 
The  venom  thrrbb'd,  did  a'chc  arid  fniart, 
As  if  a  bee  had  ftiing  my  heart. 
"   Are  thefe  your  thanks,  ungrateful  child, 
"  Are  thefe  your  thanks  ?"_lh'  impofior  fnli! 
"  Farewell,  my  lovirig  hoft,  fays  he  ; 
'•  All's  well;   my  bow's  unhurt,  I  fee; 
"  But  what  a  wretc!h  I've  ruade  of  tliee ! 


STORY  OF  PYRAMIJ3  AND  TKtSBZ: 
froaj  tie  Faurtb  Boot  of  Qvift  MetamorLl-,  -i. 


WHERE  Babylon's  proud  walls,  erected  high 
By  fci'm'd  Semiramis,  afccnd  the  iky, 
Dwelt  youthful  Pyramus,  and  'I  hilbe  fair  ; 
Adjoining  noufcs  hcJii  the'lovel;  7_:r 


His  perfe<S  form  all  other  youths  furpafs'd ; 
Charms  fuch  as  her's  no  eaftern  beauty  grac'd. 
Near  neighbourhood  the  firft  acquaintance  drew, 
An  early  promife  of  the  lovet'  enfue.  [kind, 

Time  nurs'd  the    growing  flame  ;  had  fate   been 
The  nuptial  ri'es  their  faithful  hands  had  join'd  ; 
But,  with  vain  threats,  forbidding  parents  ftrove 
To  check  the  joy;  they  could  not  check  the  love. 
Each  captive  heart  confumes  i>  like  defire  ; 
The  more  conceal'd,  the  fiercer  rag'd  the  fire. 
Soft  looks,  the  filent  eloquence  of  eyes, 
And  fecrit  figns,  fecure  from  houfeliold  fpies, 
Exchange  their  thoughts ;  the  common  wall,  be 
tween 

Each  parted  houfe,  retain'd  a  chink,  unfeen 
For  ages  part.     The  lovers  foon  efpy'd  ~) 

This  fmall  defecl,  for  love  is  eagle-ey'd, 
And  in  foft  whifper*  foon  the  paflage  try'd.         j 
Safe  went  the  murmur'd  founds,  and  every  day 
A  thoufand  amorous  blandishments  convey  ; 
And  often,  as  they  flood  on  either  fide, 
To  catch  by  turns  the  flitting  voice,  they  cry'd, 
Why,  envious  waH,  ah  !   why  doft  thou  dellroy 
The  lovers  hopes,  and  why  forbid  the  joy  ? 
How  ihuuld  we  blefs  thee,  would'ft  thou  yield  to 

charms, 

And,  opening,  let  us  rufli  into  each  other's  arms  ? 
At  leaft,  if  that's  too  much,  afford  a  fpace 
To  meeting  lips,  nor  fhall  we  flight  the  grace; 
We  owe  to  thec  this  freedom  to  complain, 
And  breathe  our  vows,  but  vows,  alas !  tn  vjin. 
Thus  having  faid,  when  evening  call'd  to  reit, 
The  faithful  pair  on  either  fide  impreft 
An  intercepted  kifs,  then  bade  good- night; 
But  when  th'  enfuing  dawn  had  put  to  flight 
The  ftars,  and  Phcebus,  rifing  from  his  bed, 
Drank  up  the  dews,  and  dry'd  the  flowery  mead, 
Again  they  meet,  in  fighs  again  difclofe 
Their  grief,  and  lajl  this  bold  defjgn  propofe ; 
That,  in  the  dead  of  night,  both  would  deceive 
Their  keepers,  and  the  houfe  and  city  leave; 
And  left,  tfcap'd,  without  the  walls  they  ftray 
In  pathlefs  fields,  and  wander  from  the  way, 
At  Ninu**  tomb  their  meeting  they  agree, 
Beneath  the  fhady  covert  of  the  tree  ; 
The  tiee  well  known  near  a  cool  fountain  grew, 
And  bore  fair  mulberries  of  fnowy  hue. 
The  project  pkas'd  ;  the  fun's  unwelcome  light  ~\ 
(That  flowly    feem'd  to   move,  and  flack  his/ 
flight)  [fable  right ;  f 

Sunk  in  the  feas;  from  the  fame  feas  aroie  thej 
When,  dealing  through  the  dark,  the  crafty  fair 
Uclock'd  the  door,  and  gsin'd  the  open  air; 
Love  gave  her  courage ;  unperceiv'd  fhe  went, 
Wi  app'd  in  a  veil,  arid  reach  d  the  monument. 
Then  fat  beneath  th'  appointed  tree  akne.  ; 
But,  by  the  glimmering  of  the  fhining  moon, 
She  fat  not  long,  before  from  far  fhe  ipy'd 
A  lionefs  approach  the  fountain-fide ; 
tierce  was  her  glare,  her  foamy  paws  in  blood 
Of  flaughter'd  bulls  befme*r'd,  and  foul  v>  ith  food 
For  reeking  from  the  prey,  the  favage  can'e, 
To    drown    her  third    within    the    neighbouring 
Affrighted  Thifbe,  trembling  at  the  fight,  [tircam 
I'll,-.!  tu  a  darkf'  me  dtn,  bu;  in  her  fH^h:, 
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ier  veil  dropp'd  off  behind.     Deep  of  the  flood 
l"he  mon.ft.cr  drank,  and,  fatiate,  to  the  wood 
Returning,  found  the  garment  as  it  lay, 
And,  toin  with  bloody  feet,  difpers'd  it  in  her 

way. 

Belated  Pyramus  arriv'd,  and  found 
The  mark  of  favage  feet  along  the  fandy  ground ; 
All  pale  he  turn'd  ;  but  foon  as  he  beheld 
The  crimfon'd  vefture  fcatter'd  o'er  the  field, 
One  night,  he  cry'd,  two  lovers  fhall  deflroy  I 
She  worthy  to  haveliv'd  long  years  of  joy, 
But  mine's  the  forfeit  life  ;  unhappy  maid  ! 
'Twas  I  that  flew  thee,  1  th'  appointment  made; 
To  places  full  of  death  thy  innocence  betray'd, 
And  came  not  firft  myfelf — O  hither  hafle, 
Ye  lions  all,  that  roam  this  rocky  wafle  1 
Tear  my  devoted  entrails,  gnaw,  divide, 
And  gorge  your  famine  in  my  open'd  fide  ! 
But  cowards  call  for  death  ! — Thus  having  fpok«\ 
The  fatal  garment  from  the  ground  he  took, 
And  bore  it  to  the  tree ;  ardent  he  kifs'd, 
And  bath'd  in  flowing  tears  the  well-known  veft : 
Now  take  a  fecond  flain,  the  lover  faid, 
While  from  his  fide  he  inatch'd  his fharpen'd  blade, 
And  drove  it  in  his  groin;  then  from  the  wound 
Withdrew  the  ftc-el,  and  ftaggering  fell  to  ground : 
As  when,  a  conduit  broke,  the  ftreams  fhoot  high, 
Starting  in  fuddcn  fountains  through  the  fky, 
S<j  fpouts  the  living  llream,  and  fprinkled  o'er 
The  tree's  fair  berries  with  a  crimfon  gore, 
While,  fapp'd  in  purple  floods,  the  confcious  root 
Tranfmits  the  flain  cf  murder  to  the  fruit. 

The  fair,  who  fear'd  to  diiappoint  her  love, 
Yet  trembling  with  the  fright,  forfook  the  grove, 
And  fought  the  youth,  impatient  to  relate 
Her  new  adventure,  and  th'  avoided  fate. 
She  law  the  vary'd  tree  had  loft  its  white, 
And  doubting  flood  if  that  could  be  the  right, 
Nor  doubted  long;  for  now  her  eyes  beheld 
A  dying  ptrfon  fpurn  the  fanguine  field. 
Aghaft  fhe  flarted  back,  and  fhook  with  pain, 
As  rifing  breezes  curl  the  trembling  main. 
She  gaz'd  awhile  cntranc'd ;  but  when  fhe  found 
It  was  her  lover  weltering  on  the  ground, 
She  beat  her  lovely  breaft,  and  tore  her  hair, 
Clafp'd  the  dear  corpfe,  and,  frantic  in  defpair, 
Kifs'd  his  cold  face,  fupply'd  a  briny  flood 
To  the  wide  wound,  and  mingled  tears  with  blood. 
.Say,  Pyramus,  oh  fay,  what  chance  fevere 

Has  fnatch'd  thee  from  my  arms  ? 

'Tis  thy  own  Thifbe  calls,  look  up  and  hear  I       - 
At  Thifbe's  name  he  lifts  his  dying  eyes, 
And,  having  fcen  her,  clos'd  them  up,  and  dies; 
But  when  fhe  knew  the  bloody  veil,  and  fpy'd 
The  ivory  fcabbard  empty  by  his  fide, 
Ah  !  wretched  yi  urh,  faid  fhe,  by  love  betray'd  | 
Thy  haplefs  hand  guided  the  fatal  blade. 
Weak  us  I  am,  I  boait  as  ftrong  a  love  ; 
For  fuch  a  deed,  this  hand  as  told  fhall  prove. 
I'll  follow  thee  to  death;  the  world  fhall  call 
Thilbe  the  caufe,  wd  partner  of  thy  fa!l;| 
And  ev'n  in  death,  which  could  alone  disjoin 
Our  perlbns,  yet  in  death  thou  fhalt  be  mine. 
But  hear,  in  both  our  names,  this  dyi 
Ye  wretched  parents  of  a  wretched 
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Let  In  one  urn  our  afoes  he  confin'd, 

Whom  mutual  love  and  the  fame  fate  have  join'd 

And  thou,  fair  tree,  beneath  whofe  friendly  (hade 

One  lifelefs  lover  is  already  laid, 

And  foon  fhall  cover  two;  for  ever  wear 

Death's  fable  hue,  and  purple  berries  bear  ! 

She  faid,  and  plunges  in  her  breaft  the  fword, 

Yet  warm,  and  reeking  from  it-  flaughter'd  lord. 

Relenting  heaven  allows  her  laft  requcft, 

And  pity  touch'd  their  mournful  parent*  bread. 

The  fruit,  when  ripe,  a  purple  dye  retains; 

And  in  one  urn  are  plac'd  their  dear  remains. 


THE  TRIUMPH  OF  LOVE. 

IN  IMITATION  OF  OVID,  AMORUM,  LIB,  I.  ELEG.  2. 

TELL  me,  fome  god,  whence  does  this  change 

arife ; 

Why  gentle fleep  forfakes  my  weary  eyes? 
Why,  taming  often,  all  the  tedious  night 
In  pain  I  lie,  and  watch  the  fpringing  light  ? — 
What  cruel  dxmon  haunts  my  tortur'd  mind  ? 
Sure,  if  'twere  love,  I  fliould  th'  invader  find  ; 
Unlefs  difguis'd  he  lurks,  the  crafty  boy, 
With  filcnt  arts  ingenious  to  deftroy. 
Alas  !   'tis  fo-'-'tis  fix'd  the  fccret  dact ; 
I  feel  the  tyrant  ravaging  my  heart. 
Then,  fhall  I  yield  ;  or  th'  infant  flame  oppcfe  ? 
I  yield  ! — Refinance  would  increafe  my  woes : 
For  flruggling  flaves  a  fharper  doom  fuftain, 
Than  fuch  as'  (loop  obedient  to  the  chain. 
I  own  thy  power,  almighty  love !  I'm  thine ; 
With  pinion'd  hands  behold  me  here  refign  ! 
Let  this  fubmiffion  then  my  life  obtain  ; 
.Small  praife  'twill  be,  if  thus  unarm'd  I'm  fialn. 
Go,  join  thy  mother's  doves;  with  myrtle  braid 

thy  hair ; 

The  god  of  war  himfelf  a  chariot  fhall  prepare; 
Then   thou    triumphant    through    the    fhouting 

throng  [along; 

Shalt  ride,  and  move  with  art  the  willing  birds 
While  captive  youths  and  maids,  in  folemn  ftate, 
Adorn  the  fcene,  and  on  thy  triumph  wait. 
There  I,  a  later  conqueft  of  thy  bow, 
In  chains  will  follow  too ;  and  as  I  go, 
To  pitying  eyes  the  new-made  wound  will  ffiow, 
Next,  all  that  dare  love's  fuvercign  power  defy," 
In  fetters  bound,  inglorious  fhall  pafs  by  ; 
AH  fhall  fubmit  to  thee — Th'  applauding  crowd 
Shall  lift  their  hands,  and  fing  thy  praife  aloud. 
Soft  looks  fliall  in  thy  equipage  appear, 
With  amorous  play,  miftake,  and  jealous  fear. 
Be  this  thy  guard,  great  love '.  be  this  thy  train;  ~) 
Since  thefe  extend  o'er  men  and  gods  thy  reign ;  > 
But  robb'd  of  thefe,  thy  power  is  weak  and  tain. } 
from  heaven  thy  mother  fhall  thy  pomp  furvey, 
And,  frrtiling,  fcatter  fragrant  fhowers  of  rofes  iu 

thy  way ; 

Whilft  thou,  arra/d  in  thy  unrival'd  pride, 
t)n  golden  wheels,  all  gold  thyfelf,  fliah  ride  : 
Thy  fpreadiug   wings  fhall    richeft   diamonds 

wear, 
And  gems  fhall  fparkle  in  thy  lovely  hair. 


Thus  pafling  by,  thy  arm  fhall  hurl  aronnd 

Ten    thoufand    fires,    ten    thoufand   hearts   fliall 

wound. 

This  is  thy  practice,  love,  and  this  thy  gain  ; 
From  this  thou  canft  not,  if  thou  would'ft,  refrain  ; 
Since  ev'n  thy  prefence,  with  prolific  heat, 
Does  reach  the  heart,  and  adlive  flames  create. 
From  conquer'd  India,  fo  the  *  jovial  god, 
Drawn  n'er  the  plains  by  harnefs'd  tigers,  rode. 
Then  fincc,  great  love,  I  take  a  willing  place 
Amidft  thy  fpoils,  the  facred  fho\v  to  grace; 
O  ceafe  to  wound,  and  let  thy  fatal  ftore  / 

Of  piercing  fhafts  be  fpent  on  me  no  more. 
No  more,  too  powerful  in  my  charmer's  eyes, 
Torment  a  flave,  that  for  her  beauty  dies ; 
Or  look  in  fmile*  from  thence,  and  I  fhall  be 
A  flave  no  longer,  but  a  god,  like  thee. 


THE    PICTURE. 

COME,  my  mnfe,  a  Venus  draw  ; 
Not  the  fame  the  Grecians  faw, 
By  the  fam'd  Apelles  wrought, 
Beauteous  off>piing  of  his  thought. 
No  fantrfflic  go'ddefs  mine, 
FiiSion  far  ihe  does  outfhine. 

Queen  of  fancy  I  hither  bring 
On  thy  gaudy-feather'd  wing 
All  the  beauties  of  the  fpring. 
Like  the  bee's  industrious  pains 
To  collect  his  golden  gains, 
So  from  every  flower  and  plant 
Gather  firft  th'  immoital  paint. 
Fetch  me  lilies,  fetch  me  rofes, 
Daifies,  violets,  cowflip-pofies,  . 
Amaranthus,  parrot  pride, 
Woodbines,  pinks,  and  what  bcfide 
Does  th'  embroider'd  meads  adotn  ; 
Where  the  fawns  and  fatyrs  play 
In  the  merry  month  of  May. 
Steal  the  blufh  of  opening  morn  ; 
Borrow  Cyrrhia'sfilver  white, 
When  (he  fhincs  at  noon  of  night, 
Free  from  clouds  to  veil  her  light. 
Juno's  bird  his  tail  fhall  fpread, 
Iris'  bow  its  colour  (hed, 
All  to  deck  this  charming  piece, 
Far  furpafling  ancient  Greece. 

Firft  her  graceful  ftature  fhow, 
Not  too  tall,  nor  yet  too  low. 
Fat  flie  muft  not  be,  nor  lean  ; 
Let'her  fhape  be  ftraight  and  clean  ; 
Small  her  waift,  and,  thence  increas'd, 
Gently  fwells  her  rifing  breaft. 

Next,  in  comely  order  trace 
All  the  glories  of  her  face. 
Paint  her  neck  of  ivory, 
Smiling  cheeks  and  forehead  high, 
Ruby  lips,  and  fparkling  eyes. 
Whence  refiftlefe  lightning  flics. 

Foolifh  mufe  !  what  haft  thou  ddne  X 
Scarce  th'  outlines  are  yet  begun, 
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Ere  thy  pencil's  thrown  afide  ! 
Tig  no  matter,  love  reply'd; 
(Love's  unlucky  god  ftood  by) 
At  one  ftroke  behold  how  I 
Will  th'  unfinifh'd  draught  fupply. 

Smiling  then  he  took  his  dart, 
And  drew  her  piAure  in  my.hcart. 


BARN-ELMS. 

LET  Phoebus  his  late  happinefs  rehearfe, 
And  grace  Barn- Elms  with  never-dying  verfe  ! 
Smooth  was  the  Thames,  his  waters  fleeping  lay, 
Unwak'd  by  winds  that  o'er  rhe  furface  play  ; 
When  th'  early  god,  arifing  from  tht  eaft, 
Difclos'd  the  golden  dawn,  with  blufhes  dreft. 
Firft  in  the  ftream  his  own  bright  form  he  fees, 
But  brighter  forms  fhine  through  the  neighbour 
ing  trees. 

He  fpeeds  the  rifing  day,  and  fheds  his  light 
Redoubled  on  the  grove,  to  gain  a  nearer  fight. 
Not  with  more  fpeed  his  Daphne  he  purfu'd, 
Nor  fair  Leucothoe  with  fuch  pleafure  view'd  ; 
Five  dazzling  nymphs  in  graceful  pomp  appear: 
He  think*  his  Daphne  and  Leucothoe  here, 
Join'd  with  that  heavenly  three,  who  on  mount  Ide 
Defcending  once  the  prize  of  beaty  try'd. 

Ye  verdant  elms,  that  towering  grace  this  grove, 
Be  facred  ftill  to  beauty  and  to  love ! 
No  thunder  break,  nor  lightning  glare  between 
Your  twifted  boughs,  but  fuch  as  then -wag  fecn. 
The  grateful  fun  will  every  morning  rife 
Propitious  here,  faluting  from  the  fkies 
Your  lofty  tops,  indulg'd  with  fweeteft  air,         ^ 
And  every  fpring  your  loffes  he'll  repair; 
Nor  his  own  laurels  more  (hall  be  his  care.         J 


ON  THE. FRIENDSHIP  OF 

PHCEBJE.AND    ASTERIA; 

AND 

THE  SICKNESS  Of  THE  FORMER. 

AN  altar  raife  to  friendihip's  holy  flame, 
Infcrib'd  with  Phoebe's  and  Afteria's  name  1 
Around  it  mingled  in  a  folemn  band, 
Let  Phcebc's  lovers,  and  Afteria's  (land, 
With  fervent  vows  t'attend  the  facrifice  ;  "} 

While  rich  perfumes  from  melted  gums  arife,      V 
To  bribe  for  Phoebe's  health  the  partial  fkies.        j 

Forbid  it,  love,  that  fickly  blafts  confume 
The  flower  of  beauty  in  its  tender  bloom  ! 
Shall  fhe  fo  foon  to  her  own  heaven  retire, 
Who  gave  fo  oft,  yet  never  felt  thy  fire  ? 
Who  late  at  fplendid  feafls  fo  graceful  fhone , 
By  pleafing  fmiles  and  numerous conquefts known; 
Where,  'midft  the  brighteft  nymphs,  fhe   bore  the 

prize 

From  all — from  all  but  her  Afteria's  eyes. 
Behold  the  maid,  who  then  fecure  repell'd 
The  fhafts  of  love,  by  fainting  ficknefs  <juelTd  \ 


( As  beauty's  goddefs  once  a  wound  fuftain'd, 
Not  from  her  fon,  but  from  a  f  mortal's  hand) 
Afteria  too  forgets  her  fprightly  charms, 
And  drooping  lies  within  her  Phoebe's  arms. 

Thus  in  romantic  hiftories  we  read 
Of  tournaments  by  fome  great  prince  decreed, 
Where  two  companion  knights  their  lances  wield 
With  matchlefs  force,  and  win,  from  all,  the  field; 
Till  one,  o'erheared  in  the  courfe,  retire,', 
And  feels  within  his  veins  a  fever's  fires  ; 
His  grieving  friend  his  laurels  throws  away, 
And  mourns  the  dear-bought  triumphs  of  the  day. 

So  ftri&'s  the  union  of  this  tender  pair, 
What  heaven  decrees  for  one,  they  both  muft  fhare. 
Like  meeting  rivers,  in  one  ftream  they  flow, 
And  no  divided  joys  or  forrows  know. 
Not  the   bright  ||  twins,  preferr'd  in  heaven  t» 

fhine, 

Fair  Leda's  fons,  in  fuch  a  league  could  join. 
One  foul,  as  fables  tell,  by  turn§  fupply'd 
That  heavenly  pair,  by  turns  they  liv'd  and  dy'd  : 
But  thefe  have  fworn  a  matchlefs  fympathy, 
They'll  live  together,  or  together  die. 

When  Heaven  did  at  Afteria's  birth  beftow 
Thofe  lavifh  charms,  with  which  fhe  wounds  usf», 
To  form  her  glorious  mind,  it  did  infpire 
A  double  portion  of  th'  sethereal  fire, 
That  half  might  afterward  be  thence  convey'd, 
To  animate  that  other  lovely  maid. 
Thus  native  inftin&  does  their  hearts  combine, 
It  knots  too  clofe  for  fortune  to  untwine. 

So  India  boafts  a  tree,  that  fpreads  around 
Its  amorous  boughs,  which   bending  reach  the 

ground, 

Where  taking  root  again,  the  branches  raife 
A  fecond  tree  to  meet  its  fond  embrace  ; 
Then  fide  by  fide  the  friendly  neighbours  thrive. 
Fed  by  one  fap,  and  in  each  other  live. 

Of  Phoebe'*  health  we  need  not  fend  to  know 
How  nature  ftrives  with  her  invading  foe, 
What  fymptoms  good  or  ill  each  day  arife ; 
We  read  thofe  changes  in  Afteria's  eyes. 
Thus  in  fome  cryftal  fountain  you  may  fpy 
The  face  of  heaven,  and  the  reflected  fky," 
See  what  black  clouds  arife,  when  tempefts  lower 
And  gathering  mifts  portend  a  falling  fhower, 
And  when  the  fun  breaks  out,  with'  conquering 

ray 
To  chafe  the  darknefs,  and  reftore  the  day. 

Such  be  thy  fate,  bright  maid  !  from  this  decline 
Arife  renew'd  thy  charms,  and  doubly  fliine  1 
And  as  that  dawning  planet  was  addreft 
With  offer'd  incenfe  by  th'  adoring  eaft, 
So  we'll  with  fongs  thy  glad  recovery  greet, 
The  mufe  fhall  lay  her  prefents  at  thy  feet ; 
With  open  arms,  Afteria  fhall  receive 
The  dcareft  pledge  propitious  Heaven  can  give. 
Fann'd  by  thefe  winds,  your  friendfliip's  generous 

fire 

Shall  burn  more  bright,  and  to  fuch  heights  afpire0 
The  wondering  world  fball  think  you  from  above 
Come  down  to  teach  how  happy  angels  love. 


f  Diomedes. 

|]  Caltor  and  Pollux. 
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SONG. 


of  Dorinda's  conqueft  brought 
The  god  of  her  charms  to  view  ; 
To  wound  th'  unwary  maid  he  thought, 
But  foon  became  her  conqueft  too. 

n. 
He  dropt,  half  drawn,  his  feeble  bow, 

He  look'd,  he  rav'd,  and  fighing  pinM^ 
Afcd  wift'd  in  vain  he  had  been  now, 
As  painters  falfely  draw  him,  blind. 

in. 
Difarm'd,  he  to  his  mother  flies; 

Help,  Venus,  help,  thy  wretched  fon ! 
Who  now  will  pay  us  lacrifice  ! 
For  love  himfelf  "s,  alas !  undone. 

IV. 

To  Cupid  now  no  lover's  prayer 

Shall  be  addrels'd  in  firppliant  fighs; 

My  darts  .are  gone,  but  oh  beware, 
Fond  mortals,  of  Dorinda's  eyes. 


TO  OCFAVIA  INDISPOSED. 

Around  your  couch  whilft  fighing  lovers  view 
Wit,  beauty,  goodncfs,  fuffenng  all  in  you; 
So  msurnful  is  the  fcene,  'tis  hard  to  tell 
"Which  face  betrays  the  fick,  or  who  is  well. 
They  feel  not  their  own  pains,  while  your'a  they 

(hare, 

Worfe  tortur'd  now,  than  lately  by  defpair. 
For  bleeding  veins  a  like  relief  is  found, 
\Viien  ir«n  red  hot  by  burning  flops  the  w«und. 
Grant,  Heaven,  they  cry,  this  moment  our  defire, 
To  fee  her  well,  though  we  the  next  eipire. 


BEAUTY  AND  MUSIC. 


Yg  fwain.<,  whom  radiant  beauty  moves, 

O  mufic's  art  with  founds  divine, 
Think  how  the  rapturous  charm  improve*, 

Where  two  fuch  gifts  celeftial  join ; 

n. 
Where  Cupid's  bow,  and  Phoebus'  lyre, 

In  the  fame  powerful  hand  are  found  ; 
Where  lovely  eyes  inflame  defire, 

While  trembling  notes  are  taught  to  wound. 

HI. 

Inquire  not  who's  the  matchlefs  fair, 
Thar  can  this  double  death  bellow  : 

If  young  Harmonia's  drains  you  hear, 
Ox  view  her  eyes,  too  well  you'll  know. 


CUPID'S  REVIEW. 


,  furvcy  thy  {hining  train  around 
O;"  favourite  nymphs,  for  conceit  atoll  ren.owto'd  ; 

2 


The  lovely  warriors  that  in  bright  array 
Thy  power  fupport,  and  propagate  thy  Iway. 
Then  fay,  what  beauteous  general  wilt  thou  choofe, 
To  lead  the  fair  brigade  ag^inft  thy  rebel  foes  ? 

Behold  the  god  advuice  in  comely  pride, 
Arm'd  with  his  bow,  his  quiver  by  his  fide ; 
Inferior  Cupids  on  their  mafter  wait ;  [fta'e. 

He  fmiles  well  pleas'd,  and   waves  his  wings  in 
His  little  hands  imperial  trophies  bear, 
And  laurel  wreaths  to  grace  th'  elected  fair. 

Hyde-park  the  fcene  for  the  review  he  nam'd, 
Hyde-park  for  pleafure  and  for  beauty  fam'd, 
Where,  oft  from  weftcrn  fides  the  god  of  light 
Sees  new-arifizig  funs,  than  his  mure  bright ; 
Then  fees  in  blulhes,  and  conveys  his  fire 
To  diftant  land1,  that  more  his  beams  require. 
And  now  the  charming  candidates  appear 
Behold  Britannia's  vidtor  graces  there, 
Who  vindicate  their  country's  ancient  claim 
To  Lowe's  pre-eminence,  and  beauty's  fame. 
Some,  who,  at  Anna's  court,  in  honour  raisM, 
Adorn  .birth  -nights,  by  crowding  nations  prais'd; 
Preferv'd  in  Kneller's  pictures  ever  young, 
In  (trains  immortal  by  the  mufes  fung. 

Around  the  ring  th'  illuftrious  rivals  move, 
And  teach  to  love  himfelf  the  power  of  love. 
Scarce,  though  a  god,  he  can  with  fafety  gaze 
On  glory  fo  profufe,  fuch  mingled  rays ; 
For  love  had  eyes  on  this  important  day, 
And  Venus  from  his  forehead  took  the  blinding 

cloth  away- 

Here  Mira  pafs'd,  and  fix'd  his  wandering  vi  w, 
Her  per'fedt  fhape  diftinguimed  praifes  drew ; 
Tall,  beauteous,  and  majeflic  to  the  fight, 
Shewed  the  train,  and  fparkled  in  the  light,    [eyes. 
There  Stella  claims  the  wreath,  and  pleads  her 
By  which  each  day  fome  new  adorer  dies. 

Serena,  by  good-humour  doubly  fair, 
With  native  Iweetnefs  charms,  and  imiling  air. 
While  Flora's  youthful  years  and  looks  dilplay 
The  bloom  of  ripening  fruits,  the  innocence  of 

May, 

The  opening  fwects  that  monfhs  of  pleafure  bring, 
The  dawn  of  love,  and  life's  indulgent  fpring. 

*  fwere  endlefs  to  defcribe  the  various  darts, 
With  which  the  fair  are  arm'd  to  conquer  hearts. 
Whatever  can  the  ravifti'd  foul  infpire 
With  tender  thoughts,  and  animate  defire, 
All  arts  and  virtues  mingled  in  the  train; 
And  long  the  lovely  rivals  ftrovc  in  vain, 
While  Cupid  unrefolv'd  ftill  fearch'd  around  the 

plain. 

O  !  could  I  find,  faid  love,  the  phcer.ix  (he, 
In  whom  at  once  the  feveral  charms  agree; 
That  phoenix  ftie  the  laurel  crown  iho'uld  have, 
And  love  himfelf  with  pride  become  her  flave. 
He    fcarce    had   fpoke,    when   fee — Harmonia 

came  ! 

Chance  brought  her  there,  and  not  defire  of  fame; 
Unknowing  of  the  choice,  till  (he  beheld 
The  god  approach  to  crown  her  in  the  field. 
Th'  unwilling  maid,  with  wondrous  modelty, 
Difclaim'd  her  right,  and  put  the  laurel  by  ; 
Warm  bluflies  on  her  tender  cheeks  arife, 
And  double  foftnefs  bcAuufy'd  heroes. 
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At  this,  more  charm'd,  the  rather  1  bellow, 
Sai'l  love,  thefe  honours  you  in  vain  forego; 
Take  then  the  wreath,  which  you,  victorious  fair, 
Have  moft  deferv'd,  yet  left  affec"l  to  wear. 


TO  A  BEAUTIFUL  LADY, 

PLAYING  ON   THE  ORGAN. 

Wmn  fam'd  Cecilia  on  the  organ  play'd, 

And  fill'd  wjth  moving  founds  the  tuneful  frame, 
Drawn  by  the  charm,  to  hear  the  facred  maid, 

From  heaven,  'tis  (aid,  a  liflening  angel  came. 
Thus  ancient  legends  would  our  faith  a^ufe ; 

In  vain— —for  were  the  bold  tradition  true, 
While  your  harmonious  touch  that  charm  renews, 

Again  the  ieraph  would  appear  to  you. 
O  happy  fair  '.  in  whom  with  pureft  light, 

Virtue's  united  beams  with  beauty  fliine! 
Should  heavenly  guefts  defcend  to  bids  our  fight, 

What  form  more  lovely  could  they  wcjr  than 
thine  ! 


SONNET. 

JE  mourrai  de  trop  de  plaifir 
Si  je  le  trouve  favourable  ; 
Je  mourrai  de  trop  de  defir 
Se  je  la  trouve  inexorable. 

Ainfi  je  ne  fcaurois  guerir 
De  la  douleur  qui  me  poffede ; 
Je  fuis  affure  de  perir 
Par  le  nial,  ou  par  le  remede. 

IN  ENGLISH. 

I  DIE  wirh  too  tranfporting  joy, 
If  (he  I  love  rewards  my  fire; 

If  fhe's  inexorably  coy, 

With  too  much  paflion  I  expire. 

No  way  the  fates  afford  to  fhun 
The  cruel  torment  1  endure; 

Since  I  am  doom'd  to  be  undone 
By  the  difcafe  or  by  the  cure. 


TO  A  PAINTER. 

PAINTEU,  if  thou  canfl  fafeiy  gaze 
On  all  the  wonders  of  that  face ; 
If  thou  haft  charms  to  guard  a  heart 
Secure  by  fecrets  of  thy  art ; 
O  !  teach  the  mighty  charm,  that  we 
May  gaze  fecurely  too,  like  thee. 
Canft  thou  love's  brighteft  lightning  draw:, 
Which  none  e'er  yet  unwouuded  faw  ? 
To  what  then  wilt  thou  next  afpire, 
Unlefs  to  imitate  Jove's  fire  ? 
Which  is  a  lefs  adventurous  pride, 
Though  'twas  for  that  Salmoneus  dy'd. 
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That  beauteous,  that  victorious  fair, 
Whofe  chains  fo  many  lovers  wear ; 
Who  with  a  look  can  arts  infufe, 
Create  a  painter,  or  a  mufe  ; 
Whom  crowds  with  awful  rapture  view; 
She  (its  fercne,  and  fmiles  on  you  1 
Your  genius  thus  infpir'd  will  foar 
To  wondrous  heights  unknown  before, 
And  to  her  beauty  you  will  own 
Your  future  fkill  and  fix'd  renown. 

So  when  of  old  great  Ammcn's  fon, 
Adorn'd  with  fpoils  in  battle  won, 
In  graceful  picture  chofe  to  ftand, 
The  work  of  fam'd  Apelles'  hand ; 
Exert  thy  fire,  the  monarch  faid, 
Now  be  thy  boldcft  ftrokes  difplay'd, 
To  let  admiring  nations  fee 
Their  dreaded  victor  drawn  by  thec ; 
To  others  thou  may'ft  life  impart, 
But  I'll  immortalize  thy  art !" 


TO  THE 

AUTHOR  OF  FATAL  FRIENDSHIP, 

A  TRAGEDY. 

As  when  Camilla  once,  a  warlike  dame, 

In  bloody  battles  won  immortal  fame, 

Forfook  her  female  arts,  and  chofe  to  bear 

The  ponderous  fhield,  and  heave  the  maffy  fpear, 

Superior  to  her  fex,  fo  fwift  (he  flew 

Around  the  field,  and  fuch  vaft  numbers  flew, 

That  friends  and  foes,  alike  furpris'd,  behold 

The  brave  Virago  delperately  bold, 

And  thought  her  Pallas  in  a  human  mould. 

Such  is  our  wonder,  matchlefs  maid !  to  fee 

The  tragic  laurel  thus  deferv'd  by  thee, 

Still  greater  praife  is  yours ;  Camilla  {bines 
For  ever  blight  in  Virgil's  facred  lines, 

You  in  your  own. 

Nor  need  you  to  another's  bounty  owe, 
For  what  yourfelf  can  on  yourfelf  beftow ; 
So  monarchs  in  full  health  are  wont  to  rear, 
At  their  own  charge,  their  future  fepulchre. 

Who  thy  perfections  fully  would  commend, 
Muft  think  how  others  their  vain  hours  mifpend, 
In  trifling  vifits,  pride,  impertinence, 
Drefs,  dancing,  and  difcourfe  devoid  offenfe; 
To  twirl  a  fan,  to  pleafe  fotne  foolifh  beau, 
And  fing  an  empty  fong,  the  moft  they  know ; 
In  body  weak,  more  impotent  of  mind. 
Thus  fome  have  reprefented  woman-kind. 
But  you,  your  fex's  champion,  are  come  forth 
To  fight  their  quarrel,  andaffert  their  worth; 
Our  Salic  law  of  wit  you  have  deftroy'd,      [pride. 
EftabliftVd  female  claim,  and  triumph'd  o'er  our- 
While  we  look  on,  and  with  repining  eyes 
Behold  you  bearing  off  fo  rich  a  prize, 
Spite  of  ill-nature,  we  are  forc'd  t'  approve 
Such  dazzling  charms,  and,  fpite  of  envy,  love. 

Nor  is  this  all  th'  applaufc  that  is  your  due4 
You  ftand  the  firft  of  ftage-reformerstoo; 
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No  vicious  ftrains  pollute  your  moral  fcene, 
Chafte  are  yourthoughts,  and  your  expreflion  clean; 
Strains  fuch  as  yours  the  ftricteft  left  will  bear  : 
fcing  boldly  then,  nor  bufy  cenfure  fear, 
"Your  virgin  voice  offends  no  virgin  ear. 
Proceed  in  tragic  numbers  to  difclofe 
Strange  turns  of  fate,  and  unexpected  woes. 
Reward,  and  punifb  !  awfully  difptpfe 
Heaven's  judgments,  and  declare  a  Providence ; 
Nor  let  the  comic  mufe  your  labours  fhare, 
'Tis  meannefs,  after  this,  thefock  to  w«ar  : 
Though  that  to  merit  praife,  'tis  nobler  toil 
T'  extort  a  tear  than  to  provoke  a  fmile. 
What  hand,  that  can  defign  a  hiftory, 
Would  copy  low-land  boors  at  Snic-a-Snee  ? 

Accept  this  tribute,  madam,  and  excufe 
The  hafty  raptures  of  a  ftranger  mufe. 
1698, 


ON  DIVINE  POETRY. 

IN  nature's  golden  age,  when  new-born  day 
Array'd  the  fkies,  and  earth  was  green  and  gay ; 
When  God,  with  pleafure,  all  his  works  iurVey'd, 
And  virgin  innocence  before  him  play'd; 
In  that  iJluftrious  morn,  that  lovely  fpring, 
The  nuife,  by  heaven  infpir'd,  began  to  fing. 
Defcending  angels,  in  harmonious  lays, 
Taught  the  firft  happy  pair  their  maker's  praife. 
Sueh  was  the  facred  art- — We  now  deplore 
3"he  mufe's  lofs,  fince  Eden  is  no  more. 
When  vice  from  hell  rear'd  up  its  hydra-head, 
Th'  affrighted  maid,  with  chafle  Aftrsea,  fled, 
And  fought  protection  in  her  native  iky; 
In  vain  the  heathen  Nine  her  abfence  would  fupply. 

Yet  to  feme  few,  whofe  dazzling  virtues  fhone 
In  ages  pad,  her  heavenly  charms  were  known. 
Hence  learn'd  the  bard,  in  lofty  ftrains  to  tell 
How  patient  virtue  triumph'd  over  hell; 
And  hence  the  chief,  who  led  the  chofen  race 
Through  parting  feas,  deriv'd  his  fongs  of  praife  : 
She  gave  the  rapturous  ode,  whole  ardent  lay 
Sings  female  force,  and  vanquifh'd  Sifera  ; 
She  tun'd  to  pious  notes  the  Pfalmift's  lyre,    [fire! 
And  fill'd  Ifaiah's  breaft  with  more  than  Pindar'b 


SONG. 

FOR  THE  LATE  DHICE  OF  GLOUCESTER'S 
BIRTH-DAY. 


WHILE  Venus  in  her  fnowy  arms 

The  God  of  battles  held, 
And  footh'd  him  with  her  tender  charms, 

Vi&orious  from  the  field; 
By  chance  fhe  caft  a  lovely  fmile, 

Propitious,  down  to  earth, 
And  view'd  in  Britain's  happy  ifle 

preat  Gloucefter's  glorious  birth* 


Lo«k,  Mars,  (he  faid;  look  down,  and  fee 

A  child  of  royal  race  ! 
Let's  crown  the  bright  nativity 

With  every  pi  incely  grace  : 
Thy  heavenly  image  let  me  bear, 

And  fliine  a  Mars  below; 
From  you  his  mind  to  warlike  care, 

I'll  fofter  gifts  beftow. 

in. 
Thus  at  his  birth  two  deities 

Their  bleffings  did  impart ; 
And  love  was  breath'd  into  his  eyes, 

And  glory  form'd  his  heart. 
His  childhood  makes  of  war  a  game ; 

Betimes  his  beauty  charms 
The  fair;  who  burn'd  with  equal  flame 

For  him,  as  he  for  arms. 
1699. 


ON  A  PEACOCK, 

flNELY  CUT  IN  VELLUM  BY  MOLIN0/1, 

WHEN  fancy  did  Molinda's  hand  invite, 
Without  the  help  of  colour,  fhade,  or  light. 
To  form  in  vellum,  fpotlefs  as  her  mind, 
The  faireft  image  of  the  feather'd  kind  ; 
Nature  herfelf  a  ftrict  attendance  paid,          [maid, 
Charm'd    with  th'  attainments  of  th'  illuftrious 
Infpir'd  her  thought,  and,  fmiling,  faid,  I'll  lee 
How  well  this  fair-one's  art  can  copy  me. 

So  to  her  favourite  Titian  once  fhe  came, 
To  guide  his  pencil, and  atteft  his  fame, 
With  tranfport  granting  all  that  fhe  could  give, 
And  bid  his  works  to  wondering  ages  live. 

Nor  with  lefs  tranfport  here  the  goddefs  fees 
The  curious  piece  advance  by  flow  degrees; 
At  hft  fuch  fkill  in  every  part  was  (hown, 
It  feem'd  a  new  creation  of  her  own; 
She  darts,  to  view  the  finifh'd  figure  rife, 
And  fpread  his  ample  train,  cnrich'd  with  eyes ; 
To  fee,  with  lively  grace,  his  form  exprefa'd,      p 
The  ftately  honours  of  his  rifing  creft,  > 

His  comely  wings,  and  his  foft  filky  breaft  !        j 
The  leaves  of  creeping  vines  around  him  play, 
And  nature's  leaves  lefs  perfeft  feem  than  they. 

O  matchlefs  bird  '.  whcfe  race,  with  nicett  care, 
Heaven  feems  in  pleafure  to  have  form'd  fo  fair ! 
From  whofe  gay  plumes  ev'n  Phcebus  with  delight 
Sees  his  own  rays  reflected  doubly  bright ! 
Though  numerous  rivals  of  ths  wing  there  be 
That  fhare  our  praife,  when  not  compar'd  to  thee. 
Soon  as  thy  rifing  glories  finks  our  eyes, 
Their  beauty  fliines  no  more,  their  luftre  dies. 
So  when  Molinda,  wi:h  fuperior  charms, 
Dazzles  the  ring,  and  other  nymphs  difarms. 
To  her  the  rallying  loves  and  graces  fly, 
And,  fixing  there,  proclaim  the  victory. 

No  wonder,  then,  fince  flic  was  born  t*  exce!4 
This  bird's  fair  image  fhe  defcribes  fo  well  : 
Happy,  as  in  fome  temple  thus  to  fland, 
ImmortaHz'd  bv  her  fuccefsiul  hand, 


POEMS. 


ON  LUCINDA's  TEA-TABLE 

POKTS  invoke,  when  they  rehearfe 
In  happy  ftrains  their  pleafing  dreams, 

Sonie  mule  unfeen  to  crown  their  verfe, 
And  boaft  of  Heliconian  ftreanib  : 

But  here,  a  real  mufe  infpircs 

(Who  more  reviving  iireams  imparts) 
Our  fancies  with  the  poets  fires, 

And  with  a  nobler  flame  our  hearts. 

While  from  her  hand  each  honour 'd  gueft 
Receives  his  cup  with  liquor  crown'd, 

He  thinks  'tis  Jove's  immortal  feaft, 
And  Venus  deals  the  ne<Star  round. 

As  o'er  each  fountain,  poets  {ing, 

Some  lovely  guardian-nymph  has  fway, 

Who  from  the  confecrated  fpring, 
Wild  beaft*  and  fatyrs  drives  away : 

So  hither  dares  no  favage  prefs, 

Who  beauty's  fovereign  power  defies  ; 

All,  drinking  hete,  her  charms  confcfs, 
Proud  to  be  conqaer'd  by  her  eyes. 

When  Phoebus  try'd  his  herbs  in  vain 
On  Hyacinth,  had  fhe  been  there, 

With  tea  (he  would  have  cur'd  the  fwain, 
Who  only  then  had  dy'd  for  her. 
January  I,  IJ01. 


THE  MARCH. 

VICTORIA  comes  !  fhe  leaves  the  forag'd  groves ! 
Her  flying  camp  of  graces  and  of  loves 
Strike  all  their  tents,  and  for  the  march  prepare, 
And  to  new  fcenes  of  triumph  wait  the  fair. 

Unlike  the  flaves  which  other  warriors  gain, 
That  loath  fubjedion,  and  would  break  their  chain, 
Her  rural  flaves  their  abfent  vidtor  mourn, 
And  wifli  not  liberty,  but  her  return. 
The  conquer'd  countries  droop,  while  {he's  away, 
And  flowly  to  the  fpring  their  contribution  pay. 
While  cooing  turtles,  doubly  now  alone, 
With  their  loft  loves  another  lofs  bemoan. 

Mean  time  in  peopled  cities  crowds  prefs  on, 
And  jealous  feem  who  fhall  be  firft  undone. 
Victories,  like  fame,  before  th*  invader  fly, 
And  lovers  yet  unfeeing  hafte  to  die. 
While  (he  with  carelds  undated  mind, 
Hears  daily  coiiqucfts  which  fhe  ne'er  dtfign'd  : 
In  her  a  foft,  yet  cruel  heart  is  found, 
Averfe  to  cure,  and  vainly  griev'd  to  wound. 


WRITTEN  IN  A  LADY's  PRAYER-BOOK. 

So  fair  a  form,  with  fuch  devotion  join'd ! 
A  virgin  body,  and  a  fpotlefs  mind  !  ffeCs 

Pleas'd  with  her  prayers,  wh,le  heaven  propitious 
The  lovely  votaiefs  ou  her  bended  knees. 


Sure  it  muft  think  fome  angel  loft  its  way, 
And  happening  on  our  wretched  earth  to  ftray ; 
Tir'd  with  our  foliies,  fain  would  take  its  flight, 
And  begs  to  be  reftor'd  tothofe  bleft  realmi  of  light. 


ODE  ON  THE  SPRING. 

FOR  THE  MONTH  OF  MAY. 
I. 

WANTON  Zephyr, come  away! 

On  this  fweet  this  filent  grove, 

Sacred  to  the  mufe  and  love, 
In  gentle  whifper'd  murmurs  play  ! 
Come  let  thy  loft,  thy  balmy  breeze 
Diffufe  thy  vernal  fweets  around, 
From  fpruuting  flowers  and  bloffom'd  trees  • 
While  hills  and  echoing  vales  refound 
With  notes,  which  wing'd  muficians  fing 
In  honour  to  the  bloom  of  fpring. 
u. 

Lovely  feafon  of  defire ! 

Nature  fmiles  with  joy  to  fee 

The  amorous  months  led  on  by  thec, 
That  kindly  wake  her  genial  fire. 
The  brighteft  obje&  in  the  fkies, 
The  faireil  lights  that  fliine  below, 
Th^fun,  and  Mira's  charming  eyes, 
At  thy  return  more  charming  grow; 
With  double  glory  they  appear, 
To  warm  and  grace  the  infant  year. 


HORACE,  ODE  III.  BOOK  III. 

The  defign  of  this  ode  was  to  infinuate  to  Auguf- 
tus  the  danger  of  transferring  the  feat  of  the 
empire  from  Rome  to  Troy,  which  we  are  in 
formed  he  once  entertained  thoughts  of. 

i. 

THE  man  to  right  inflexibly  inclin'd, 

Poifmg  on  virtue's  bale  his  mind. 
Refts  in  himlelf  fecure, 

Indiffblubly  firm  in  good  ; 

Let  tempefts  rife,  and  billows  rage, 
All  rock  within,  he  can  unmov'd  endure 

The  foaming  fury  of  fhe  flood, 
When  bellowing  winds  their  jarring  troops  engage 
Or  wafteful  civil  tumults  roll  along 

With  fiercer  ftrength,  and  louder  roar, 

Driving  the  torrent  of  the  throng, 

And  gathering  into  power. 
Let  a  proud  tyrant  caft  a  killing  frown ; 
Or  Jove  in  angry  thunder  on  the  world  look  down; 

Nay,  let  the  frame  of  nature  crack, 

And  all  the  fpacious  globe  on  high, 

Shatrer'd  with  univerfal  rack, 

Come  tumbling  from  the  flcy  : 

Yet  he'll  furvry  the  horrid  fcene 

With  Heady  courage  and  undaunted  mieru 
The  only  thing  ferene  : 
Tij 
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Thu;  Pollux  and  great  Hercules,         [round, 
Roam'd  through  the  world,  and  hleft  th;  nations 

Till,  rais'd  at  length  to  licavenly  palaces, 
Mankind,  as  gods,  their  benefa&ions  crown'd  ; 
With  thefe,  Aujuftu^  fhall  for  ever  fhine, 
And  ftain  his  rofy  lips  in  cu}>s  divine. 
Thus  his  fierce  tigeis  dauntlefs  Bacchus  bear  ; 
The  glaring  favages  refift  in  vain, 
Impatient  of  the  bit,  and  fretting  on  the  rein  ; 
Through  yielding  clouds  he  drives  th*  impetuous 
Great  Romulus  purfued  the  fhining  trace,        [car. 
And  leapt  the  lake,  where  all 
The  reft  of  mortals  fall, 

And  with  his  *  father's  horfes  fcour'd  the  fame 
bright  airy  race. 

in. 

Then  in  full  fenatc  of  the  deities, 
Settling  the  feats  of  powtr,  and  future  fate, 

Juno  began  the  high  debate,  [fides  : 

And  with   this  righteous  fentence  pleas'd  the 
"  O  Troy  !  fhe  faid,  O  hated  Troy  : 
•"  A  f  foreign  woman,  and  a  j|  boy, 
"  Lewd,  partial,  and  unjuft, 
"  Shook  all  thy  proudeft  towers  to  duft ; 
"  Inclin'd  to  ruin  from  the  time, 
"  Thy  king  did  mock  two  powers  divine, 
*'  And  raz'd  thy  fated  walls  in  perjury, 
"  But  doubly  damn'd  by  that  offence, 
"  Which  did  Minerva's  rage  iircenfe, 

"  And  offer'd  wrong  to  me. 
"  No  more  the  treacherous  ravifher 
"  Shines  in  full  pomp  and  youthful  charms  ; 
**'  -Nor  Priam's  impious  houfe  with  Hector's  fpear, 
•  *£  Repels  the  violence  of  Grecian  arms. 

IV. 

*'  Our  feuds  did  long  embroil  the  mortal  rout, 

"  At  laft  the  ftorm  is  fpent, 

"  My  fury  with  it  ebbing  out, 

"  Theft  terms  of  peace  content ; 
*'  To  Mars  I  grant  among  the  fiars  a  place 
"  For  his  fon  Romulus,  of  Trojan  race  ; 
•*  Here  fhall  he  dwell  in  thefe  divine  abodes, 

"  Drink  of  the  heavenly  bowl, 
M  And  in  this  fhining  court  his  name  enrol, 

"  With  the  ferene  and  ever-vacant  gods ; 
*c  While  feas  fhall  rage  between  his  Rome  and  Troy, 

"  The  horrid  diftance  breaking  wide, 
"  The  ban^Vd  Trojans  fhall  the  globe  enjoy, 

"  And  reign  in  every,  place  befide  ; 
"  While  hearts  infult  my  ^  judge's  duft,  and  hide 

"  Their  litter  in  his  carted  tomb, 

"  The  fhining  capital  of  Rome 
"  Shall  overlook  the  world  with  awful  pride, 
M  And  Parthians  take  their  law  from  that  eternal 
"  dome. 

v. 
**  Let  Rome  extend  her  fame  to  every  fhore ; 

?  And  let  no  banks  or  mounds  reftrain 
"  Th'  impetuous  torrent  of  her  wide  command  ; 
u  The  feas  from  Europe,  Afric  part  in  vain ; 

•  Romulus  was  fuppofed  to  be  the  fon  of  Mats  by  the 
prieAef*  Ilia. 
t  Helen.  II  Parie. 


"  Swelling  above  tliofe  floods,  hrr  power 
"  Shall,  like  its  Nile,  o'crflow  the  Lybian  land, 
ff  Shining  in  polifh'd  ileel,  fhe  dares 

"  The  glittering  beams  of  gold  defpife, 
f  Gold,  the  great  fource  of  human  carts, 

"  Hid  wifely  deep  from  mortal  eyes, 
"  Till,  fought  in  evil  hour  by  hands  unbleft, 

"  Opening  the  dark  abodes, 
"  There  iffued  forth  a  direful  train  of  woes', 

"  That  give  mankii>d  no  reft  ; 
"  For  gold,  devoted  to  th'  infernal  gods, 
"  No  native  human  ufes  knows. 

VI. 

"  Where'er  great  Jove  did  place 

"  The  bounds  of  nature  yet  unfeen, 
"  He  meant  a  goal  of  glory  to  the  race 

"  The  Roman  arms  fhall  win  : 
"  Rejoicing,  onward  they  approach 
"  To  view  the  outworks  of  the  world, 
"  The  maddening  fires,  in  wild  debauch, 
"  TJie  fiiows  and  rains  unborn,  in  endlcfs  eddiet 
"  whirl'd  ! 

VII. 

?'  'Tis  I,  O  Rome,  pronounce  thefe  fifes  behind, 
"  But  will  thy  reign  with  this  condition  bind, 
"  That  no  fall'e  filial  piety, 
"  In  idle  fhapes  deluding  thee, 

"  Or  confidence  of  power, 
"  Tempt  thee  again  to  i  aife  a  Trojan  tower ; 
"  Troy,  plac'd  beneath  malignant  ftars, 
"  Haunted  with  omens  ftill  the  fam«, 
"  Rebuilt,  fhall  but  renew  the  former  flame, 
"  Jove's  wife  and  lifter  leading  on  the  wars. 
"  Thrice  let  her  fhine  with  brazen  walls, 

"  Rear'd  up  by  heavenly  hands; 
V  And  thrice  in  fatal  duft  fhe  falls, 

"  By  faithful  G^cian  bands; 
"  Thrice  the  dire  fcene  fha'.l  on  the  world  return, 
"  And  captive  wives  again  their  fons  and  hufbands. 

"  mourn." 

But  flop,  prefumptuous  mufc,  thy  daring  flight, 
Nor  hope  in  thy  weak  lyric  lay, 
The  heavenly  language  to  difplay, 
Or  bring  the  counfels  of  the  gods  to  light. 


GREENWICH    PARK. 

THE  Paphian  ifle  was  once  the  bleft  abode 
Of  beauty's  goddefs  and  her  archer-god. 
There  blifsful  bowers  and  amorous  fhadeswere  feen, 
Fair  cyprefs  walks,  and  myrtles  ever  green. 
'Twas  there,  furroundcd  by  a  halhw'd  wood, 
Sacred  to  love,  a  fplendid  temple  flood  ; 
Where  altars  were  with  coftly  gums  perfum'd, 
And  Ibvers  fighs  arofe,  and  fmoke  from  hearts  con- 

lunj'd. 

Till,  thence  remov'd,  the  queen  of  beauty  flies 
To  Britain,  fam'd  for  bright  victorious  eyes. 
Here  fix'd,  fhe  chofe  a  fwccter  feat  for  love, 
And  Greenwich  park  is  now  her  Cyprian  grove. 

Nor  fair  Parnaffus  with  this  hill  can  vie, 
Which  gently  fwe'.lii  into  the  wondering  fky, 
Commanding  all  that  can  tranfport  our  fight, 
And  varying  %vi?h  each  view  the  frefh  delight. 


P     Ci     T.     U    S. 


From  hYrice  my  mufe  prepares  to  wing  her  way, 
And  wanton,  like  the  Thames,  through  fmiljng 

meads  would  ftray; 

Defcribe  the  groves  beneath,  the  fylvan  bowers, 
The  river's  winding  train,   and  great  Augufta's 
towers. 

But  fee! — a  living  profped  drawing  near 
At  «nce  tranfport%  and  raifes  av.-ful  fear  ! 
Love's  favourite  baud,  felected  to  maintain 
His  choiccft  triumphs,  and  fupport  his  reign. 
Mufe,  pay  thy  homage  here — yet  oh  beware  !    ") 
And  draw  the  glorious  fcene  with  artful  care,     > 
For  foolifli  praife  is  fatire  on  the  fair.  j 

13ehold  where  bright  Urania  does  advance, 
And  lightens  through  the  trees  with  every  glance  '. 
A  carelefs  pleafure  in  her  air  is  feen  ; 
Diana  fhines  with  fuch  a  graceful  mien, 
When  in  her  darling  woods  flic's  fcign'd  to  rove, 
The  chace  purfu^ng,  and  avoiding  love. 
At  flying  deer  the  goddefs  boafls  her  aim, 
But  Cupid  flievvs  the  nymph  a  nobler  game. 
Th*  unerring  fhafts  fo  various  fly  around, 
'Tis  hard  to  fay  which  gives  the  deepeft  wound. 
Or  if  with  greater  glory  we  fubmit, 
Pierc'd  by  her  eyes,  her  humour,  or  her  wit. 

See  next  her  charmiug  fitter,  young  and  pay, 
In  beauty's  bloom  like  the  fweet  month  of  May  ! 
The  fportful nymph, once  in  theneighbouring  grove 
Surpris'd  by  chance  the  fleeping  god  of  love ; 
His  head  reclin'd  Upon  a  tuft  of  green, 
And  by  him  fcatter'd  lay  his  arrows  bright  and 

keen; 

She  tied  his  wings,  and  ftole  his  wanton  darts, 
Then,  laughing,  wak'd  the  tyrant  lord  of  hearts  ; 
He  fmil'd, — and  faid— *'Tis  well,  infulting  fair  ! 
Yet  how  you  fport  with  fleeping  love  beware ! 
My  lofs  of  darts  I  quickly  can  fupply, 
Your  looks  (hall  triumph  for  love's  deity  : 
And  though  you  now  my  feeble  power  difdain, 
You  once  perhaps  may  fed  a  lover's  pain. 

Though  Helen's  form,  and  Cleopatra's  charms, 
The  boaft  of  fame,  once  kindled  dire  alarms  : 
Thofe  dazzling  lights  the  world  no  more  mull  view, 
Andfcarce  would  think  the  bright  description  true, 
Did  not  that  ray  of  beauty,  more  divine, 
In  Mira's  eyes  by  tranfmigration  fliine. 
Her  fliape,  her  air,  proportion,  lovely  face, 
And  matchlefs  flcin  contend  with  rival  grace ; 
An.'l  Venus'  felf,  proud  of  th' officious  aid, 
With  all  her  charms  adorns  th'  illuilrious  maid. 

But  hark  ! — what  more  than  mortal  founds  are 

thefe  ? 

Be  ftill,  ye  whifpering  winds,  and  moving  trees  1 
A  fecond  Mira  does  all  hearts  furprife,  • 
At  once  victorious  with  her  voice  and  eyes. 
Her  eyes  alone  can  tendered  love  infpire, 
Her  heavenly  voice  improves  the  young  defire. 
So  weftern  gales  in  fragrant  gardens  play  ~) 

On  buds  produc'd  by  the  fun's  quickening  ray,   / 
And  fprcad  them  into  life,  and  gently  chide  their  f 
ftay.  J 

We  court  that  (kill,  by  which  we're fure  to  die; 
The  modeft  fair  would  fain  our  fuit  deny, 
And  lings  unwillingly  with  trembling  tear, 
As  if  concerned  our  ruin  is  I'o  near ; 


So  generous  victors  fofteft  pity  know, 
And  with  rcjuctance  (trike  the  fatal  blow. 

Engaging  Cynthia's  arm'd  with  every  grace  ;^> 
Her  lovely  mind  ftiines  cheerful  through  her  face,  > 
A  facred  Limp  in  a  fair  cryttal  cafe.  Jj, 

Not  Venus  ftar,  the  brighteft  of  the  fphere, 
Smiles  fo  ferere,  or  caft.-,  a  light  fo  clear. 
O  happy  brother  of  this  wondrous  fair  '. 
The  beft  of  filers  well  deferves  thy  care  ; 
Her  fighing  lovers,  who  in  crowds  adore, 
Would  wifh  thy  place,  did  they  not  wifli  for  more/ 
What  angel?  are,  when  we  defire  to  know,          / 
We  form  a  thought  by  fuch  as  fhe  below,     [pire, 
And  thence  conclude  they're  bright  beyond  com- 
Compos'd  of  all  that'^  good,  and  all  that's  fair. 

There  yet  remains  uniwjn'd  a  dazzling  throng 
Of  nymphs,  who  to  thcfe  happy  fliades  belong. 
O  Venus  I   loveiy  queen  of  foft  defires  '. 
For  ever  dwell  where  fuch  fupply  thy  fires ! 
May  virtue  ftill  with  beauty  fhare  the  fway, 
And  the  glad  world  with  willing  zeal  obey  I 


TO    MO  LI  NBA. 

TH'  infpiring  mufes  and  the  god  of  love, 
Which  mod  fliould  grace  the  fair  Molinda  (trove  : 
Love  arm'd  her  with  his  bow  and  keeneft  darts, 
The  mufes  more  enrich'd  her  mind  with  arts. 
Though  Greece  in  fhining  temples  heretofore 
Did  Venus  and  Minerva's  powers  adore, 
The  ancients  thought  no  fingle  goddefs  fit, 
To  reign  at  once  o'er  beauty  and  o'er  wit ;  • 
Each  was  a  feparate  claim ;  till  now  we  find 
The  different  lilies  in  Molinda  join'd. 
From  hence,  when  at  the  court,  the  park,  the  play, 
She  gilds  the  evening,  or  improves  the  day, 
All  eyes  regard  her  with  tranfporting  fire, 
Onefex  wifh  tnvy  burns,  and  one  with  fierce  defire: 
But  when  withdrawn  from  public  (hew  and  noife, 
In  fiient  works  her  fancy  {he  employs, 
A  fmiling  train  of  arts  around  her  (land, 
And  court  improvement  from  her  curious  hand. 
She,  their  bright  patronefs,  o'er  all  prefides, 
And  with  like  (kill  the  pen  and  needle  guides; 
By  this  we  lee  gay  filken  landfcapes  wrought, 
By  that  the  landfcape  of  a  beauteous  thought  : 
Whether  her  voice  in  tuneful  airs  (lie  moves, 
Or  cuts  diiUmbled  flowers  and  paper  groves, 
Her  voice  tranfports  the  ear  with  foft  delight, 
Her  flowers  and  groves  furprife  the  ravifli'd  fight} 
Which  ev'n  to  Nature's  wonders  we  prefer; 
All  but  that  wonder  Nature  form'd  in  her. 


A    LETTER 

TO  A  FRIEND  IN   THE  COUNTRT. 

WHILST  thou  art  happy  in  a  bleft  retreat, 
And  free  from  care  doft  rural  fongs  repeat, 
WhiUt  fragrant  air  fans  thy  poetic  fire, 
And  pleafant  groves  with  fprightly  notes  infpire, 
(Groves,  whole  receffes  and  refrefhing  (hade 
Indulge  th'  invention,  and  the  judgment  aid) 
I,  midft  the  fmoke  and  clamours  of  the  town, 
That  choke  my  mufe,  and  weigh  my  fancy  dowQa 
Tiij 


THE    WORKS    OF   HUGHES. 


Pafs  my  unaftive  hour*; 

In  fuch  an  air,  how  can  foft  numbers  flow, 
Or  in  fuch  foil  the  facred  laurel  grow  ? 
All  we  can  hoaft  of  the  poetic  fire, 
Are  b'it  fome  fparks  that  foon  as  born  expire. 

Hail  happy  woods  !  harbours  of  peace  and  jcy  ! 
"Where  no  black  cares  the  mind's  rtpofe  dcftroy ! 
Where  grateful  filence  unmoleded  reigns, 
Ailids  the  mufe,  and  quickens  all  her  drains. 
Such  were  the  fcenes  of  our  firft  parents'  love, 
fn  Eden's  groves  with  equal  flames  they  drove, 
While  warbling  birds,  foft  whifpering  breaths  of 
wind,  [join'd. 

And  murmuring  dreams,,  to  grace  their  nuptials 
All  nature  fmil'd ;  the  plains  were  frefli  and  green, 
Uhftain'd  the  fountains,  and  the  heavens  ferene. 

Ye  bled  remains  of  that  illudrious  age ! 
Delightful  fprings  and  woods ! — 
Might  I  with  you  my  peaceful  days  live  o'er, 
You,  and  my  friend,  whofe  abfence  I  deplore, 
Calm  as  a  gentle  brook's  unruffled  tide 
Should  the  delicious  flowing  minutes  glide  ; 
Difcharg'd  of  care,  on  unfrequenttd  plains, 
We'd  fing  of  rural  joys  in  rural  drains. 
No  falfe  corrupt  delights  our  thoughts  fhould  move, 
But  joys  of  friendfhip,  poetry,  and  love. 
While  others  fondly  feed  ambition's  fire, 
And  to  the  top  of  human  date  afpire, 
That  from  their  airy  eminence  they  may  "\ 

With  pride  and  fcorn  th'  inferior  world  furvey,  ( 
Here  we  fliould  dwell  obfcure,  yet  happier  far  ( 
than  they.  J 


VERSES  PRESENTED  TO  A  LADY, 

WITH  A  DRAWING  (BY  THE  AUTHOR)  Of  CUPID. 

•WHEN  generous  Dido  in  difguife  carefs'd 
This  god,  and  fondly  clafp'd  him  to  her  bread, 
Soon  the  fly  urchin  ftorm'd  her  tender  heart, 
And  amorous  nV.-ies  difpers'd  through  every  part. 
In  vain  flic  drove  to  check  the  new-born  fire, 
It  fcorn'd  her  weak  efiays,  and  rofe  the  higher  : 
In  vain  from  fcads  and  balls  relief  fhe  fought, 
The  Tn  jan  youth  alone  employ'd  her  thought : 
Yet  fate  oppos'd  her  unrewarded  care; 
Forfaktn,  fcorn'd,  flie  perifli'd  in  defpair. 

No  fuch  event,  fair  nymph,  you  need  to  fear, 
Smiles,  without  darts,  alone  attend  him  here; 
Weak  and  unarm'd,  not  able  to  furprife, 
He  waits  for  influence  from  your  conquering  eyes. 
Heaven  change  the  omen,  then ;  and  may  this  prove 
A  happy  prelude  to  fuccefsful  love ! 


HORACE,  BOOK  I    ODE  XXII. 

"  Integer  \ltv,  fcelerifque  purus, 

"  Non  eget  Mauri  jaculis,  neque  arcu,"  &c. 

IMITATED  IN   PARAPHRASE. 
I. 

HENCE  flavifh  fear  !  thy  Stygian  wings  difplay ! 
Thou  ugly  fiend  of  hell,  away  ! 


Wrapp'd  in  thick  clouds,  and  fhades  of  night, 
To  confcious  fouls  diretft  thy  flight ! 
There  brood  on  guilt,   fix  there  a  loath'd  em 
brace, 

And  propagate  vain  terrors,  frights, 
Dreams,  goblins,  and  imagin'd  fprights, 
Thy  vifionary  tribe,  thy  Mark  and  mondrout  race. 
Go,  haunt  the  flave  that  dains  his  hands  in 

gore ! 

Poflefs  the  prrjtir'd  mind,  and  rack  the  ufurer  more, 
Than  his  oppreflion  did  the  poor  before. 

ii. 

Vainly,  you  feeble  wretches,  you  prepare 
The  glittering  fcrgery  of  war ; 
The  poifon'd   fliaft,    the   Parthian   bow,    and 

fpear 

Like  that  the  warlike  Moor  is  wont  to  wield, 
Which  pois'd  and  guided  from  his  ear 
He  hurls  impetuous  through  the  field ; 
In  vain  you  lace  the  helm,  and  heave  in  vain  the 

fhield; 

He's  only  fafe,  whofe  armour  pf  defence 
Is  adamantine  innocence. 

in. 

If  o'er  the  deepy  Alps  he  go, 
Vad  mountains  of  eternal  frtow, 
Or  where  famV  Ganges  and  Hydafpesflow; 
If  o'er  parch'd  Libya's  defert  land, 
Where  threatening  from  afar 
Th'  affrighted  traveller 
Encounters  moving  hills  of  fand  ; 
No  feafe  of  danger  can  didurb  his  red  ; 
He  fears  no  human  force,  nor  favage  bead; 
impenetrable  courage  fteelshis  manly  bieaft. 

IV. 

Thus,  late  within  the  Sabine  grove, 
While  free  from  care,  and  full  of  love, 
I  raife  my  tuneful  voice,  and  dray 
Regardlefs  of  myfelf  and  way, 
A  grizly  wolf,  with  glaring  eye, 
Vifw'd  me  unarm'd,  yet  pafs'd  ur.hur'ful  by. 
A  fiercer  mouder  ne'er,  in  queft  of  food, 

Aupulian  foreds  did  moled; 
Numidia  never  faw  a  more  prodigious  bead; 
Numidia,  mother  of  the  yellow  brood, 
Where  the  dern  lion  (hakes  his  knotted  mane, 
And  roars  aloud  for  prey,  and  fcours  the  ipacioui 
plain. 

v. 
Place   me  where   no  foft   breeze   of  fummcr 

wind 

Did  e'er  the  diffen'd  foil  unbind, 
Where  no  refrefliing  warmth  e'er  durd  invade, 
But  winter  holds  his  unmolefted  feat, 

In  all  his  lioary  r<>bts  array'd, 
And  rattling  dorms  of  hail,  and  noify  tempefls 

beat. 

Place  me  beneath  the  fcorching  blaze 
Of  the  fierce  fun's  immediate  rays, 
Where  houfe  or  cot'age  ne'er  were  fecn, 
Nor  rooted  j.lant  or  tret,  n<-r  fp^inging  green; 
Yet,  1  ,vtiy  i.ulage,  my  generous  fl.ime 
Sh;-i!l  ne'er  expire:  I'll  boldly  fing  of  thee, 

Charm'd  wi'h  the  mufic  of  thy  naire, 
And  guarucd  by  tbe  gods  of  love  and  poetry. 


O     2 


HORAOE,  BOOK  II.  ODE  XVI. 

TO  OROSPHU3. 

"  Otium  Divos  rogat  in  patent! 
"  Prenfus  JEgxo,"  &c. 

IMITATED  IN  PARAPHRASE. 


INDULGENT  quiet !  power  ferene, 

Mother  of  peace,  and  joy,  and  love  '. 
O  fay,  thou  calm  propitious  queen, 
Say,  In  what  folitary  grove, 
Within  what  hollow  rock,  or  winding  cell1, 

By  human  eyes  nnfeen, 
Like  fome- retreated  Druid  doft  thou  dwell  ? 
And  why,  illufive  goddefs  !  why, 
When  we  thy  manfion  would  furround, 
Why  doft  thou  lead  us  through  enchanted  ground, 
To  mock  our  vain  rcfearch.and  from  our  wifhes  fly? 

n. 
The  wandering  failors,  pale  with  fear, 

For  thee  the  gods  implore, 
When  the  tempeftuous  fea  runs  high, 
And  when,  through  all  the  dark  benighted  Iky, 
No  friendly  moon  or  ftars  appear 
To  guide  their  fteerage  to  the  more  : 
For  thee  the  weary  foldier  prays ; 
Furious  in  fight  the  fons  of  Thrace, 
And  Modes,  that  wear  majeftic  by  their  fide 

A  full-charg'd  quiver's  decent  pride, 
Gladly  with  thee  would  pafs  inglorious  days, 
Renounce  the  warrior's  tempting  praife, 
And  buy  thee,  if  thou  might ''ft  be  fold,  [gold. 
With  gems,  and  purple  vefts,  and  ftores  of  plunder'd 

in. 

But  neither  boundlefs  wealth,  nor  guards  that  wait 
Around  the  conful's  honour'd  gate, 
Ncr  anti-chambers  with  attendants  fill'd, 
The  mind's  unhappy  tumults  can  abate, 
Or  bariifh  fullen  cares,  that  fly 
Acrofs  the  gilded  rooms  of  ftate, 
And  their  foul  nefts,  like  fwallows,  build 
Clofe  to  the  palace-roofs,  and  towers  that  pierce 

the  iky. 

Much  lefs  will  nature's  modeft  wants  fupply; 
And  happier  lives  the  homely  fwain, 
Who,  in  foihe  cottage,  far  from  noife, 
Hi?  few  paternal  goods  enjoys, 
Nor  knows  the  fordid  luft  of  gain, 
Nor  with  Fear's  tormenting  pain 
His  hovering  fteps  deftroys. 

IV. 

Vain  man  !  that  in  a  narrow  fpace 
At  endlefs  game  projects  the  daring  fpear  ! 

F<T  fhort  is  life's  i.ncertain  race  ; 

Then  why,  capricious  mortal !  why 

Doft  thou  for  happinefs  repair 
.To  diftant  climates,  and  a  foreign  air  ? 

Fool  !  from  thyfelf  thou  car.ft  not  fly, 

Thyfelf,  the  fource  of  all  thy  care. 
So  flies  the  wounded  ftag,  provck'd  with  pain, 

B'uuods  o'er  the  fp acious  downs  in  vain ; 
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The  fea&er'd  torment  ftkks  within  his  fide, 
And  from  the  fmarting  wound  a  purple  tide 
Mafks  all  his  way  with  blood,  and  dyes  the  graffy 
plain. 

v. 
But  fwifter  far  is  execrable  care 

Than  flags,  or  winds  that  through  the  fkies 
Thick- driving  fnows  and  gather'd  tempeftsbear; 
Purfuing  care  the  failing  fhip  out-flies, 
Climbs  the  tall  veffel's  painted  fides  ; 
Nor  leaves  arm'd  fquadrons  in  the  field, 
But  with  the  marching  horfcmea  rides, 
And  dwells  alike  in  courts  and  camps,  and  make? 
all  places  yield. 

VI. 

Then,  fince  no  ftate's  completely  bleft, 
Let's  learn  the  bitter  to  allay 
With  gentle  mirth,  and  wifely  gay 
Enjoy  at  leaft  the  prefent  day, 

And  leave  to  fate  the  reft. 
Nor  with  vain  fear  of  ills  to  come 
Anticipate  th'  appointed  doom, 
Soon  did  Achilles  quit  the  ftage, 
The  hero  fell  by  fudden  death ; 
While  Tithon  to  a  tedious  wafting  age 

Drew  his  protracted  breath. 
And  thus  old  partial  time,  my  friend, 
Perhaps  unaflc'd  to  worthlefs  me 
Thofe  hours  of  lengthen'd  life  may  lendj 

Which  he'll  refufe  to  thee. 

VII. 

Thee  fhining  wealth  and  plenteous  joys  furround, 
And,  all  thy  fruitful  fields  around, 
Unnumber'd  herds  of  cattle  ftray. 
Thy  harnefs'd  fteeds  with  fprightly  voice 
Make  neighbouring  vales  and  hills  rejoice, 
While  fmoothly  thy  gay  chariot  flies  o'er  the  fwift 

meafur'd  way. 

To  me  the  ftars,  with  lefs  profufion  kind, 
An  humble  fortune  have  affign'd, 
And  no  untuneful  lyric  Vein, 
But  a  fincere  contented  mind, 
That  can  the  vile  malignant  crowd  difdaia. 


THE  BIRTH  OF  THE  ROSE. 

FROM  THE  FRENCH. 

'ONCE,  on  a  folemn  feftal  day 
Held  b^y  th'  immortals  in  the  ikies, 
Flora  ha-l  fummon'd  all  the  deities 
Thit  rule  o'er  gardens,  o>  furvey 
The  birth  of  greens  and  fpringing  flower 
And  thus  addrds'd  the  genial  powers. 

Ye  fhining  graces  of  my  courtly  train, 

Tht  caufe  of  this  aflcmb'.y  know  '. 

In  fovereign  majefty  I  reign 
O'er  the  gay  ilowery  univerie  below ; 
Yet,  my  increafinj*  glcry  to  maintain, 
A  queen  I'll  choof'e  with  fpotlefs  honour  fair, 

The  delegated  crown  to  wear. 
Let  me  y,  ur  coimfel  and  afiiftance  aik, 

T'  acccmr-liih  this  momentous  talk, 
T  iiij 
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The  deities  that  ftood  around, 
At  firft  return'd  a  murmuring  found ; 
Then  faid,  Fair  goddefs,  do  you  know 
The  factious  feuds  this  rr.uft  create, 
What  jealous  rage  and  mutual  hate 
Among  the  rival  flowers  will  grow  ? 

The  vileft  thiflle  that  infefts  the  plain 
Will  think  his  tawdry  painted  pride 
Deferves  the  crown  ;  and,  if  deny'd, 

Perhaps  with  traitor-plots  moleft  your  reign. 
Vain  are  your  fears,  Flora  reply 'd, 

'Tis  fix'd — and  hear  how  I'll  the  caufe  decide. 

•eep  in  a  venerable  wood, 

Where  oaks,  with  vocal  (kill  endued, 

Did  wondrous  oracles  of  old  impart, 

Beneath  a  little  hill's  inclining  fide, 
A  grotto's  feen  where  nature's  art 

Is,  exercis'd  in  all  her  fmiling  pride. 
Retir'd  in  this  fweet  grafly  cell, 
A  lovely  wood  nymph  once  did  dwell. 

She  always  pleas'd ;  for  more  than  mortal  fire 

Shone  in  her  eyes,  and  did  her  charms  infpire; 
A  Dryad  bore  the  beauteous  nymph,  a  Sylvan  was 
her  fire. 

Chafte,  wife,  devout,  flie  ftill  obey'd 

With  humble  zeal  heaven's  dread  commands, 

To  every  action  aflc'd  our  aid, 

And  oft  before  our  altars  pray'd  ; 
Pure  was  her  heart,  and  .indefil'd  her  hands. 

She's  dead — and  from  her  fweet  remains 

The  wondrous  mixture  I  would  take, 
This  much  defir'd,  this  perfect  flower  to  make. 
Affift,  and  thus  with  our  transforming  pains, 
We'll  dignify  the  garden-beds,  and  grace  our  fa 
vourite  plains. 
Th'  applauding  deities  with  pleafure  heard, 

And  for  the  grateful  woik  prepar'd. 

A  bufy  face  the  god  of  gardens  wore  ; 

Vertumnus  of  the  party  too, 
From  various  fweets  th'  exhaling  fpirits  drew  ; 
While,  in  full  canifters,  Pomona  bore 

Of  richeft  fruits  a  plenteous  ftore ; 
And  Vefla  promised  wondrous  things  to  do. 

Gay  Venus  led  a  lively  train 
Of  fmiles  and  graces  :  the  plump  god  of  wine 
From  dufters  did  the  flowing  nectar  drain, 
And  fill'd  large  goblets  with  his  juice  divine. 

Thus  charg'd,  they  feek  the  honour'd  (hade 

Where  liv'd  and  died  the  fpotlefs  maid. 
On  a  foft  couch  of  turf  the  body  lay ; 
Th'  apprsaching  deities  prefs'd  all  around, 

Prepar'd  the  facred  rites  to  pay 

In  filence,  and  with  awe  profound. 
Flora  thrice  bow'd,  and  thus  was  heard  to  pray. 

Jove !  mighty  Jove  !  whom  all  adore  ; 

Exert  thy  grea,-  creative  power  1 
Let  this  fair  corpfe  be  mortal  clay  no  more  ; 
Transform    it   to   a   tree,    to    bear   a    beauteous 
flower — 

Scarce  bad  the  goddefs  fpoke  ;  when  fee ! 
The  nymph's  extended  limbs  the  form  c£  branches 

wear ; 
Behold  the  wondrous  change,  the  fragant  tree  ! 


To  leaves  was  turn'd  her  flowing  hair ; 
And  rich  difTus'd  perfumes  regal'd  the  wanton  ain 

Heavens!  what  new  charm,  what  fudden  light, 
Improves  the  grot,  and  entertains  the  fight ! 
A  fprouting  bud  begins  the  tree  t'adorn ; 
The  large,  the  fweet  vermilion  flower  is  burn  ! 
The  jyoddefs  thrice  on  the  fair  infant  breath'd, 
To  fpread  it  into  life,  and  to  convey 
The  fragrant  foul,  and  every  charm  bequeath'd 
To  make  the  vegetable  princefs  gay; 
Then  kifs'd  it  thrice  :  the  general  Clence  broke, 
And  thus  in  loud  rejoicing  accents  fpoke. 

Ye  flowers  at  my  command  attendant  here, 
Pay  homage,  and  y  mr  fovereign  Rofe  revere  ! 
No  forrow  on  your  drooping  leaves  be  feen ; 

Let  all  be  proud  of  fuch  a  queen, 

So  fit  the  floral  crown  to  wear, 
To  glorify  the  day,  and  grace  the  youthful  year. 

Thus   fpeaking,    (he   the   new-born   favourite 

crown'd; 

The  transformation  was  complete ;      [greet  : 

The  deities  with  fongs  the   queen  of  flowers  did 

Soft  flutes  and  tuneful  harps  were  heard  to  found; 

While  now  to  heaven  the  well-pleas'd  goddefs 

flies 
With  her  bright  train  and  reafcends  the  flues. 


SIX    CANTATAS, 

OR 

POEMS    FOR   MUSIC. 

AFTER  THE   WLANNER  OF  THE  ITALIANS. 
Set  to  Mufic  ly  Mr.  Ptfuftb. 

"  Non  ante  vulgatas  per  artes, 

"  Verba  loquor  focianda  chordis."   Hon. 


THE     PREFACE, 

(«S  IT  WAS  PRINTED   BEFORE  THE  MUtlC.) 
TO    THE 

LOVERS    OF    MUSIC. 

MR.  PEPUSCH  having  defired  that  feme  account 
(hould  be  p-efixed  to  thefc  cantatas,  relating  to  the 
words,  it  may  be  proper  to  acquaint  the  public, 
that  they  are  the  firft  efiays  of  this  kind,  and 
were  written  as  an  experiment  of  introducing  a 
fort  of  compofition  which  had  never  been  natu 
ralized  in  our  language.  Thole  who  arc  affect- 
tdly  partial  to  the  Italian  tongue,  will  fcarce 
allow  mufic  to  fpeak  any  other ;  but  if  reafon  may 
he  admitted  to  have  any  (hare  in  thefe  entertain 
ments,  nothing  is  more  neceffary  than  that  the 
words  (hould  be  underftood,  without  which  the 
end  of  vocal  mufic  is  loft.  The  want  cf  this  occ»- 
fions  a  common  complaint,  and  is  the  chief,  if  not 
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the  only  reafon,  that  the  beft  works  of  Scarlari  and 
other  Italians,  except  thofe  performed  in  operas, 
are  generally  but  little  known  or  regarded  here, 
^iefides,  it  may  be  obferved,  without  any  difhonour 
to  a  language  which  has  been  adorned  by  fome 
writers  of  excellent  genius,  and  was  the  firft  a- 
mong  the  moderns  in  which  the  art  of  poetry  was 
revived  and  brought  to  any  perfection,  that  in  the 
great  number  of  their  operas,  ferenatas,  and  can 
tatas,  the  words  are  often  much  inferior  to  the 
compofition  ;  and  rhough,  by  their  abounding  with 
vowels,  they  have  au  inimitable  aptncfs  and  facility 
for  notes,  the  writers  for  mufic  have  not  always 
made  ihe  beft  ufe  of  this  advantage,  or  feem  to 
have  relied  on  fo  much  as  to  have  regarded  little 
elfe  ;  fo  that  Mr.  Waller's  remark  on  another  occa- 
fion  may  be  frequently  applied  to  them. 

"  Soft  words,  with  nothing  in  them  make  a  fong." 

Yet  fo  great  is  the  force  of  founds  well  chofen 
and  (kilfully  executed,  that  as  they  can  hide  indif 
ferent  fenfe,  and  a  kind  of  affociated  pleafure  arifes 
froiv.  the  words  though  they  are  but  mean  ;  fo  the 
impreffion  cannot  fail  of  b.ing  in  proportion  much 
greater,  when  the  thoughts  are  natural  and  proper, 
and  the  expreffions  unaffected  and  agreeable. 

Sirce,  therefore, the  Englifh  language,  though  in- 
ferioi  in  fmoothnefs,  has  been  found  not  incapable 
of  harmony,  nothing  would  perhaps  be  wanting  to 
wards  introducing  the  moft  elegant  ftyle  of  mufic, 
in  a  nation  which  has  given  ftich  generous  encour 
agements  to  it,  if  our  beft  poets  would  fometimes 
aflift  this  dtfign,  and  make  it  their  diverfion  to 
improve  a  fort  of  verle,  in  regular  meafures,  pur- 
pofely  fitted  for  mufic,  and  which,  of  all  the  mo 
dern  kinds,  feems  to  be  the  only  one  that  can  now 
properly  be  called  lyrics. 

It  cannot  but  be  obferved  on  this  occafion,  that 
fince  poetry  and  mufic  are  fo  nearly  allied,  it  is  a 
misfortune  that  thofe  who  excel  in  cne,  are  often 
perfect  ftrangers  to  the  other.  If,  therefore,  a  bet 
ter  correfpondence  were  fettled  between  the  two 
lifter  arts,  they  would  probably  contribute  to  each 
other's  improvement.  The  expreffions  of  harmo 
ny,  cadence,  and  a  good  ear,  which  are  faid  to  be 
fo  neceffary  in  poetry,  being  all  borrowed  from 
mufic,  fhew  at  leaft,  if  they  fignify  any  thing,  that 
it  would  be  no  improper  help  for  a  poet  to  under- 
ftand  more  than  the  metaphorical  fenfe  of  them. 
And  on  the  other  hand,  a  compofer  can  never 
judge  where  to  Jay  the  accent  of  his  muiic,  who 
docs  not  know,  or  is  net  made  fenfible,  where  the 
words  have  the  greateft  beauty  and  force. 

There  is  one  thing  in  competitions  of  this  fort 
which  feem  a  little  to  want  explaining,  and  that  is 
the  recitative  mufic,  which  many  people  hear  with 
out  pleafure,  the  reafon  of  which  is,  perhaps,  that 
they  have  a  miftaken  notion  of  it.  1'hey  are  ac- 
cuftomed  to  think  that  all  mufic  fhould  be  air:  and 
being  difappointed  of  what  they  expect,  they  lefe 
the  beauty  that  is  in  it  of  a  different  kind.  It  may 
be  proper  to  obferve,  therefore,  that  the  recitative 
ftyle  in  compofition  is  founded  on  that  variety  of 
accent  which  pleafes  in  the  pronunciation  of  a  good 


orator,  with  as  little  deviation  from  it  as  poffible. 
The  different  tones  of  the  voice,  in  aftonifliment, 
joy,  forrow,  rage,  tendernefs  in  affirmations,  apof- 
trophes,  interrogations,  arid  all  the  varieties  of 
fpeech,  make  a  fort  of  natural  mufic,  which  is  very 
agreeable  ;  and  this  is  what  is  intended  to  be  imi 
tated,  with  fome  helps  by  the  compofer,  but  with 
out  approaching  to  what  we  call  a  tune  or  air ;  fo 
that  it  is  but  a  kind  of  improved  elocution  or  pro 
nouncing  the  words  in  mufical  cadences,  and  is  in 
deed  wholly  at  the  mercy  of  the  performer  to  make 
it  agreeable  or  not,  according  to  his  fkill  or  igno 
rance,  like  the  reading  of  verfe,  which  is  not  every 
one's  talent.  This  fhort  account  may  poffibly  fuf- 
fice  to  fhew  hew  properly  the  recitative  has  a  place 
in  compofitions  of  any  length,  to  relieve  the  ear 
with  a  variety,  and  t;o  introduce  the  airs  with  the 
greater  advantage. 

As  to  Mr.  Pepufch's  fuccefs  in  thefe  compofi 
tions,  1  am  not  at  liberty  to  fay  any  more  than 
that  he  has,  I  think,  very  naturally  expreffcd  the 
fenfe  of  the  words.  He  is  defirous  the  public  fhould 
be  informed  that  they  are  not  only  the  firft  he  has 
attempted  in  Englifh,  but  the  firft  of  any  of  hi* 
works  publiflied  by  himfelf ;  and  as  he  wholly  fub- 
mits  them  to  the  judgment  of  the  lovers  of  this 
art,  it  will  be  a  pleafure  Uo  him  to  find  that  his 
endeavours  to  promote  the  competing  of  mufic  in 
the  Englifh  language,  after  a  new  model,  are  fa 
vourably  accepted.  e 


CANTATA     I. 

ON   ENGLISH  BEAUTY.  , 

RECITATIVE. 

WHEN  beauty's  goddcfs  from  the  ocean  fprung, 
Afcending,  o'er  the  waves  fhe  caft  a  fmile 
On  fair  Britannia's  happy  ifle, 
And  rais'd  her  tuneful  voice,  and  thus  fhe  fung. 

AIR. 

Hail  Britannia '  hail  to  thee, 
Faireft  ifland  of  the  fea! 
Thou  my  favourite  land  fhalt  be. 
Cyprus  too  fhall  own  my  fway, 
And  dedicate  to  me  its  groves ; 
Yet  Venus  and  her  train  of  love» 
Will  with  happier  Britain  ftay. 
Hail  Britannia  !  hail  to  thee, 
i  lireft  ifland  of  the  fea  ! 
Thou  my  favourite  land  fhalt  be. 

RECITATIVE. 

Britannia  heard  the  notes  diffufing  wide, 

And  faw  the  power  whom  gods  and  men  adore, 

Approaching  nearer  with  the  tide, 

And  in  a  rapture  loudly  cry'd, 

O  welcome  I  welcome  to  my  fhore  ! 

AIR. 

Lovely  ifie  !  fo  richly  bleft  ! 
Beauty's  palm  is  thine  confefs'd. 
Thy  daughters  all  the  \vorld  outfhine, 
Nor  Venus'  fell'  is  fo  divine. 
.Lovely  ille  !  fo  richly  b'eft  ! 
Beauty's  palm  is  thine  confeft'd. 
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CANTATA    II. 

ALEXIS. 
RECITATIVE. 

SKI, — from  the  filent  grove  Alexis  flics, 
And  feeks  with  every  pleafing  art 
To  cafe  the  pain,  which  lovely  eye* 

Created  in  his  heart. 
To  finning  theatres  he  now  repairs, 
To  leain  Camilla's  mi  ving  ain, 
Where  thus  to  mufic's  power  the  fvvain  addrefs'c 
his  prayers. 

AIR. 

Charming  founds!  that  fweetly  languifli, 
Mufic,  O  compofe  my  anguifli 

Every  pailion  yeilcU  to  thee  ! 
Phoebus,  quickly  then  relieve  me  ; 
Cupid  fliall  no  more  deceive  me ; 

I'll  to  fprightlier  joys  be  free. 

RECITATIVE. 

Apollo  heard  the  foolifh  fwain ; 
He  knew,  when  Daphne  once  he  lov'd, 
How  weak,  t'affuage  an  amorous  pain, 
His  own  harmonious  art  had  prov'd, 
And  all  his  healing  herbs  how  vain. 
Then  thus  he  ftrikes  the  fpeaking  firings, 
Preluding  to  his  voice,  and  (ings. 

AIR. 

Sounds,  though  charming,  can't  relieve  thee; 
Do  not,  fhepherd,  then  deceive  thee, 

Mufic  is  the  voice  of  love. 
If  the  tender  maid  believe  thee, 
Soft  relenting, 
Kind  coiifenting, 
Will  alone  thy  pain  remove. 


CANTATA    III. 

ON  THE  SPRING- 
[WITH  VIOLINS.] 

AIR. 

FRAGRANT  Flora!  hade,  appear, 
Goddefs  of  the  youthful  year  ! 

Zephyr  gently  courts  thee  now  ; 
On  thy  buds  of  rofes  playing, 
All  thy  breathing  fweets  difplaying, 

Hark,  his  amorous  breezes  blow  1 
Fragrant  Flora  !  hade,  appear  ! 
Goddefs  of  the  youthful  year  ! 

Zephyr  gently  courts  *hee  now. 

RECITATIVE. 

Thus  on  a  fruitful  hill,  in  the  fair  bloom  of  fpring, 
The  tuneful  Colinet  his  voice  did  raife, 
The  vales  remurmur'd  wi  h  his  lay*, 
And  lidtning  birds  hung  hovering  on  the  wing, 
In  whifpering  fighs  foft  Zephyr  by  him  flew, 
While  thus  the  fhepherd  did  his  ibng  renew. 

AIR. 

Love  and  pleafures  gaily  flowing, 

Come  this  charming  feafon  grace  ! 
Sn/ilc,  ye  fair  !  your  joys  beftuwing, 


Spring  and  youth  will  foon  be  going. 
Seize  the  blcflings  ere  they  pafs  : 

Love  and  pleafures  gaily  flowing, 
Come  this  charming  feafon  grace ! 

CANTATA     IV. 

MIRANDA. 
RECITATIVE. 

MIRANDA'S  tuneful  voice  and  fame 
Had  reach'd  the  wondering  flcies; 
From  heaven  the  god  of  mufic  came, 

And  own'd  a  pleas' d  furprife ; 
Then  in  a  foft  melodious  lay, 
Apollo  did  thefe  grateful  praifes  pay. 

AIR, 

Matchlefs  charmer  !  thine  {hall  be 
The  higheft  prize  cf  harmony. 
Phoebus  ever  will  infpire  thee, 
And  th'  applauding  world  admire  thee; 
All  fhall  in  thy  praife  agree. 
Matchlefs  charmer  !  thine  (hall  be 
The  higheft  prize  of  harmony. 

RECITATIVE. 

The  god  then  fummon'd  every  mufe  t'appcar, 

And  hail  their  fitter  of  the  quire ;  [hear, 

Smiling  they  flood  around,  her  foothing  drains  to 
And  fiil'd  her  happy  foul  with  all  their  fire. 

AIR. 
O  harmony  !  how  wondrous  fwcet, 

Dolt  thou  our  cares  allay ! 
When  all  thy  moving  graces  meet, 
How  foftly  doft  thou  fteal  our  eafy  hours  away  J 
O  harmony  !  how  wondrous  fweer, 
Doft  thou  our  cares  allay  ! 


CANTATA    V. 

COUYDON. 
RECITATIVE. 

WHILE  Corydon  the  lonely  (hepherd  try'd 

His  tunefiil  flu*e,  and  charm'd  the  grove," 
The  jealous  nightingales,  that  ftrove 
To  trace  his  notes,  contending  dy'd  ; 
At  laft  he  hears  within  a  myrtle  fliade 

An  echo  anfwer  all  his  drain  ; 
Love  ftole  the  pipe  of  deeping  Pan,  and  play'd  ; 
Then  with  his  voice  decoys  the  lifleniug  fwain. 

AIR.     [-with  afute.] 
Gay  Ihepherd,  to  befriend  thee, 
Here  pleafing  francs  attend  thee, 

O  thi§  way  f]  eed  thy  pace  ! 
If  mufic  can  delight  thee, 
Or  viCons  fair  invite  thee, 

This  bower's  the  happy  place. 
Gay  fhepherd,  to  befriend  thee, 
HLTC  pleafing  fctnes  attend  thee, 
O  this  way  fpeed  thy  pace  ! 

RtClTATIVE. 

The  diepherd  rofe,  he  gaz'd  around, 
And  vainly  fought  the  magic  found  ; 
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The  God  of  love  his  motion  fpies, 
Lays  by  the  pipe,  and  fh  ots  a  dart 
Through  C  rydou's  unwary  heart, 

Then,  fmiling,  fr  m  his  ambufh  flies; 

While  in  his  room,  divinely  bright, 
The  reigning  beauty  <>f  the  groves  furpris'd  the 
fhepherd's  fight, 

AIR. 

Wh'-,  from  love  his  heart  fecuring, 
Can  mv->id  th'  iachanting  pain  ? 

Pleaf'ire  calls  with  voice  alluring, 
Beaury  foftly  binds  the  chain. 

Who  from  love  his  heart  fecuring, 
Can  avoid  th1  inchautiug  pain  ? 


CANTATA     VI. 
THE  COQJJET. 

RECITATIVE. 
AIRY  Cloe,  proud  and  young, 

The  faired  tyrant  of  the  plain, 
Laugh'd  at  her  adoring  fwain.    • 
He  fadly  figh'd — She  gayly  Jung, 

And,  wanton,  thus  reproach'd  his  pain. 

AIR. 

Leave  me,  filly  fhepherd,  go ; 
You  only  tell  me  what  I  know, 

You  view  a  thoufand  charms  in  me  ; 
Then  ceafe  thy  prayers,  I'll  kinder  grow, 
When  I  can  view  fuch  charms  in  thee. 
Leave  me,  filly  fliepherd,  go  ; 
You  only  tell  me  what  I  know, 
You  view  a  thoufand  charms  in  me. 

RECITATIVE. 

Amyntor,  fir'd  by  this  difdain, 
Curs'4  the  proud  fair,  and  broke  his  chain; 
He  rav'd,  and  at  the  fcorner  fwore, 
And  vow'd  he'd  be  love's  fool  no  more — 
But  Cloe  fmil'd,  and  thus  (he  call'd  him  back  again. 

AIR. 

Shepherd,  this  I've  done  to  prove  thee, 
Now  th'.u  art  a  man,  I  love  thee; 

And  without  a  blufh  refign. 
But  ungrateful  is  the  paffion, 
And  deftroys  our  inclination, 

When,  like  flaves,  our  lovers  whine. 
Shepherd,  this  I've  done  to  prove  thee, 
Now  thou  art  a  man,  I  love  thee, 
And  without  a  blufh  refign. 


THE  PRAISES  OF  HEROIC  VIRTUE. 

FROM 

<THE  FRAGMENTS  OF  TTRr&US. 

TRANSLATED  IN  THE  YEAR   IJOI. 

On  eccajion  of  the  King  of  France's  breaking  the  peace 
of  Ref-wick. 


^N  youths!  what  fafcinating  charms 
Have  froze  your  blood  ?  why  ruft  your  idle  arms? 


When  with  awaken'd  courage  will  yon  go, 

And  minds  refolv'd,  t<»  meet  the  threatening  foe  ? 

What  !  fhall  our  vile  lethargic  flnth  betray 

To  greedy  neighb  >urs  an  unguarded  prey  ? 

Or  can  you  fee  their  armies  rufh  from  far, 

And  fit  fecure  amidft  the  rage  of  war  ? 

Ye  gods  !  how  great,  how  glorious  'tis  to  fee 

The  warrior-hero  fight  for  liberty, 

For  his  dear  children,  for  his  tender  wife, 

For  all  the  valued  joys,  and  foft  fupnorrs  of  life  f 

Then  let  him  draw  his  f*rord;  and  take  the  field, 

And  fortify  his  breaft  behind  ihe  fyarious  fhield. 

Nor  fear  to  die ;  in  vain  you  fhun  ynur  fate, 

Nor  can  you  fhorten,  nor  prolong  its  date ; 

For  life's  a  meafur'd  race,  and  he  that  flies 

From  darts  and  fighting  foes,  at  home  inglorious 

No  grieving  crowds  his  obfequies  attend  ;     [die* ; 

But  all  applaud  and  weep  the  foldier's  end, 

Who,  defperately  brave,  in  fight  fuftains 

Inflicted  wounds,  and  honourable  ftains, 

And  falls  a  facrifice  to  glories  charms  : 

But  if  a  juft  fuccefs  fhall  crown  his  arms, 

For  his  return  the  refcued  people  wait, 

To  fee  the  guardian  genius  of  the  flate ; 

With  rapture  viewing  his  majeftic  face, 

His  dauntlefs  mien,  and  every  martial  grace, 

They'll  blefs  the  toils  he  for  their  fafety  bore, 

Admire  them  living,  and  when  dead  adore. 


UNDER  THE  PRINT  OF  TOM  BRITTON, 

THE    MUSICAL    SMALL-COAL    MAN, 

THOUGH  mean  thy  rank,  yet  in  thy  humble  cell 
Did  gentle  peace  and  arts  unpurchas'd^dwell. 
Well-plcas'd  Apollo  thither  led  his  train, 
And  mufic  warbled  in  her  fweeteft  drain  : 
Cyllenius  fo,  as  fables  tell,  and  Jove, 
Come,  willing  guefls  to  poor  Philemon's  grove. 
Let  ufelefsp:>mp  behold,  and  blufh  to  find 
So  low  a  ftation,  fuch  a  liberal  mind. 


SONG. 

THE  FAIR  TRAVELLER. 
1. 

IN  young  Aftrea's  fparkling  eye, 

Refiftlefs  love  has  fix'd  bis  throne ; 
A  thoufand  lovers  bleeding  lie 

For  her,  with  wounds  they  fear  to  own. 

n. 
While  the  coy  beauty  fpeeds  her  flight 

To  diftant  groves  from  whence  fhe  came  ; 
So  lightning  vanifhes  from  fight, 

But  leaves  the  foreft  in  a  flame  ! 


A      CANTATA. 

Set  by  Mr.  D,  Purttlk 

AIR. 

Love,  I  defy  thee  ! 
Venus,  I  fly  thee  i 
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I'm  of  chafte  Diana's  train. 
Away,  thou  winged  boy  ! 
Thou  bear'ft  thy  darts  in  vain, 
I  hate  the  languid  joy, 
I  mock  the  trifling  pain. 
Love,  I  defy  thce  '. 
Venus  !  I  fly  thee  ! 
I'm  of  chafte  Diana's  train. 
RECITATIVE. 

Bright  Venus  and  her  fon  flood  by, 
And  heard  a  proud  difdainful  fair 
Thus  boaft  her  wretched  liberty ; 
They  fconvd  {he  fhould  the  raptures  faare, 
Which  their  happier  captives  know, 
Nor  would  Cupid  draw  his  bow 
To  wound  the  Dyroph,  but  laugh'd  out  this  reply, 

AIR. 

Proud  and  foolifn !   hear  your  fate  ! 
Wafte  yuur  youth,  and  Cgh  too  late 
For  joys  which  now  you  fay  you  hate. 

When  your  decaying  eyes 

Can  dart  their  fires  no  more, 

The  wrinkles  of  threefcore 

Shall  make  you  Vainly  wife. 
Proud  and  fpolifh  !  hear  yoyr  fate  ! 
Wafte  your  youth,  and  figh  too  late 
for  joys  which  now  you  fay  you  hate. 


SONG. 

WOULD  you  gain  the  tender  creature. 

Softly — gently — kindly — treat  her  ! 

Suffering  is  the  lover's  part  : 
Beauty  by  conftraint  pofftffing, 
You  enjoy  but  half  the  bleffing, 

Lifelefs  charms  without  the  heart. 


CUPID    AND   SCARLAT1. 

A    CANTATA. 

Set  by  Mr.  Pefuftb. 

RECITATIVE. 

ON  filver  Tyber's  vocal  fhore, 
The  fam'd  Scarlati  flrook  his  lyre, 

And  ftrove,  with  charms  unknown  before, 
The  fprings  of  tuneful  found  t'  explore, 
Beyond  what  art  alone  could  e'er  infpire ; 
When  fee — the  fweet  eflay  to  hear, 
Venus  with  her  fon  drew  near, 
And  pleas'd  to  aflc  the  matter's  aid, 
The  mother  goddcfs  fouling  laid. 

AIR. 

Harmonious  fon  of  Phoebus,  fee, 
'Tis  love,  'tis  little  love  I  bring. 
The  queen  of  beauty  fues  to  the?, 
To  teach  her  wanton  boy  to  Gng. 

RECITATIVE. 

The  pleas'd  mufician  heard  with  joy, 
And,  proud  to  teach  th'  immortal  boy, 


Did  all  his  fongs  and  heavenly  (kill  impart; 
The  boy  to  recompcnfe  his  art, 
Repeating  did  each  fong  improve, 

And  breath'd  into  his  airs  the  charms  of  lovej 
And  taught  the  matter  thus  to  touch  the  heart. 

AIR. 

J.ove  infpiring, 

Sounds  perfuading, 
Makes  his  darts  refiftlela  fly  ; 

Beauty  aiding, 

Arts  afpiring, 
Gives  them  wings  to  rife  more  high. 


A     CANTATA. 
5rf,  "With  Symphonies,  by  Signior  Nicoltnt 

AIR. 

YE  tender  powers  !  how  fhall  t  move 
A  carelefs  maid  that  laughs  at  love  ? 

Cupid  to  my  fuccour  fly  : 
Come  with  all  thy  thrilling  darts, 
Thy  melting  flames  to  foften  hearts ; 

Conquer  for  me,  or  I  die  ! 

Ye  tender  powers  !  how  fhall  I  move 

A  carelefs  maid  that  langhs  at  love  ? 

Cupid,  to  my  fuccour  fly  : 

R1CITATIVE. 

Thus,  in  a  melancholy  fhade, 
A  penfive  lover  to  his  aid 
Invok'd  the  god  of  warm  dcfire  ; 
Love  heard  him,  and,  to  gain  the 
Did  this  fuccefsful  thought  infpire. 

AIR. 

Take  her  humour,  fmile,  be  gay, 
In  her  favourite  follies  join, 
That's  the  charm  will  make  her  thiae. 
Catt  thy  ferious  airs  away, 

Freely  courting, 

Toying,  fporting, 
Sooth  her  hours  with  amorous  play. 
Take  her  humour,  fmile,  be  gay, 
In  her  favourite  follies  join, 
That's  the  charm  will  make  her  thine 


P  A  S  T  O  R  A, 

A  CANTATA. 

Set  Ly  Mr.   Ptpufck. 

RECITATIVE. 

ON  fam'd  Arcadia's  flowery  plains, 
The  gay  Paftora  once  was  heard  to  ling; 
Clofe  by  a  fountain's  cryftal  fpring, 
She  warbled  out  her  merry  ftrains. 

AIR. 
Shepherds,  would  you  hope  to  pleafe  u», 

You  mutt  every  humour  try  ; 
Sometimes  flatter,  fomctimes  teaze  us, 

Often  laugh,  and  fometimes  cry. 
Shepherds,  would  you  hope  to  pleafc  as, 
You  muft  every  humour  try. 


0     E     M  S. 


301 


Soft  denials 
Are  but  trial*, 

You  muft  follow  when  we  fly. 
Shepherds,  would  you  hope  to  pleafe  us, 
You  muft  every  humour  try. 

RECITATIVE. 

Damon,  who  long  ador'd  the  fprightly  maid, 
Yet  never  durft  his  love  relate, 
Refolv'd  at  laft  to  try  his  fate ; 
Hefigh'd!— •  fliefmil'd! — hekneel'd  and  pray'd! 
She  frown'd  ; — He  rofe,  and  walk'd  away, 
Butfoon  returning  look'd  more  gay, 
And  fung,  and  danc'd,  and  on  his  pipe  a  cheerful 
echo  play'd. 

AIR.     [-with  a"  echo  efjJufit.] 
Paftora  fled  to  a  fhady  grove, 
Damon  view'd  her, 
And  purfued  her ; 

Cupid  laugh'd,  and  crownM  hit  love. 
The  nymph  look'd  back,  well-pleas'd  to  fee 
That  Damon  ran  as  fwift  as  fhe. 
Paftora  fled  to  a  fhady  grove  ; 
Damon  view'd  her, 
And  purfued  her  ; 
Cupid  laugh'd,  and  crown'd  his  love. 


A  PASTORAL  MASQUE. 
Sftne,  A  ProfpeH  of  a  Wood. 

Enter  a  Shepherd,  and  f ings. 
Yt  nymphs  and  fhepherds  of  the  grove, 
That  know  the  pleating  pains  of  love, 
Eager  for  th'  expeded  bleffing, 
Sighing,  panting  for  pofleffmg  ! 
Leave  your  flocks,  and  hafte  'away, 
With  folemn  ftate, 
To  celebrate 
Cupid  and  Hymen's  holiday. 

Enter  a  land  of  Shepherds  on  one  jide  -with  garlands  ; 
on  ike  other  fide,  SbcpberJ:/es  with  canijlers  oj 

fowers. 

CHORUS. 

From  the  echoing  hills,  and  the  jovial  plains. 
Where  pleafure,and  plenty,  and  happinefs  reigns  ; 
We  leave  our  flocks,  and  hafte  away, 
With  folemn  ftate 
To  celebrate 
Cupid  and  Hymen's  holiday. 

\A  Dance  here."] 

Scene  opening,  difcovers  a  fltafant  Bower,  with  the 
God  of  Love  a/leep,  attended  by  Cupids,  fame  play 
ing  tuith  bis  tow,  others  Jbarpening  his  arrows 
\$c.  On  each  fide  the  bower,  walks  ef  cyfreft  trees 
and  fountains  playing;  a  diflant  landscape  terminate 
iht  frefj>e&. 

V erf e  for  a  Jheplerdefs,  with  fut.-s. 
See  the  mighty  power  of  love, 
Sleeping  in  a  Cyprian  grove 


Nymphs  and  fhepherds  gently  fhed 

Spices  round  his  facred  head; 

On  his  lovely  body  fhower 
Leaves  of  rofes,  virgin  lilies, 
Gowflips,  violets,  daffadilies, 

And  with  garlands  drefs  the  bower. 

littorntl  cfjtutes.      After  which  Cupid  rifes,  andfings 
'with  his  bow  drawn. 

Yield  to  the  god  of  foft  defires ! 
Whofe  gentle  influence  infpires 

Every  creature 

Throughout  nature 
With  fprightly  joys  and  genial  fires. 

Chorus  of  the  Shepherds  and  Nymphs. 

Hail,  thou  potent  deity  I 

Every  creature 

Throughout  nature 
Owns  thy  power  as  well  as  we. 

Enter  Hymen,  in  a  faffron-ctloured  robe,  a  chaplet 
of  jlowers  on  his  head,  and  in  his  hand  the  nuptial 
torch  ;  attended  by  priejls. 

Hymen. 

Behold  a  greater  power  than  he, 
Behold  the  marriage  deity  ! 

Chorus,  by  Hymen's  attendants. 
Behold  the  marriage  deity  ! 

Cupid,  ftniling. 

Behold  the  god  of  houfehold  ftrife, 
That  fpoils  the  happy  lover's  life, 
And  turns  a  miftrefs  to  a  wife  1 

Hymen. 

Foolifli  and  inconftant  boy  '. 
Thine's  a  tranfitory  joy; 
Sudden  fits  in  pleasure's  fever ; 
Hymen's  bleflmgs  laft  for  ever. 

Cupid. 

Hymen's  bondage  lafls  for  ever ; 
Love's  free  pleafures  failing  never. 

Hymen. 

Love's  ftolen  pleafures,  in'fincere, 
Purchas'd  at  a  rate  too  dear, 
Shame  and  forrow  will  deftroy, 
If  Hymen  licenfe  not  the  joy. 

Both  together. 
Then  let  us  join  hands  and  unite. 

Laf  Chorus  of  the  Shepherds  and  Nymphs. 
How  happy,  how  happy,  how  happy  are  we, 
Where  Cupid  and  Hymen  in  confort  agree  ! 
We'll  ravel  all  day  with  fports  and  delight, 
And  Hymen  and  Cupid  fhall  govern  the  night. 


A     CANTATA. 

Set  by  Mr.  Galliard. 
RECITATIVE. 

VENUS  '.  thy  throne  of  beauty  now  refign  ! 
Behold  on  earth  a  conquering  fair, 
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Who  more  (Jcferves  love's  crown  to  wear  ! 

Not  thy  own  ftar  fo  bright  in  heaven  does  fhine. 

Aflc  of  thy  fon  her  name,  who  with  his  dart 
Has  der ply  grav'd  it  in  my  heart ; 
Or  aflc  the  god  of  tuneful  found, 
Who  fings  it  to  his  lyre, 
And  does  this  maid  infpire 

With  his  own.art,  to  give  a  furer  wound. 

AIR. 

Hark  !  the  groves  her  fongs  repeat ; 
Echo  lurks  in  hollow  fprings, 
And,  tranfported  while  fhe  fings, 
Learns  her  voice,  and  grows  more  fweet ; 
Could  Narciffus  fee  or  hear  her, 
From  his  fountain  he  would  fly, 
And,  with  awe  approaching  near  her, 
For  a  real  beauty  die. 
Hark  '.  the  groves  her  fongs  repeat ; 
Echo  lurks  in  hollow  fprings, 
And,  tranfported  while  ftie  fings, 
Learns  her  voice,  and  grows  more  fweet, 

RECITATIVE. 

Yet  Venus  once  again  my  fuit  attend  ! 
And  when  from  heaven  you  fhall  defcend, 

This  fhining  emprefs  to  array, 
When  you  prefent  her  all  your  train  of  loves, 
Your  chariot,  and  your  murmuring  doves, 
Tell  her  fhe  wants  one  charm  to  make  the  reft 

more  gay, 
Then  fmiling  to  th'  harmonious  beauty  fay  : 

AIR. 

To  a  lovely  face  and  air, 
Let  a  tender  heart  be  join'd. 
Love  can  make  you  doubly  fair ; 
Mufic's  fweeter  when  you're  kind. 
To  a  lovely  face  and  air, 
Let  a  tender  heart  be  join'd. 


A  FRAGMENT. 

IN  every  age  to  brighter  honours  born, 

Which  lovelieft  nyn.phs  and  fweeteft  bards  adorn, 

Beauty  and  wit  each  other's  aid  require, 

And  poets  fing  what  once  the  fair  infpire; 

The  fair  for  ever  thus  her  charms  prolong, 

And  live  rewarded  in  the  tuneful  ii  ng. 

Thus  Sachariffa  fliines  in  Waller's  lays, 

And  fhe,  who  rais'd  hjs  genius,  fhares  his  praife. 

Each  does  in  each  a  mutual  liie  infufe, 

Th'  infpiring  beauty,  the  recording  mufe. 


CLAUD1  ANUS. 

IN  EPITBALAMIO  HONORII  ET   MARIJE. 

CONCTATDR  ftupefada  Venus  Nuncora 
Nunc  flavam  niveo  miratur  vertice  matrem. 
Hasc  modo  crefctnti,  plei:aK  par  altera  Junae  : 
Affurgic  ctu  forte  minor  fub  matrs  virenti 
Laurus  :  et  ingentes  ramo*,  olimque  fuimas 
Promitit  jam  parva  ccmas  :  vel  flore  fub  uno, 
Ceu  gemma  Psftana  rofae  per  jugera  regnant. 
I 


Hasc  largo  matura  die,  faturataque  vernis 
Roribns,  indulget  fpatio :  latet  altera  nodot 
Nee  tencris  audet  foliis  admitterc  folei. 

TRANSLATED. 

Venus  coming  to  a  nuptial  ceremony,  and  enter-, 
ing  the  room,  fees  the  bride  and  her  mother 
fitting  together,  &c.  On  which  occafion  Clau, 
dian  makes  the  following  defcription. 

THE  goddefs  paus'd ;  and,  held  in  deep  amaze, 
Now  view*  the  mother's,  now  rhe  daughter's  face 
Different  in  each,  yet  equal  beauty  glows, 
That,  the  full  moon,  and  this,  the  crefcent  fliows; 
Thus,  rais'd  beneath  its  parent  tree  is  ken 
The  laurel  fhoot,  while,  in  its  early  green, 
Thick-fprouting  leaves  and  branches  are  eflay'd, 
And  all  the  promife  of  a  future  fhade. 
Or,  blooming  thus,  in  happy  Pajftan  fields 
One  common  (tock  two  lovely  icfes  yields; 
Mature  by  vetnal  dews,  this,  dares  dilplay  ' 
Its  leaves  full  blown,  and  boldly  meets  the  day  • 
That,  folded  in  its  tender  nonage  lie*, 
A  beauteous  bud,  nor  yet  admits  the  fkies. 


A     CANTATA. 

Set  by  Mr.  Pefufcb. 

AIR. 

F»OLISH  love  !  I  fcorn  thy  darts, 
And  all  thy  little  wanton  arts, 
To  captivate  unmanly  hearts. 
Shall  a  woman,  pr.  ud  and  coy, 
Make  me  languifh  lor  a  toy  ? 
Foohfh  love;   1  fcorn  thy  aarts, 
And  all  chy  little  wanton  arts, 
To  captivate  unmanly  hearts. 

RECITATIVE. 

Thus  Strephon  mcck'd  the  j  ower  of  love,  and 
His  freedom  he  would  Itill  maintain,  [/wore 
Nor  ever  wear  th'  inglorious  chain, 

Or  flavifhly  adore. 
But  when  Lamira  crofs'd  the  plain, 

The  Ihepherd  gaz'd,  and  thus  reversed  hisflrain. 

AIR. 

Love,  I  feel  thy  powei  divine, 
And  blufhing  now  my  heart  refign  ! 
Yc/wams,  my  folly  don't  dtfpuc; 
But  look  on  lair  Lamira's  eycs>, 
Ihen  tell  me  if  you  can  be  wife. 
Love,  I  feel  thy  power  divine, 
And  blufhing  now  my  heart  refign  ! 


'THE  SOLDIER  IN  LOVE. 

A  CANTATA. 
Set  vu'itb  Symphonies  by  Mr.  Ptpufcl, 

AIR. 

Why,  too  amorous  hero  !  why 
Doft  thou  the  war  forego, 


POEMS. 


At  Celia's  feet  to  He, 

And  fighing  tell  thy  woe  ! 
Can  you  think  that  fncaking  air 
Fit  to  move  th'  unpitying  fair  ? 
She  laughs  to  fee  thee  trifle  fo. 
"Why,  too  amorous  hero  !  why 

Doft  thou  the  war  forego, 
At  Cselia's  feet  to  lie, 

And  fighing  tell  thy  woe  ? 

RECITATIVE. 

Cleander  heard  not  this  advice, 
Nor  would  his  languiftiing  refrain. 
But  while  to  Celia  once  he  pray'd  in  vain, 
By  chance  his  image  in  a  glafs  he  fpies, 

,  blufhing  at  the  fight,  he  grew  a  man  again. 
AIR.     [-with  a  trumpet.] 

Hark  '.   the  trumpet  founds  to  arms ! 

I  come,  I  come,  the  warrior  cries, 

And  from  fcornful  Celia  flies, 

To  court  Victoria's  charms. 

Celia  beholds  his  alter'd  brow, 

And  would  regain  her  lover  now. 

Hark  .  the  trumpet  founds  to  arms! 

I  come,  I  come,  the  warrior  cries, 

And  from  fcornful  Celia  flies, 

To  court  Victoria's  charms. 


AN  ODE  IN  PRAISE  OF  MUSIC, 
Performed  in  Stationer's  Hall,  1 703. 

Defcende  Cselo,  et  die  age  tibia 
Jlegina  longum  Calliope  melos"! 
Seu  voce  nunc  mavis  acuta, 
Seu  fidiBus,  Cytharave  Phoebi. 

Hon. 

\Segm  ivith  a  Clorus.] 


AWAKE,  celeftial  harmony ! 
Awake,  celeftial  harmony  ! 
Turn  thy  vocal  fphere  around, 
Goddefs  of  melodious  found. 
Let  the  trumpet's  fhrill  voice, 
And  the  drum's  thundering  noife, 
Roufc  every  dull  mortal  from  forrows  profound. 

See,  fee! 

The  mighty  power  of  harmony ! 
Behold  how  foon  its  charms  can  chace 
Grief  and  gloom  from  every  face  '. 

How  fwift  its  raptui  cs  fly.          [eye  ! 
And  thrill  through  every  foul,  and  brighten  every 

11. 

Proceed,  fweet  charmer  of  the  ear  ! 
Proceed  ;  and  through  the  mellow  flute, 

The  moving  lyre, 
And  lolitary  lute, 
Melting  airs  loft  joys  infpire  : 
Airs  for  drooping  hope  to  hear, 
Melting  as  a  lover's  prayer ; 
Joys  to  flatter  dull  defpair, 
And  fo.ftlj;  foothc  the  amorous  fire. 


CHORDS. 

Melting  airs  foft  joys  Jnfpire  J 
Airs  for  drooping  hope  to  hear, 
Melting  as  a  lover's  prayer ; 
Joys  to  flatter  dull  defpair, 
And  fofcly  foothe  the  amorous  fire, 

in. 

Now  let  the  fprightly  violin 
A  louder  ftrain  begin  ; 

And  now 

Let  the  deep-month'd  organ  blow, 
Swell  it  high,  and  fink  it  low 

Hark  . — how  the  treble  and  bafc 
In  wanton  fugues  each  other  chace, 
And  fwift  divifions  run  their  airy  race! 
Through  all  the  travers'd  fcale  they  fly, 
In  winding  labyrinths  of  harmony  :  [die. 

By  tu^ns  they  rife  and  fall,  by  turns  we  live  and 

CHORUS. 

In  winding  labyrinths  of  harmony, 
Through  all  the  travers'd  fcale  they  fly  :     [die 
By  turns  they  rife  and  fall,  by  turns  we  live  and* 

IV. 

Ye  fons  of  art,  once  m,ore  repcw  your  (trains; 
In  loftier  verfe,  and  loftier  lays, 
Your  voices  raife, 
To  mufic's  praife ! 
A  nobler  fong  remains. 
Sing  how  the  great  Creator  God, 
On  wings  of  flaming  cherubs  rode, 
To  make  a  world ;  and  round  the  dark  abyfs, 

Turn'd  the  *  golden  compaffes, 
The  compaffes  in  fate's  high  ftorehoiife  found ; 
Thus  far  extend,  he  faid  ;  be  this 
O  world,  thy  meafur'd  bound. 
Meanwhile  a  thouiand  harps  were  play'd  on  high; 
Be  this  thy  meafur'd  bound, 
Was  echo'd  all  around ; 
And  now  arife,  ye  earth,  and  fcas,  and  flcy ; 
A  thoufand  voices  made  reply, 
Arife,  ye  earth,  and  feas,  and  fky. 

v. 

What  can  mufic's  power  controul  ? 
When  nature's  fleeping  foul 
Perceiv'd  th'  enchanting  found, 
It  wak'd,  and  fhook  of  foul  deformity ; 

The  mighty  melody 
Nature's  fecrtt  chains  unbound ; 
And  earth  arofe,  and  feas  and  fky. 
Aloft  expanded  fpheres  were  flung, 
With  fhining  luminaries  hung ; 
A  vaft  creation  flood  difplay'd, 
By  heaven's  infpiring  mufic  made. 

CHORUS. 
O  wondrous  force  of  harmony ! 

VI. 

Divineft  art,  whofe  fame  fhall  never  ceafe ! 
Thy  honour'd  voice  proclaim'd  the  Saviour's  birth  ; 
When  heaven  vouchfaf 'd  to  treat  with  earth, 
Mufic  was  herald  of  the  peace  : 
Thy  voice  could  beft  the  joyful  tidings  tell; 
Immortal  mercy     boundltl's  love  1 
A  God  descending  from  above, 
To  conquer  death  and  hell. 
*  Milton, 
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There  yrt  remains  an  hour  of  fate, 
When  mufic  muft  again  its  charms  employ  ; 

The  trumpet's  found 
Shall  call  the  numerous  nations  under  ground. 

The  numerous  nations  ftraight 
Appear  :  and  fome  with  grief,  and  fome  with  joy, 

Their  final  fentence  wait, 

GRAND  CHORUS. 

Then  other  arts  (hall  pafs  away  : 
Proud  architecture  fliall  in  ruins  lie. 

And  painting  fade  and  die, 

Nay  earth,  and  heaven  itfelf,  in  wafleful  fire  decay. 
Mufic  alone,  and  p'oefy, 
Triumphant  o'er  the  flame,  (hall  fee 
The  world's  laft  blaze. 
The  tuneful  fitters  {hall  embrace, 
And  praife  and  fing,  arid  fing  and  praife, 
In  ncver-ceafing  choirs  to  all  eternity. 


APOLLO  AND  DAPHNE. 

A  CANTATA. 

Set  by  Mr.  Galliard. 

RECITATIVE. 

DAPHNE,  the  beautiful,  the  coy, 

Along  the  winding  fliore  of  Feneus  flew, 

To  fliun  love's  tender,  ofFer'd  joy ; 
Though  'twas  a  god  that  did  her  charms  purfue. 
While  thus  Apollo,  in  a  moving  ftrain,    [pain. 
Awak'd  his  lyre,  and  foftly  breath'd  his  amorous 
AIR. 

Faircft  mortal !  ftay  and  hear  ; 

Cannot  love,  with  mufic  join'd, 

Touch  thy  unrelenting  mind  ? 

Turn  thec,  leave  thy  trembling  fear; 

Faireft  mortal !  ftay  and  hear ; 

Cannot  love,  with  mufic  join'd, 

Touch  thy  unrelenting  mind  ? 

RECITATIVE. 

The  river's  echoing  banks  with  pleafure  did  pro 
long  [the  fong. 
The  fweetly-warbled  founds,  and  murmur'd  with 

Daphne  fled  fwifter,  in  detyair, 
To  'fcape  the  god's  embrace  : 

And  to  the  genius  of  the  place, 
She  figh'd  this  wondrous  prayer  : 
AIR. 

Father  Pcneus,  hear  me,  aid  me  ! 

Let  fome  fudden  change  invade  me  ; 
Fix  me  rooted  on  thy  ftiore. 

Ceafe,  Apollo,  to  perfuade  me ; 
I  am  Daphne  now  no  more. 

Father  Peneus,  hear  me,  aid  me  ! 

Let  fome  fudden  change  invade  me ; 
Fix  me  rooted  on  thy  fhore. 

RECITATIVE. 

Apollo  wondering  Hood  to  fee 
The  nymph  tramform'd  into  a  tree. 
Vain  were  his  lyre,  hi*  voice,  his  tuneful  art, 


His  paflion,  and  his  race  diving 
Nor  could  th'  eternal  beam-;  that  round  his  temples 

(bine, 
Melt  the  cold  virgin's  frozen  heart. 

AIR. 
Nature  alone  can  love  infpire; 

Art  is  vain  to  move  defirc. 
If  nature  once  the  fair  incline, 
To  their  own  pafiion  tl»ey  refign. 
Nature  alone  can  love  infpire  ; 

Art  is  vain  to  move  defire. 


A  THOUGHT  IN  A  GARDEN- 

WRITTEN  IN   THE  YEAR   1704. 

DELIGHTFUL  manfion  !  bleft  retreat ! 

Where  all  is  lilent,  all  is  fweet ' 

Here  contemplation  prune*  her  wing*, 

The  raptur'd  mufe  more  tuneful  fing», 

While  May  leads  on  the  cheerful  hours, 

And  opens  a  new  world  of  flowers, 

Gay  pleafure  here  al!  dreffcs  wears, 

And  in  a  thoufand  ihapes  appears. 

Purfu'd  by  fancy,  how  fhe  roves 

Through  airy  walks,  and  mufeful  groves ; 

Springs  in  each  plant  and  Moffom'd  tree, 

And  charms  in  all  I  hear  and  fee  ! 

In  this  elyfium  while  I  ftray, 

And  nature's  faireft  face  furvey, 

Earth  feems  new-born,  and  life  more  bright; 

Time  fteals  away,  and  fmooths  his  flight ; 

And  thought's  bewilder'd  in  delight. 

Where  are  the  crowds  I  faw  of  late  ? 

What  are  thofe  tales  of  Europe's  fate  ? 

Of  Anjou,  and  the  Spanifli  crown ; 

And  leagues  to  pull  ufnrpers  down  ?- 

Of  marching  armies,  diftant  wars ; 

Of  factions,  and  domeftic  jars  ? 

Sure  thefe  are  laft  night's  dreams,  no  morj  ; 

Or  fome  romance,  read  lately  o'er ; 

Like  Homer's  antique  tale  of  Troy, 

And  powers  Confederate  to  deftroy 

Priam's  proud  houfc,  the  Dardan  name, 

With  him  that  ftole  the  ravifli'd  dame, 

And,  to  poffefs  another's  right, 

Durft  the  whole  world  to  arms  excite. 

Come,  gentle  fleep,  my  eye-lids  dofe, 

Thefe  dull  impreflions  help  me  lofe  : 

Let  fancy  take  her  wing,  and  find 

Some  better  dream  to  footh  my  mind ; 

Or  waking  let  me  learn  to  live ; 

The  pn-fpedl  will  inftruction  give. 

For  fee,  where  beauteous  Thames  does  glids 

Serene,  but  with  a  fruitful  tide  ; 

Free  from  extremes  of  ebb  and  flow, 

Not  fwell'd  too  high,  nor  funk  too  low  : 

Such  let  my  life's  fmooth  current  be, 

Till  from  time's  narrow  fhore  fet  free, 

It  mingle  with  th'  eternal  fca  ; 

And,  there  enlarg'd,  (hall  be  no  more 

That  trifling  thing  it  was  boforc. 
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A   WISH, 


TO  THE    N  F.  './  Y  f  A  K  , 


IAVUS  '.  great  leader  of  the  ro'ling  year, 
Miice  all  that's  pad  no  vows  can  e'er  reftore,' 
But  joys  and  griefs  alike,  once  hurry'd  o'er,' 
No  longer  now  deferve  a  fmile  or  tear ; 
Clofe  the  fanraitic  fcenes — bur  grace 
With  brighteft  afpe&s  thj  foreface, 
While  time's  new  o&pnng  haftens  to  appear. 
With  lucky  omens  guide  the  coming  hours, 
Command  the  circlir.g  feaibns  to  advance, 

And  form  their  renovated  dance, 
With  flowing  pleasures  fraught,    and  bkfs'J  by 
friendly  powers. 

ii. 

Thy  mouth,  O  Janut !  gave  me  fir  ft  to  know 
A  mortal's  trifling  cares  below; 
My  race  of  life  began  with  thee. 
Thus  far,  from  great  misfortunes  free,' 
Contented,  I  my  lot  endure, 
Nor  nature's  rigid  laws  arraign, 
Nor  fpurn  at  common  ills  in  vain, 
Which  folly  cannot  fhun,  nor  wife  reflection  cure. 

711. 

But  oh  ! — more  anxious  for  the  year  to  come, 
I  would  foreknow  my  future  doom. 
Then  tell  me,  Janus,  canft  thou  fpy 
Eve nts  that  yet  in  embryo  lie 
For  me,  in  time's  myfterions  womb  ? 
Tell  me — nor  fhall  1  dread  to  hear, 
A  thoufand  accidents  fevere; 
I'll  fortify  my  f*ul  the  load  to  bear, 
If  love  rejected  add  riot  to  its  weight, 
To  finilh  me  in  woes,  and  crufh  me  down  with  fate. 

Jy- 

But  if  the  goddefs,  in  whofe  charming  eyes, 
More  clearly  written  than  in  fate's  dark  book, 
My  joy,  my  grief,  my  all  of  future  fortune  lies ; 
If  fhe  mud  with  a  le.fs  propitious  look 
Forbid  my  humble  fucriike, 
Or  blaft  me  with  a  killing  fiv.vn; 
If,  Jinus,  this  thou  fee  it  in  (tore, 
Cut  fhort  my  mortal  thread,  and  now 
Take  back  the  gift  thou  didlV  beftow ! 
Here  let  me  lay  my  burden  down, 
And  ceafc  to  love  in  vain,  and  be  a  wre'.ch  no  more. 


CANTATA. 

£#/  ly  Mr.  GallLrd. 

WHILE  on  your  blooming  charms  I  gaze, 
Your  tender  lips,  your  fotft  enchanting  eyes, 
And  all  the  Venus  in  your  face, 
I'm  fill'd  with  pleafurc  and  furprife  : 
But,  cruel  goddefs  1  when  I  find 
Diana's  coldnefs  in  your  mind, 
How  can  I  bear  that  fix'd  difdain  ? 
My  pleafure  dies,  and  I  but  live  in  pain. 
VOL.  VII. 


AIR. 

Tyrant  Cup;:1  !  when,  relenting. 
Will  you  f)uch  the  charmer's  heart  ? 
Sooth  her  bread  to  fofc  confenting, 
Or  remove  from  mine  the  dart ! 
Tyrant  Cupid  !   when,  relenting, 
Will  you  tottc'i  the  charmer's  heart  ? 

RECITATIVE. 
But  fee '.  while  to  my  pafli.m  voice  I  give, 

Th'  applauded  beauty,  doubly  bright, 
Seems  in  the  moving  tale  to  take  delight, 

And  lo  >ks  as  me  would  let  me  live  ; 
And  yet  me  chides,  but  with  fo  fweet  an  air, 
That  while  fhe  love  denies,  fhe  yet  forbids  dsl'pair, 

AIR. 
Feur  not,  doubting  fair!  t'  approve  sue  ; 

C»n  you  love  me  ? 
Frown  not,  if  you  anfr/cr  no  ; 
If  you  anfvver,  frown  not,  no. 
When  again  I  afk,  purfuing, 
If  you'll  day  and  fee  my  ruin  ? 
Fly — but  let  me  with  you  go  ! 
Blum  not,  doubting  fair  '.  C  approve  me; 

Can  you  love  me  ? 
Sank,  und  every  fear  forego  ! 


AN    ODE 

FOR  VOCAL  AND  INSTRUMENTAL  MUSIC, 

To  the  Memory  of  the  Mod  Noble 
WILLIAM  DUKE  OF  DEVONSHIRE. 

ANNO   MOCCV1I. 

Set  fa  Mufic  by  Mr.  Ptfufcb. 

[OVERTURE  or  SOFT  MUSIC.] 
BRITANNIA. 

RECITATIVE. 

YE  generous  arts  and  mufes,  join  ;  [flow. 

While  down   your   cheeks  the    dreaming  forrows 
Let  murmuring  firings  with  the  foft  voice  combine 
T*  exprd's  the  melody  of  woe. 

And  thou,  Auguda  !  rife  and  wait 
With  decent  honours  on  the  great ; 
Condole  my  lofs,  and  weep  Devonia's  fate. 

AIR.       [iCtti  Jluttt.] 

Queen  of  cities  !   leave  a  while 

Thy  beauteous  fmile, 
Turn  to  tender  grief  thy  joy. 
From  thy  fhore  of  Thames  replying, 
Gentled  echoes,  fainting,  dying, 
Shall  their  forrow  too  employ. 
Queen  of  cities  !  leave  awhile  ] 

Thy  beauteous  fmile, 
Turn' to  tender  grief  thy  joy. 

AUGUSTA. 

RECITATIVE. 

'Tis  fame's  chief  immortality, 
Britannia,  to  be  mourn' d  by  th«e', 
U 
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I  know  the  lofs;  from  midnight  fkie$ 
III  omens  hite  did  ftrike  my  eyes ; 
Near  the  radiant  northern  car 
I  look'd,  and  (aw  a  falling  ftar. 

AIR. 

Lands  remote  the  lofs  will  hear ; 
From  rocks  reporting, 

Seas  tranfporting, 
Will  the  wafted  furrow  bear. 

Winds  thar  fly 
Will  foftly  figh, 

A  ftar  has  left  the  Britifh  fphere. 
i.ands  remote,  &c. 

BRITANNIA. 

RECITATIVE. 

Great  George  !  whofe  azure  emblems  of  renown 
Are  the  fair  gifts  of  Britain's  crown, 
Patron  of  my  illuftrious  ifle  ! 
Thou  faw'Jt  thy  order  late  ex-prefs'd 
With  added  brightnefs  on  Devonia's  breaft ; 
Meet  the  companion  knight,  and  own  him  with  a 
flttite. 

DUETTO  FOR  BRITANNIA  AND 
AUGUSTA. 

BRIT. To  fliade  his  peaceful  grave, 

Let  growing  palms  exiend  '. 
AUG.  To  grace  his  peaceful  grave, 

Let  hovering  loves  attend  1 
BOTH.  VTo  fliade,  <kc. 
4.  To  grace,  &c. 

BRIT.  And  wakeful  fame  defend, 
AUG    Arid  grareful  truth  commend, 
BoTH.The  generous  and  the  brave! 

AUGUSTA. 

RECITATIVE. 

Now  fliall  Augufta's  fons  their  (kill  impart, 
And  fummon  the  dumb  fifter  art, 

In  marble  life  to  (how, 
What  the  patriot  was  below. 
Here,  let  a  weeping  Cupid  ftand, 
And  w'nund  himfclf  with  his  own  dart ; 
There  place  the  ducal  crown,  the  fword,  the  wand, 
The  mark  of  Anna's  truft  arid  his  command. 

AIR. 

Lofty  birth  and  honours  fliining, 

Bring,  a  light  on  noble  minds. 
Every  courtly  grace  combining, 
Every  generous  a&ion  joining, 

With  eternal  laurel  binds. 
Lofiy  birth  and  honours  fnining, 

Bring  a  light  on  noble  minds. 

BRITANNIA. 

RECITATIVE. 

Behold  fair  liberty  atrend, 
And  in  DevoWa's  lofs  bewail  a  friend. 

'cr  his  tomb  perpetual  limps  fhfr  lights, 
Then,  on  ]n--  urn  (Le  gorldtl*  writes  : 
"   P/efeive,  O  urn!  his  filuit  daft, 
'•  Who  faiihful  did  obey 


"  Princes  like  Anna,  good  and  juft, 
"  Yet  fcorn'd  his  freedom  to  betray  ; 
"  And,  hated  by  all  tvrants,  chofe 
"  The  glory  to  have  fuch  his  toes." 

AUGUSTA. 

RECITATIVE. 

Genius  of  Britain    give  thy  forrows  o'er  f 
A  grateful  tribute  thou  haft  paid 
To  thy  Devonia's  noble  (hade  ; 
Now  vainly  weep  the  dead  no  more ! 

For  fee — the  duke  and  patriot  flill  furvives, 
And  in  his  great  fucceffor  lives. 

BRITANNIA. 

RECITATIVE. 

I  own  the  new-arifing  light, 
I  fee  paternal  grandeur  fhine, 
Defcending  through  th'  illuftrious  line, 
In  the  fame  royal  favours  bright. 

Lajl  DUETTO,  -with  all  the  inflruments. 

BRIT.  Gently  fmooth  thy  flight,  O  rime  1 

AUG.  Smoothly  wing  thy  flight,  O  time,! 

BOTH.  And  as  thou  flying  groweft  old, 
Still  this  happy  race  behold 
In  Britannia's  court  fublime. 

BRIT.  Lead  along  their  fmiiing  hours  ; 

AUG.  Long  produce  their  fmiiing  hours; 

BoTH.Bleft  by  all  aufpici  >us  powers. 

BRIT.  Gently  fmooth  thy  flight,  O  time  L 

AUG.  Smoothly  wing  thy  flight,  O  time  '. 

BOTH.  And  as  thou  flying  groweft  old, 
Still  this  happy  race  behold 
In  Britannia's  court  fublime. 


EPILOGUE, 

SPOKEN  BY  MR.  MILLS, 

At  the  Queen's  Theatre,  on  bis  Benefit-night,  February 
16,1709.5  a  'title  before  tbe  Duke  of  Marlboraugb't 
going  for  Holland. 

WHETHER,  our  ftage  all  others  does  excel 
In  ftrcngth  of  wit,  we'll  not  prtfume  to  tell  : 
But  this,  with  noble,  confcious  pride,  we'll  fay, 
No  theatre  fuch  glories  can  difplay  ; 
Such  worth  confpicuous,  beauty  fo  divine, 
As  in  one  Britifli  audience  mingled  (hine. 
Who  can,  without  amazement,  turn  his  fight, 
And  mark  the  awful  circle  here  to-night  ? 
Warriors,  with  ever  living  laureU,  brought 
From  empires  fav'd,  from  battles  bravely  fought, 
Here  fit;  whofe  matchlefs  (lory  (hall  adorn 
Scenes  yetunwrit,  and  charm  e'en  ages  yet  unborn. 
Yet  who  would  not  expe£  fuch  martial  fire, 
That  fees  what  eyes  thofe  gallant  deeds  infpire  ? 
Valour  and  beauty  ftill  were  Britain's  claim,       ~j 
Both  are  her  great  prerogatives  of  fame  ;  / 

By  both  the  mufcs  live,  from   both  they  catch  f 
their  flame.  j 

Then  as  by  you,  in  folid  glory  bright, 
Our  envy'd  ifle  through  iiuropc  fprcads  her  light, 


POEM     S. 


And  rifihg  honcmrs  every  year  fuflain,         [reign  ; 
And  mark  the  golden  track  of  Anne's  diftinguilh'd 
So,  by  your  prefence  here,  we'll  ftrive  to  raife 
To  nobler  heights  our  action  and  our  plays ; 
And  poets  from  your  favours  (hall  derive 
That  immortality  they  boaft  to  give. 


WRITTEN  IN  A  WINDOW 

AT  GREENHITHE. 

GREAT  prefident  of  light,  and  eye  of  day, 
As  through  this  glafs  you  caft  your  vifual  ray, 
And  view  with  nuptial  joys  two  brothers  hleft, 
And  fee  us  celebrate  the  genial  feaft, 
Confefs  that  in  your  progrefs  round  the  fphere, 
You've  found  the  happieft  youths  and  brighteft 
beauties  here. 


THE  TOASTERS. 

WHIIE  circling  healths  infpire  your  fprightly  wit, 

And  on  each  glafs  fome  beauty's  praife  is  writ, 

You  afk,  my  friends,  how  can  my  filent  mufe 

To  Montague's  foft  name  a  verfe  refufe  ? 

Bright  though  fhe  be,  of  race  victorious  fprung, 

By  wits  ador'd,  and  by  court-poets  fung  ; 

Unmov'd  I  hear  her  perfon  call'd  divine, 

I  fee  her  features  uninfpiring  fhine  5 

A  fofter  fair  my  foul  to  tranfport  warms, 

And,  fhc  once  nam'd,  no  other  nymph  has  charms. 


TOFTS  AND  MARGARETTA. 

MBSIC  has  learn'd  the  difcords  of  the  ftate, 
And  concerts  jar  with  whig  and  tory  hate. 


Here  Somerfet  and  Devonshire  attfnd 

The  Brltifh  Tofts,  and  every  nofe  commend ; 

To  native  merit  juft,  and  pleas'd  to  fee 

We've  Roman  arts,  from  Roman  bondage  free : 

There  fam'd  L'Epine  does  equal  Ikill  employ, 

While  liflening  peers  crowd  to  th'  ecftatic  joy  : 

Bedford,  to  hear  her  fong,  his  dice  forfakes, 

And  Nottingham  is  raptur'd  when  fhe  (hakes  : 

Lull'd  ftatefmen  melt  away  their  drowfy  cares 

Of  England's  fafety,  in  Italian  airs. 

Who  would  not  fend  each  year  blank  paffcs  o'er, 

Rather  than  keep  fuch  ftrangers  from  our  fhore  ? 


THE  WANDERING  BEAUTY. 


THE  graces  and  the  wandering  loves 

Are  fled  to  diftant  plains, 
To  chafe  the  fawns,  or  deep  in  groves 

To  wound  admiring  fwains. 
With  their  bright  miftrefs  there  they  ftrayj 

Who  turns  her  carelefs  eyes 
From  daily  triumphs  ;  yet,  each  day, 
Beholds  new  triumphs  in  her  way, 

And  conquers  while  fhe  flies. 

n. 
But  fee  !  implor'd  by  moving  prayers, 

To  change  the  lover's  pain, 
Venus  her  harnefs'd  doves  prepares, 

And  brings  the  fair  again. 
Proud  mortals,  who  this  maid  purfue,' 

Think  you  (he'll  e'er  refign  ? 
Ceafe,  fools,  your  wifhes  to  renew, 
Till  fhe  grows  flefh  and  blood  like  youy 

Or  you,  like  her,  divine ! 


DIALOGUE 

DE 

L' 'AMOUR  ET  DE  POE'TE. 

LE  P-  AMOUR,  je  ne  veux  plus  aimer ; 
1 'abjure  a  janiais  ton  empire  : 
Mon  cceur,  laffe  de  fon  march  e, 
A  refolu  de  fe  calmer. 

L'AM.  Contrc  moi,  qui  peut  t'animer  ? 

Iris  dans  fes  bras  te  rapelle. 
LE  P.  Non,  Iris  eft  une  infidelle; 

Amour,  je  ne  veux  plus  aimer. 

L'AM.  Pour  toi,  j'ai  pris  foin  d'enflamer 
Le  coeur  d'une  beaute  nouvelle  ; 
Daphne. — l,eP.Non,Daphnen'eftqv;e  belle; 
Amour,  je  nc  veux  plus  aimer. 


DIALOGUE 

FROM  THE   FRENCH  OF 

MONSIEUR  DE  LA  MOTTE* 

POET.  No,  Love — I  ne'er  will  love  again ; 
Thy  tyrant  empire  I  abjure ; 
My  weary  heait  refolves  to  cure 
Its  wounds,  and  cafe  the  raging  pain. 

LOVE.  Fool !  canft  rhou  fly  my  happy  reign  ? 

Iris  recalls  thee  to  her  arms. 
POET.  She's  falfe — I  hate  her  perjur'd  charms ; 

No,  love — I  ne'er  will  love  again. 

LOVE.  But  know  for  thee  I've  toil'd  to  gain 

Daphne,  the  bright,  the  reigning  toaft. 

POET.  Daphne  but  common  eyes  can  boaft; 
No,  JLcve— I  ne'er  will  love  tgain, 
U  ij 
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L'AM.  D'un  fouplr,  tu  peux  defa.-mtr 

Dirce,  jufqu'ici  fi  fauvage. 
LE  P.  Elle  n'elt  plus  dans  le  bcl  age; 

Amour,  je  ne  veux  plus  aimer, 

L'AM.  Mais  fi  je  t'aidois  a  charmer 

La  jeune,  la  bri'lantc  l-'loie. — 
Tu  rougir — vas-tu  dire  encore, 
Amour,  jc  ne  vcux  plus  aimer. 

LE  P.  Non,  Dieu  charmam,  daigne  former 
Pour  nous  une  chaine  eiernelle ; 
Mais  pour  tout  ce  qui  n'eft  point  elle, 
Amour,  je  ne  veux. plus  aimer. 


LOVE.  She  who  before  fcorii'J  every  fwain, 
Dirce,  (hall  for  one  figh  be  thine. 

POET.   Age  makes  her  ray •>  to  .  laintiy  fhine; 
No,  love — I  ne'er  will  love  again. 

LOVE.  But  fhould  I  give  thee  charms  t"  obtain 
Flora,  the  young,  the  bright,  the  gay  : 
I  fee  thee  blufli — now,  rebel,  fay, 
No,  love — I  ne'er  will  love  again. 

POET.  No,  charming  god,  prepare  a  rtiain 
Eternal  for  that  fair  and  me  1 
Yet  ftill  know  every  fair  but  me, 
I've  vow'd  I  iic'er  will  love  again. 


VENUS  AND  ADONIS, 

A  CANTATA. 

Set  by  Mr.  Ha,.Jt/. 

RECITATIVE. 

BEHOLD  where  weeping  Venus  {lands ! 
What  more  than  moital  grief  can  move 
The  bright,  th'  immortal  queen  of  love  ? 
i>he  beats  her  breaft,  foe  wrings  her  hands; 
And  hark,  fhe  movrns,  but  mourns  in  vain, 
Her  beauteous,  lov'd  Adonis,  flain. 
The  hills  and  woods  her  lofs  deplore ; 
The  Naiads  hear,  and  flock  around ; 
And  echo  fight,  with  mimic  found, 

Adonis  is  no  more  ! 

Again  the  goddcfs  raves,  and  tears  her  hair  ; 
Then  vents  her  grief,  her  love,  and  her  dcfpair. 

AIR. 

Dear  Adonis  beauty's  treafure, 
Now  my  forrow,  once  my  pleafure ; 

O  return  to  Venus'  arms! 
Venus  never  will  forfake  thee ; 
Let  the  voice  of  love  o'ertake  thee, 
And  revive  thy  drooping  charms. 

RECITATIVE. 

Thus,  queen  of  beauty,  as  the  poets  feign, 
While  thou  didft  call  the  lovely  fwain; 

Transform'd  by  heavenly  power, 
The  lovely  fwain  arof.-  a  flower, 

And,  fi.oiling,  grac'd  die  plain. 
And  now  he  blooms,  and  now  he  fades; 
Venus  and  gloomy  Proferpine 
Alternate  claim  his  charms  divine ;         [fhades. 
By  turns  rcftor'd  to  light,  by  turns  he  feeks  the 

AIR. 

Tranfporting  joy, 
Tormenting  fears, 
Reviving  miik1", 
Succee^ii.p;  tears, 
Are  Cupid's  various  train.] 
The  tyrant  boy 


Prepares  his  darts, 
With  foothing  wiles, 
With  cruel  arts, 
And  pleafure  blends  with  paia. 


CANTATA. 

PASTORAL. 
Set  by  Dr.  Pcpufch. 

RECITATIVE. 

You  KG  Strephon,  by  his  folded  flseep, 

Sat  wakeful  on  the  plains : 
Love  held  his  weary  eyes  from  fleep, 
While  dent  in  the  vale, 
The  liftening  nightingale, 
Forgot  her  own,  to  hear  his  ftrain«. 
And  now  the  beauteous  queen  of  night, 

Unclouded  and  ferene, 
Shtds    on    the    neighbouring    fea    her    Clver 

light; 

The  neighbouring  fea  was  calm  and  bright  ; 
The  fluphe/d  fung  iulpir'd,  and  bid's 'd  the  lovely 
fcene. 

AIR. 
While  the  flcy  and  feas  are  finning, 

See,  my  Flora's  charms  they  wear; 
Secret  night,  my  joys  divining, 
I'ieas'a  my  amorous  talc  to  hear, 
Smiles,  and  tufrly  tuins  her  Iphere. 
While  the  flcy  and  fcas  are  mining, 
Sec,  my  Flora's  charms  they  wear. 

RECITATIVE. 

Ah,  foolifh  Strephon  !  change  thy  {train  ; 
•The  lovely  fcene  falfe  joy  infpires  : 
For  look,  thou  fond,  deluded  fwain, 
A  rifi.-ig  fix .i  .1.  i:.vaucs  the  main  i 
The  planet  of  the  night, 
Inconftant,  from  thy  fight 
Behind  a  cloud  retires. 


P     O     E     M    S. 


Flora  is  fled ;  thou  lov'ft  In  va'n  : 

Ah,  foolifli  Strephon!  change  thy  {train. 

41k. 

Hope  beguiling, 

Like  the  moon  and  ocean  fmiling, 
Does  thy  eafy  faith  betray  ; 

Flora  ranging, 

Like  the  moon  and  ocean  changing, 
More  incunftant  proves  than  they. 


BEAUTY,  AN  ODE. 


FAIR  rival  to  the  god  of  day, 
Beauty,  to  thy  coeleflial  ray 
A  thoufand  fprightly  fruits  we  owe; 
Gay  wit,  and  moving  eloquence, 
And  every  art  t'  improve  the  fenfr, 
And  every  grace  that  fliincs  below. 

ii. 

Not  Phoebus  does  our  fongs  infpire, 
Nor  did  Cyllcnius  form  the  lyre, 
' Tis  thou  art  muiic's  living  fpring ; 
To  thee  the  poet  tunes  his  Jays, 
And,fwietly  warbling  beauty's  praife, 
Defcribes  the  power  that  makes  him  (ing. 

ii'. 

Painters  from  thee  their  Ikiil  derive, 
By  thee  their  works  to  ages  live, 
For  ev'n  thy  fhadows  give  furprife, 
As  when  we  view  in  cryftal  ftreams 
The  morning  fun,  and  rifing  beam*, 
That  feem  to  (hoot  from  other  (kics. 

IV. 

Enchanting  vifion  !  who  can  be 
Unmov'd  that  turns  his  eyes  on  thee  ? 
Yet  brighter  ftill  thy  glories  fhine, 
And  double  charms  thy  power  improve, 
When  beauty,  drefs'd  in  fmiles  of  love, 
£rows,  like  its  parent  heaven,  divine  1 


Again  their  charms  recover. 
Would  you  fecttre  your  duty. 
Let  kindnefs  aid  your  beauty, 

Ye  fair,  to  footh  the  lover. 


MYRA,  A  CANTATA, 

Setfy  Dr.  Pcp'ufJj. 


LOVE  frowns  in  beauteous  Myra's  eyes; 

Ah,  nymph  !  thofe  cruel  looks  give  o'er., 
While  love  is  frowning,  beauty  dies, 

And  you  can  charm  no  more. 

RECITATIVE. 

Mark,  how  when  fullen  clouds  appear, 
And  wintry  ftorms  deface  the  year, 
The  prudent  cranes  no  longer  (lay, 
But  take  the  wing,  and  through  the  air, 
From  the  cold  region  fly  away, 
Aud  far  o'er  land  and  Itas  to  warmer  climes  repair. 
Juft  fo,  my  heart — But  fee — Ah  no  ! 
She  fmiles — I  will  not,  cannot  go, 
AIR 

Love  and  the  graces  fmiling, 

In  Myra's  eyes  beguiling, 


ALEXANDER'S  FEAST  : 

OR 

'THE  POWER  OF  MUSIC. 

AN  ODE  IN  HONOUR  OF  ST.  CECILIA'S  DAT. 

By  Mr.  Dryde*. 
ALTERED  FOR  MUSIC  BY   MR.  HUGHES. 


RECITATIVE. 

'  TWAS  at  the  royal  feaft,  for  Perfia  won 
By  Philip's  warlike  fon  ; 
Aloft  in  awful  ftate, 
The  godlike  hero  fate 
On  his  imperial  throne : 
His  valiant  peers  were  plac'd  around  ; 
Their  brows  with  rofes  and  with  myrtles  bound. 

AIR. 

Lovely  Thais  by  his  fide 
Blooming  fat  in  beauty's  pride. 
Happy,  happy,  happy  pair  ! 
None  but  the  brave  deferves  the  fair  ! 
n. 

RECITATIVE. 

Timotheus  plac'd  on  high, 
Amid  the  tuneful  quire, 
With  flying  fingers  touch'd  the  lyre ; 
Trembling  the  notes  afcend  the  iky, 
And  heavenly  joys  infpire. 
The  fong  began  from  Jove, 
Who  left  his  blifsful  feats  above* 
(Such  is  the  power  of  mighty  love  .') 
A  dragon's  fiery  form  bely'd  the  god ; 
Sublime  on  radiant  fpires  he  rode, 
When  he  to  fair  Olympia  prefs'd, 
And  whik  he  fought  her  fnowy  bread  ; 
Then  round  her  (lender  waift  he  curl'd, 
And  (lamp'd  an  image  of  himfelf,  a  fovereign  o£ 

the  world. 

Theliftening  crowd  adore  the  lofty  found, 
A  prefent  deity,  they  (hout  around  ; 
A  prefent  deity,  the  echoing  roofs  rebound  1 

AIR. 

With  ravifh'd  ears 
The  monarch  hears, 
Aflumes  the  god, 
Affects  the  nod, 
And  feems  to  (hake  the  fpheres. 
in' 

RECITATIVE. 

The  praife  of  Bacchus  then  the  fweet  mufician  fung, 
Of  Bacchus  ever  fair,  and  ever  young : 
Behold  he  comes,  the  vicior  god  1 
Flufh'd  with  a  purple  grace, 
He  (hews  his  honeft  face ;  [rode, 

As  when,  by  tigers  drawn,  o'er  India's  plains  he 
Uiij 
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While,  Icu.l  with  conqueft  and  with  wine, 
His  jolly  troop  around  him  reel'd  along, 
And  taught  the  vocal  fkies  to  join 
In  this  applauding  fong. 

DUETTO. 

Bacchus  ever  gay  and  young, 

Firft  did  drinking  joys  ordain  : 

I.  Bacchus'  bleffings  are  a  treafure, 

a.  Drinking  is  the  f»ldicr's  pleafurc. 

I.  Rich  the  treafure  ! 
•  a.  Sweet  the  pleafure  '. 

Sweet  is  pleafurc  after  pain  '. 

IV. 

RECITATIVE. 

Fir'd  with  the  found,  the  king  grew  vain ; 
Fougb,t  all  his  battles  o'er  again, 
And  thrice  he  routed  all  his  foes,  and  thrice  he 
»  flew  the  flain. 

The  matter  faw  the  madnefs  rife, 
His  glowing  cheeks,  his  ardent  eyes; 
And  while  he  heaven  and  earth  dcfy'd, 
He  chofe  a  mournful  mufe, 
Soft  pity  to  infufe  ; 

Then  thus  he  chang'd  his  fong,  and  check'd  his 
pride. 

AIR. 

See  Darius  great  and  good, 

By  too  fevere  a  fate, 

Fall'n  from  hia  high  eftatc  ; 
Behold  his  flowing  bipod  ! 
On  earth  th"  expiring  monarch  lies, 
With  not  a  friend  to  cloic  his  eyes, 
v. 

RECITATIVE. 

With  downcafl  looks  the  joylefs  vidlor  fate? 
Reyolvihg  in  his  aher'd  foul 
The  various  turns  of  chance  below ; 
And,  now  and  then,  a  figh  he  Hole, 

Arid  tears  began  to  flow. 
The  mighty  mailer  fmii'd  to  fee 
That  love  was  in  the  next  degree, 
'Twas  but  a  kindred  found  to  meve  : 
For  pity  melts  the  mind  to  love. 
Softly  fweet  in  Lydian  mcafures, 
boon  he  footh'd  his  foul  to  pleafures. 

AIR.     \_toitb  fittu.] 
War  is  toil  and  trouble, 
Honour  is  an  airy  bubble, 
Never  ending,  ftill  beginning, 
Fighting  flill,  and  ftill  deftroyirg, 
If  the  world  be  worth  thy 'winning, 
Think,  O  think  it,  worth  enjoying; 
Lovely  Thais  fits  bcfice  thee, 
Take  the  good  the  gods  provide  thee. 

VI. 

RECITATIVE. 

The  prince,  unable  to  conceal  his  pain, 
Gaz'd  on  the  fair. 
Who  caus'd  his  care, 

Anfl  figh'd  and  lock'd,  figh'd  and  look'd, 
Sigh'd  and  look'd,  and  figh'd  ngain  : 
At  length,  with    love    and  wine  at  once  op- 

prcfs'd. 
The  \anquifh 'd  viflor  funk  upon  her  breaft. 


DUETTfl. 

I.  Pbcebus,  patron  of  the  lyre, 
a.  Cupid,  god  of  foft  defire, 
I.  Cupid,  god  of  foft  defire, 
1.  Phcebus,  patron  of  the  lyre, 
I.  and  1.  How  victorious  are  your  charnu! 

1.  Crown'd  with  conqueft, 

2.  Full  of  glory, 

I.  and  i.  See  a  monarch  fall'n  before  ye, 
Chain'd  in  beauty's  clafping  arms ! 

VII. 
RECITATIVE. 

Now  ftrike  the  golden  lyre  again  ; 
A  louder  yet,  and  yet  a  louder  (train  : 
Break  his  bands  of  fleep  afunder, 
Rouze  him,  like  a  rattling  peal  of  thunder. 
Hark,  hark,  the  horrid  found 
Has  rais'd  up  his  head, 
As  awak'd  from  the  dead, 
And  amaz'd  he  flares  around  i 

AIR.     [•witbfympbonici.] 
Revenge,  revenge,  Aleclo  cries, 
See  the  furies  ariie  '. 
See  the  fnakes  that  they  rear, 
How  they  hifs  in  their  hair, 
And  the  fpaiklesthat  flafli  from  their  eyes'. 

VIII. 
RECITATIVE. 

Behold  a  ghaftly  band, 
Each  a  torch  in  his  hand  ! 

Thofe  art  Grecian  ghofts,  that  in  battle  were  flainj 
And  unbury'd  remain, 
Inglorious  on  the  plain. 
Give  the  vengeance  due 
To  the  valiant  crew. 
Behold  how  they  tofs  their  torches  on  high, 

How  they  point  to  the  Perfian  abodes, 
And  glittering  temples  of  their  hollile  gods  : 

AIR. 

The  princes  applaud  with  a  furious  joy; 
And  the  king  feiz'd  a  flambeau,  with  zeal  to  dcf- 
troy ; 

Thai*  led  the  way, 
To  light  him  to  his  prey, 
And,  like  another  Helen,  fir'd  another  Troy. 

IX. 

RECITATIVE. 

Thus,  long  ago, 
Ere  heaving  bellows  Icarn'd  to  blow, 

While  organs  yet  were  mute; 
Timotheus,  to  his  breathing  flute, 

And  founding  lyre, 

Could  fwell  the  foul  to  rage,  or  kindle  foft  defire. 
At  laft  divine  Cecilia  came, 
Inventrels  of  the  vocal  frame  ; 
The  fwtet  enthufiaft,  from  her  lacred  flore, 
Enlarg'd  the  former  narrow  bounds, 
And  added  length  to  folcmn  founds, 
With  nature's  mother-wit,  and  arts  unknown  be« 
fore. 

AIR. 

Let  old  Timotheus  yield  the  prize, 

Or  both  divide  the  crown  ; 
He  rkis'd  a  mortal  to  the  fkies: 

ihc  drew  an  angel  dowq. 


POEMS. 


SONGS. 


THY  origin's  divine,  I  fee, 

Of  mortal  race  thou  canft  not  be  ; 

Thy  lip  a  ruby  luftre  (hows  ; 

Thy  purple  cheek  outfhines  the  rofe, 

And  thy  bright  eye  is  brighter  far 

Than  any  planet,  any  ftar 

Thy  fordid  way  of  life  defpifc, 

Above  thy  flavery,  Silvia,  rife  ; 

Difplay  thy  beauteous  form  and  mien, 

And  grow  a  goddefs,  or  a  queen. 

II. 

CONSTANTIA,  fee,  thy  faithful  Have 
Dies  of  the  wound  thy  beauty  gave  1 
Ah  i  gentle  nymph,  no  longer  try 
From  fond  purfuing  love  to  fly. 

Thy  pity  to  my  love  impart, 
Pity  my  bleeding  aching  heart, 
Regard  my  Cghs  and  flowing  tears, 
And  with  a  fmile  remove  my  fears. 

A  wedded  wife  if  thou  wouldft  be, 
By  facred  Hymen  join'd  to  me, 
Ere  yet  the  weftern  fun  decline, 
My  haad  and  heart  (hall  both  be  thine. 

lit 

THRICE  lov'd  Conftantia,  heavenly  fair, 
For  thee  a  fervant's  form  I  wear ; 
Though  bleft  with  wealth,  and  nobly  born, 
For  thee,  both  wealth  and  birth  I  fcorn  : 
Truft  me,  fair  maid,  my  conftant  flame 
For  ever  will  remain  the  lame  ; 
My  love,  that  ne'er  will  ceafe,  my  love 
Shall  equal  to  thy  beauty  prove. 


TRANSLATED  FROM  PERSIAN  VERSES, 

Alluding  to  tie  euftam  of  Wemen  being  luried  -with  their 
Hujbandf,  and  Men  -with  their  Wiws. 

ETERN AL  are  the  chains  which  here 

The  generous  fouls  of  lovers  bind, 
V  hen  Hymen  joins  our  hands,  we  fwear 

To  be  for  ever  true  and  kind; 
And  when,  by  death,  the  fair  are  fnatch'd  away, 

Left  we  our  Iblemn  vows  fhould  break, 
In  the  fame  grave  our  living  corpfe  we  lay, 

And  willing  the  fame  fate  partake. 


ANOTHER. 

MY  deareft  fpoufe,  that  thou  and  I 

May  fliun  the  fear  which  firft  fhall  die, 

Clafp'd  in  each  other's  arms  we'll  live, 
Alike  confum'J  in  love's  foft  fire, 

That  neither  may  at  laft  furvive, 
But  gently  both  at  once  expire. 


ON  ARQUEANASSA  OF  COLOPUOS. 

AROJJE/VNASSA'S  charms  infyire 

Within  my  bread  a  lover's  fire  ; 
Age,  its  feeble  fpite  difplaying, 

Vainly  wrinkles  all  her  face, 
Cupids,  in  each  wrinkle  playing, 

Charm  my  eyes  with  lading  grace  : 
But,  before  old  time  purfued  her, 

Ere  he  funk  thefe  little  caves, 
How  I  pity  thofe  who  view'd  her, 

And  in  youth  were  made  her  ilaves  ! 


ON  FULVIA,  THE  WIFE  OF  ANTHONY 

FROM  THE  LATIN  OF  AUGUSTUS  CJESAR. 

WHILE  from  his  confort  falfe  Antonius  flies, 
And  doats  on  Glaphyra's  far  brighter  eyes, 
Fulvia,  provok'd,  her  female  arts  prepares, 
Reprifals  feeks,  and  fpreads  for  me  her  fnares. 
"  The  hufband'  falfe." — But  why  muft  I  endure 
This  naufeow?  plague,  and  her  revenge  procure  ? 
What  though  (he  aflc  ? — How  happy  were  my^ 
doom,  f 

Should  all  the  difcontented  wives  of  Rome          T 
Repair  in  crowds  to  me,  when  fcorn'd  at  home  !  j 
"  'Tis  war,"  five  fays,  "  if  I  refufe  her  charms:" 
Let's    think — (he's    ugly. — Trumpets,    found  to 


HUDIBRAS  IMITATED, 
Written  in  17 16. 

O  BLESSED  time  of  reformation, 
That's  now  beginning  through  the  nation  ' 
The  Jacks  bawl  loud  for  church  triumphant, 
And  fwear  all  Whigs  fhall  kifs  the  rump  on't.  - 
See  how  they  draw  the  beaftly  rabble 
With  zeal  and  noifes  formidable, 
And  make  all  cries  about  the  town. 
Join  notes  to  roar  fanatics  down  ! 
As  bigots  give  the  fign  about, 
They  ftretch  their  throats  with  hideous  fhout. 
Black  tinkers  bawl  aloud  "  to  fettle 
"  Church  privilege" — for  "  mending  kettle." 
Each  fow-gelder  that  blows  his  horn, 
Cries  out  "  to  have  diffenters  fworn." 
The  oyfter-wenches  lock  their  fifli  up, 
And  cry"  no  Prefbyterian  bifliop  !" 
The  moufe-trap  men  lay  fave-alls  by, 
And  'gainft  "  low-church  men"  loudly  cry  » 
A  creature  of  amphibious  nature, 
That  trims  betwixt  the  land  and  water, 
And  leaves  his  mother  in  the  lurch, 
To  fide  with  rebels  'gainft  the  church  ! 
Some  cry  for"  penal  laws,"  inftead 
Of"  pudding- pies,  and  gingerbread  :" 
And  fome,  for  "  brooms,  old  boots,  and  ilioe«i 
Roar  out,  "  God  blefs  our  common;  howle  L"y«  •-. 
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Sonic  bawl  "  the  votes"  about  the  town, 

And  wifh  they'd  "  vote  diffcnters  down." 

Jnflead  of"  kitchen-fluff,"  fonif  cry, 

"  Confound  the  late  Whi^  mioiftry  !" 

And  fome,  for  '  any  chairs  to  mend," 

The  commons  late  addrefs  commend. 

Some  for  "  old  gowns  for  china  wart," 

Exclaim  agavnft,"  extempore  prayer:" 

And  fome  for  "  old  fuits,  cloaks,  or  coats," 

Cry,  "  D — n  your  preacher* without  notes!" 

He  that  cries  "  coney-fkins,  or  onions," 

Blames  "  toleration  of  opinion*," 

Blue-apron  whores,  that  fit  with  furmety, 

Rail  at  "  occafional  conformity." 

Inflead  of  "  cucumbers  to  picklf ," 

Some  cry  aloud, "  no  conventicle  '." 

3Vlafons,  inftead  of  "  building  houfes," 

To  "  build  the  church,"  would  ftarve  their  fpsufcs, 

And  gladly  leave  their  trades,  for  ftorming 

The  meeting  houfes,  or  informing. 

Bawds,  {trumpets,  and  religion-haters, 

Pimps,  pandars,  atheifls,  fornicators, 

Jlogues,  that,  like  Falftaff,  fcarce  know  whether 

A  church's  infide's  (tone  or  leather, 

Yet  join  the  parfons  and  the  people, 

To  cry  "  the  church," — but  mean  "  the  fteeple." 

If,  holy  mother,  fuch  you'll  own 
Tor  your  true  fons,  and  fuch  alone, 
Then  heaven  have  mercy  upon  you, 
But  the  de'il  take  your  beaftly  crew  1 


ANODE 

TO    THE    CREATOR    OF    THE    WORLD  : 
Occafionedby  tbe  Fragments  of  Orpteus. 

"  Quid  prius  dicam  foli'.is  parentis 

"  Laudibus  ? 

"  Qui  mar*  et  terras  variifque  mundum 

"  Temperat  her  is  ? 
"  Unde  nil  majus  generatnr  ipfo, 
"  Nee  viget  quicquam  fimile  aut  fecundum." 

HOR. 


INTRODUCTION. 

THAT  the  praifes  of  the  Author  of  Nature,  which 
is  the  fitted  fubjecT:  for  the  fublime  way  of  writ 
ing,  was  the  moft  ancient  ufe  <•{  poetry,  cannot  be 
learned  from  a  more  proper  inftance  (next  to  ex 
amples  of  holy  writ)  than  from  the  Greek  frag 
ments  of  Orpheus ;  a  relique  of  great  antiquity  : 
they  contain  feveral  verfes  concerning  God,  and 
his  making  and  governing  the  univerfe ;  which, 
though  imperfect,  have  many  noble  hints  and  lofty 
pxpreffions.  Yet,  whether  thefe  verftswere  indeed 
written  by  that  celebrated  father  of  poetry  and  mu- 
fic,  who  preceded  Homer,  or  by  Oncmacritus,  who 
lived  about  the  time  of  Pififtratus,  and  only  contain 
fome  of  the  doctrines  of  Orpheus,  is  a  queltion  of 
little  ufe  or  importance,  • 


A  large  paraphrafc  of  thrfe  in  French  verfe  ha» 
been  prefixed  to  the  tranflation  of  Phocylides,  but 
in  a  flat  ftyle,  much  inferior  to  the  dcfign.  The 
following  Ode,  with  many  alterations  and  addi 
tions  proper  to  a  modern  poem,  is  attempted  upon 
the  fame  model,  in  a  language  which,  having 
frronger  finews  than  the  French,  is,  by  the  con- 
feffion  cf  their  beft  critic  Rapiii,  more  capable  of 
fuftaining  great  fubje<fts. 


O     D     E. 


O  MUSS  unfcignM  !  O  true  celeftlal  fir?, 
Brighter  than  that  which  rules  the  day, 
Delcend  !  a  mortal  tongue  infpire 

To  fmg  fome  groat  immortal  lay  ! 
Begin,  and  ftrike  aloud  the  confecrated  lyre  ! 
Hence,  ye  profane  !  be  far  away  ! 
Hence  all  ye  impious  fiV.i'es  that  bow 
To  idol  lufts,  or  altars  raife, 
And  to  falfc  heroes  give  fantafHc  praife  ! 
And  hence  ye  gods,  who  to  a  crime  your  fpurioug 

beings  owe ! 

But  hear,    0  heaven,   and  earth,   and  feas  pro 
found  ! 

Hear,  ye  fathom'd  deeps  below. 
And  let  your  echoing  vaults  repeat  the  found ; 
Let  nature,  trembling  all  arourd, 
Attend  her  matter's  awful  name, 
From  whom  heaven,  earth,  and  ftas,  and  all  the 
wide  creation  came. 

n. 

He  fpcke  the  great  command;  and  %ht, 
Heaven's  eldeft-born  and  faireft  child, 
Flafli'd  in  the  lowering  face  of  ancient  nijrrit, 
And.  pleas'd  wirh  its  own  birth,  ferently  fmil'd. 
The  fons  of  morring,  on  the  wing, 
Hovering  in  choirs,  his  praifes  fung, 
When  from  th'  unbounded  vacuous  fpace 
A  beauteous  rifingjvorld  they  faw, 
When  nature  fhew'd  her  yet  unSnifh'd  face, 
And  motion  took  the  tflablifh'd  law 
To  roll  the  various  globes  on  high  ; 
When"  time  was  taught  his  infant  wings  to  try, 
And  from  the  barrier  fprung  to  his  appointed  race. 

in. 

Supreme,  Almighty,  ffill  the  fame  ! 
Tis  he,  the  prent  infpiiing  mind, 
That  animates  and  moves  this  univerfal  frame, 
Prelent  at  once  in  all,  ar.d  by  no  place  confin'd. 

Not  heaven  itfelf  can  bound  his  fway  ; 
Beyond  th'  untravcll'd  limits  of  the  iky, 
Invifible  to  mortal  eye 
He  dwells  in  uncreated  day. 
Without  beginning,  without  end  ;  'tis  he 
That  rills  th'  unmeafur'd  growing  orb  of  vaft  im- 
menfity, 

IV. 

What  power  but  his  can  rule  the  changeful  mnin, 
And  wake  the  fkeping  ilorm,  or  its  loud  rage  rc- 

ftrain  ? 

When  winds  their  gather'd  forces  try, 
And  the  chaf'd  ocean  proudly  fwells  in  vain, 
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His  voice  reclaims  th'  impetuous  roar ; 
In  murmuring  tides  th'  abated  billows  fly, 
And  the  fpent  tempeft  dies  upon  the  fhore. 
The  meteor  world  is  his,  heaven's  wintry  (lore, 

The  moulded  hail,  the  feather'd  fnow  ; 
The  fumracr  breeze,  the  foft  refrefliing  fliower, 
The  loofe  divided  cloud,  and  many-colour'd  bow  ; 

The  crooked  lightning  darts  around, 

His  fover/eign  orders  to  fulfil ; 
The  {hooting  flame  obeys  th'  eternal  will, 
Launch'd  from  his  haUd,  inftru<5ted  where  to  kill, 
Or  rive  the  mountain  oak,  or  blaft  th'  uumelter'd 
ground. 

v. 
Yet,  pleas'd  to  bids,  indulgent  to  fupply, 

He,  with  a  father's  tender  care, 
Supports  the  numerous  family 
That  peoples  earth,  and  fea,  and  air. 
From  nature's  giant  race,  th'  enormous  elephant 
Down  to  the  infect  worm  and  creeping  aut; 

From  th*  eagle,  fovereign  of  the  flcy, 

To  each  inferior  ftather'd  brood  ; 

From  crowns  and  purple  rnajefty 

To  humble  fhepherds  on  the  plain, 
His  hand  unfetn  divides  to  all  their  food, 

And  the  whole  world  of  life  fuftains. 

VI. 

At  one  wide  view  his  eye  furveys 

His  works,  in  every  dillant  clime ; 

He  fhifts  the  feafons,  months,  and  days, 

The  flmrt-liv'd  offspring  of  revolving  time  ; 
By  turns  they  die,  by  turns  are  born  ; 
Now  cheerful  fpring  the  circle  leads, 
And  flrows  with  flowers  the  fmiling  meadi ; 

Gay  fummer  next,  whom  reflet  robe*  adorn, 

And  waving  fields  of  yellow  corn  ; 
Then  autumn,  who  with  lavilh  llores^the  Jap  of 
rature  fpreads ; 

Decrepit  winter,  laggard  in  the  dance, 
(Like  feeble  age  opprefs'd  with  pain) 
A  heavy  feafon  does  maintain, 
With  driving  fnows,  and  winds  and  ruin  ; 
Till  fpring,  recruited  to  advance, 
The  various  year  rolls  round  again. 

VII. 

But  who,  thou  great  ador'd,  who  can  withftar.d 
The  terrors  <;!'  thy  lifted  hand, 
When,  lung  provok'd,  thy  wrath  awakes, 

And  confcious  nature  to  her  centre  fhakes  ? 
Rais'd  by  thy  voice,  the  thunder  flies, 

Hurling  pale  fear  and  wild  confufion  round, 

How  dreadful  is  th'  inimitable  found, 
The  fl\ock  of  earth  and  fens,  and  labour  of  the  Ikies! 
Then  where's  ambition's  haughty  creft  ? 
Where  the  gay  head  of  wanton  pride  ? 

See!  tyrants  fall,  and  wifli  the  opening  ground 
Would  take  them  quick  to  {hades  of  reft, 
And  in  their  con,,   i,n  parent"'--  breaft 

From  thee  their  bury'd  forms  for  ever  hide ; 

In  vain — for  all  the  elements  confpire, 
Th<  fhatttr'd  eaith,  the  rufhiitg  fea, 
Tern;  •  hioii:  air,  ,ind  raging  fire, 

To  piMiilh  vile  mankind,  and  fight  for  thee; 

Nor  deith  itfe'.f  can  intercept  the  blow, 
Eternal  "  tnc  g11*'1.  an<i  without  end  the  wee. 
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VIII. 

O  Cyrus !  Alexander  !  Julius !  all 

Ye  mighty  lords  that  ever  rul'd  this  ball ! 

Once  gods  of  earth,  the  living  deflinies 

That  made  a  hundred  nations  bow  ! 

Where's  your  extent  of  empire  now ! 
Say  where  preferv'd  your  phantom  glory  lies? 

Can  brafs  the  fleeting  thing  fecure  ? 

Enfhriu'd  in  temples  does  it  flay  ? 
Or  in  huge  amphitheatres  endure 
The  rage  of  rolling  time,  and  fcorn  decay  ? 
Ah  no  !  the  mouldering  monuments  of  fame 

Your  vain  deluded  hopes  betray, 
Nor  fhcw  th'  ambitious  founder's  name, 
Mix'd  with  yourfelves  in  the  fame  mafs  of  clay. 

IX. 

Proceed,  my  mufe  !  Time's  wafting  thread  pur, 

fue, 

And  fee  at  laft  th'  unravel'd  clue, 
When  cities  fink,  and  kingdoms  are  no  more, 
And  weary  nature  fhall  her  work  give  o'er. 
Behold  th'  Almighty  Judge  on  high! 
See  in  his  hand  the  hook  of  fate  ! 
Myriads  of  fpirits  fill  the  flcy 
T'attend,  with  dread  folemnity, 
The  world's  laft  fccne,  and  time's  concluding 

date. 

The  feeble  race  of  (hort-liv'd  vanity 
The  fsckly  pomp  at  once  fhall  die  ; 
Foul   guilt   to    midnight   caves  will  ftirink  a. 

way, 

Look  back,  and  tremble  in  her  flight, 
And  curfe  at  heaven's  purfuing  light. 
Surrounded  with  the  vengeance  of  that  day. 
How  will  you  then,  ye  impious,  'fcapc  your 

dooms. 

Self-judg'd,  abandon'd,  overcome? 
Your  clouds  of  painted  blifs  fhall  melt  before  your 

fight. 
Yet  fha.l  you  not  the  giddy  chafe  refrain, 

Nor  hope  more  folid  blifs  t'  obtain, 
Nor  once  repeat  the  joys  you  knew  before  ; 
But  figh,  a  long  eternity  of  pain, 
Toft  in  an  ocean  of  defire,  yet  never  find  a  ihorc. 

x. 

But  fee  where  the  mild  Sovereign  fits  prepar'd 
His  better  fubje&s  to  reward  ! 
Where  am  I  now  I  what  power  divine 
Tranfports  me  !  what  immortal  fplendors  fliinc! 
Torrents  of  glory  that  opprefs  the  fight ! 
What  joys,  celeftial  King  !   thy  throne  furround  '. 
The  fun,  who,  with  thy  borrow'd  beams  fo  bright, 
Sees  not  his  peer  in  all  the  ftarry  round, 
Would  here  diminifh'd  fade  away, 
Like  his  pale  fifter  of  the  night, 
When  fhe  rcfigns  her  delegated  light, 

Loft  in  the  blaze  of  day. 
Here  wonder  only  can  take  place  ;— 
Then,  mvife,  th'  adventurous  flight  forbear! 
Thefe  myftic  fcenes  thou  canft  no  farther  trace  ; 
Hope  may  feme  bouadlefs  future  blifs  embrace, 

But  what,  or  when,  or  how,  or  where, 
Are  mazes  all,  which  fancy  runs  in  vain  ; 
Nor  can  the  narrow  cells  of  human  brain 
The  vaft  imnieafurable  thought  contain. 
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TO  MR.  ADDISON, 

ON     HIS     TRAGEDY     OF     CATOi 

THOUGH  Cato  fliines  in  Virgil's  epic  fong, 
Prefcribing  laws  among  th*  Elyfian  throng  ; 
Though  Lncan's  verfe,  exalted  by  his  name, 
O'er  gods  themfelves  has  rais'd  the  hero's  fame  ; 
The  Roman  flage  did  ne'er  his  image  fee, 
Drawn  at  full  length ;  a  taflc  referv'd  for  thee. 
By  thce  we  view  the  finifh'd  figure  rife, 
.And  awful  march  before  our  ravifh'd  eyes  ; 
We  hear  his  voice,  affi  rting  virtue's  caufe  ; 
His  fate  renew'd  our  deep  attention  draws, 
Excites  by  turns  our  various  hopes  and  fears, 
And  all  the  patriot  in  thy  fcene  appears. 

On   Tiber's   bank    thy   thought  was  firft  in 

fpir'd ; 

*Twas  there,  to  fome  indulgent  grove  retir'd, 
Rome's  ancient  fortunes  rolling  in  thy  mind, 
Thy  happy  mufe  this  manly  work  defign'd  : 
Or  in  a  dream  thou  faw'fr,  Rome'*  genius  {land, 
And,  leading  Cato  in  his  facred  hand, 
Point  out  th'  immortal  fubjetft  of  thy  lays, 
And  aflc  this  labour  to  record  his  praife. 

"Tis  done — the  hero  lives  and  charms  our  age  ! 
While  nobler  morals  grace  the  Britifh  flage. 
Great   Shakfpeare's  ghoft,  the  folemn   flrain  to 

hear, 

(Methinks  I  fee  the  laurel'd  fhade  appear !) 
Will  hover  o'er  the  fcent,  and  wondering  view 
His  favourite  Brutus  rival'd  thus  by  you. 
Such  Roman  greatnefs  in  each  action  fhines, 
Such  Roman  eloquence  adorns  your  lines, 
That  fure  the  Sibyls  books  this  year  foretold, 
And  in  fome  myftic  leaf  was  found  inroll'd, 
*  Rome,   turn   thy   mournful   eyes  from  Afric's 

fhore, 

Nor  ID  her  fands  thy  Cato's  tomb  explore  ! 
When  thrice  fix  hundred  times  the  circling  fun 
His  annual  race  fhall  through  the  zodiac  fun 
An  ifle  remote  his  monument  fhall  rear, 
And  every  generous  Briton  pay  a  tear.' 


ADVICE   TO   MR.    POPE, 

%n  Lh  intended  Tranjlat'ion  of  Homer's  Iliad,  If  1 4. 

O  THOU,  who,  with  a  happy  genius  born, 
Canft  tuneful  verfe  in  flowing  numbers  turn, 
Crown'd   on   thy    Windfor'*    plains    with    early 

bays, 

Be  early  wife,  nor  truft  to  barren  praife. 
Blind  was  the  bard  that  fung  Achilles'  rage, 
He  fung,  and  begg'd,  and  cur&'dth'  ungiving  age 
If  Britain  his  tranfiated  fong  would  hear, 
Firft  take  the  gold — then  charm  the  liftening  ear; 
So  fhall  thy  father  Homer  fmile  to  fef 
His  pcnfion  paid — thovgh  late,  and  paid  to  thec. 


TO   THE  MEMORY  OF  MILTON. 

Homer's  Defcription  of  himfelf,  under  the  Charac 
ter  of  Demodochus  the  Mufician  at  the  Feaft  of 
King  Alcinous. 

From  tie  Eighth  Book  of  the  Odyjfeyt. 

THE  mufe  with  tranfport  lov'd  him  ;  yet,  to  fill 
His  various  lot,  fhe  blende4  good  with  ill; 
Depriv'd  him  of  his  eyes,  but  did  impart 
The  heavenly  gift  of  fong,  and  all  the  tuneful  ait. 


TO    A    LADY, 

With  the  Tragedy  of  Catt. 

Two  fhining  maids  this  happy  work  difplays; 
Each  moves  our  rapture,  both  divide  our  praife ; 
In  Marcia,  we  her  godlike  father  trace; 
While  Lucia  triumphs  with  each  fofter  grace, 
One  ftrikcs  with  awe,  and  one  gives  chafte  delight ; 
That  bright  as  lightning,  this  ferene  as  light. 
Yet  by  the  mufe  the  fhadow'd  forms  were  wrought, 
And  both  are  creatures  of  the  poet's  thought. 

In  her  that  animates  thefe  lines,  we  view 
The  wonder  greater,  the  defcription  true ; 
Each  livii  g  virtue,  every  grace  combin'd, 
And  Marcia's  worth  with  Lucia's  fweetnefs  join'd. 

Had  fhe  been  born  ally'd  to  Cato's  name, 
Numidia's  prince  had  felt  a  real  flame  ; 
And,  pouring  his  refiftlefs  troops  from  far, 
With  bolder  deeds  had  turn'd  the  doubtful  war ; 
Casfar  had  fled  before  his  conqtering  arms, 
And  Roman  mufcs  fung  her  beauty's  charms. 


A     FRAGMENT. 

PROMISCUOUS  crowds  to  worthlefs  riches  born, 
Thy  pencil  paints,  'tii  true,  yet  paints  with  fcorn. 
Sometimes  the  fool,  by  nature  left  half-made, 
Mov'd  Ky  fome  happy  inilincl  afks  thy  aid, 
To  give  his  face  to  reafon  fome  pretence, 
And  raife  his  looks  with  fupplemental  fenfe. 


SERENATA   FOR   TWO  VOICES, 

On  tie  Marriage  of  tie 

IGHT  HON.  LORD  CCBI1AM  TO  MRS. ANNE  HALSET. 
DUETTO. 

WAKE  th'  harmonious  voice  and  firing, 
Love  and  Hymen's  triamph  fing. 
Sounds  with  fecrct  charm*  combining, 
In  melodious  union  jcinirg, 


P    O 


M    S. 


Beft  the  wondrous  joys  can  tell, 
That  in  hearts  united  dwell. 


RECITATIVE. 

Firft  Voice. 

To  young  Victoria's  happy  fame, 
Wei!  may  the  arts  a  trophy  raife, 
Mufic  grows  Iweeter  in  her  praife, 
And,  own'd  by  her,  with  rapture  fpeaks  her  name. 
To  touch  the  brave  Oleander's  heart, 

The  graces  all  in  her  confpire  ; 
Love  arms  her  with  his  fureft  dart, 
Apollo  with  his  lyre. 

AIR. 
The  liftening  mufes,  all  around  her, 

Think  'tis  Phoebus'  ftrains  they  hear  : 
And  Cupid,  drawing  near  to  wound  her, 
Drops  his  bow,  and  ftands  to  hear. 

RECITATIVE. 
Second  Voice, 

While  crowds  of  rivals,  with  defpair, 
Siiont  admire,  or  vainly  court  the  fair  ; 
Behold  the  happy  conqueft  of  her  eyes, 

A  hero  is  the  glorious  prize  ! 
In  courts,  in  camps,  through  diftant  realms  re- 

nown'd, 

Cleander  comes  —  Victoria,  fee, 
He  comes,  with  Britifh  honour  crown'd  ; 
Love  leads  .his  eager  fteps  to  thee. 

AIR. 

In  tender  fighs  he  filence  breaks, 

The  fair  his  flame  approves. 
Confenting  blufhes  warm  her  cheeks, 

She  fmiles,  —  fhe  yields,  —  fhe  loves. 

RECITATIVE. 

Firft  Voice. 

Now  Hymen  at  the  altar  ftands, 
And  while  he  joins  their  faithful-  hands, 
Behold  !   by  ardent  vows  drawn  down, 
Immortal  concord,  heavenly  bright, 
Array'd  in  robes  of  purefl  light, 
Defcends,  th"  aufpicious  rices  to  crown. 
Her  golden  harp  the  goddefs  brings  ; 

Its  magic  found 

Commands  a  ludden  filence  all  around, 
And  ftrains  prophetic  thus  attune  the  ftringg. 

DUETTO. 

J  Voice.     The  fwain  his  nymph  poffeffing, 
a  Voice.     The  nymph  her  fwain  can-fling, 
5  S^a*'  ^'"  improve  the  blefiing. 
i  For  ever  kind  and  true. 
C  While  rolling  years  are  flying, 
\  Lo.ve'  Hymen's  lamp  fupplying, 
j  With  fucl^never  dying, 
{.Shall  ftill  the  flame  icnew. 


1  tnd  2 


H  O  R  A  T  I  U  S, 

IN  LIBRO  PRIMO   EPISTOLARUM. 

Bimidium  fadli,  qui  coepit,  habet.     Sapere  aude  : 
Indpe.     Vivendi  qui  recW  prorogat  horam, 
Kuitkus  expeclat  dum  dcfla.it  amnis  :   «it  illc 
Labiturct  iabctur  ia  ciuzit;  v^lubiiis  avum. 


TRANSLATED. 


TO-MORROW  cheats  us  all.     Why  doft  thon  flay 
And  leave  undone  what  fhould  be  done  to-day  ? 
Begin — the  prefent  minute's  in  thy  power  ; 
But  flill  t'  adjourn,  and  wait  a  fitter  hour, 
Is  like  the  clown,  who  at  fome  river's  fide 
Expecting  ftands,  in  hopes  the  running  tide 
Will  all  ere  long  be  paft — Fool !  not  to|know    ""* 
It  ftill  has  flow'd  the  fame,  and  will  for  ever  flow* 


THOU  little  favourite  of  the  fair  ! 
When  thou  thcfe  golden  bands  {halt  wear, 
The  hand  that  binds  them  foftly  kifs, 
With  confcious  joy,  and  own  thy  blifg. 
Proud  of  his  chain,  who  would  not  be 
A  Have,  to  gain  her  fmiles,  like  thee  I 


THE  CHARACTER 

OF   THE 

LADr  HENRIETTA  CAVENDISH  HOLLES, 
1712-13. 

SUCH  early  wifdom,  fuch  a  lovely  face, 
Such  modeft  greatnefs,  fuch  attractive  grace ; 
Wit,  beauty,  goodnefs,  charity,  and  truth, 
The  riper  fenfe  of  age,  the  bloom  of  youth ! 
Whence  is  it,  that  in  one  fair  piece  we  find 
Thofe  various  beauties  of  the  female  kind 
Sure  but  in  one  fuch  different  charms  agree, 
And  Henrietta  is  that  phocnix-fhe. 


TRUTH,  HONOUR,  HONESTY: 

Tie  Mttio  cbofcn  by  the  Riglt  Honourable  tbe  Lady 
Henrietta  Ca-vendifb  Holies. 

IN  thee,  bright  maid,  though  all  the  virtues  fhine, 
With  rival  beams,  and  every  grace  is  thine, 
Yet  three,  diftinguifh'd  by  thy  early  voice, 
Excite  our  praife,  and  well  deferve  thy  choice. 

Immortal  truth  in  heaven  itfelf  difplays 
Her  charms  celeftial  born,  and  pureft  rays,  [flow, 
Which  thence  in    ftreams,    like  golden  funfliine, 
And  fhed  their  light  on  minds  like  yours  below. 

Fair  honour,  next  in  beauty  and  in  grace, 
Shines  in  her  turn,  and  claims  the  fecond  place; 
She  fills  the  well-born  foul  with  noble  fires, 
And  generous  thoughts  and  godlike  a6ts  infpifes. 

Then  Honcfty,  with  native  air,  fucceeds, 
Piuiu  is  her  luuk,  unartful  are  her  deeds; 
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And,  juft  alike  to  friends  and  foes,  flic  draws 
The  bounds  of  right  and  wrong,  nor  errs  from 
equal  laws. 


From  heaven  this  fcale  of  virtue  thus  defcends, 
By  juft  degrees,  and  thy  full  choice  defends, 
So  when,  in  vifionary  trains,  by  niuht 
Attending  angels  blefs'd  good  Jacob  s  fight, 
The  myftic  ladder  thus  appcar'd  to  rife, 
Its  foot  on  earth,  its  fummit  in  the  fkies. 


HYMN 

SUNG  BY 


THE  CHILDREN  OF  CHRIST'S  HOSPI  TAL' 
At  the  Eftry  of  King  Giorgt  into  London^  1714. 


HEAR  us,  O  God,  this  joyful  day  ! 

Whole  nations  join  their  voice, 
To  thee  united  thanks  to  pay, 

And  in  thy  ftrength  rejoice. 

n. 
For  led  by  thee,  O  King  of  Kings  ! 

Our  fovereign  George  we  fee ; 
Thy  hand  the  royal  blefling  brings, 

He  comes,  he  reigns  by  thee  ! 

in. 
Plenteous  of  grace,  pour  from  above 

Thy  favours  on  his  head ; 
Truth,  mercy,  righteoufnefs,  and  love, 

As  guards  around  him  fpread. 

IV. 

With  length  of  days,  and  glory  crown'J, 
With  wealth  and  fair  increafe, 

Let  him  abroad  be  far  renown'd, 
Still  bleft  at  home  with  peace. 


A   MONUMENTAL    ODE, 

TO  THE  MEMORY  OF 

MRS.   ELIZABETH   HUGHES, 

Late  Wife  of  Ediuard  Hugles,  IJj.  of  Hertin^ftrd- 
bury  in  the  County  of  Hertford,  and  Daughter  of 
Richard  Harrifan,  Eftj.  of  Balls,  in  tie  fame 
County.  Otiit  Nov.  IJ  1714. 

I. 

SEE  '.  how  thofe  drooping  monuments  d«ay  ! 

Frail  manfions  of  the  filent  dead, 
Whofe  fouls  to  uncorrupting  regions  fled, 
With  a  wife  fcorn  their  mouldering  duft  fur- 
vey.  [they ; 

Their  tombs  are  rais'd  from  duft  as  well  as 

For  fee  '.  to  duft  they  both  return, 
And  time  confumes  alike  the  afhes  and  the  urn. 

n. 

We  aflc  the  fculptor's  art  in  vain 
To  make  us  for  a  fpace  ourfelvcs  furvive; 
In  Parian  ftone  we  proudly  breathe  again, 
Or  fcem  in  figur'd  bral's  to  live. 


Yet  ftone  and  brafs  our  hopes  betray, 
Age  fteals  the  mimic  forms  and  characters  away. 
In  vain,  O  Hgypt,  to  the  wondering  ikies 
With  piant  pride  thy  pyramids  arifc  ; 
Whate'cr  their  vaft  and  gloomy  vaults  contain  , 
No  names  diftin<$  of  their  grtat  dead  remain. 
Beneath  the  ma/s  confus'd,  in  heaps  thy  monarch* 
Unknown,  and  blended  in  morulity.  [lie, 

in. 
To  death  ourfelvcs  and  all  our  works  we  owe. 

But  is  their  nought,  O  mute,  ran  fave 
Our  memories  from  darknefs  and  the  grave, 

And  fome  ftiort  after-life  beftow  ? 

That  tafk  is  mine,  the  mufe  replies, 

And  hark!  fte  tunes  the  facred  lyre  ! 
Verfe  is  the  laft  of  human  works  that  dies, 

When  virtue  docs  the  fong  infpire. 

IV. 

Then  look,  Eliza,  happy  faint,  look  down  ! 
Paufe  from  immortal  jo-ys  3  while 
To  hear,  and  gracious  with  a  fmile 
The  dedicated  numbers  own; 
Say  how  in  thy  life's  fcanty  fpace, 
So  ihort  a  fpace,  fo  wondrous  bright,  [nighf , 
Bright  as  a  fummer's  day,  ftjurt  as  a  fummer's 

Could'ft  thou  find  room  for  every  crowded  gracs  ? 
As  if  the  thrifty  foul  foreknew-, 
Like  a  wife  envoy,  Heaven's  intent, 
Soon  to  recal  whom  it  had  fenr, 

And  all  its  tafk  refolv'd  at  or.ce  to  do. 

Or  wert  thou  but  a  traveller  below, 
That  hither  didft  awhile  repair, 

Curious  our  cuftoms  and  o«r  laws  to  know  ? 
And,  ftckening  in  our  grt-fler  air, 
And  tir'd  of  vain  repeated  fights, 
Our  foolifh  cares,  our  falfe  delights, 
Back  to  thy  native  feats  would'ft  go  ? 

Oh  !  fince  to  us  thou  wilt  no  mote  return, 
Permit  thy  friends,  the  faithful  few 
Who.beft  thy  numerous  virtues  knew, 
Themfelves,  not  thee  to  mourn. 

v. 

Now,  penfive  mufe,  enlarge  thy  flight ! 
(By  turns  the  penfive  mules  love 
The  hiily  heights  and  fhady  grove) 
Behold  where,  fwelling  to  the  fight, 
Balls,  a  fair  ftrudlure,  graceful  ftands! 
And  frt.m  yon  verdant  riling  brow 
Sees  Hertford's  ancient  town,  and  land* 

Where  nature's  hand  in  flow  meanders  leads 
The  Let's  clear  rlream  K«  courfe  to  flow 
Through  flowery  vales,  and  moiften'd  meach, 

And  far  around  in  beauteous  pi  ofpe&s  fprtads 
Her  map  of  plenty  all  below. 

'Twas  here — and  facred  be  the  fpot  of  earth  \ 
Eliza's  foul,  born  firft  above, 
Defcended  to  an  humbler  birth, 
And  with  a  mortal's  frailties  ftrove. 

So,  on  fome  towering  peak  that  meets  the  flcy, 
When  miffive  feraphs  downward  fly, 
They  flop,  and  for  a  while  alight, 
Put  off  their  rays  celeftial  bright, 
Then  take  fome  milder  form  familiar  to  our  eys. 

VI. 

Swiftly  her  infant  virtues  grew; 
Water'd  by  heaven's  peculiar  care, 


POEMS. 


Her  morning  bloom  was  doubly  fair, 
Like  fummer's  day-break,  when  we  fee 
The  frefh-dropp'd  ftores  of  rofy  dew 
(Tranfparent  bsauti.s  of  the  dawn) 
Spread  o'er  the  grafs  their  cobweb-lawn, 
Or  hang  moift  pearls  on  every  tree. 
Pleas'd  with  the  lovely  fight  a  while 
Her  friends  bebold,  and  joyful  fmile, 
Nor  think  the  fun's  exhaling  ray 
Will  change  the  fcene  ere  noon  of  day, 
Dry  up  the  glittering  drops,  and  draw  thofe  dews 
away. 

VII. 

Yet  firft,  to  fill  her  orb  of  life, 
Behold,  in  each  relation  dear, 

The  pious  faint,  the  duteous  child  appear, 

The  tender  filler,  and  tht  faithful  wife. 

Alas !  but  muft  one  circlet  of  the  year 
Unite  in  blifs,  in  grief  divide 
The  dcftin'd  bridegroom  and  the  bride  ? 
Stop,  generous  youth,  the  gathering  tear, 
That,  as  you  read  thtfe  lines,  or  hear, 
Perhaps  may  ftart,  and  feem  to  fay, 
That  fhort  liv'd  year  was  but  a  day! 

Forbear — nor  fruitlefs  forrowings  now  employ, 
Think  (he  was  lent  a  while,  not  given, 
(Such  was  th*  appointed  will  of  Heavui) 
Then  grateful  call  that  year  an  age  of  virtuous  joy. 


AN  ALLUSION  TO  HOR  \CE, 

BOOK  I.       ODE  XX11. 

Printed  at  tie  breaking  ant  of  the  Rdellion,  in  the 
year  1 715. 

THE  man  that  loves  his  king  and  nation, 
And  fhuns  each  vile  aflbciation, 
That  trufts  his  honeft  deeds  i'  th'  light, 
Nor  meets  in  dark  cabals,  by  night, 
With  fools,  who,  after  much  debate, 
Get  themfelves  hang'd,  and  fave  the  fhte, 
Needs  net  his  hall  with  weapons  {lore  ; 
Nor  dreads  each  rapping  at  his  door ; 
Nor  fculks  in  fear  of  being  known, 
Or  hides  his  guilt  in  parfon's  gown  ; 
Nor  wants,  to  guard  his  generous  heart, 
The  poniard  or  the  poifon'd  dart ; 
And,  but  for  ^mamem  and  pride, 
A  fvvord  of  lath  might  crofs  his  fide. 

If  o'er  St.  James's  park  he  ftray, 
He  flops  not,  paufing  in  his  way; 
Nor  pulls  his  hat  down  o'er  his  face, 
Nor  itarts,  looks  back,  and  mends  his  pace  : 
Or  if  he  ramble  to  the  Tower, 
He  knows  no  crime,  and  dreads  no  power, 
But  thence  returning,  free  as  wind, 
Smiles  at  the  bars  he  left  behind. 
Thu-,  as  I  loiter'd  t'  other  day, 
Humming — O  every  month  was  May — 
And,  thougrrrttfi  how  my  time  I  fquandcr'd," 
From  Whitehall,  through  the  Cockpit  wander'd, 
A  mcflenger  with  fu;ly  eye 
View'd  me  quite  round,  and  yet  pafs'd  by. 


No  fharper  look  or  rougher  mica 

In  .Scottifh  Highlands  e'er  was  leen  ; 

Nor  ale  and  brandy  ever  bred 

More  pimpled  cheeks,  or  nofc  more  red  j 

And  yet,  with  both  hands  in  my  bread, 

Carelefs  I  walk'd,  nor  fhunn'd  the  bead. 

Place  me  among  a  hundred  fpies, 
Let  all  the  room  be  ears  and  eyes; 
Or  fearch  my  pocket-books  and  papers, 
No  word  or  line  fliall  give  me  vapours. 
Send  me  to  Whigs  as  true  and  hearty, 
As  ever  pity'd  poor  Maccarty  ; 
Let  Townfend,  Sunderland,  be  there, 
Or  Robin  Walpole  in  the  chair  : 
Or  fend  me  to  a  club  of  Tories, 
That  damn  and  curfe  at  Marlborough's  gl 
And  drink — but  fure  none  fuch  there  are  1 
The  devil,  the  pope,  and  rebel  Mar  ; 
Yet  ftill  my  loyalty  I'll  boaft, 
King  George  fliall  ever  be  my  toaft  ; 
Unbrib'd  his  glorious  caufe  I'll  own, 
And  fearleis  fcorn  each  traitor's  frown. 


A  FRAGMENT. 

O  SAY,  ye  faints,  who  fhine  in  realms  above, 
And  turn  your  harps  to  fing  eternal  love, 
When  {hall  my  voice  attain  your  high  degree  ;  ~) 
When  fliall  my  foul  from  clouds  of  forrow  free,  ^ 
Hear  your  celeftial  fong,  and  aid  the  harmony  ?  3 


APOLLO  AND  DAPHNE. 

A   MASQJJE. 

Set  to  Mufic  by  Dr.  Ptfufeb,  and  performed  at  fa 

Theatre-Royal  in  Drury-Lane.  « 

"  Protinus  alter  araat,  fugit  altera  nomen  amantis." 

OVID. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONJE. 


Apollo, 
Daphne, 
Pencus, 
Doris, 


Mrs.  Margarita. 
Mrs.  Barbier. 
Mr.  Turner. 
Mrs.  Willis. 


Scene,  the  Valley  of  Tempe,  in  Theffaly. 


The  Firft  Scene  is  a  River. 

Peneus,  a  River-God,  appear,  on  g  bed  of  rtfoer, 
Itimng  on  bis  urn.  He  rife,,  and  comes  far-ward, 
*'t  bead  crowned  -with  rujkei  and  flowers,  a  reed  itt. 
bit  band. 

ffflKM. 

How  long  muft  Peneus  chide  in  vain 
His  daughter's  coynef;  and  difdain  ? 


tfj 

Through  Tcmpe's  pleafant  vales  and  bowers 

A%  my  full  urn  its  current  pours, 

In  every  plain,  from  every  grove, 

I  hear  the  fighs  of  flighted  love  ; 
And  on  my  rufliy  banks  the  Sylvans  cry 

Why  ever  cruel,  Daphne,  why  ? 

But  fet.  (he  comes,  the  beauteous  caufe ; 

Daphne,  my  juft  commands  attend, 

Hear  me,  thy  father  and  thy  friend, 
And  yield  the  laft  to  love  and  Hymen's  laws. 

Daphne. 
6  Peneus,  urge  this  cruel  fuit  no  more  ; 

Have  I  not  to  Diana  fvvore  ? 

Behold  again  to  her  I  bow, 

Devoted  ever  to  remain 

A  virgin  of  her  fpotlefs  train  ; 

Hear  Cynthia,  and  confirm  my  vow. 

How  happy  are  we, 
How  airy,  how  free, 

That  rove  through  the  woods  and  the  plains  ! 
In  vain  the  blind  boy 
Our  hearts  would  decoy, 
We  fcorn  all  his  joys  and  his  pains. 

[Exit  Daphne. 

Peneul. 

Ram  maid,  return 

What  haft  thou  fworn  ? 
With  thee  fhall  Peneus'  race  expire  ? 
Then  hear  once  more  thy  flighted  fire, 
And  know,  thy  fatal  vow  draws  down 
The  curfc  of  heaven,  a  father's  frown. 
And  fure  deftrudiun  waits  thy  fcorn. 

Feeble  Cupid  !  vain  deceiver  ! 
What  avails  thy  boafted  quiver  ? 
Where  are  all  thy  conquering  arts  ? 

They  that  fly  thee 

May  defy  thee ; 

They  who  fear  thee 

And  revere  thee, 
Ever  meet  thy  keeneft  darts.      [Exit  Peneus. 


Scene  changes  to  a  Forejl. 

Apollo  enters   •with  his  botu  and  arroivs,  as  having 
nc-wlyjlzin  the  Python. 

Ajo'.to. 

*Tis  done — the  monfter  Python  flain 
By  Phoebus'  fhafts,  lies  breathlefs  on  the  plain. 
Yet  why  with  conqueft  am  I  thus  adorn'd .' 
I    Alas  1  I  feel  a  mortal's  pain, 

Conquer'd  by  love,  whom  once  1  fcorn 'd. 
O  Daphne  !  till  thy  fmiles  I  can  obtain, 
No  more  thefe  marks  of  triumph  let  me  bear ; 

But  thus  a  fhephcrd's  femblance  wear, 
Till  bleft  by  thee  I  grow  a  god  again. 

[Tliro-ws  away  tit  bo-w  and  arrows,  and  fates 

up  a  Jleip-bcok. 

See — fhe  appears:   how  wondrous  fair! 
Hail,  goddefs  of  thefc  verdant  groves  i 

Daphne. 
What  art  thou,  or  from  whence  ? 
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Apollo. 

A  fwain  that  loves* 

Daphne. 

Thy  unavailing  courtfhip  fpare. 
Doft  thou  not  daily  hear  the  fliepherds  cry 
Why  ever  cruel,  Daphne,  why  ? 
Go  —  -with  the  reit  defpair. 

Apollo. 

No,  let  the  reft  defpair,  while  I 
Diftinguifh'd,  triumph  in  the  joy. 

Fair  blooming  creature  I 
Each  tender  feature 
Speaks  thee  by  nature 

For  love  defign'd. 
Then  fmile  contenting, 
Loft  time  repenting, 
Let  foft  relenting 
Now  fbew  thee  kind. 

Daphne. 

Canft  thou  the  mountain  tiger  bind, 
Or  ftop  the  floods,  or  fix  the  wind  ? 
Do  this  —  then  Daphne  will  perhaps  be  kind. 

Apollo. 

Ev'n  tigers  love's  foft  laws  obey  ; 
Art  thou  more  favage  far  than  they  ? 
Look  all  around  thee,  and  above  ! 
Love  lights  the  flcies,  and  paints  the  meads  ; 

Its  genial  flame 

Through  heav'n,  and  earth,  and  ocean  fpreads  ; 
Thou  art  thyfelf  the  happieft  child  of  love, 
Do  not  thy  birth  difclaim. 

Daphne. 

Though  fair  as  Phoebus  thou  fhould'ft  feem, 
And  were  thy  words  foft  as  his  lyre, 
They  could  not  move  me  to  defirc  ; 
Wake,  fhepherd,  from  thy  dream. 

Ceafe  to  foothe  thy  fruitlefs  pain  ; 
Why  for  frowns  wilt  thou  be  fuing  ? 

Ceafe  to  languifh  and  complain. 
'Tis  to  feek  thy  own  undoing, 

Still  to  love,  and  love  in  vain. 


. 

In  her  foft  cheeks  and  beauteous  eyes, 
What  new  enchanting  gtaces  rife  : 


DUETTO  for  Apollo  and  Daphne. 
ApoL     No  more  deny  me, 
O  ceafe  to  fly  me 

Your  faithful  fwain. 
Daph.    No  longer  try  me, 
For  ever  fly  me, 

Defpairing  fwain. 
Afol.     Yet  hear  me. 

ph.   Forbear  me. 
Apel.     Let  fighs  imploring, 
And  looks  adoring, 

Still  fpcak  my  pain. 
DapL.    Your  fijjhs  imploring, 
And  looks  adoring, 
But  move  difdain.  [Exit  Daphne. 

Apollo. 

She's  gone  —  nor  knows  from  whom  fhe  flies. 
Miftaken  c  >yr.».~s  '.  falfe  difdain  '. 


Photbus  (he  prais'd,  but  fcorns  the  fwain— 
Then,  breaking  from  this  dark  difguife, 
When  Phoebus  what  he  is  (hall  feem, 
My  glittering  rays,  and  melting  lyre, 
At  laft  foall  warm  thee  to  defire, 
And  wake  thee,  Daphne,  from  thy  dream, 

Where  Cupid's  bow  is  failing, 
Ambition's  charms  prevailing, 

Shall  triumph  o'er  the  fair. 
The  nymph  that  love  defpifes, 
Borne  fecret  paflion  prizes, 

That  ftill  forbids  defpair.        [Exit  Apollo. 

Enter  Daphne  and  Doris. 

Daphne. 
Doris,  why  this  trifling  tale  ? 

Dons. 

That  good  advice  may  once  prevail  j 
Save  one — nor  all  your  lovers  lofe, 
Alas  I   that  I,  poor  I  might  gain 
What  you  each  day  refufe  ! 

Daphne. 
Take  all,  and  eafe  me  of  the  pain. 

Doris. 

I  would — but  ah  !  'twere  now  in  vain. 
When  I  was  a  maiden  of  twenty, 
And  my  charms  and  my  lovers  were  plenty, 

Ah  !  why  did  I  ever  fay  no  ? 
Now  the  fwains,  though  I  court  them,  all  fly  me, 
I  figh,  but  no  lover  comes  nigh  me; 
Ye  virgins,  be  warn'd  by  my  woe  ! 
Ah  !  why  did  I  ever  fay  no  ! 

Daphne. 

Poor  Doris  '.  dry  thy  weeping  eyes; 
Doft  thou  repent  thou  once  wert  wife  ? 

Tender  hearts  to  every  paflion 

Still  thy  freedom  would  betray, 
But  how  calm  is  inclination, 

When  our  reafon  bears  the  fway ! 

Swains  themfelves,  while  they  purfue  us, 

Often  teach  us  to  deny. 
While  we  fly,  they  fondly  woo  us ; 
If  we  grow  too  fond,  they  fly. 

Doris. 

Yet  might  I  fee  one  courting  fwain, 
Though  but  to  flight  him  once  again  !— , 
But  come —  I'll  amorous  thoughts  give  o'er. 

Dafhne. 

'Tis  well  to  leave  them  at  threefcore. 
Hafte  then,  and  at  th"  appointed  place, 
See  if  the  nymphs  expe<5l  me  for  the  chafe. 

[Exit  Doris. 

[A  Symphony  of  injlruments  it  beard,  •wlitjt  Apollo 
de/cends  in  the  chariot  of  the  fun  ;  a  cro-wn  of  rays 
aliouP  hit  head,  and  bis  lyre  in  bis  hand.] 

Daphne. 

What  founds  celeftial  ftrike  my  ear  ! 
Why  do«s  the  golden  fourcc  ot  light 
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Pour  out  new  day  ? — how  wondrous  bright ! 
Some  god  defcends  to  human  fight ; 
I'm  charm'd,  yet  aw'd  with  fear. 

Apollo. 

Daphne,  on  Phoebus  fix  thy  eye, 
With  meaner  fhapes  deceiv'd  no  more ! 
Know,  1  thy  beauteous  form  adore  : 
Wilt  thou  a  god,  a  god  that  loves  thee,  fly  ? 

[Apollo  Jlrites  bis  lyre,  and  Daphne  turnt  back   if 
furprifed  at  the  found.] 

Faireft  mortal !  ftay  and  hear, 
Turn  thee,  leave  thy  trembling  fear  \ 
Cannot  love  with  mufic  join'd 
Touch  thy  unrelenting  mind  ? 
Faireft  mortal !  ftay  and  hear, 
Turn  thee,  leave  thy  trembling  fear. 

Hark  how  the  river-fhores  prolong 
My  foft  complaints,  and  murmur  to  my  fong  $ 
Thy  father  Peneus  feels  my  pain  ; 
See  !  how  his  ofiers  greatly  bow, 
And  feem  my  fecret  foul  to  know 

Daph.  [afide.]  Alas  !  my  ram,  my  fatal  row ! 
Ap»l'    Wilt  thou  alone  unmoved  remain  ? 

[At  Daphne  is  going  out,  fie  /ops,   and  ftng 
the  folio-wing  air.] 

Daphne. 

Shall  1  return — or  no  ? 
Charms  yet  unknown  furround  me ; 
Yet,  love,  thou  ne'er  lhalt  wound  me, 

No  more  alarm  my  breaft. 

Then  let  me  hafte  to  go — 

Ah  no,  my  heart  replies 

In  tender  heaving  fighs — 

Ye  powers  reftore  my  reft. 

Apol.      O  do  not  go — 
Dapb.    Doft  thou  not  know, 

I'm  of  Diana's  train  ? 

Thy  love  forbear — 
Apol.      Thy  fcorn  forbear — 
Dapb.    I  muft  not  hear  ; 
Apol.      O  ftay  and  hear ; 
Dapb.    Thy  love    7.       . 
Apol.     Thy  flight  rvam 

[Exit  Daphne  furfued  t>y  Apoll*. 

Scene  changes  to  the  River. 
Re-enter  Daphne,  looking  back  as  affrighted. 

Daphne. 

He  comes — the  fwift  purfuer  comes — O  where 
Shall  I  efcape  his  piercing  fight, 
Where  hide  me  from  the  god  of  light  ? 
Ah  !  'tis  in  vain — he's  here. 

[Daphne  runs  to  tie  fide  of  tie  river,  unt 
as  Jteftngs  the  folio-wing  air,  is  transform 
ed  intu  a  laurel-tree.]  v 
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Father  Pencils,  hear  me,  aid  me  ! 
Let  fome  fudden  change  invade  me, 

Fix  me  rooted  on  thy  fhore. 
Ceale,  Apollo,  to  perfuadc  me, 

I  am  Daphne  now  no  more. — 

[Apollo   eaters  at  tie  latter  end  of  the 
airt  and  ii  mtt  by  Peneus.] 

Apollo- 

b  fatal  flight  1-^0  curft  difdain  ! 
O  Peneus,  how  (hall  we  our  lofs  deplore  ? 

But  fee  ! 

The  trembling  branches  yet  her  (hape  retain  ! 
Though  Daphne  lives  £  nymph  no  more, 
She  lives,  fair  verdant  plant,  in  thee  : 
Henceforth  be  thou  Apollo's  tree, 
And  hear  what  honours  to  thy  leaves  remain. 
No  thunder  e'er  (hall  blaft  thy  boughs, 
Preferv'd  to  grace  Apollo's  brows, 
Kings,  victors,  poets,  to  adorn  ; 
Oft  in  Britannia's  ifle  thy  profperous  green 
Shall  on  the  heads  of  her  great  chiefs  be  feen, 
And  by  a  Naflau,  and  a  George,  be  worn. 

Peneus, 

Still  Peneus,  with  a  father's  care, 
Shall  feed  thee  from  his  flowing  urn 
With  verdure  ever  frefti  and  fair, 
Nor  this  thy  deftia'd  change  (hall  rrrbun:. 

CHORUS,  or  Duetto  of  Apullo  and  Peneus. 

Nature  alone  can  love  infpire, 

Art  is  vain  to  move  defire. 
If  nature  once  the  fair  incline, 
To  thtir  own  paflion  they  refign. 
.Nature  alone  can  love  inipire, 

Art  is  vain  to  move  dtfirc. 


AN   ODE 

FOR    THE    BIRTH-DAY   OF   HER   ROYAL   HIGHNESS 

THE  PRINCESS  OF  WALES, 

ST.  DAVID'S  DAY,  THE  FIRST  OF  MARCH,  17!  5-16. 

Set  to  Mufic  by  Dr.  Pfpufeb, 

And  performed  at  the  Anniverfary  Meeting  of  the  So- 
eiety  of  Ancient  B>itont,  ejlablijbed  in  honour  of  H*r 
Royal  Higbncfi' i  Birth- Day,  and  of  the  Principality 
•f  Wales. 

"  Salve  laeta  dies !  mdiorque  revertere  femper, 
J*  A  populo  rerum  digna  potente  coli ! 

OVID. 


ODE  FOR  TWO  VOICES. 

Firjl  Vvce,  FAME. 

Second  Fo'ct,  CAMBRIA,  or  tie  Principality  of  Wale:. 
BOTH  VOICES,  "with  a  Tn. 

To  joy,  to  triumphs,  dedicate  the  day! 

CAMBRIA. 

Rife,  godckfif  of  immortul  fame, 

And,  with  thy  trumpet's  frt-eliipg  found, 


To  all  Britannia's  realms  around, 
The  double  feftival  proclaim. 

FAME. 

The  £oddefs  of  immortal  fame 
Shall,  with  her  trumpet's  fwelling  found, 
Tu  all  Britannia's  realms  around, 
The  double  feftival  proclaim. 

BOTH  VOICES. 

O'er  Cambria's  diftant  hills  let  the  loud  notes  re 
bound  ! 

Each  Britifli  foul  be  rais'd,  and  every  eye  be  gay  : 
To  joy,  to  triumphs,  dedicate  the  day. 

FAME. 

Hail,  Cambria  !  long  to  fame  well  known ! 
Thy  patron  faint  looks  fmiling  down, 

Well  pleas'd  to  fee 
This  day,  prolific  of  renown, 
Increas'd  in  honours  to  himftlf,  and  thee ; 
See.  Carol'na's  natal  ftar  aiife, 
And  with  new  beams  adorn  thy  azure  fkies  f 
Though  on  her  virtues  I  mould  ever  dwell, 
Fame  cannot  all  her  numerous  virtues  tell. 
Bright  in  herfelf,  and  in  her  offspring  bright, 
On  Britain's  throne  (he  cafts  diffufive  light ; 

Detraction  from  her  prefence  flies ; 
And,  while  promifcuous  crowds  in  rapture  goie. 

Ev'n  tongues  difloyal  learn  her  praife, 
And  murmuring  envy  fees  her  fmile,  and  dies! 

Happy  morn  !  fuch  gifts  beftowing  ! 
Britain's  joys  from  thee  are  flowing  ; 

Ever  thus  aufpicious  mine  !  f 

Happy  ifle  !  fuch  gifts  poffcfllng ! 
Britain,  ever  own  the  bleffirrg  \ 
Carolina's  charms  are  thine. 

CAMBRIA. 
Nor  yet,  O  Fame,  doft  thou  difplay 

All  the  triumphs  of  this  day  ; 
More  wonders  yet  arile  to  fight ; 
See  !  o'er  thefe  rites  what  mighty  power  prcfidee '; 
Behold,  to  thee  his  early  fteps  he  guides ; 
What  noble  ardour  does  his  foul  excite; 
Henceforth,  when  to  the  liftening  univerfe 
Thou  number'ft  o'er  my  princes  of  renown, 

The  fecond  hope  of  Britain's  crown, 
When  my  great  Edward's  deeds  thou  lhalt  rehearfe, 
And  tell  of  Creffy's  well-fought  plain, 
Thy  golden  trumpet  found  again  '. 
The  brave  Auguftus  (hall  renew  thy  (train, 
And  Oudsnarda'i  fight  immortalize  the  verfe/ 

AIR,  -iuitl  a  Harp. 

Heavenly  mufes  !  tune  your  lyres, 

Far  refoundirig ; 
Grace  the  hero's  glorious  name. 
See  !  the  fong  new  life  infpircs  ! 
Every  breaft  with  joy  abounding, 
Seems  to  (hare  the  hero's  flame. 

FAME. 

O  then,  with  every  virtue  crown'd, 
•xnnia's  1  and  her  king  renown'df 

'•  .      •   '  greatly  bleft. 

While  through  th'  extended  royal  line 
Thou  ft-  <r  thy  propagated  lultre  fliinc, 
What  fecret  raptures  fill  thy  breaft  ! 


£r.  fmilf  s  Apollo,  doubly  gay, 
Ttyhen  in  the  diamond,  with  full  blaze, 
He  views  his  own  paternal  rays, 
And  all  his  bright  reflected  day. 

CAMBRIA. 

Hail  fource  of  bleflings  to  our  ifle ! 
While  gloomy  clouds  fhall  take  their  flight, 
Shot  through  by  thy  victorious  light, 
Propitious  ever  on  thy  Britons  imile ! 

BOTH  VOICES. 
To  joy,  to  triumphs,  dedicate  the  day. 

CAMBRIA. 

Rife,  goddefs  of  immortal  fame, 
And  with  thy  trumpet's  fwelling  found,' 
To  all  Britannia's  realms  around, 
The  double  feftival  proclaim. 

FAME. 

The  goddefs  of  immortal  fame 
Shall,  with  her  trumpet's  fwelling  found, 
To  all  Britannia's  realms  around, 
The  double  feftival  proclaim, 
BOTH  VOICES, 

O'er  Cambria's  diftant  hills  let  the  loud  notes  re 
bound  ! 

tach  Britifh  foul  be  rais'd,  and  every  eye  be  gay  ! 
To  joy,  to  triumphs,  dedicate  the  day. 


EXTRACT   OF  A  LETTER 

FROM 
MR.  HUGHE*  TO  TtfE  LORD  CHANCELLOR  COWPER. 

— •— "  THIS  little  poem  was  writ  by  this  acci- 
"  Jent  of  having  Horace  for  my  companion  in  a 
"  confinement  by  ficknefs,  and  fancying  I  had  dif- 
"  covered  a  new  fenfe  of  one  of  his  odes,  for  which 
"  1  have  found  your  Lordfhip's  great  indulgence 
"  and  partiality  to  me,  the  bed  expofition. 

"  Perhaps  we  never  read  with  that  att'ention,  as 
"  when  we  think  we  have  found  fortieth  ing  appli- 
"  cable  to  ourfelves.  1  am  now  grown  fond  enough 
"  of  this  fenfe  to  believe  it  the  true  one,  and  have 
"  drawn  two  or  three  learned  friends  (to  whom  I 
rt  have  mentioned  it)  into  my  opinion. 

"  The  Ode,  your  Lordfhip  will  fee,  is  that  in 
"  which  Horace  feigns  himielf  turned  into  a  fwan. 
"  It  pafies  (for  aught  I.  know  uriiverfally)  for  a 
"  compliment  on  himfelf,  and  a  mere  entmifiaftic 
"  rant  of  the  poet  in  his  own  piraife,  like  his  exegi 
"  moHumentiim,  ls"c.  I  confefs  I  had  often  (lightly 
"  read  it  in  that  view,  and  have  found  every  one 
"•  I  have  lately  aflced,  deceived  by  th*  fame  opi- 
"  riion,  which  I  cannot  but  think  fpoils  the  ode, 
''  and  finks  it  to  nothing;  I  had  almoft  faid,  turns 
"  the  fwan  into  a  goofe. 

"  The  grammarians  feem  to  have  fallen  into  this 

"  miftake,  by  wholly  overlooking  the  reafon  of  his 

4'  rapture,  viz.  its  being  addreffed  to  Msecena?;  and 

'  have  prefaced  it  with  this,  and  the  like  general 

mfcriptions — vaticinatur  carmlnum  fuorum  immorta- 
'•  litatem,  t3*£.  which  I  think  is  not  the  fubicft. 
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"  I  am  very  happy  in  the  occafion  which  fhewed 
it  me  in  a  ^uite  different  fenfe  from  what  I  had 
ever  apprehended,  till  f  had  the  honour  to  be 
known  to  your  Lordfhip;  I  am  fure  a  much 
more  advantageous  one  to  the  poet,  as  well  as 
more  juft  to  his  great  patron,  if  I  have  ex 
ceeded  the  liberty  of  an  imitator,  in  purfuing  the 
fame  hint  further,  to  make  it  lefi  doubtful,  yet 
his  favourers  will  forgive  me,  when  I  own  I  have 
not  on  this  occafion  fo  much  thought  of  eniuUt- 
ing  his  poetry,  as  of  rivaling  his  pride,  by  the 
ambition  of  being  known  as, 
M*  LORD, 

Your  Lordfhip's  moft  obliged, 
and  devoted  humble  fervanf, 

J.  HUGBES. 


ODE 

To  the  Right  Honourable 
LORD  CHANCELLOR  COWPER. 

ANNO  MDCC^VII. 

In  /illufwn  to  Horace,  Lib.  ii.  Odexti 


I'M  rais'd,  tranfported,.  cbang'd  all  o'er  ! 

Prepar'd,  a  towering  fwan,  to  foar 

Aloft ;  fee,  fee  the  down  arife, 

And  clothe  my  back,  and  plume  my  thighs! 

My  wings  moot  forth  ;  now  will  I  try 

New  tracks,  and  boldly  mount  the  fky; 

Nor  envy,  nor  ill-fortune's  fpite, 

Shall  ftop  my  courfe,  or  damp  my  flight. 

n. 

Shall  I,  obfcure  or  dffeftcem'd, 
Of  vulgar  rank  henceforth  be  deem'd  J 
Or  vainly  toil  my  name  to  fave 
From  dark  oblivion  and  the  grave  ? 
No — He  can  never  wholly  die, 
Secure  of  immortality, 
Whom  Britain's  Cowper  condefcends 
To  own,  and  number*  with  his  friend*. 

iii.  • 

'Tis  done— I  fcorn  mean  honours  now ; 
No  common  wreaths  fhall  bind  my  broW. 
Whether  the  mufe  vpuchfafe  t'infpire 
My  bread  with  the  celeftial  fire  ; 
Whether  my  verfe  be  fill'd  with  flame, 
Or  1  deferve  a  poet's  name, 
Let  Fame  be  filent ;  only  tell 
That  generous  Cowper  loves  me  well. 

IV. 

Through  Britain's  realms  I  fhall  be  kno^rn 
By  Cowper's  merit,  not  my  own. 
And  when  the  tomb  my  duft  (hall  hide, 
Stripp'd  of  a  mortal's  little  pride, 
Vain  pomp  be  fpar'd,  and  every  tear  ; 
Let  but  fome  ftone  this  fculpture  bear ; 
"  Here  lies  hjs  clay  to  earth  confign'd, 
t'  To  whom  great  Cowper  onc«  was  kind,"1 
X 
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WHAT  IS  MAN. 

O  IOK  of  man  !  O  creature  of  a  day ! 
Proud  of  vain  wifdom,  with  falfc  greatnefs  gay  ! 
Heir  of  thy  father'*  vice,  to  whofe  bad  ftore 
Thy  guilty  days  are  fpeut  in  adding  more  ; 


Them  propagated  folly  IWWhat  in  thec 
Could  heaven's  Supreme,  could  perfect  WifuoCl  fee, 
To  fix  one  glance  of  his  regarding  eye  ? 
Why  art  thou  chofe  the  favourite  of  the  flcy  ? 
While  angels  wonder  at  the  mercy  known, 
And  fcarce  the  wretch  himfelf  the  debt  immenfe 
will  own ! 


B  O  I  L  E  A  U, 

DANS    SA    I.    EPISTRE    AU    ROT. 

ces  elepham,  ces  armes,  ce  bagage, 
Et  ces  vaiffeaux  t"ut  prefts  a  quitter  le  rivage  ? 
Difoit  au  roi  Pyrrhus,  un  fage  confident, 
Confeiller  tres-fenfe  d'un  roi  tres-imprudent. 
Je  vain,  lui  dit  ce  prince,  a  Rome  ou  1'on  m'apelle. 
Qnoi  faire  ?  I'affieger.     L'entreprife  eft  fort  belle, 
Erdigne  feulement  d'Alexandre  on  de  Vbus, 
Mais  quand  nous  1'aurons  prife,  &  bien  que  ferwos- 

nous  ? 

Du  refle  d«s  Latins  la  conqucfte  efte  facile. 
Sans  doute,  ih  font  a  nous  :  efl-ce  tout  ?  La  Sicilc 
Dela  nous  tend  les  bras  et  bien-toft  fans  effort 
Syracufe  recoit  nos  vaiiTeaux  dans  fon  port. 
En  demeures  vous  la  ?  DCS  que  nous  1'aurons  prife, 
II  ne  faut  qu'un  bon  vent  et  Carthage  eft  conqnife  : 
.Les  chemins  font,  ouverts :  qui  pent  nous  arrefter? 
Je  TOU'S  entens,  fcigneur,  rious  allons  tout  dompter : 
.Nous  allon*  traverfer  les  fables  de  Lybie; 
Affervir  en  paffant  1'Egypte,  1' Arabic; 
Courir  deli  le  Gange  en  de  nouveaiix  pa?s ; 
Faire  trembler  le  Scythe  aux  bords  du  Tanals ; 
Et  ranger  fous  nos  loix  tout  c«  vafte  Hcmifphere; 
Mais  de  retrmr  enfin,  que  pretendez  vous  faire  ? 
Alors,  chef  Ci'ieas,  viiSorieux,  contens, 
Nous  pourrons  rire  a  l'aife,et  prendre  du  bon  temps. 
He,  feigneur,  des  ce  jour,  fans  fortir  de  1'Epire, 
Du  matin  jufqu'au  foir  qui  vous  defend  de  rire  ? 


FROM   BOILEAU, 

IN    HIS    FIRST    EPISTLE    TO    LEWIS    XIV1. 

WHAT  mean  thefe  elephants,  arm«,  warlike  fbre, 
And  al!  thefe  fhips,  prepared  to  leave  the  fhore  ? 
Thus  Cyneas,  faithful,  old,  experienc'd,  wife, 
Addrefs'd  king  Pyrrhu*; — thus  the  king  replies; 
'Tis  glory  calls  us  hence  ;  to  Rome  we  go. 
For  what  ?•— ^To  conquer. — Rome's  a  noble  foe, 
A  prize  for  Alexander  fit,  or  you  ; 
But  Rome  redue'd,  what  next,  Sir,  will  you  do  ? 
The  reft  of  Italy  my  chains  (hall  wear. 
And  is  that  all  ? — No,  Sicily  lies  near; 
bee  how  fhe  ftretches  out  her  beauteous  arms, 
And  tempts  the  victor  with  unguarded  charms ! 
In  Syracufa's  port  this  fleet  (hall  ride. 
'Tis  well — and  there  you  will  at  laft  abide  ? — 
No ;  that  fiibdiied,  again  we'll  hoift  our  fails, 
And  put  to  fea;   and,  blow  but  profperous  gales, 
Carthage  muft  foon  be  ours,  an  eafy  prey, 
The  paffage  open  :  wb/at  obflrucls  our  way?— • 
Then,  Sir,  your  vaft  defign  I  underftand, 
To  conquer  all  the  earth,  crofs  feas  and  land, 
O'er  Afric's  fpacious  wilds  your  reign  extend, 
Beneath  your  fword  make  proud  Arabia  bend  ; 
Then  feek  remoter  worlds,  where  Ganges  pours 
His  fwelling  ftrcam  ;  beyond  Hydafpes'  fhorcs, 
Through  Indian  realms  to  carry  dire  alarms, 
And  make  the  hardy  Scythian  dread  your  arms. 
But  fay — this  wondrous  race  of  glory  run, 
When  we  return,  fay  what  (hall  then  be  done  ? 
Then  pleas'd,  my  friend,  we'll  fpecd  the  joyful  day 
Ih  full  delight,  and  laugh  our  cares  away. 
And  why  not  now  ?  Alas !  Sir,  need  we  roam 
For  this  fo  far,  or  quit  our  native  home  ? 
No — let  us  now  each  valued  hour  employ, 
Nor  for  the  future  lofe-fhe  prcfent  joy. 


AN  IMAGE  OF  PLEASURE. 

IN    IMITATION    OF    AN    ODE    IN    CASIMIRE. 
I. 

of  life,  my  fweet  companion  lyre  ! 
On  this  fair  poplar  bgugb  I'll  hang  thec  high, 


While  the  gty  fields  all  foft  delight*  infpir?, 
And  not  one  cloud  deform*  the  fmiling  iky. 

n. 

While  whifpering  gales,  that  court  the  leaves  and 
flowers,  [found, 

Play  through  thy  firings,  and  gently  make  them 
Luxurious  I'll  diflblvc  the  flowing  hours 
Iu  balmy  fluraber*  on  the  caipet  ground, 
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But  fee — what  fudden  gloom  obkures  the  air  ! 
What  falling  fliowers  impetuous  change  the  day  ! 
Let's  rife,  my  lyre — Ah  pleafure  faife  as  fair  ! 
How  faithleib  are  thy  charms,  how  fhort  thy  flay ! 


AN     ODE 

IN  THE   P4RK  AT  ASTED. 
I. 

Yz  mufes,  that  frequent  thefc  walks  and  fhadei, 
The  feat  of  calm  repofe, 
Which  Howard's  happy  genius  chofe  ; 
Where,  taught  by  you,  his  lyre  he  ftrung, 
And  oft,  like  Philomel,  in  dufky  glades, 
Sweet  amorou*  voluntaries  fung  ! 
O  fay,  ye  kind  infpiung  powers  ! 

With  what  melodious  ftrain 
Will  you  indulge  my  pecfive  vein, 
And  charm  my  folitary  hows? 

n. 

Begin,  and  Echo  (hall  the  fong  repeat ;  « 

While,  flcreen'd  from  Anguft's  feverifh  heat, 
Beneath  this  fpreading  elm  I  lie, 
And  view  the  yellow  harveft  far  around, 

The  neighbouring  fitlds  with  plenty  trown'd, 
And  over  head  a  fair  unclouded  fky. 

The  wood,  the  park's  romantic  fcene, 
The  deer,  that  innocent  and  gay 
On  the  foft  turf's  perpetual  green 
Pafs  all  their  lives  in  love  and  play, 
Are  various  objects  of  delight, 
That  fp"rt  with  fancy,  and  invite 
Your  aid,  the  pleafure  to  complete ; 
Begin — and  Echo  fhall  the  fong  repeat. 

Hi. 

Hark  '—the  kind  iufpiring  powers 
Anfwer  from  their  fecrct  bowers, 

Propitious  to  my  call ! 
Thry  join  the  choral  voices  all, 
To  charm  my  folitary  hours. 
L'ften,  they  cry,  thou  pen  five  fwain  ! 
Though  much  the  tuneful  fitters  love 
The  fields,  the  park,  ihe  fhady  grove  : 
The  field?,  and  park,  and  fhady  grove, 
The  tuneful  fillers  now  difdain, 

And  choofj  to  footh  the£  with  a  fweeter  flrain ; 
Molinda's  praifes  fliall  our  {kill  employ,     • 
Molinda,  Nature 'e  pride,  and. every  mule's  joy  ! 

'I'he  rttuieR  rriumpr/d  at  her  birth, 
When,  -firft  defcending  from  her  parent  Ikies, 

This  flar  of  beauty  fhot  to  earth; 
Love  faw  the  fires  that  darted  from  her  eyes, 

He  faw,  and  fmil'd — the  winged  hoy 
Gave  early  omens  of  her  conquering  fame, 

And  to  his  msther  lifp'd  her  name, 
Molinda  ! — Nature's  pride,  and  evejy  mufe's  joy. 

IV. 

Say,  beauteous  Afted  !  bas  thy  honour'd  Ciadc 

Ever  receiv'd  that  lovely  maid  ? 
Ye  nymphs  and  fylvan  deities,  eoofefs 
That  (billing  feftal  day  of  happinefs  !j 

for  if  the  lovely  maid  wa»  h«re, 


April  himfelf,  though  in  fo  fair  a  drefs 
He  clothe  the  meads,  though  his  delicious  mowers 
|  Awake  the  bloiTums  and  the  breathing  flowers, 
And  new-create  the  fragrant  year  ; 
Ayri!  himfelf,  or  brighter  May, 
Aflifted  by  the  god  of  day, 

Never  made  your  grove  fo  gay, 
Or  half  fo  full  «f  charms  appear. 

v. 
Whatever  rural  feat  (he  now  doth  grace, 

And  fhities  a  goddefs  of  the  plains, 
Imperial  love  new  triumphs  there  ordains, 
Removes  with  her  from  place  to  place, 
With  her  he  keeps  his  court,  and  where  (he  lives 

he  reigns. 

A  thoufand  bright  attendants  more 
Her  glorious  equipage  compofe  : 
There  circling  pleafure  ever  flows  r 
Friend/hip,  and  art?,  a  weU-fck-iStat  flora, 
Good-humour,  wit,  and  mufic's  f>,fc  delight, 

The  fhorten'd  minutes  there  beguile, 
And  fparkling  mirth,  that  never  looks  fo  bright, 
As  when  it  lightens  in  Molinda's  fmile. 

VI. 

Thither,  ye  guardian  powers  (if  fuch  there  are 

deputed  from  the  fky 

To  watch  o'er  human-kind  with  friendly  care), 
Thither,  ye  gentle  fpirits,  fly  ! 
If  goodnefs  like  your  own  can  move 
Your  conftant  zeal,  your  tendered  love,  ^ 

For  ever  wait  on  this  accomplifliM  fair  ! 
Shield  her  from  every  ruder  breath  of  air, 
Nor  ler  invading  ficknefs  come 
To  blaft  thofe  beauties  in  their  bloom. 
May  no  mifguided  choice,  no  haplefs  doom, 

Difturb  the  heavin  of  her  fair  life 
With  clouds  of  grief,  or  fliowers  of  mclfing  tears  ; 
Let  harfh  unkindnds,  and  ungenerous  flrite, 
Repining  difcontent,  and  boding  fears, 
With  every  fhape  of  woe  be  driven  away, 

Let  ghofls  prohibited  the  day. 
Let  Peace  o'er  her  his  dovelike  wings  difp'ay, 
And  fmiling  joys  crown  all  her  biifsful  years! 


TO   MR.  CONSTANTINE,  • 

ON    HIS    PAINTINGS. 

WHILE  o'er  the  cloth  thy  happy  pencil  flrayj, 
And  the  pleas'd  eye  its  artful  courle  furveys, 
Behold  the  maaic  power  of  {hade  and  iight  1 
A  new  creation  opens  to  our  fight. 
Here  t;:fted  groves  rife  boldly  to  the  fky, 
There  fpaciou*  lawns  more  diftant  charm  the  eye  3 
The  cryfta!  lakes  in  borrow'd  tinctures  fliine, 
And  raiiiy  hills  the  fair  horizon  join, 
Loft  in  the  azure  borders  of  tlr:  day, 
Like  fouuds  remote  that  die  in  air  away. 
The  peopled  profpuft  various  pleafure  yields, 
Sheep  grace  the  hills,  and  herds  or  f'wains  the  fields; 
Harmonious  order  o'er  the  whole  prefides, 
And  Nature  crowns  thj  wcrk,  which  Judgment 
guides. 
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Nor  with  lefs  /kill  Jifplay'd  by  thee  appear 
The  different  produAe  of  the  fertile  year  ; 
While  fruits  with  imitated  ripcnefs  glow, 
And  fudden  flowers  beneath  thy  pencil  blow. 
Such,  and  fo  various,  thy  extcnfive  hand, 
Oft  in  fufpcnfe  the  pleas'd  fpectators  (land, 
Doubtful  to  choofc,  and  fearing  frill  to  err, 
"When  to  thyfelf  they  would  thyfelf  prefer. 
So  when  the  rival  gods  at  Athens  {trove, 
By  wondrous  works,  their  power  divine  to  prove, 
As  Neptune's  trident  ftrook  the  teeming  earth, 
Here  the  proud  horfe  upftarted  to  his  birth  ; 
And  there,  as  Pallas  blefs'd  the  fruitful  fcene, 
The  fpreading  olive  rear'd  its  {lately  green; 
In  dumb  furprife  the  gazing  crowds  were  loft, 
Nor  knew  on  which  to  fix  their  wonder  moft. 


TO     URANIA, 

ON  HER  ARRIVAL  AT  JAMAICA. 

THROUGH  yielding  waves  the  veffel  fwiftly  flies, 

That  bears  Urania  from  our  eager  eyes ; 

33eaf  to  our  call,  the  billows  waft  her  o'er, 

With  fpeed  obfcquious  td  a  diftant  fhure; 

A  prize  more  rich  than  bpain's  whole  fleets  could 

boaft 

Prom  fam'd  Peru,  or  Chili's  golden  coafl ! 
There  the  glad  natives,  on  the  crowded  ttrand,- 
"With  wonder  fee  the  matchlefs  {banger  land  ; 
Tranfylanted  glories  in  her  features  imile, 
And  a  new  dawn  of  beauty  gilds  their  ifle. 

So  from  »he  fea  when  Vtnus  rcfe  ferene, 
And  by  the  Nymphs  and  Tritons  tirft  was  feerr, 
The  watery  world  beheld,  with  pkas'd  furprife, 
O'er  its  wide  wafte  new  tracks  of  light  arife ; 
The  winds  were  hufh'd,  the  floods  forgot  to  move, 
And  Kature  own'd  th'  aufpicious  Queen  of  Love. 

Henceforth  no  more  the  Cyprian  ifle  be  narr.'d, 
Though  for  the  abode  of  that  bright  goddefs  fam'd; 
Jamaica's  happier  groves,  conceal'd  fo  long 
Through  ages  paft,  are  now  the  poets  fong. 
The  Graces  there,  and  Virtues  fix  their  throne; 
Urania  makes  th'  adopted  land  her  own. 

The  rnufe,  with  her  in  thought  franfported,  fees 
The  opening  fcene,  the  bloomy  plants  and  trees, 
By  brighter  fkies  rais'd  to  a  nobler  birth, 
And  fruits  deny'd  to  Europe's  colder  earth. 
At  her  approach,  like  courtiers  doubly  gay 
To  grace  the  pomp  of  fome  lov'd  prince's  day, 
The  ghdden'd  foil  in  all  its  plenty  fliincs, 
New  fpreads  its  branching  palms,  and  new  adorns 

its  pines; 

With  gifts  prepares  the  dining  gtseft  to  meet, 
And  pours  its  verdnnt  offerings  at  her  feet. 
As  in  the  fields  with  pleafure  flic  appears, 
Smiles  on  the  labourers,  and  their  labours  cheers, 
The  hifcious  canes  wirh  f wee  tor  juices  flow, 
The  melons  ripen,  and  the  citrons  blow, 
The  golden  orange  takes  a  richer  dye, 
AJid  flare*  forget  thsir  toil,  \vliile  fhe  is  by. 


Not  Ceres'  fclf  more  blc flings  could  difplay, 
When  through  the  earth  fhe  took  her  wandering 

way, 

Far  from  her  native  c^aft,  and  all  around 
Diffus'd  ripe  harvefts  through  the  teeming  ground. 

Mean  while  our  drooping  vales  deferted  mourn, 
Till  happy  years  bring  on  her  wifh'd  return ; 
New  honours  then,  Urania,  fhall  be  thine, 
And  Britain  fhall  again  the  world  outfhine. 

So  whea  of  late  our  fun  was  veil'd  from  fight 
In  dark  eclipfe,  and  loft  in  fudden  night, 
A  fnivering  cold  each  heart  with  horror  thrill'd, 
The  birds  forfook  the  flcies,  the  herdi  the  field ; 
But  when  the  conquering  orb,  with  one  bright  ray, 
Broke  through  the  gloom.and  re-enthron'd  theday, 
The  herds  reviv'd,the  birds  renew'd  their  {train?,} 
^Unufual  tranfports  rais'd  the  cheerful  fwains,      C 
'And  joy  returning  echo'd  through  ihe  plains.     J 


THE   FOLLOWING 

SUPPLEMENT  AND  CONCLUSION 

To  Mr.  Milton  i  incomparable  Poem,  entitled,  II  Per. 
ferofo,  or  The  Penfive  Man,  -wat  alfa  -writ  by 
Mr.  Hugltt. 

It  feems  neceffary  to  quftte  the  eight  foregoing  line* 
tor  the  right  underftdnuing  of  it. 

AND  may  at  laft  my  weary  age 

Find  out  the  peaceful  hermitage, 

The  hairy  gown  and  moffy  cell, 

Where  I  may  fit,  and  rightly  fpelt 

Of  every  ftar  that  heaven  doth  fhcw, 

Ami  every  herd  that  fips  the  dew; 

Till  old  experience  do  attain 

To  fomcthing  like  prophetic  {train. * 
There  let  time's  creeping  winter  fted 
His  hoary  fnow  around  my  head; 
And  while  I  feel,  by  fail  degrees, 
My  fltiggard  blood  wax  chill,  and  freeze, 
Let  thought  unveil  to  my  fixt  eye 
The  freoes  of  deep  eternity, 
Till  life  difl'olviiig  at  the  view, 
I  wak«;,  and  find  thole  vifions  true  ! 


THE  HUE  AND  CRY. 

O  YES  : — Hear,  all  ye  beaux  and  wits, 

Muficians,  poets,  'fquires,  and  cits, 

All,  who  in  town  »r  country  dwell! 

Say,  can  you  talc  or  tidings  tell 

Of  Tortorella's  hafty  flight  ? 

Why  in  new  groves  fhe  takes  delight, 

And  if  in  concert,  or  alone, 

The  cooing  murmurer  makes  her  moan  I 

New  learn  the  marks,  by  which  you  ma* 
Trace  out  and  flop  the  lovely,  {tray  ! 
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Some  wit, more  folly,  and  no  care, 
Thoughtiefs  her  conduct,  free  her  air ; 
Gay,  fcoinful,  fober,  indifcreet, 
In  whom  all  contradictions  meet ; 
Civil,  affronting,  peevifh,  eafy, 
Foim'd  both  to  charm  you  and  difpleafe  you  ; 
Much  want  of  judgment,  none  of  pride, 
Modifh  her  drefs,  her  hoop  full  wide; 
Blown  {kin,  her  ryes  of  fable  hue, 
Angel,  when  pleai'd,  when  yex'd,  a  Ihrcw. 

Genteel  her  motion,  when  (he  walks, 
Sweetly  Ihe  fmgs,  and  loudly  talks; 
Knows  all  the  world,  and  its  affairs, 
Who  goes  to  court,  to  plays,  to  prayers, 
Who  keeps,  who  marries,  fails,  or  thrives, 
Leads  honeft,  or, difhoneft,  lives; 
What  money  match'd  each  youth  or  maid, 
And  who  was  at  each  mafquerade  ; 
Of  all  fine  things  in  this  fine  town, 
She's  only  to  herfclf  unknown, 

By  this  defcription,  if  you  meet  her, 
With  lowly  bows,  and  homage  greet  her$ 
And  if  you  bring  the  vagrant  beauty 
Back  to  her  mother  and  her  duty, 
Afk  for  reward  a  luver's  blifs, 
And  (if  fhe'll  let  yon)  take  a  kifs ; 
Or  more,  if  more  you  wifli  and  may, 
Try  if  at  church  the  words  flie'll  fay, 
Then  make  her,  if  you  can — "  obey." 


THE  PATRIOT. 

To  the  Right  Honourable 

W1LUAM  LORD  COW  PER, 

LORD  HIGH  CHANCELLOR  OF  GREAT   BRITAIN. 

How  godlike  is  the  man,  how  truly  great, 
Who,  midft  contending  factions  of  the  ftate, 
In  council  cool,  in  reiblution  bold, 
Nor  brib'd  by  hopes,  nor  by  mean  fears  control'*}, 
And  proof  alike  againft  both  foes  and  friends, 
Ne'er  from  the  golden  mean  of  virtue  bends  '. 
But  wifely  fix'd,  nor  to  extremes  inclin'd, 
Maintains  the  fteady  purpoie  of  his  mind. 

So  Atlas,  pois'd  on  his  broad  bafe,  defies 
The  fhock  of  gathering  ftorms  and  wintry  flcies  ; 
Above  the  clouds,  ferene,  he  lifts  his  brew, 
And  fees  unmov'd  the  thunder  break  below. 

Bat  where 's  the  patriot,  by  thefe  virtues  known, 
Unfway'd  by  others  paifions,  or  his  own  ? 
Jufl  to  his  prince,  and  to  the  public  true, 
That  fhuns,  in  all  events,  each  partial  view  ? 
That  ne'er  forgets  the  whole  of  things  to  weigh, 
And  fcorns  the  fhort-liv'd  wifdom  of  a  day  ? 

If  there  be  one— hold  mufe,  nor  more  reveal — 
(Yet  oh  that  numbers  could  his.iame  conceal!) 
Thrice  happy  Britain,  of  fuch  wealth  poffsft ! 
Da  thy  firm  th/on/*,  great  George,  un(haktn  reft, 


Safe  in  his  judgment,  on  hi*  faith  rely4, 

And  prize  the  worth  which  kingdoms  cannot  buy  • 

Rich  in  itfelf,  the  genuine  diamond  fiiinc?. 
And  owes  its  value  to  its  native  mines; 
Yet  fet  in  Britain's  crown,  drinks  ampler  rays 
Of  the  fun's  light,  and  cafts  a  wider  blase. 
With  pleafure  we  the  well-plac'd  gem  behold, 
That  adds  a  luflre  to  the  royal  gold. 
JanuJiy  15.  17X7-18. 


THE 

SECOND  SCENE  OF  THE  FFRST  ACT 

OF 

ORESTES,  A  TRAGEDT. 

TRANSLATED    FROM    EURIPIDES. 

Argument. 

Oreftes  had  killed  his  mather  Clytemneftra,  in  re 
venge  of  his  father's  death,  who  was  murdered 
by  her.  This  part  of  the  ftcry  is  the  fubjefi  of 
the  Eledtra  of  Sophocles,  where,  in  the  concln- 
fion  of  the  play,  Clytemneftra  is  heard  behind 
the  fcene  crying  but  in  vain  for  mercy,  while 
her  fen  is  executing  his  revenge.  Perhaps  this 
play  was  written  firft;  •and  Euripides  took  r.p 
the  (lory  where  the  other  left  off.  The  reflec 
tion  on  his  guilt  in  putting  his  mother  to  death, 
though  a  criminal,  with  his  own  hands,  filled 
Oreftes's  mind  with  fo  much  horror  as  after 
wards  caufed  his  diftradHon.  In  this  condition 
he4s  reprefented  in  the  following  fcene,  lying 
on  a  couch,  and  hisfifter  Eleftra,  with  a  chorus 
of  Grecian  women,  waiting  near  him. 

I  fliall  detain  the  reader  no  longer  than  to  obferve, 
that  the  tendernefs  of  Eledlra,  and  the  alternate 
ftarts  and  returns  of  madnefs  and  reafon  in  O- 
reftes,  are  touched  with  the  moft  exquifite 
ftrokes  of  nature  and  paflion. 

CLorus,  Orejies,  EleUra. 

CLeruf. 

DRAW  near,  Eleclra, to  thy  brother's  couch; 
See  if  he  breathes;  this  long-protracSed  reft 
May  end  in  death,  and  fatally  deceive  thee. 

Orffles,  ivaiing. 

O  fweet  refrefhing  fleep  1  thou  balmy  cure 
Of  fickneft  and  of  pain  '. 

How  has  thy  gentle  power  at  length  reliev'd  me  ! 
O  foft  oblivion  of  furrounding  ills, 
How  grateful  to  th"  afflicled  are  thy  charms ! 
Where  am  I  ? — fpeak — inform  me,  tell  me  where 
How  came  I  hither  ?  for  I  know  not  how  ! 
Alas !  I've  lately  been  bereft  of  reafon  1 
And  now  no  trail  of  former  thought  remains. 

Eliflra. 

O  my  much-lov'd  Orcftcs!  O  my  brother  ! 
With  joy  I've  watch'd  o'er  thy  late  healing  lum 
bers. 
Coir,  e— ft  all  I  hc'p  to  raife  thee  from  thy  couch  J 
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Orfjtei. 

Soft,  I  pray  thee  —  firft  wipe  away  thefc  drops, 
That  fit  all  dewy  o'er  my  face. 

Etttlra. 
Ye  gods  ! 
How  plcafant  Is  this  tafk  to  a  fitter's  love  ! 

Orcfle.-. 
Cnmc,  let  me  lean  upon  thee  ;  —  how  canft  thou 

bear  me  ?  — 

Put  forth  thy  hand  ;  remove  the  clotted  locks 
That  lhade  my  fight;   I  fcarcely  yet  cau  fee  — 

Eleflra. 
O  my  poor  brother  !  how  has  ficknefs  chang'd 

thee  ! 
Thy  fate,  thy  beard,  fo  long  unwafti'd  deform 

thee, 
And  fprcad  an  unknown  horror  o'er  thy  mien. 

G.-eflu. 

Vm  weary  ;  —  lead  me  to  my  couch  again. 
When  my  fit  leaves  me  I  am  weak  and  faint, 
And  a  cold  trembling  runs  through  all  my  limbs. 

Elcflra. 
How  friendly  is  the  fick  map's    bed;  though 

pain 
pwell  there,  yet  there  he  beft  may  bear  it. 

-     Ore/les. 

O!  help  once  more  ;  and  gently  bend  me  for 
ward. 

Cbffrus. 

The  fick  are  ever  reftlcfs  ; 
Uneafinefs  and  pain  make  them  impatient. 


Wilt  thou  pet  up,  and  try  again  to  walk  ? 
Change  will  perhaps  relieve  thee. 

'  •  Qrifo' 

1  fain  would  walk—  and,  feeming  well  awhi|e, 
Delude  my  anxious  thoughts. 
£Itiira. 

Now  hear  ma,  brother  ; 
Hear  me,  while  yet  the  cruel  furies  leave  thee 
*3  hi*  paufe  from  grief,  this  interval  of  reafon. 

Ore/la. 
Speak  quick  thy  news  —  if  it  be  good,  'tjs  wel 

come  ; 
If  ill  —  I've  load  enough  ;  nor  add  thpu  more. 

Eleflra. 

Then  krjow  thy  uncle  Menelaus  comes; 
Ills  fhiji  is'iii  the  port  — 

Ore/Its. 

What  doft  thou  fay  ?  — 

He  comes,  like  dawning  light,  to  cheer  our  grids, 
And  chafe  away  the  blacknefs  of  defpair  ; 
My  father's  brother,  and  his  beil-lov'd  friend  ! 

Ekfira. 
He's  now  arriv'd  —  ^and  brings  from  conquer'd 

Troy 
His  beauteous  Helen—' 

Qrefle,. 

Say  'ft  thon  ?  —  better  far 
He  came  alone  —  and  he  alone  furvjving  ; 
But  if  with  Helen—  then  he  brings  a  curfe, 
A  heavy  curfe  — 

Llefira. 

The  race  of  Tyndaru* 

Have  through  all  Grcecp  IWcad  infamy  and  fhame, 
4 


Ortjlc't. 

Beware  then— {Turn  the  deed*  of  impious  womea. 
Wear  no  fa!fe  face — be  good,  as  well  as  fecm  fo— 
Beware  I  fay — 

ElcRra. 

Alas!  what  means  my  brother?  you  arc  chang'd. 
Your  colour  fhifts- — your  eyes  look  fiercely  wild— 
Your  fit  returns — O  heaven's  1  he's  lofl  again. 

Orf/lej. 

Mother,    forbear  !— What !    no    forgivenefs — . 
never  ? 

0  !  take  away  thofe  furies — how  they  (hake 
Their  fnaky  locks,  and  grin  around 'me  ! 

Eletfra. 

Alas !  poor  wretch;  'tis  thy  own  fear  alarms  thre. 
Compofe  tKyfelf :  why  doft  th^n  leave  thy  couch  ? 
Here  are  nj  fiendj;  thou  talk'ft  to  fliapelefs  air. 

Orefes. 

Help,  help  me,  Phoebus — See  thofe  dogs  of  hell 
With  famifh'd  jaws  gape  horrid  to  devour  me  ! 
Th'  infernal  priefttfies  look  fiercely  on'me; 
They  thirft  for  blood,  and  I'm  the  dcftin'd  vi&im! 

Efeffra. 

Nay,  ftrive  not — for  I  will  not  let  thee  go, 
While  thefe  weak  arms  can  fold  thee — 
Ore/lfs. 

What  art  thfu?      [thee; 

One  of  my  curft   tormenters? — Hence — I  know 
Thod  grafp'ft  me  thus  to  plunge  me  down  toliell. 

Eleflra.' 
Oh  !   whence  can  wretched  mortals  hope  for 

fuccour, 
When  heaven  is  deaf,  and  all  the  gods  our  foes  '. 

Qrcjics. 

Reach  me  the  weapons  of  the  (hooting  god, 
Apollo's  gift,  the  fhafts  and  horny  bow  ; 
With  theie  he  hade  me  drive  the  fields  away, 
When  cruel,  they  attack  me — 
'EteSra. 

Can  they  feel  ? 
Can  deathlefs  beings  feel  a  mortal  wound  ? 

Onftes. 

They  (hall — or  leave  niy  tortur'd  fight — behold! 
Doft  thou  not  fee  their  feather'd  (hafts  fly  round 

-.he?  f 

Begone,  ye  miniflers  of  wrath — Away  !  away ! 
I'hc  guilt's  not  mine — Hence,  through  the  yield 
ing  (kies, 

Fly  fwift  to  heaven — and  charge  Apollo  there 
Whofe  oracle  betray 'd  mr — Ah  !   I  faint; 
My  fpirits  fink — VV'here  am  1  now  ?  Alas ! 
How  have  I  left  my  bed  ? — how  ftray'J  I  hither  ? 
O — I  perceive  —  once  more  the  raging  waves 
Have  fpent  their  force — and  all  is  calm  agai'n — 
My  (ifler  ? — weeping  too  ?  Why  doll  thru  turn 
Thy  face  away,  thus  muffled  in  thy  garment  ! 

1  gneve  to  thin!:  what- 1  have  made  thee  fuller ; 
I  know  my  fi  :kticfs  bears  too  hard  upon  thcc  ; 
Yet  weep  not  for  my  crimes,  unhappy  maid  ! 
The  deed  wa^-  mine — Thou  only  dwift  confent  : 
'"1'was  I  that  flew  my  mother — Phcebus  himfelf 
Advis'd  that  impious  ad — the  guilt  be  his,      [me, 
Whofe  words  fpok-;  comfort.but  wdo  now  forfakec 
Bu{  oh  !   Elejftra,  had  our  father's  [hade 

j  Been  prcferii  then-«-had  f,  before  the  god, 


f»     O    E    M    S. 


Aflc'd  his  content,  to  ftrike  the  murderefs  dead, 
The  pitying  manes  fure  had  ftopp'd  my  hand, 
Nor  would  have  wifh'd  for  his  own  life  again, 
Redeem'd  by  guilt,  fo  horrid  in  a  fon. 

Now  wipe  away  thy  fears,  lamenting  maid  ; 
Though  we're  both  wretched,  tears  are  fhed  in  vain 
And  when  thou  feeft  again  my  faltering  reafon, 
Be  ready  thou  to  rule  my  broken  fenfe, 
And  comfort  my  affliction — And  when  thou 
Shalt  fink  beneath  thy  prefling  woes,  I'll  ftrivc 
By  foothing  words  to  mitigate  thy  forrows. 
Such  offices  become  our  fond  affection. 

But  now,  retiring  to  thy  own  apartment, 
Let  gentle  flumber  clofe  thy  wakeful  eyes ; 
Then  rife  refrefti'd  ;  anoint  thy  weanied  limbs, 
And  with  due  nourimment  recruit  thy  fpirits. 
Such  ceafelefs  watchings  will  exhauft  thy  ftrength 
And  make  thy  languid  life  a  burden  to  thee. 
Thou  leeft  all  other  friends  are  fled ;  thou  art 
My  only  folace  in  this  dire  affliction. 
Shauld'ft  thou  forfake  me  too,  I'm  loft  indeed. 

EltSira. 

O  no  !  thy  fitter  never  will  forfake  rhee  ; 
Nor  only  will  I  live,  but  die,  with  thee ; 
What  joy  could  lire  afford  a  wretched  woman, 
Bereft  of  father,  brother,  every  friend  i — 

But  if  you  fo  command,  I  will  retire; 
In  the  meanwhile  compofe  thyfelf  to  reft, 
Reclin'd  upon  thy  couch;  nor  let  vain  terror? 
Roulc  thee  again — Thy  own  upbraiding  confciencc 
Is  the  revengeful  Jjeiid  that  haunts  thy  breaft  I 


ON   THE   BIRTH    DAY 

Of  the  Right  Honourable 
THE  LORD  CHANCELLOR  PARKER. 

JULTf  XXIII.   M.DCC.X1X. 

A»  father  Thames  pours  out  his  plenteous  urn 
O'er  common  traces,  with  fpeed  his  waters  flow; 

But  where  fome  beauteous  palace  does  adorp 
His  banks,  the  river  feems  to  move  more  flow ; 

As  if  he  ftopp'd  awhile,  with  confcious  pride, 
Nor  to  the  ocean  would  purfuc  his  race, 

Till  he  reflect  its  glories  in  his  tide, 

And  call  the  water-nymphs  around  to  gaze. 

So  in  time's  common  flood  the  huddled  throng 
Of  months  and  hours  unheeded  pafs  away, 

Unlels  fome  general  good  our  joy  prolong, 
And  mark  the  moments  of  lome  feftal  clay. 

Not  fair  July,  though  plenty  clothe  his  fields, 
Though  golden  funs  make  all  his  mornings  fmile, 

Can  boaft  of  aught  that  fuch  a  triumph  yields, 
As  that  he  gave  a  Parker  to  our  ifle. 

Hail  happy  month  '  fecure  of  lafting  fame  ! 

Doubly  dilttngujfti'd  through  the  circling  year  : 
111  Romftfc  hero  gave  thee  firft  thy  name  ; 

A  patriot  Ycii'th  makes  thee  to  JJrittia  d«^. 


THE  XlVth  OLYMPIC  OF  PINDAR, 

TO 

ASOPJCUS  OF  ORCHOMENUS. 


YE  heavenly  graces,  who  prefide 
O'er  Minysea's  happy  foil,  that  breeds, 
Swift  for  the  race,  the  faireft  deeds ; 
And  rule  the  land,  where  with  a  gentle  tide 

Your  lov'd  CVphifian  waters  glide  ! 
To  you  Orchomenus's  towers  belong, 
Then  hear,  ye  goddefles,  and  ^.id  the  fong. 

ii. 

Whatever  honours  fliine  below, 
Whatever  gifts  can  move  delight, 
Or  footh  the  ravifh'd  foul,  or  charm  the  fight, 
To  you  their  power  of  pleafing  owe. 
Fame,  beauty,  wifdom,  you  beftow  ; 
Nor  will  the  gods  true  facred  banquet  own, 
Nor  on  the  chorus  look  propitious  down, 

If  you  your  prefence  have  deny'd, 
To  rule  the  banket,  and  the  chorus  guide. 

Hi. 

In  heaven  hfelf  all  own  your  happy  care ; 
Blefs'd  by  your  inijuence  divine, 
There  all  is  good,  and  all  is  fair  : 
Oa  thrones  fublime  you  there  iiluftrious  fhiiu  ; 
Piac'd  near  Apollo  with  the  golden  lyre, 

You  all  his  harmony  infpire, 
And  warblad  hymns  to  Jove  perpetual  fing. 
To  Jove,  of  heaven  the  father  and  the  king. 

IV. 

Now  hear,  Aglaia,  venerable  maid  ! 

Hear  thou  that  tuneful  vetfe  doft  love, 
Euphrofyne-!  join  your  cceleftial  aid, 

Ye  daughters  of  immortal  Jove  ! 
Thalia  too  be  prefent  with  my  lays ; 

Afopicus  has  rais'd  his  city's  name, 

And,  vi&or  in  th'  Olympic  ftrife,  may  claim 
From  you  his  juft  reward  ofvircuous  praile. 

v. 
And  thou,  O  Fame  !  this  happy  triumph  fpread  ; 

Fly.  to  the  regions  of  the  dead,  (&>und, 

Through  Proferpine's   dark  empire   bear  the 

There  feek  Cleodamus  below, 
And  let  the  pleas'd  paternal  fpirk  know, 
How  on  the  plains  of  Pifa  far  renown'd, 
His  fon,  his  youthful  fqn,  of  matchleis  fpecd. 

Bore  off  from  all  the  victor's  meed, 
And  with  an   olivi  wreath  his  envy'd   temples 
crown.' d. 


THE  MORNING  APPARITION. 
Written  ct  WaUittgton-lnujret  in  Surry,  th.  Seat  of 


ALL  things  were  hufli'd,  as  noife  itfelf  were  dead; 
No  midnight  mice  ft  rr'd  round  my  filent  bed  ; 
Mot  e'en  a  gnat  diilurb'd  the  peace  profound, 
Junib  o'er  my  piilov  hung  my  watch  unwound  i 
Sfo  ticking  death-worm  told  a  faucy'd  doom, 
Mor  hidden  oicLei  chirrup'4in  tiic 
Xiiij 


THE    WORKS    OF   HUGHES. 


NO  brf ea&  the  <afpment  ftook,  or  fann'd  the  leave*, 
Nor  drops  of  rain  fell  fcft  from  off"  the  eaves; 
Nor  noify  fplinter  made  the  candle  weep, 
But  the  dim  watchlight  feem'd  itfelf  afleep, 
When  tir'd  1  clos'd  my  eyes — HOW  long  I  lay 
In  {lumber  wrapp'd,  I  lift  not  now  to  fay  : 
When  hark  !  a  fudden  noife — See  '.  open  flies 
The  yielding  door — I,ftarting,  rubb'd  my  eyes, 
Faft  clos'd  awhile ;  and  as  their  lids  I  rear'd, 
Full  at  my  feet  a  tall  thin  form  appear'd, 
While  through  my  parted  curtains  rufhing  broke 
A  light  like  day,  ere  yet  the  figure  fpoke. 
Cold  fweat  bedew'd  my  limbs — Nor  did  I  dream ; 
Hear,  mortals,  hear  '.  for  real  truth's  my  theme. 
And  now,  more  bold,  I  rais'd  my  trembling  bones 
To  look — when  lo  !  'twas  honeft  mafter  Jones  *  ; 
Who  wav'd  his  hand,  to  banifh  fear  and  forrow, 
Well  charg'd  with  toaft  and  fack,  and  cry'd  "  Good 
"  morrow  1" 


WRITTEN  IN  A  WINDOW 

AT  WALLINGTON-HOUSE, 

THEN  THE  SEAT  OF 

MRS.  ELIZABETH  BRIDGES,  1719. 

J!NVT,  if  thy  fearching  eye 
Through  this  window  chance  to  pry, 
To  thy  forrow  thou  fhak  find, 
All  that's  generous,  friendly,  kind, 
Goodnefs,  virtue,  every  grace, 
Dwelling  in  this  happy  place  : 
Then,  if  thou  would  ft  fhun  this  Cgty, 
Hence  for  ever  take  thy  Eight. 


THE  SUPPLEMENT: 

THE  CHARACTER  OF 

.  ELIZABETH  BRIDGES^. 

Imp  .rf.fl. 

PAINTER,  give  o'er ;  here  ends  thy  feeble  art ; 
For  how  wilt  thou  dcfcribe  th'  immortal  part  f 
Though  ICneller's  or  though  Raphael's  fkill  were 

thine, 

Qr  Titian's  colours  on  the  cloth  did  fhine, 
The  labour'd  piece  muft  yet  half-finifli'd  ftartd, 
And  mock  the  wcakucfs  jjf  the  matter's  hand. 

Colours  are  but  the  phantoms  of  the  day, 
With  thai  they're  born,  with  that  they  fade  away  ; 
Like  beauty's  charms,  they  but  amufc  the  fight, 
]Dark  in  themfelvcs,  till,  by  reflection  bright, 
With  the  fun's  aid  lo  rival  him  they  baaft, 
But  l:ght  withdrawn  in  their  own  fhades  are  loft. 
Then  'what  are  thefc  t*  expreis  the  living  fire, 
The  lamp  \vith;n,  that  r.ever  can  excite  J 

*  The  butler. 

*  She  dicu  Ecc.  t.  IMS',  ssed  38, 


That  work  can  only  by  the  mufc  be  wrouj^.t ; 
Souls  muft    paint  foul?,    and   thought    delineate 

thought. 

Then  painter-mufe  begin,  and  unconfin'd 
Draw  boldly  firft  a  large  extent  of  mind  : 
Yet  not  a  barren  wafte,  an  empty  fpace. 
For  crowds  of  virtues  fill  up  all  the  place. 
See  !  o'er  the  reft  fair  piety  prefides, 
As  the  bright  fun  th'  inferior  planets  guides ; 
To  the  foul's  powers  it  vital  heat  fupplies, 
And  hence  a  thoufand  worthy  habits  rife. 
So  when  that  genial  father  of  the  fpring 
Smiles  on  the  meads,  and  wakes  the  birds  to  fing, 
And  from  the  heavenly  bull  his  influence  fheds 
On  the  parterres  and  fruitful  garden  beds, 
A  thoufand  beautjpus  births  fhoot  up  to  fightk 
A  thoufand  buds  unfoldipg  meet  the  light ; 
Each  ufeful  plant  does  the  rich  earth  adorn, 
And  all  the  flowery  univerfe  is  born. 

O  !  could  my  verfc  defcribe  this  facred  queen, 
This  firft  of  virtues,  awful,  yet  ferene, 
Plain  in  her  native  charms,  nor  too  fevere, 
Free  from  falfe  zeal,  and  fuperftitious  fear ; 
Such  and  fo  bright,  as  by  th'  effects  we  ficd 
She  dwells  in  this  felecled  happy  mind, 
The  fource  of  every  good  fhould  ftand  confeft, 
And  all  who  fee  applaud  the  heaven-born  gueft  I 

Proceed,  my  mufe,  next  in  the  picture  place 
Diffufive  charity  to  human  rn.ce. 
Juftice  thou  need'ft  not  in  the  draught  exprefs, 
Since  every  greater  ftill  includes  the  lefs. 
What  were  the  praifc  if  virtue  idly  flood, 
Content  alike  to  do  nor  harm  nor  good  ? 
Though  fhunning  ill,  unactiye  and  fupine, 
Like  painted  funs  that  warm  not  while  they  fhine  J 
The  nobler  foul  fuch  narrow  life  difdains, 
Flows  out,  and  meets  another's  joys  and  pains, 
Taftelefs  of  blelfings,  if  poffeft  alone, 
And  in  imparted  p'eafures  feeks  its  own. 
Hence  grows  the  fenfe  of  friendfhip's  generous  fires. 
Hence  liberality  the  heart  infpires, 
Hence  ftreams  of  good  in  conftant  actions  flow, 
And  man  to  man  becomes  a  god  below  '. 

A  foul  thus  form'd,  and  fuch  a  foul  is  here, 
Needs  not  the  dangerous  left  of  riches  fear, 
But,  unfubdued  to  wealth,  may  fafely  ftand, 
And  count  o'er  heaps  with  an  unfully'd  hand. 
Heaven,  that  knew  this,  and  where  t'intruft  its 

ftore, 

And,  I>lcfftsg  one,  oft'  bkffes  many  more, 
Firft  gave  a  will  to  give,  then  fitly  joiu'd 
A  liberal  fortune  to  a  liberal  mind. 
With  fuch  a  graceful  eafe  her  bounty  flows;       "j 
.She  gives,  jindlcarce  that  flic's  the  giver  knows,/ 
Bat  feenis  receiving  moft,  when  fhe  the  moil  T 
beftovvs.  J 

Rich  in  herfdf,  well  may  fhe  value  more 
Her  wealth  within,  the  mind's  immortal  ftore  ; 
Paflions  fubducd,  and  knowledge  free  from  pride, 
Good  humour,  ever  to  good  fenfe  ally'd, 
Well-feafon'd  mirth,  and  wii'Jom  m 
An  equal  temper,  ai:d  a  hcait  iin.cro  j 


P    O     E 

-Gifts  that  alone  from  Nature's  bounty  flow, 
Which  fortune  may  difplay,  but  not  bedow ; 
J?or  wealth  but  fets  the  pisfture  more  in  fight, 
And  brings  the  beauties  or  the  faults  to  light. 
How  true  th'  edecm  that's  founded  in  defert ! 
How  pleafing  is  the  tribute  of  the  h«nrt ! 
Here  willing  duty  ne'er  was  paid  in  vain, 
And  ev'n  dependence  cannot  feel  its  chain, 
Yet  whom  (lie  thus,  fets  free  (he  clofer  binds, 
(Affection  is  the  chain  of  grattful  minds) 
y\.nd,  doubly  bleCing  her  adopted  care, 
Makes  them  her  virtues  with  her  fortune  (hare, 
Leads  by  exarrple,  and  by  kinduefs  guards, 
And  raifas  fir  ft  the  merit  (he  rewards. 

Oft  too  abroad  die  cads  a  friendly  eye, 
As  (he  would  help  to  every  need  fupply. 
The  poor  near  her  almod  their  cares  forget, 
Their  want  but  ferves  as  hunger  to  their  meat; 
For,  fince  her  foul's  ally'd  to  human  kind, 
Not  to  her  houie  alone  her  dore's  conSn'd, 
But  pafling  on,  its  own  full  banks  o'erflows, 
Enlarg'd,  and  deals  forth  plenty  as  it  goes. 
Through  fome  fair  garden  thus  a  river  leads 
Its  watery  wealth,  and  fird  th'  inclofure  feeds, 
Viuts  each  plant,  and  every  flower  Supplies; 
Or,  taught  in  fportive  fountains  to  arife, 
Cafts  fprinkled  (howers  o'er  every  figur'd  green  ; 
Or  in  canals  walks  round  the  beauteous  fcene, 
Yet  dops  not  there,  but  its  free  courfe  maintains, 
Aod  fpreads  gay  verdure   through   th'  adjacent 

plains; 

The  labouring  hinds  with  pleafure  fee  it  flow, 
And  blel's  thofe  dreams  by  which  their  padures 

grow. 

O  generous  ufe  of  power  !  O  virtuous  pride  ! 
Ne'er  may  the  means  be  to  fuch  fouls  deny 'd, 
^Executors  of  Heaven's  all  bounteous  will, 
Who  well  the  great  Fird-giver's  ends  fulfil, 
Who  from  fuperior  heights  dill  looking  down 
On  glittering  heaps,  which  fcarce  they  think  their 

own, 

Pefpife  the  empty  fhow  of  ufelefs  date, 
And  only  would  by  d<J»ng  good  be  great ! 

Now  paufe  awhile,  my  mufe,  and  then  renew 
The  pleafing  talk,  and  take  a  fecond  view  ! 


A  train  of  virtues  yet  undrawn  appear  ; 

Here  juft  economy,  (Infi  prudence  there; 

Near  liberality  they  ever  (land  ; 

This  guides  her  judgment,  that  directs  her  hand. 

By  thefe  fee  wild  profuiion  clvas'd  away, 

And  wanton  luxury,  like  birds  of  prey. 

Whilft  meek  humility,  with  charms  ierene, 

Forbids  vain  pomp  t' approach  the  hallow'd  fcene; 

Yet  through  her  veil  the  mote  attracts  the  light, 

And  on  her  Cider-virtues  caAs  a  light. 

But  wherefore  darts  the  painter-mufe,  and  why, 
The  piece  unfinifli'd,  throws  the  pencil  by  ? 
M-'thinks  ((he  fays)  humility  1  hear, 
^Vith  ^entje  voice  icproviug,  cry— Fcrbea*  ! 


Forbear,  rafh  mufe !  nor  longer  BOW  commend, 
Left  whom  thou  wouloYd  defcribe,  thou  ill  mld'fb 

offend, 

And  in  her  bread  a  painful  glowing  raife, 
Who,  confcious  of  the  merit,  (huns  the  praifc. 


THE    ECSTACY. 

AN  ODE. 

"  Me  vero  primum  dulces  ante  omnia  mufse 
"  Accipiant,  calique  vias  ct  fidera  mondrent." 

VIKO, 

^ddverlifemtnt. 

It  may  be  proper  to  acquaint  the  reader  that  the 
following  poem  was  begun  on  the  model  of  a. 
Latin  ode  of  Gafimire,  intituled  e  Rebus  Humanii 
Exceffus,  from  which  it  is  plain  that  Cowley 
likewifc  took  the  firfl  hint  of  his  ode  called  th« 
Effiacy.  The  former  part,  therefore,  is  chiefly 
an  imitation  of  that  ode,  though  with  confider- 
able  variations,  and  the  addition  of  the  whole 
fecond  danza,  except  the  firft  three  lines  :  but 
the  plan  itfelf  feeming  capable  of  a  farther  im» 
provement,  the  latter  part,  which  attempts  % 
fhort  view  of  the  heavens  according  to  the  mo 
dern  philofophy,  is  entirely  original,  and  not 
founded  on  any  thing  in  the  Latin  author. 


J  LEAVE  mortality's  low  fphere. 

Ye  winds  and  clouds,  come  lift  me  hj 

And  on  your  airy  pinions  bear 

Swift  through  the  regions  of  the  flcy. 

What  lofty  mountains  downward  fly! 

And  lo,  h<;w  wide  a  fpace  of  air 

Extends  new  profpedls  to  my  eye  ! 

The  gilded  fanes,  reflecting  light, 

And  royal  palaces,  as  bright, 
(The  rich  abodes 

Of  heavenly  and  of  earthly  gods) 

Retire  apace  ;  whole  cities  too 

Decreafe  beneath  my  rifing  view. 
And  now  far  off  the  rolling  globe  appears  j 

Its  fcatter'd  nations  I  furvey, 

And  all  the  mafs  of  earth  and  fea; 

Oh  object  well  deferving  tears  ! 

Capricious  ftate  of  things  bt^<jw,          fknow! 
That,  changeful  from  their  birth,  no  fix'd  duratioa 
11. 

Here  new-built  towns,  afpiring  higti, 

Afcend,  with  lofty  turrets  crown'd  ; 

There  others  fall,  and  mouldering  lie, 
Obfcuie,  or  only  by  their  ruins  found. 
Palmyra's  far-extended  wade  I  fpy, 

(Once  Tadmor,  ancient  in  renown) 
Her  marble  heaps,  by  the  wild  Arab  fhown, 

Still  load  with  ufelefs  pomp  the  ground. 
But  where  is  lordly  Babylon  ?  where  now 

Lifts  die  to  heaven  her  giant  brow  ? 
Where  does  the  wealth  of  Nineveh  abound  ? 

Or  wherc's  the  pride  of  Afric's  (bore  J 

T.s  Ron1//*  great  rival  then  no  more  £ 
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,In  Rome  hcrfelf  behold  th'  extremes  of  fate, 
Her  ancient  greacnefs  funk,  her  modern  boaftec 
{late! 

See  her  luxurious  palaces  artfe, 

With  broken  arches  mixt  between  ! 

And  here  what  fplendid  domes  poffefs  the  flues 

And  there  old  temples,  open  to  the  day, 
Their  walls  o'ergrown  with  rnols  difplay ; 
And  columns,  awful  in  decay,  [fcene, 

Rear  up  their  rooflefs  heads  to  form  the  various 
in. 

Around  the  fpace  of  earth  I  turn  my  eye ; 
Cut  where's  the  region  free  from  woe  ? 

Where  (hall  the  mufe  one  little  fpot  defcry 
The  feat  of  happinefs  below  ? 
Here  peace  would  all  its  joys  difpenfe, 

The  vines  and  olives  unmolcfted  grow, 
But  lo !  a  purple  peftilence 
Unpeoples  cities,  fweeps  the  plains, 
Whilft  vainly  through  deferted  fields 
Her  unreap'd  harvefts  Ceres  yields, 
at  the  noon  of  day  a  midnight  filence  reigns. 

There  milder  heat  the  healthful  climate  warms, 
But,  flaves  to  arbitrary  power, 
And  pleas'd  each  other  to  devour, 
The  mad  poffeffors  rufli  to  arms. 
I  fee,  1  fee  them  from  afar, 
J  view  diftindt  the  mingled  war  ! 
I  fee  the  changing  fquadrons  preft 
'  Hand  to  hand,  and  breaft  to  bread. 

Deflrudlion,  like  a  vulture,  hovers  nigh; 
Lur'd  with  the  hope  of  human  blood, 
She  hangs  upon  the  wing,  uncertain  where  to  fly, 
But  Utks  her  drowthy  jaws,  and  waits  the  promis'd 
food. 

>     '  IT. 

Here  cruel  Difcord  takes  a  wider  fcene, 

To  exercife  more  unrelenting  rage ; 

Appointed  fleets  their  numerous  powers  engage, 

With  ftarce  a  fpace  of  fea  between. 
Hark !  what  a  brazen  burft  of  thunder 
Rends  the  elements  afunder ! 
Affrighted  Ocean  flies  the  roar, 
And  drives  the  billows  to  the  diftant  fhore; 

The  diftant  fhore, 
That  fuch  a  ftorm  ne'er  felt  before, 
Tranfmits  it  to  the  rocks  around ; 
The  rock*  and  hollow  creeks  prolong  the  rolling 
found. 

v. 

Still  greater  horrors  ftrike  my  eyes. 
Behold  convulfive  earthquakes  there 
And  lhatter'd  land  in  pieces  tear, 
And  ancient  cities  fink,  and  fudden  mountains  rife ! 
Through  opening  mines  th'aftonifh'd  wretches  go, 

Hurry'd  to  unknown  depths  below. 
The  bury'd  ruin  fleeps;  and  nought  remains 

But  dufl  above  and  defart  plains, 
Uirfefs  fome  ftone  this  fad  infcrjption  wear, 

Rais'd  by  fome  future  traveller, 
"  The  prince,  his  people,  and  his  kingdom,  here, 
"  One  common  tomb  contains." 

VI. 

Again,  behold  where  fens,  difdaining  bound, 
O'er  the  firm  land  uliirping  rdc, 


And  bury  fpacioui  towns  beneath  their  fweeping 

tide.  [found. 

Dafh'd  with  the  fudden  flood  the  vaulted  temples 

Waves  roll'd  on  waves,  deep  burying  deep,  lift 

high 

A  watery  monument,  in  which  profound 
The  courts  and  cottages  together  lie. 
Ev'n  now  the  floating  wreck  I  fpy, 
A«d  the  wide  furface  far  around 
With  fpoils  of  plunder'd  countries  crown'd. 
Such,  Belgia,  was  the  ravage  and  affright, 
When  late  thou  faw'ft  thy  ancient  foe 
Swell  o'er  thy  digues,  oppos'd  in  vain, 
With  deadly  rage,  and  rifing  in  its  might 
Pour  down  fwift  ruin  on  thy  plains  belowr. 
Thus  fire,  and  air,  and  earth,  and  mala, 
A  ncver-ceafing  fight  maintain, 
While  man  on^cvery  fide  is  fure  to  lofe; 
And  fate  has  furnifli'd  out  the  ftage  of  life 
With  war,  misfortune,  and  with  ftrife ;     [woes. 
Till  death  the  curtain  drone,  and  (huts  the  fctne  of 

yii. 

But  why  do  I  delay  my  flight  ? 
Or  on  fuch  gloomy  objects  gaze  ? 
I  go  to  realms  ferene  with  ever-living  light. 
Hafte,  clouds  and  whirlwinds,  hafte  a  raptur'd  bard 

to  raife ; 

Mount  me  fublime  along  the  fliining  way, 
Where  planets,  in  pure  dreams  of  xther  driv'n, 

Swim  through  the  blue  expanfe  of  heav'n. 
And  lo  !  th'  obfequious  clouds  and  winds  obey  ! 
And  lo  !  again  the  nations  downwards  fly, 
Andwide-ftretch'd  kingdoms  perifli  from  my  eye. 

Heaven  !  what  bright  vifions  now  arife !     ' 
What  opening  worlds  my  ravifh'd  fenfe  furprife ! 
I  pafs  cerulean  gulfs,  and  now  behold 
New  folid  globes  their  weight,  felf-balanc'd,  bear, 

Unprop'd  amidlt  the  fluid  air, 
And  all,  around  the  central  fun,  in  circling  eddies 

'roll'd. 
Unequal  in  their  courfe  fee  they  advance, 

And  form  the  planetary  dance! 
Here  the  pale  moon,  whom  the  fame  laws  ordain 

T'obey  the  earth,  and  rule  the  main  ; 
Here  fpots  no  more  in  fliadowy  ftreaks  appear  j 
But  lakes  inftead,  and  groves  of  trees, 
The  wondering  mufe  tranfvorted  fees, 
And  their  tall  heads  difcover'd  mountains  rear. 
And  now  once  more  I  downward  caft  my  fight. 
When  lo  !  the  earth  a  larger  moon,  dilplays 
Far  off,  amidft  the  heavens,  her  filvtr  face, 
And  to  her  lifter  moon  by  turns  gives  light ! 
Her  feas  are  fhadowy  foots,  her  land  a  milky  white. 

VIII. 

What  power  unknown  my  courfe  ftill  upwards 

guides, 

Where  Mars  is  feen  his  ruddy  rays  to  throw 
Through  heatlefs  ikies  that  round  him  feem  to 
glow,  [fide»? 

And  wher^  remoter  Jove  o'er  his  four  meons  prc- 
Ar.d  now  I  urge  my  way  more  bold, 
Unpierc'd  by  Saturns  chilling  cold,     [behold. 
And  pafs  his  planetary  guards,  and  his  bright  ring 

Here  the  fun's  beams  fo  faintly  play, 
The  mingled  (hades  dlmoll  cxtinguiih  day. 
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His  rays  reverted  hence  the  fire  withdraws, 
For  here  his  wide  dominions  end  ; 

And  other  funs,  that  rule  by  <-ther  laws, 
Hither  their  bordering  realms  extend. 

IX. 

And  now  far  off  through  the  blue  vacant  borne, 

I  reach  at  laft  the  milky  road, 
Once  thought  to  lead  to  Jove's  fupreme  abode, 
Where  ftars,  profufe  in  heaps,  heaven's  glittering 

heights  adorn. 

Loft  in  each  other's  neighbouring  rays,    [blaze. 
They  undiftinguifti'd  fhine   in   one   promifcuous 
So  thick  the  lucid  gems  are  ftrown, 
As  if  th'  Almighty  builder  here 
Laid  up  his  ftores  for  many  a  fphere 
In  deftin'd  worlds,  as  yet  unknown. 
Hither  the  nightly-wakeful  fwain, 
That  guards  hi*  folds  upon  the  plain, 

Oft  turns  his  gazing  eyes, 
Yet  marks  no  ftars,  but  o'er  his  head 
Beholds  the  ftreamy  twilight  fpread, 
Like  diflant  morning  in  the  flcies ; 
And  wonders  from  what  fource  its  dawning  fp.Icn- 
dors  rife. 

I. 

But  lo  !— what's  this  I  fee  appear  ? 
It  feems  far  off  a  pointed  flame  ; 
From  earth-wards  too  the  mining  meteor  came. 
How  fwift  it  climbs  th'  aerial  fpace  '. 
And  now  it  traverfes  each  fphere, 
And  feems  fome  living  gucft,  familiar  to  the  place. 

'  fis  lie — as  I  approach  more  near  ' 

The  great  Columbus  of  the  fkies  I  know  \ 
'Tis  Newton's  foul,  that  daily  travels  here 
In  fearch  of  knowledge  for  mankind  below. 

O  ftay,  thyu  happy  fpirit,  flay,  [day  ; 

And  lead  me  on  through  all  th'  unbeaten  wilds  of 
As  when  the  Sibyl  did  Rome's  father  guide 
Safe  through  the  downward  roads  of  night, 
And  in  Elyfium  bleft  his  fight 
With  views  till  then  to  mortal  eyes  deny'd. 
Here  let  me,  thy  companion,  ftray 
From  orb  to  orb,  and  now  behold 
Unnumber'd  funs,  all  feas  of  molten  gold  ; 
And  trace  each  comet's  wandering  way, 
Ariel  now  defcry  light's  fountain-head, 
And  meafure  its  defcending  fpeed  ; 
Or  Jtarn  how  fun-born  colours  rife 
In  rays  diftincT;,  and  in  the  Ikies 
Blended  in  yd!ow  radiance  flow, 
Or  (lain  the  fleecy  cloud,  or  flreak  the  watery  bow ; 

Or  now  diffus'd  their  beauteous  tinctures  flu-d 
On  every  planet's  rifu.g  hills,  and  every  verdant 
mead. 

XI. 

Thus,  raib'd  fublime  oh  contemplation's  wings, 
Frefh  wonders  I  would  ftill  explore, 
Still  the  great  Maker's  power  adore, 
Loft  in  the  thought — nor  ever  more 
Return  to  earth,  and  earthly  things; 

But  here  with  native  freedom  take  ray  flight, 
An  inmate  of  the  heavens,  adopted  into  light  1 

So  for  a  while  the  royal  eagle's  brood 
In  his  loW  neft  fecurely  lies, 

Amid  the  dar'kriefs  of  the  flickering  wood, 
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Yet  there  with  in-fcorn  vigour  hopes  the  ikies ; 
Till  fledg'd  with  wings  full-grown, and  bold  to  rife, 

The  bird  of  heaven  to  heaven  afpires, 
Soars  "midft  the  meteors  and  celeftial  fires, 
With  generous  pride  his  humbler  birth  difdains, 
And  bears  the  thunder  through  th'  aethereal  plains. 


THE  TENTH  BOOK 

OF 

LUCAN'S  PHARSALIA, 

TRANSLATED. 

Tbe  Argument  and  Connexion  of  tie  Story  -with  tit 
foregoing  Books. 

Pompey,  flying  to  Egypt,  after  his  defeat  at  Phajk. 
falia,  was,  by  the  king's  confent,  bafely  mur 
dered  by  Pothinus,  and  his  head  prefented  tq 
Caefar,  as  he  approached  the  Egyptian  coaft,  in 
purfuit  of  his  enemy.  The  poet  having  repre- 
fented  thiscataftrophe  in  the  two  former  books; 
the  argument  of  the  tenth  book  is  as  follows  : 

Caefar  jands  in  Egypt.  He  goes  to  Alexandria; 
vifits  the  temple,  and  the  fepulchre  of  the  kings, 
in  which  Alexander  the  Great  was  buried.  The 
poet,  in  a  beautiful  digreffion,  declaims  againil 
the  ambition  of  that  monarch.  Ptolemy,  the 
young  king  of  Egypt,  meets  Cxfar  at  his  arri 
val,  and  receives  him  into  his  palace.  His  fifter 
Cleopatra,  who  had  been  kept  a  prifoner  in 
Pharos,  makes  her  efcape,  and  privately  getting 
admittance  to  Cnjfar,  implores  his  protection. 
By  his  means  (he  is  reconciled  to  her  brother  ; 
after  which  fhe  entertains  Casfar  at  a  feafl.  The 
fupper  being  ended,  Csefar  requefts  of  Achoreus, 
the  pf ieft,  an  account  of  the  antiquities  of  Egypt, 
particularly  of  the  river  Nile.  Achoreuo's  reply! 
The  cOurfe  of  that  river  defcribed,  with  an  enu 
meration  of  the  various  opinions  concerning  its 
fpring,  and  the  caufes  of  its  overflowing.  Po- 
thinus  plots  the  death  of  Cxfar.  His  meflage 
to  Achillas  to  invite  him  to  join  in  this  attempt!. 
Achillas  marches  againft  Alexandria  with  an 
army  compofed  of  Egyptians  and  Romans,  and 
beficges  Cxfar  in  the  palace,  who  feizes  Ptolemy 
as  a  pledge  for  his  own  fecurity.  A  herald, 
fent  from  the  -king  to  inquire  the  caufe  of  this 
tumult,  is  flain.  An  attack  being  made,  C«efar 
defends  himfelf,  burns  the  Egyptian  fhips  in  the 
harbour,  and  poflefics  himfelf  of  Pharos,  where 
he  puts  Pothinus  to  death.  Arfinoe,  younger 
fifter  of  Ptolemy,  by  the  aid  of  Ganimede,  her 
governor,  arriving  in  the  camp,  caufes  Achillas 
to  be'flain.  Ganimede  renews  the  attack  againft 
Csefar,  who  is  blocked  up  in  Pharos,  and  re 
duced  to  the  greuteft  extremity. 

WHEN  conquering  Csefar  follow'd  to  the  land 
His  rival's  head,  and  trod  the  barbarous  ftrand, 
His  fortune  (trove  with  guilty  Egypt's  fate 
In  doubtful  "fight,  and  this  the  dire  debate  ; 
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Shall  Rorn'an  arms  great  Lagns'  realm  enthrall  ? 
Or  fliall  the  vidtor,  like  the  vanquifh'd,  fall 
By  Egypt's  fword  ?  Pompey,  tne  ghoft  withftood 
Th'  impending  blow,  and  fav'd  the  general's  blood, 
Left  Rome,  too  happy  after  lols  of  thee, 
Should  rule  the  Nile,  herfelf  from  bondage  free. 

Secure,  and  with  this  barbarous  pledge  content, 
To  Alexandria  now  the  conqueror  went. 
The  crowd  that  faw  his  entry,  while,  before, 
Advancing  guards  the  rods  of  empire  bore, 
In  murmur'd  founds  their  jealous  rage  difclos'd, 
At  Roman  rites  and  foreign  law  impos'dr 
Obferving  Caefar  foon  his  error  fpy'd, 
That  not  for  him  his  mighty  rival  dy'd, 
Yet  fmooth'd  his  brow,  all  marks  of  fear  fupprefs'd, 
And  hid  his  cares,  deep  bury'd  in  his  breaft. 

Then  with  intrepid  mien  he  took  his  way,     ** 
The  city  walls  and  temples  to  1'urvey,  / 

Works  which  thy  ancient  power,  great  Macedon,  f 
display.  J 

He  view'd  the  fplendid  fanes  with  carelefs  eyes, 
Shrines  rich  with  gold  and  facred  myfteries, 
Nor  fix'd  his  fight,  but,  eager  in  his  pace, 
Dcfcends  the  vault,  which  holds  the  royal  race. 
Philip's  mad  fon,  the  profperous  robber,  bound 
In  fate's  eternal  chains  here  fleeps  profound, 
Whom  death  forbad  his  rapines  to  ptirfue, 
And  in  the  world's  revenge  the  momter  flew. 
His  impious  bones,  whkh.through  each  climate  toft, 
The  fport  of  winds,  or  in  the  ocean  loft, 
Had  met  a  jufter  fate,  this  tomb  obtain'd, 
And  facred,  to  that  kingdom's  end,  remain'd. 
O  !  fhould  aufpicious  years  roll  round  again,, 
And  godlike  liberty  refume  her  reign, 
Preferv'd  to  fcorn  the  relics  would  be  fhoxvn 
Of  the  bold  chief,  whofe  boundlefs  pride  alone 
This  curft  example  to  ambition  gave, 
How  many  realms  one  mortal  can  enflave ! 

Difdaining  what  his  father  won  before, 
Afpiring  ftill,  and  reftlefs  after  more, 
He  left  his  home;  while  fortune  fmooth'd  his  way, 
And  o'er  the  fruitful  eaft  eftiarg'd  his  fway. 
Red  Daughter  mark'd  his  progrefs,  as  he  p^ft; 
The  guilty  fword  laid  human  nature .wafte, 
Difcolour'd  Ganges'  and  Euphrates'  flood, 
With  Perfian  this,  and  that  with  Indian  blood. 
He  feem'd  in  terror  to  the  nations  fent,  ~) 

The  wrath  of  heaven,  a  liar  t>f  dire  portent, 
And  fhook,  like  thunder,  all  the  continent !          j 

Ner  yet  content,  a  navy  he  provides. 
To  ft-as  remote  his  triumphs  new  he  guides, 
Nor  winds  nor  waves  his  progrefs  could  with-") 
fiand ;  / 

Nor  I.il-y's  fcorching  heat,  and  def*rt  land,         f 
Nor  rolling  mountains  of  collected  far.d.  J 

Had  Heaven  but  giv'n  him  line,  he  had  outrun 
The  fauheft  journey  of  the  fetring  fun, 
March'd  round  the  poles,  and  drank  dilcover'd  Nile 
At  his  fpring-head — But  winged  fate  the  while 
Comes  en  -with  fpccd,  the  funeral  hour  draws  near  ; 
Death  culy  could  »rrdl  his  mad  carter, 


Who  to  his  grave  f hfc  world's  fole  empire  bare, 
With  the  fame  envy  'twas  acquir'd  before ; 
And,  wanting  a  fucceffor  to  his  reign, 
Left  all  to  fuffer  conqueft  once  again. 

Yet  Babylon  firft  yielded  to  bis  arm*, 
And  Parthia  trembled  at  his  f  roud  alarms. 
Oh  fhame  to  tell !  could  haughty  Parthia  fear 
The  Grecian  dart,  and  nat  the  Roman  fpear  ? 
What  though  the  north,  and  fouth,  and  weft,  are 

ours, 

Th'  unconquer'd  eaft  defies  our  feeble  power*, 
So  fatal  once  to  Rome's  great  Craffi  known, 
A  province  now  to  Pella's  puuy  town. 

Now  from  Pelufium,  where  expanding  wide 
Nile  pours  into  the  fea  his  ample  tide, 
Came  the  boy-king ;  his  prefence  foon  appeas'd 
The  people's  rage,  and  giddy  tumult  ceas'd. 
In  Egypt's  palace,  Czfar  fleeps  fecure ; 
This  princely  hcftage  does  awhile  enfure 
His  terms  of  peace  ;  when  lo  '.  the  fifter-queen, 
In  a  fmall  boat  conceal'd,  fecurely  mean, 
With  gold  corrupts  the  keeper  of  the  port, 
And  undifcover'd  lands,  and  lurks  within  the  court. 
The  royal  whore  !  her  country's  worft  difgrace, 
The  fate  and  fury  of  the  Roman  race  !  ' 

As  Helen's  foft  incendiary  charms 
Provok'd  the  Grecian  and  the  Trojan  arms, 
No  lefs  did  Cleopatra's  eyes  infpire 
Italian  flames,  and  fpread  the  kindled  fire. 
A  rabble  rout,  a  vile  enervate  band 
Prefum'd  th"  imperial  eagles  to  wichftand; 
Canopus  march'd,  a  woman  at  their  head, 
And  then,  if  ever,  Rome  knew  aught  of  dread, 
E'en  mighty  Rome  with  terror  heard  the  jar,     *\ 
Of  clatter'd  cymbals  tinkling  to  the  war,  / 

And  fhook  her  lofty  towers,  and  trembled  from  r 

afar.  j 

What  triumphs  had  proud  Alexandria  fcen, 
Had  great  Odavius  then  a  captive  been, 
When  hovering  victory,  at  Leucate's  bay, 
Hung  on  her  wings,  and  'twas  a  ftrife  that  day, 
If  the  loft  world  a  diftaff  fhould  obey. 
From  that  curft  night  this  daring  hope  arofe, 
That  fhameful  night,  the  fource  of  future  woes, 
Which  firft  commenc'd  polluted  loves,  between 
A  Roman  general  and  Egyptian  queen. 
O  who  can  Anthony's  wild  pafiiou  blame  ? 
Ev'n  Cadar's  flinty  heart  confefs'd  the  foftening 

flame! 

The  foul  adulterer,  reeking  with  the  ftaini 
Of  impious  flaughter  on  Theffalian  plains, 
Umvafh'd  from  blood,  amidft  the  rage  of  war, 
In  joys  obfcene  forgets  his  cruel  care.  [walls, 

Though  Pompey 's  ghoft  yet  haunt  thofe  barbaious 
And  howling  in  his  cars  for  vengeance  calls, 
Secure  in  guilt,  he  hugs  a  harlot's  charms, 
And  mingles  law  lefs  love  with  la\vkfs  arms, 
Nor  mindful  of  his  charter  progeny, 
A  baftard-brother,  Julia,  gives  to  thee. 
His  rallying  foes  on  Libyan  plains  rejoin; 
Luxurious  Ca-far,  fhamdully  fupine, 
Foregoes  his  gains,  and  for  a  kifs  or  fmilc 
Sells  tke  df«ir  j:urchafe  of  his  martial  toy. 
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Him  Cleopafta  fought  t'  efpoufe  her  care  ; 
Prefumin»  of  her  charms,  the  mournful  fair 
In  wild  dTfordcr  loos'd  her  lovely  hair, 
And,  with  a  face  inviting  Cure  relief, 
la  tender  accents  thus  difclos'd  her  grief : 


Great  Casfar,  look !  of  Lagus'  royal  race, 
So  thou  reftorc  me  to  my  rightful  place, 
I  kneel  a  queen.     Expell'd  my  father's  throne, 
My  hope  of  fuccour  is  in  you  alone. 
You  rife  a  profperous  ftar  to  Egypt's  aid  ; 
O  fhine  propitious  on  an  injur'd  maid  '. 
My  fex  has  oft  the  Pharian  fceptre  fway'd, 
For  fo  the  laws  admit.     .Let  Czfar  read 
Our  parent's  will ;  my  brother's  crown  and  bed 
Are  mine  to  fhare,  and  were  the  youth  but  free 
From  fancy  tutors,  he  would  marry  me. 
But  by  Pothinus*  nod  his  paflions  move, 
Pothinus  wields  his  fword,  and  manages  his  l«ve. 
Forbid  that  crime ;  I  freely  quit  my  claim, 
But  fave  from  fuch  reproach  our  houfe  and  name. 
'Refcue  the  royal  boy  from  mean  command, 
P.eftore  the  fcepfre  to  his  trembling  hand, 
This  vile  domeftic's  lawlefs  pride  reftrain,    [reign. 
Remove  the  traitor-guard,  and  teach  the  king  to 
Th'  imperious  flave,  who  kitt'd  great  Csefar's  foe, 
Inur'd  to  blood,  would  murder  Caefar  too, 
But  far,  far  hence,  ye  gods,  avert  the  threaten'd 

blow ! 

Irft  Pompey's  head  fuffice  Pothinus'  fame, 
Nor  let  a  nobler  death  increafe  our  fhame !' 

Here  paused  the  queen,  and  fpokc  in  looks  the 

reft; 

Not  words  alone  could  move  his  favage  breaft  ; 
Her  eyes  enforce  her  prayers,  foft  beauty  pleads, 
And  brib'd  the  judge  ;  a  night  of  guilt  fucceeds. 
Then  foon  for  peace  th'  affrighted  brother  fought, 
And  with  rich  gifts  his  reconcilement  brought. 

Affairs  united  thtie,  the  court  ordains  ' 

A  folemn  feaft,  where  joy  tumultuous  reignt. 
Here  Cleopatra's  genius  firft  was  fhown, 
And  arts  till  then  to  frugal  Rome  unknown. 
The  hall  a  temple  feem'd  ;  corrupter  days 
Scarce  to  the  gods  would  fuch  a  ftru&ure  raife. 
Rich  was  the  fretted  roof,  and  cover'd  o'et 
With  ponderous  gold ;  all  onyx  was  the  floor. 
Nor  marble  plates  alone  the  walls  incas'd, 
Beauteous  to  fight,  and  all  th'  apartment  grac'd ; 
But  folid  pillars  of  thick  agate  flood, 
And  ebony  fupply'd  for  common  wood. 
Ivory  the  doors,  with  Indian  tortoife  feen 
Inlaid,  and  ftudded  emerald  between. 
The  beds  too  fhone,  profufc  of  gems,  on  high, 
The  coverings  Tyrian  filk,  of  double  dye, 
Embroider'd  part  with  gold,  with  ftarlet  part, 
A  curious  mixture  of  Egyptian  art. 

And  now  the  crowd  of  menial  flaves  appears^ 
Of  various  fkin,  and  fize,  and  various  years. 
Some  fwarthy  Africans  with  frizzled  hair ; 
Black  Ethiops  thefe;  andthofe,  like  Germans,  fair 
"With  yellow  locks,  which,  Casfar  own«,  outfliine 
I*  colour  eir'n  the  native*  of.  the 
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Befides  th'  unhappy  youth  by  fteel  unminn'd, 
And  fuften'c!  from  their  fex,  a  bcardlefs  band ; 
An  abler  train  was  rang'd  in  adverfe  rows, 
Yet  fcarce  their  cheeks  did  the  firft  down  difclofe. 

The  princes  took  their  feats ;  amid  the  reft 
Sat  lordly  Caefar,  their  fuperior  gueft. 
Proud  Cleopatra,  not  content  alone 
T'  enjoy  a  brother-fpoufe,  and  fhare  his  throne, 
Had  llain'd  her  cheeks,  and  arm'd  with  artful~y 
Her  fatal  eyes,  new  conqueft  to  prepare  ;  [care  f 
Bright  jewels  grac'd  her  neck,  and  fparkled  in  f 
her  hair.  jr- 

O'ercharg'd  with  fpoils  which  the  Red  Sea  fup- 

ply'd, 

Scarce  can  ihe  move  beneath  the  ponderous  pride. 
Sidonian  filk  herfnowy  breafts  array 'd, 
Whkh    through   the   net-work    veil  a  thoufand 

charms  difplay'd, 

Here  might  be  feen  large  oval  tables  wrought 
Of  citron  from  Atlantic  forcfts  brought, 
Their  treffela  ivory ;  not  fo  rich  a  fort 
Was  Cajfar's  prize  in  vanquifh'd  Juba's  court. 
Blind  oflentatious  madnef* !  to  difplay  •% 

Your  wealth  to  whom  ev'n  civil  war's  a  play,   v 
And  tempt  an  armed  gueft  to  feize  the  prey !      jl 
Grant  riches  not  the  purpofe  of  his  toil, 
Nor  with  rapacious  anr.s  to  hunt  for  fpoil, 
Think  him  a  hero  of  that  charter  time, 
When  poverty  was  praife  and  gold  a  crime ; 
Suppofe  Fabricius  preient  at  the  fhow, 
Or  the  rough  coniul  chofen  from  the  plough,. 
Or  virtuous  Curius ;  each  would  wifh  to  come 
Wkh  fuch  a  triumph  back  to  wondering  Rome, 

What  earth  and  air,  the  fea  and  Nile  afford, 
In  golden  veflels  heaps  the  plenteous  board ; 
Whate'er  ambitious  luxury  could  fi'id  -y 

Through  the  fearch'd  globe,    and   more  than  / 

want  enjoin'd;  [kind.i" 

Herds  of  Egyptian  gods,  and  fowl  of  various^ 
In  cryflal  ewers  Nilus  fupplies  around 
His  pureft  ftrearas ;  vaft  glittering  bowl*  abound 
With  wine  from  Meroe's  ifle,  whofe  noble  age> 
Fermenting,  fparkle*  with  ungovern'd  rage  : 
With  twifted   wreaths,   which  fragrant  flowers 

compofe, 

Delightful  nard,  and  ever-blooming  rcfe, 
They  crown  their  brows;  and  ftrow  their  oily  hair 
With  fpice  from  neighbouring  fields,  not  yet  cx~ 

pir'd  in  air. 

Here  Caefar  learns  the  fruitful^world  to  drain, 
While  confcious  thoughts  his  fecret  foul  arraign ; 
Blufhing  he  inward  mourns  the  dire  debate         ~y 
With  his  poor  fon,  but  mourns,  alas  !  too  late,  C 
And  longs  for  war  with  Egypt'*  wealthy  ftatc.   Jt 

At  length,  the  tumult 'of  the  banquet  o'er, 
When  fated  luxury  requir'd  no  more, 
Csefar  protradls  the  filent  hours  of  night, 
And,  turning  to  Achorer.s,  cloth'd  in  white, 
High  on  a  lofty  couch — Say,  holy  feer ! 
Whofe  hoary  age  thy  guardian  gods  revere, 
Devotrd  to  their  rites !  wilt  thou  reUte 
The  rife  aad  progref*  of  the  rharian 
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youf 
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Defcribe  the  land's  extent,  what  humours  fway 
The  people's  minds,  and  to  what  powers  you 

pray, 

What  cuftoms  keep,  and  what  devotion  pay 
Whate'er  your  ancient  monuments  contain, 
Produce  to  light,  and  willing  gods  explain. 
If  Plato  once  obtain'd  a  like  reqtieft, 
To  whom  your  fires  their  myftic  rites  confeft, 
This  let  me  boaft,  perhaps  you  have  not  here 
A  meaner  gueft,  cr  lefs  judicious  ear. 
Fame  of  .my  rival  led  me  firft,  'tis  true, 
To  Egyp't's  coaft,  yet  join'd  with  fame  of  you. 
I  ftill  had  vacant  hours  amidft  my  wars, 
To  read  the  heavens,  and  to  review  the  ftars  j 
Henceforth  all  kalendars  muft  yield  to  mine, 
And  ev'n  Eudoxus  (hall  the  palm  refign. 
JJut  mere  than  all,  the  love  of  truth,  which  fires 
My  glowing  breaft,  an  ardent  wifti  infpires 
To  learn  what  numerous  ages  ne'er  could  know, 
Your  river's  fource,  and  caufes  of  its  flow. 
Indulge  my  hope  Nile's fecret  birth  to  view, 
No  more  in  arms  I'll  civil  linfe  purlue. 

He  paus'd  ;  when  thus  Achorens  made  reply ; 
Ye  reverend  {hades  of  our  great  anceftry  ! 
While  I  to  Czfar  nature's  works  explain, 
And  open  ftoresyet  hid  from  eyes  profane, 
Be  it  no  crime  your  fecrets  to  reveal ! 
Let  others  hold  it  pious  to  conceal 
Such  mighty  truths.     I  think  the  gods  defign'd") 
Works  fuch  as  thefe  to  pafs  all  human  kind,       I 
And  teach  the  wondering  world  their  law*  andf 
heavenly  mind.  J 

At  nature's  birth,  a  various  power  was  given 
To  various  ftars  that  crofs  the  poles  of  heaven, 
And  flack  the  rolling  fphere.  With  fovereign  rays 
The  fun  divides  the  months,  the  nights,  the  days, 
Fix'd  in  his  orb,  the  wandering  coarfe  reftrains 
Of  other  ftars,  and  the  great  dance  ordains. 
The  changeful  moon  attends  th'  alternate  tides,  ~\ 
Saturn  o'er  ice  ai;d  fnowy  zones  prefide? ;  / 

Mars  rules  the  winds,  and  the  wing'd  thunder  f 
guides ;  3 

Jove's  is  a  fky  ferene,  and  temperate  air ; 
The  feeds  of  life  are  Venus's  kindly  care. 
O'er  fpreading  ftreams,  Cyllenius,  is  thy  reign  : 
And  when  that  part  of  heaven  thou  doft  attain, 
When  Cancer  with  the  lion  mingles  rays, 
And  Sir: us  all  his  fiery  rage  difplay, 
Beneath  whofe  hot  furvey,  deep  in  his  bed, 
Obfcure  from  fight,  old  Nilus  veils  his  head  ; 
When  thou,  from  thence,  in  thy  celeftial  courfe, 
Ruler  of  floods,  doft  ftrike  the  river's  courfe, 
The  confcious  ftreams  break  out,  and  flowing  foon 
Obey  thy  call,  as  ocean  does  the  moon  ; 
Nor  check  their  tide,  till  night  has  from  the  fuu 
Regain'd  thofe  hours  th*  advancing  fummer  won. 

Vain  was  the  faith  of  old,  that  melted  fnow 
From  Ethiopian  hills  produce  this  flow  ; 
For  let  the  natives  fun-burnt  flcins  declare,         ~\ 
That  no  bleak  north  breathes  wintery  tempefts/ 
there,  L3""-^ 

But  vapours  fronx,thc  fouth  poflefs  the  parching  3 


Befides,  fuch  torrents  as  by  fnows  increafr, 
Begin  to  fwell  when  fpring  (!ocj  firft  releafe 
Thofe  wintery  ftorcs;   Nile  ne'er  provokes  his 

ftreams, 

Till  the  hot  Dog-ftar  (hoot  his  angry  boms; 
Nor  then  refumes  his  banks,  till  Libra  weight 
In  equal  fcale  the  meafur'd  nights  and  days. 
Hence  he  the  laws  of  other  ftreims  declines, 
Nor  flows  in  winter,  wheii  at  diftance  fliines 
The  moderate  fun  ;  commanded  to  repair, 
In  fummer's  heat,  to  cool  th'  intemperate  air. 
When  fcorch'd  Siene  feels  her  Cancer's  fire, 
Then  left  the  world,  confum'd  in  flame,  expire, 
Nile  to  its  aid  his  watery  forces  draws, 
And  fwells  againft  the  Lion's  burning  jaws, 
Moiftening  the  plains,  till  Phttbus  late  defcends 
To  autumn's  cooler  conch,  and  Meroe'j  (hade  ex 
tends. 

Who  can  the  caufe  of  fuch  great  changes  read  ? 
Kv'n  fo  our  parent  nature  had  decreed 
Nile's  constant  courfe,  and  fo  the  world  has  need. 

As  vainly  to  antiquity  apply'd 
Th'  Etefian  winds  to  raifc  this  wondrous  tide, 
Which  blow  at  ftated  feafons  of  the  year 
For  feveral  days,  and  long  pofleftt  the  air ;         [fly 
Or  thought  vaft  clouds,  which,  driv'n  before  them, 
Beyond  the  fouth,  difcharg'd  the  luirden'd  flcy 
On  Nilus'  head,  and  thence  his  current  fwell'd  ; 
Or  that  thofe  winds  the  river's  courfe  repell'd, 
Which  ftopp'd,  and  prda'd  by  th'  entering  fca 

difdains 
His  banks,  and  iffuing  boils  along  the  plains. 

Some  think  vaft  pores.-and  gaps  in  earth  aboundt 
Where  ftreams  in  filent  veins  creep  under  ground, 
Led  from  the  chilling  north,  the  line  to  meet, 
When  pointed  beams  direct  on  Meroe  beat, 
While  the  parch'd  earth  a  watery  fuccour  craves  ; 
Then  Po  and  Ganges  roll  their  fmother'd  wavet 
Deep  through  the  vaults  beneath ;  and  Nile  fup-~] 

ply'd 

Difcharge  at  «ne  vent  their  mingled  tide,  }» 

Nor  can  the  gather'd  flood  in  one  ftraight  chan 
nel  ride.  J 

Some  think  the  fea,  which  round  all  lands  extends 
His  liquid  arms,  thefe  gulhing  waters  fends ; 
That  length  of  courfe  the  faltnefs  wears  away ; 
Or  thus  ;  fince  PhcebuS  and  the  ftars,  we  fay, 
Drink  ocean's  ftreams ;  when,  near  but  Cancer's 
The  thirfty  fun  a  hrger  portion  draws,        [claw«, 
That  more  than  air  digefts,  attracted  fo, 
Falls  back  by  night,  and  caufts  Nile  to  flow. 

Might  I  in  fo  perplex'd  a  caufe  engage, 
I  think,  fince  nature  grew  mature  in  age, 
Some  waters,  Caefar,  have  deriv'd  their  birth 
From  veins  by  ftrong  convulfions  broke  in  earth  ; 
And  fome  coaval  with  the  world  began, 
And  ftarting  through  appointed  channels  ran, 
When  thiswhole  frame  th'  Almighty  Builder  reur'd, 
Ordain'd  its  laws,  and  its  firft  motions  fteer'd. 

The  kings  of  Greece,  of  Egypt,  and  the  Eaft, 
Ardent  like  you,  were  with  thiswifli  p- ffeft, 
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ibour'd  to  attain  T 

,  but  labour'd  ftill  in  vain,    V 
cure,  and  mocks  their  pain,  j 


in, 
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:at  Nilus'  f 


And  every  age  has  labour'd  to  attain^ 
The  wondrous  truth,  but ' 
For  nature  lurks  obfcure, 
Philip's  great  fon,  whofe  confecrated  name 
Memphis  adores,  the  firft  in  regal  fame, 
Envious  of  this,  detach'd  a  chofen  band 
To  range  th*  extreme  of  Ethiopia's  land  ! 
They  pafs  the  fcorching  foil,  and  only  view- 
Where  hotter  ftreams  their  conftant  way  purfue. 
The  fartheft  weft  our  great  Sefoftris  faw, 
While  harmlefs  kings  his  lofty  chariot  draw, 
Yet  drank  your  Rhodanus  and  Padus  firft 
At  both  their  fprings,  ere  Nile  obey'd  his  thirft. 
Cambyfcs,  mad  with  luft  of  power  t'  o'er-run 
The  long-liv'd  nations  of  the  riling  fun, 
To  promis'd  fpoils  a  numerous  army  led; 
His  famifh'd  foldiers  on  each  other  fed, 
Exhaufted  he  return'd,  nor  faw  great 

head ;— • 

Nor  boafting  fame  pretends  to  make  it  known  ;' 
Where'er  thou  flow'ft,  thy  fprings  poffeft  by/ 

none,  f 

And  not  one  land  can  call  thee,  Nile,  her  own.  J 
Yet  what  the  god,  who  did  thy  birth  conceal, 
Has  giv'n  to  know,  to  Czefar  I'll  reveal. 

Firft  from  the  fouthern  pole  thy  flream  we  trace, 
Which  rolling  forward  with  a  fpeedy  pace,   r 
Under  hot  Cancer  is  dirrdlly  driven 
Againft  Bootes'  wain,  far  in  the  north  of  heaven. 
Yet  winding  in  thy  courfe  from  eaft  to  weft, 
Arabia  now,  now  Libya's  fands  are  bleft 
With  thy  cool  flood ;  which  firft  the  Seres  fpy, 
Yet  feck  thce  too  ;  thy  current,  rolling  by, 
Through  Ethiopia  next,  a  ftranger,  flows. 
Nor  can  the  world  perceive  to  whom  it  owes 
Thy  facred  birth,  which  nature  hid  from  all, 
Left  any  nation  fhould  behold  thee  fmall, 
And,  covering  deep  thy  infant  head,  requir'd 
That  none  fhould  find  what  is  by  aU  admir'd. 

Thou,  by  a  law  to  other  flreams  unknown,  "^ 
In  fummer's  folftice  o'er  thy  banks  art  thrown,  f 
And  bring'ft  in  thy  full  tide  a  winter  of  thy  f 

own.  3 

To  thee  alone  'tis  given  thy  waves  to  roll 
Athwart  the  globe,  er.larg'd  to  either  pole; 
1'hefe  nations  feek  thy  fountain,  thole  would  "^ 

trace  [brace  ( 

Thy  gulf.  With  fpacious  arms  thou  doft  em-f 
Hot  Meroe,  fruitful  to  a  footy  race.l  .} 

And  proud  of  ehun  woods ;  yet  no  retreat 
Their  ufelefs  fhades  afford  to  fhun  rh'  excdlive  heat. 
Then  through  the  regions  of  the  fcorching  fun, 
Not  leffen'd  by  his  thirft,  thy  waters  run. 
O'er  barren  fands  they  take  a  tedious  courfe, 
Now  rolling  in  one  tide  their  gather'd  force  ; 
Now  wandering  in  their  way, and fprinkled  round, 
O'er  yielding  banks  thy  wanton  billows  bound. 
Thy  channel  here  its  fcatter'd  troops  regains, 
Between  th'  Egyptian  and  Arabian  plains, 
Where  Philas  bounds  the  realm  ;  with  eal'y  pace 
Thy  flippery  waves  through  defertg  cut  their  race, 
Where  nature  by  a  tract  of  land  divides 

fea,  difUnguifh'd  from  the  Rsd  Sea's  tides. 


Who  that  beholds  thee  here-fo  g-ntly  How, 
W»uld  think  thou  ever  could'ft  tempeftuous  grow  ? 
But  when  o'er  rugged  cliffs  and  ways  unev'n 
In  fteepy  cataradls  thou'rt  headlong  driv'n. 
Thy  rufhing  waves,  refifted,  fiercer  fly, 
And  batter'd  froth  rebounding  fills  the  fky. 
The  hills  remurmur  with  the  dafhing  found,      ") 
Thy  billows  ride  triumphant  far  around,  ' 

And  rear  their  conquering  heads  with  hoary  ho-C 
nours  crown'd.  j 

Hence  fhaken  Abates  firft  feels  thy  rage, 
And  rocks,  which  in  our  great  forefathers  Tfge 
Were  call'd  the  river's  veins;  beca-ufe  they  fhow 
His  firft  increafe,  and  fymptoms  of  his  flow. 
Vaft  piles  of  mountains  here  encompafs'wide 
His  ftreams,  to  Libya's  thirfty  lands  deny'd, 
Which  thus  enclos'd  in  a  deep  valley  glide. 
At  Memphis  firft  he  fees  the  open  plains, 
Then  flows  at  large,  and  his  low  banks  difdains. 

While  thus  fecure,  as  if  no  danger  nigh, 
Till  night's  black  fteeds  had  travel'd  half  the  fky. 
They  pafs  the  hours  of  reft,  Pothinus'  mind 
From  brooding  mifchief  can  no  leifure  find. 
Seafon'd  in  facred  blood,,  what  crime  can  fcare 
The  wretch,  that  late  could  fuch  a  murder  dare  ? 
Great  Pompey's  ghoft  dwells  in  his  breaft,  t'  in- 

fpire 

New  monfters  there  ;  and  furies  add  their  fire. 
He  hopes  ignoble  hands  (hall  wear  thofe  ftains, 
Which  heaven  for  injur'd  Roman  chiefs  ordains, 
And  that  blind  fortune  to  a  flave  that  day          -| 
The  fenate's  vengeance  fhould  bequeath  away,  / 
The  debt  for  civil  war,  which  Czfar  once  fha'll  f 
pay.  J 

But  oh  !  ye  righteous  powers,  exert  your  care  ! 
The  guilty  life  in  Brutus'  abfence  fpare  ! 
Nor  let  vile  Egypt  Rome's  great  juftice  boaft, 
And  this  example  to  the  world  be  loft  I 

Vain  is  th'  attempt ;  yet,  fcorning  fecret  fnares, 
Steel'd  by  his  crimes,  the  defperate  villain  dares 
With  open  war  th'  imconquer'd  chief  provoke, 
And  dooms  his  head  already  to  the  ftroke, 
Defigns  to  bid  the  flaughter'd  father  go, 
And  feek  his  ion  in  dreary  fhades  below. 
Yet  firft  he  fends  a  trufty  flave,  to  bear 
This  hafty  meffage  to  Achilles'  ear, 
His  partner  ruffian  in  great  Pompey's  fall, 
Whom  the  weak  king  had  made  his  general, 
And  thoughdefs  of  his  own  defence,  rcfign'd 
A  power  againft  himfelf  and  ail  mankind. 

Go,  fluggard,  to  thy  bed  of  down,  and  fteep 
Thy  heavy  eyelids  in  luxurious  fleep ! 
While  Cleopatra  does  the  court  invade, 
And  Pharos  is  not  privately  betray'd, 
But  giv'n  away ;  doft  thou  alone  forbear 
To  grace  the  nuptial  of  thy  mitlrefs  here  ? 
Th'  inceftuous  fiftcr  fhall  her  brother  wed, 
Ally'd  already  to  the  Roman's  bed, 
And  fbaring  both  by  turns ;  Egypt's  her  hire, 
Already  paid,  and  Rome  flic  may  require. 
Could  Cleopatra's  forceries  decoy 
Ev'n  Cwfar's  age,  aud  fhall  we  tryft  a  boy  f 


336 


THE   WORKS    OF   HUGHE*. 


Whom  if  one  night  flic  fold  -within  her  arms, 
Drunk  with  lewd  jnyg,  and  fafcinating  charms, 
Whafe-vtr  pious  name  the  crime  allay,  "J 

Between  each  kifs,  he'll  give  our  heads  away,   f 
And  we  by  racks  or  flames  mull  for  her  beauty  f 

pay.  J 

in  this  diftrefs  fate  no  relief  allows ; 
Caefar's  her  lover,  and  the  king  her  fpoufe  ; 
And  me  herfelf,  no  doubt,  the  doom  has  pad 
On  us,  and  all  who  would  have  left  her  chaite. 
But  by  the  deed  which  we  together  fhar'd, 
In  vain,  if  not  by  new  attempts  repair'd, 
By  that  ftricl:  league  a  hero's  blood  has  bound, 
Bring  fpe.edy  war,  and  all  their  joys  confound, 
Rum  boldly  on  ;  with  (laughter  let  us  (lain 
Their  nuptial  torch ;  the  cruel  bride  be  (lain 
Iv'n  in  her  bed,  and  which  foe'er  fupplies 
In  prefent  torn  the  hufband's  place,  he  dies. 
Nor  Cxfar's  name  our  purpofe  (hill  appall; 
Fortune's  the  common  miftrefs  of  us  all, 
And  (he,  that  lifts  him  now  above  mankind, 
Courted  by  us,  may  be  to  us  as  kind. 
We  fhare  his  brighteft  glory,  and  are  great 
By  Fompey's  death,  as  he  by  his  defeat. 
J^ook  on  die  fhore,  and  read  good  omens  there, 
And  ail:  the  bloody  waves  what  we  may  dare. 
Behold  what  tomb  the  wretched  trunk  fupplies, 
H^lf  hid  in  fands,  half  naked  to  the  Ikies ! 
Yet  this  was  Csefar's  equal  whom  we  (lew  ; 
And  doubt  we  then  new  glory  to  purfuc  ? 
Grant  that  our  birth's  obfcure  ;  yet,  (hall  we  need 
Kings  or  rich  dates  confederate  to  the  deed  ? 
Mo,  fate's  our  own,  and  fortune  in  our  way,      "^ 
Without  our  toil,  prefcnts  a  nobler  prey ; 
Appeafe  we  now  the  Romans  while  we  may  !    J 
This  fecond  victim  (hall  their  rage  remove 
For  Pr.mpay's  death,  and  turn  their  hate  to  love. 
Nor  dread  we  mighty  names,  which  (laves  adore ; 
Stripp'd  of  his  army,  what's  this  foJdier  more 
Than  thou  or  I  ? — To  night  then  let  us  end 
•His civil  wars;  to-night  the  fates  fhall  fend 
A  facrifice  to  troops  of  gjhofts  below, 
And  pay  that  head,  which  to  the  world  they  owe. 
At  Casfar's  throat  let  the  fierce  foldier's  fly,         ~\ 
And  Egypt's  you;h   with  Rome's  their  force  f 

apply,  f 

Thofe  for  their  king,  and  thefe  for  liberty.        J 
No  more,  but  hafte,  and  take  the  foe  fupine, 
Prepar'd  for  luft,  and  gorg'd  with  food  and  wine. 
Be  bold,  and  think  the  gods  to  thee  commend 
The  caufe  which  Eiutus'  prayeis,  and  Cato'*  will 

defend. 

To  mifchief  fwift,  Achillas  foon  oliey'd 
This  fummons,  yet  his  Hidden  march  betray 'd 
By  no  loud  figiiaki  nor  the  trumpet's  jar  : 
In  filent  hafte  he  led  a  barbarous  train  of  war. 
Degenerate  crowds  of  Romans  fill  his  bands,      ~\ 
So  loft  in  vice,  fo  chang'd  in  foreign  lands,         / 
That  they,  who  fhould  have  fcorn'd  the  king's  f 
command?,  3 

Forgetful  of  their  country  and  their  fame, 
Under  a  vile  domeftic's  conduct  came. 
No  faith,  no  honour,  can  the  herd  reftrain, 
That  follow  s»jpip»,  and  fight  for  furJid  gain ; 


Like  ruffians  brib'd,  they  ne'er  the  caufe  inquire1, 
That  fide's  the  juft,  which  gives  the  Urged  hire. 
If  by  your  (words  proud  Csfar  was  to  bleed, 
Strike  for  yourfelves,  ye  (laves  !   nor  fell  the  deed  ! 
Oh  wretched  Rome  1  where'er  thy  eagle  flies, 
Nsw  civil  wars,  new  fury,  will  arife  ; 
Ev'n  on  Nile's  banks,  far  from  Theffalian  plains, 
Amidft    thy    troops     their    country's     madnefj 

reigns. 

What  more  could  the  bold  houfe  of  Lagus  dare, 
Had  Pompey  found  a  juft  protection  there  ? 
No  Roman  hand's  exempt,  but  each  muft  fpill 
His  fhare  of  blood,  and  heaven's  decrees  fulfil. 
Such  vengeful  plaguts  it  pleas'd  the  gods  to  fend, 
And  with  luch  numerous  wounds  the  Latian  flats 

to  rend. 

Not  for  the  fon  or  father  now  they  fight ; 
A  bafe  born-flave  can  civil  arms  excite, 
Achillas  mingles  in  the  Roman  ftrife  ; 
And,  had  not  fate  protected  Czfirr's  life, 
Thefe  had  prevail'd  ;  each  villain  ready  flood, 
This  waits  without,  and  that  within,  for  blood. 
The  court,  diflblv'd  in  feafting,  open  lay 
To  treacherous  fnares,  a  carelefs  er.fy  prey. 
Then  o'er  the  royal  cups  had  Csefar  bled, 
And  on  the  board  had  fall'n  his  fever'd  head. 
But  left,  amid  the  darknefs  of  the  night, 
Their  fvvofds  unconfcious,  in  the  hnddled  fight, 
Might  flay   the   king,  the   flaves  a   while  took 

breath, 

And  flipp'd  th'  important  hour  of  Csefar's  deo'h. 
They  thought  to  make  him  foon  the  lofs  repay, 
And  fall  a  facrifice  in  open  day. 
One  night  is  given  him  ;  by  PothinuV  grace 
He  fees  the  fun  once  more  renew  his  race. 

Now  the  fair  morninjj-ftar  began  to  ftiow       •> 
The  lign  of  day  from  Caflia's  lofty  brow, 
And  ev'n  the  dawn  made  fuhry  Egypt  glow,     j 
When  from  afar  the  marching  troops  appear, 
Blot  in  loofe  fquadrons  fcatter'd  here  and  there, 
But  one  broad  front  of  war,  as  if  that  day 
To  meet  an  equal  force,  and  fight  in  juft  array. 
While  Csefar  thinks  not  the  town-walls  fecure, 
Ke  bars  the  paUce-gates,  compell'd  t' endure 
Th'  inglorious  fitge,  and  in  a  corner  hid£ 
Enclos'd,  nor  dares  to  the  whole  court  confide. 
In  hafte  he  arms  his.  friends;  bis  anxious  breaf« 
Now  fir'd  with  fury,  now  with  doubt  depreil, 
Much  fears  th*  aflault,  yet  more  that  fear  difdatns"; 
So/when  fome  generous  favage,  bound  with  chains^ 
Is  (hut  within  his  den,  he  howls  with  rage, 
And  breaks  his  teeth  againft  the  maffy  cage  : 
And  thus,  if  by  new  weight  of  hills  impos'd 
Sicilian  Anna's  breathing  jaws  were  clos'd, 
.Ev'n  thus  th'  imprifon'd  god  of  fire  would  rave, 
And  drive  his  flames  rebellowing  round  die  cave. 
13-hold  the  man,  who  lately  fcorn'd  to  dread       ~) 
Thetenate's  army  to  juft  battle  led,  [hem!.  C 

The  flower  of  Ron. an  lords,  and  P^mpey  at  their  ^ 
Who,  in  a  caufe  forbidding  hope,  could  trufl 
1  hat  Providence  for  him  fbould  prove  unjuft, 
Behold  him  now  oppreft,  forlorn  of  aid, 
Diiv'a  to  a  houfr,  <nd  of  a  flav: 


P     O 

He,  whom  rough  Scythian*  had  not  dar'd  abufe. 
Nor  favage  Moors,,  who  barbaroufly  ufe 
In  fport,  to  try  inhofpitable  arts 
On  ftra.ngers  bound,  their  living  mark  for  darts 
Though  Rome's  extended  world,  though  India  ~\ 
join'd  f 

With  Tyrian  Gades  feems  a  realm  confiu'd,          f 
A  fpace  too  fcanty  to  his  vafter  mind,  _). 

Now,  like  a  boy  or  tender  maid,  he  flies, 
When  fuddcu  arms  th'  invaded  works  furprife  ; 
He  traverfes  the  court,  each  room  explores, 
His  hope  is  all  in  bars  and  bolted  doors. 
Yet  doubtful  while  he  wanders  here  and  there,    "^ 
He  leads  the  captive  kings  his  fate  to  fhare,          > 
Or  expiate  that  death  the  flaves  for  him  prepare,  j 
If  darts  or  miffive  flames  ftiall  fail,  he'll  throw 
Their  fovereign's  head  againtl  th'  advancing  foe. 
So,  when  Medea  fled  her  native  clime, 
And  fear'd  juft  vengeance  on  her  impious  crime, 
With  ready  fteel  the  cruel  forcerefs  flood, 
To  greet  her  father  with  her  brother's  blood, 
Prepar'd  his  head,  to  flop,  with  dire  affright, 
A  parent's  fpeed,  and  to  allure  her  flight. 

Yet  Cxfar,  that  unequal  arms  might  ceafe, 
Sufpends  his  fury,  and  effays  a  peace. 
A  herald  from  the  king  is  fent,  c'  affuage 
His  rebel  feryants,  and  upbraid  their  rage, 
And  in  their  abftnt  tyrant's  name  t'  inquire 
The  fecret  author  of  this  kindled  fire. 
But,  fcornfal  of  reproach,  th'  audacious  crew       ^ 
The  facred  laws  of  nations  overthrew, 
And  for  his  fpeech  the  royal  envoy  flew.  j 

Inhuman  deed  !  that  fwells  the  guilty  fc,<>re 
Of  ^Egypt's  monfters,  well  increas'd  before. 
Not  ihcffaly,  not  Juba's  lavage  train, 
Pharnaces'  impious  troops,  not  cruel  Spain, 
Nor  Pontus,  nor  the  Syrtcs'  barbarous  land, 
Dar'd  an  atten;pt  like  this  voluptuous  band. 

Th'  attack  is  form'd,  the  palace  clofely  pent ; 
Huge  javelins  to  the  fhaken  walls  are  fent, 
A  Itorm  of  flying  fptars;  yet  from  below 
No  battering  rams  refiftlefs  drive  the  blow, 
No  engine's  brought,  no  fires;  the  giddy  crowd 
In  parties  roam,  and  with  brute  clamours  loud, 
In  feveral  bands  their  wafted  ftrength  divide,      ~) 
And  here  and  there  to  force  an  entrance  try'd ;   ' 
In  vain,  for  Fortune  fights  on  Cxfar's  fide.         J 

Then,  where  the  palace  "midft  furroundingwayes 
Projects  luxuriant,  and  their  fury  braves, 
The  fliips  too  their  united  force  apply, 
And  fwiftly  hurl  the  naval  war  on  high, 
Yet,  prefent  every  where  with  fword  or  fire, 
Casfar  th'  approaches  guards,  and  makes  the   foes 

retire. 

To  all  by  turns  he  brings  fuccrfsful  aids, 
Inverts  the  war,  and  though  befieg'd,  invades. 
Fireballs,  and  torches  dreft  with  unctuous  fpoil 
Of  tar  combutHble,  and  frying  oil, 
Kindled  he  launch'd  againft  the  fleet ;  nor  flow 
The  catching  flames  inveft  the  fmouldering  tow. 
The  pitchy  planks  their  crackling  prey  become  ; 
The  painted  items,  and  rowers  feat*  c'onfume. 
Vca.  VI.', 
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There,  hulks  half  burnt  fink  in  the  main ;   and 

here 
Arms  on  the  waves  and  drowning  men  appear. 

Nor  thus  fuffic'd,   the  flames  from  thence   a- 

fpire, 

And  feize  the  buildings  v^ith  contagious  fire. 
Swift  o'er  the  roofs  by  winds  increas'd,  they  fly ; 
So  fhooting  meteors  blase  along  the  flcy, 
And    lead    their   wandering   couife    with   fudde-ri 

gbre, 
By  fulphurous  atoms  fed  in  fields  of  thinneft  air. 

Aff<  ighted  crowds  the  growing  ruin  view  { 
To  lave  the  city  from  the  fiege  they  Hew, 
When  Czfar,  wont  the  lucky  hour  to  choofe 
Of  fuddcu  chance  in  war,  and  wifely  ul'e, 
-Loft  not  in  flothtul  reft  the  favouring  night, 
But  ihipp'd  his  men,  and  fudden  took  his  flight. 
Pharos  he  feiz'd,  an  ifland  heretofore,  ") 

When  prophet  Proteus  ^Egypt's  1'ceptre  bore,      f 
Now    by   a   chain   of  moles  contiguous  to   the  T 
fhore.  •   J 

Here  Csefar's  arms  a  double  ufe  obtain ; 
Hence  from  the  ftraiten'd  foe  he  bars  the  main, 
While  to  his  friends  the  important  harbour  Lies 
A  fafe  retreat,  and  open  to  fupplies. 
Nor  longer  now  the  doom  fufpended  ftands, 
Which  juftice  on  Pothinus"  guilt  demands. 
Yet  not  as  guilt,  unmatch'd  like  his,  requires,    "> 
Not  by  the  fhameful  crofs,  or  torturing  fires,      A 
Nor  torn  by  ravenous  bealls,  the  howling  wretch  T 
expires.  j 

The  fword  difhonour'd  did  his  head  divide, 
And  by  a  fate  like  Rome's  beft  (on  he  dy'd. 
Arfinoe  now,  by  well-concerted  (hares 
'Scap'd  from  the  palace  to  the  foe  repairs  ; 
The  trufty  Ganymede  aflifts  her  flight, 
Then    o'er  the  camp    Hie    claim'd    a   fovereign's 

right ; 

Her  brother  abfent,  (he  affnmes  the  fword, 
And  frees  the  tyrant  from  his  houfehold  lord  ; 
By  her  juft  band  Achilles  meets  his  fate, 
Rebel  acciirs'd  !   in  blood  and  mifchief  great  I 
Another  victim,  Pompey,  to  thy  fhade  ; 
Bat  think  not  yet  the  full  atonement  made, 
Though  ./Egypt's  king,  though  all  the  royal  line 
Should  fall,  thy  murmuring  ghoft  would  ftiil  re 
pine  ; 

Still  unreveng'd  thy  murder  would  remain, 
Till  Cajfar's  purple  life  the  itnate's  fwords  fhall 
ftain. 

r^nr  does  the  fwelling  temped  yet  fuhfidc. 
The  chief  remov'd  that  did  its  fury  guide, 
To  the  fame  charge  bold  Gar.ymecle  fuccecdi-, 
Profperous  awhile  in  many  hardy  deeds. 
So  long  th'  event  of  war  in  balance  lay, 
So  great  the  dangers  of  that  doubtful  day, 
That  Csefar  from  that  day  alone  might  claim 
Immortal  wreaths,  and  all  the  warrior's  fame. 

Now  while   to    quit   the    ftraiun'd  mole   he 

flrove, 

And  to  the  vacant  mips  the  fight  remove^ 
Y 
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War's  Htmoft  terror*  prcfs  on  every  fide  ; 
Before  the  ftrand  befieging  navies  ride; 
Behind,  the  trocps  advance.     No  way  is  feen 
T*  efcape,  or  fcarce  a  glorious  death  to  win. 
Jfo  room  with  flaughter'd  foes  to  ftrew  the  plain, 
And  bravely  fall  amidft  a  pile  of  flain. 
A  caytive  to  the  place  he  now  appears, 
Doubtful  if  death  fhould  move  his  hope,  or  fears. 
}n  this  diftrefs  a  fudden  thought  infpir'd 
His  hardy  breaft,  by  great  examples  fir'd; 
Bold  bczva's  aftion  he  to  mind  recalls, 


And  glory  won  near  fam'd  Dyrrhachium'i  wall* ; 
Where,  whilft  his  men  a  doubtful  fight  main 
tain, 

And  Pompey  drove  the  batter'd  works  to  gain, 
Amidft  a  field  of  foes,  that  hemm'd  him  round, 
Alone  the  brave  Centurion  kept  his  ground. 
##**•*«**••»»» 


,*„  Here  the  original  poem  breaks  off  abruptly, 
,  having  been  left  unfinilhed  by  the  author. 
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Mufe  !  'tis  enough  !  at  length  thy  labour  ends, 
And  thou  {halt  live;  for  BUCKINGHAM  commends—* 
This  more  than  pays  whole  years  of  thanklefs  pain  ; 
Time,  health,  and  fortune  are  not  loft  in  vain, 
SHEFFIELD  approves  :  confenting  Phoebus  bends, 
And  I,  and  Malice,  from  this  hour  are  friends. 
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JOHN  SHEFFIELD,  Earl  of  Mulgrave,  better  known  by  his  title  of  Duke  of  Buckinghamfhire, 
wa*  born  in  1649.  His  father,  Edmund  Earl  of  Mulgravc,  was  grandfon  of  Edmund  fecond  Earl 
of  Mulgrave,  and  died  in  165$.  His  mother,  Elizabeth,  daughter  of  Lionel  Earl  of  Middlefex, 
marrying  Lord  Offuifton,  foon  after  the  death  of  his  father,  the  care  of  his  education  was  left  to  a 
tutor,  who,  though  a  man  of  learning,  did  not  much  improve  him  in  his  ftudies. 

At  the  age  of  twelve,  he  was  fo  little  fatisfied  with  his  tutor,  that  he  refolved  to  become  his  own 
mafter,  and  to  dedicate  a  certain  number  of  hours  every  duy  to  ftudy,  « 

This  purpofe  he  profecuted  fuccefsfully;  and,  by  his  oton  application,  acquired  a  degree  of 
learning  which  juftly  entitled  him  to  the  reputation  he  ever  after  maintained  of  a  polite  fcholar. 

His  literary  acquifitions  are  the  more  wonderful,  as  thofe  years  in  which  they  are  commonly 
.  made,  were  fpent  by  him  in  the  tumult  of  a  military  life,  or  the  gaiety  of  a  court. 

At  the  agre  of  feventeen,  when  war  was  declared  againft  the  Dutch,  he  went  on  board  the  fhip 
in  which  Prince  Rupert  and  the  Duke  of  Albemarle  failed;  but  had  no  opportunity  of  fignalizing 
his  courage. 

His  zeal  for  the  king's  fervice  was  rewarded  by  the  command  of  one  of  the  independent  troops 
then  raifed  to  protect  the  coaft. 

At  the  age  of  eighteen,  he  received  a  fummons  to  parliament,  which  the  Earl  of  Northumber 
land  thought  at  leaft  indecent ;  and  his  objection  was  allowed. 

About  this  time,  he  had  a  quarrel  with  Rochefter,  for  "  having  been  reported  to  have  faid 
fomething  very  malicious  of  him."  Rochefter  denied  the  words,  and  he  was  himfelf  convinced 
he  had  never  faid  them.  "  But  a  mere  report,"  fays  he,  "  though  I  found  it  to  be  falfe,  obliged 
me  (as  I  then  foolifhly  thought)  to  go  on  with  the  quarrel."  When  Rochefter  came  Upon  the 
ground,  he  refufed  to  fight  him,  urging  as  a  rcafon  for  his  refufal,  that  he  was  then  fo  weak  by  a 
certain  diftemper,  that  he  was  incapable  of  fighting. 

He  has  related  the  circumftances  o£  this  quarrel  in  his  Memoir t,  perhaps  too  oftentatioufiy,  as  Ro- 
chefter's  furviving  fifter,  Lady  Sandwich,  is  faid  to  have  told  him  with  very  (harp  reproaches. 

When  another  Dutch  war  (1672)  broke  out,  he  went  again  a  volunteer  in  the  fhip  commanded  by 
Lord  Offory,  who  reprefented  his  behaviour,  in  the  famous.naval  engagement  at  Solbay,  fb  favourably, 
that  he  wa»  advanced  to  the  command  of  the  Royal  Catharine,  the  beft  fecond  rate  {hip  in  the  navy. 
He  afterwards  raifed  a  regiment  of  foot,  and  commanded  it  as  colonel.  The  land  forces  were  fent 
afhore  by  Prince  Rupert,  and  he  lived  in  the  camp  very  familiarly  with  Scomberg.  He-was  then  ap 
pointed  colonel  of  the  old  Holland  regiment,  together  with  his  own,  and  had  the  promifeof  a  garttr, 
which  he  obtained  in  his  twenty-fifth  year.  He  was  likewife  made  Gentleman  of  the  Bed-chamber. 
He  afterwards  made  a  campaign  in  the  French  fervice,  under  Turtnne.  Being  oppofcd  by 
Monmouth  in  his  pretenfions  to  the  firft  troop  of  horfc-guards,  he,  in  return,  made  Monmouth 
fufpe&ed  by  the  Duke  of  York.  He  was  not  long  after,  when  the  unfortunate  Monmouth  fell  in 
to  difgrace,  recompenfed  with  the  Lieutenancy  cf  Yorkftiire,  and  the  government  of  Hull. 

Coming  very  young  to  the  pofleflion  of  a  plentiful  eftate,  and  in  an  age  when  pleafure  was  more 
in  faftiion  than  bufinefs,  he  profecutcd  his  ftudies  amidft  the  allurements  of  difilpation  ;  and  in 
making  his  way  to  the  military  and  civil  employments  fuitable  to  his  high  birth  and  polite  accom- 
pliftiments,  he  was  never  wholly  negligent  of  literature,  but  at  leaft  cultivated  poetry;  in  which 
he  muft  have  early  rifen  to  a  confiderable  degree  of  eminence,  if  it  be  true,  which  is  reported,  that 
when  he  WPS  not  yet  twenty  years  old,  his  recommendation  advanced  Dryden  to  the  laurel,  vacant 
by  the  death  of  Davenant. 

In  1680,  when  Tangier  was  befieged  by  the  Moors,  he  was  fent  with  two  thoufanJ  men  to  its 
relief.  A  ftory  is  told  of  the  danger  to  which  he  was  intentionally  expofed  in  a  leaky  veffcl,  to 
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gratify  fome  refentful  jealoufy  of  the  king,  whofe  health  he  therefore  would  never  permit  at  hi* 
table,  till  he  was  himfelf  in  a  fafer  place. 

But  Mrs.  Manley,  in  her  "  Atalantis,"  and  Boyer,  in  his  "  Hiftory  of  Queen  Anne,"  at- 
tribute  it  to  the  difcovery  of  certain  overtures  of  marriage,  which  he  was  bold  enough  to  make 
to  the  Princefs  Anne,  and  which  (he  herfelf  feemed  not  inclinable  to  difcourage. 

However  it  may  be,  this  voyage  was  profperoufly  performed  in  three  weeks,  by  the  affiflance  of 
pumping  the  whole  time,  to  difcharge  the  water,  which  leaked  in  very  faft  ;  and  the  confequencc 
of  this  expedition  was  the  retreat  of  the  Moors,  and  the  blowing  up  of  Tangier. 

During  the  voyage,  he  compofed  the  Vifitn,  which,  confidering  the  hourly  dangers  he  was  in, 
afford  a  ftriking  inftance  of  innate  firmnefs  and  magnanimity.  At  his  return,  he  recovered  the 
king's  favour ;  and,  forgetting  the  ill  offices  done  him,  continued  a  wit  and  a  courtier,  as  before. 

At  the  acceffion  of  King  James,  with  whom  he  lived  in  great  familiarity,  he  was  immediately 
admitted  into  the  privy  council,  and  made  Lord  Chamberlain. 

Though  he  was,  in  fome  refpecls,  a  man  of  nice  honour,  he  "  was  apt  to  comply  with  any  thing 
that  he  thought  might  be  acceptable,"  and  went  greater  lengths  to  ferve  the  king,  than  were  con- 
iiilent  with  that,  or  any  other  focial  principle. 

He  was  not  only  an  advocate  for  the  differing  fmuir,  but  he  fat  in  the  eccleafiaftical  commiffion; 
not  with  a  view  of  introducing  Popery,  as  he  feems  to  have  been  at  leaft  indifferent  to  all  religions, 
though  Me  went  to  mafs,  and  kneeled  with  the  reft,  but  purely  from  a  zeal  of  ferving  his  fovercign. 

It  muft,  however,  be  acknowledged,  that  he  was  far  from  being  inclined  to  join  the  inquifitors 
of  that  arbitrary  court  in  all  their  illegal  proceedings.  His  pardon,  therefore,  was  procured  with 
lefs  difficulty  at  the  Revolution,  by  the  friendly  mediation  of  Dr.  Tillotfon. 

In  the  Revolution  he  acquiefced,  though  he  did  not  promote  it.  When  King  James,  in  oppofition 
to  his  advice,  quitted  the  kingdom,  he  appears  to  have  been  one  of  the  lords  who  fcnt  fuch  letters 
to  the  fleet,  the  army,  and  all  the  cor fidcrable  garrifons  in  England,  as  perfuaded  them  to  continue 
ill  order  and  fubje&ion  till  the  government  mould  be  fettled. 

To  his  humanity,  and  fpirited  behaviour  in  council  alfo,  King  James  was  indebted  for  the  pro 
tection  he  obtained  from  the  Lords  in  London,  upon  his  being  feized  and  infulted  by  the  populace 
M  Feverfham. 

When  the  crown  was  fettled  upon  William  and  Mary,  he  voted  for  the  conjun&ive  fovereignty. 
This  vote  gratified  King  William,  yet,  either  by  the  king's  diilruft,  or  his  own  difcontent,  he  lived 
tome  years  without  employment. 

He  was,  notwithftanding  this  averfion  or  indifference,  made  Marquis  of  Normanby,  in  Lincoln- 
fhire,  in  J  694,  but  flill  oj  pofed  the  court  on  fome  important  queftions ;  yet  at  laft  he  was  received 
into  the  cabinet-council,  with  apenfion  of  3000!. 

At  the  acceflion  of  Qeen  Anne,  he  was  immediately  rewarded  for  having  made  love  to  her  be 
fore  her  marriage.  Beiore  her  coronation  (1/01)  (he  made  him  Lord  Privy  Seal,  and  foon  after 
Lord  Lieutenant  of  the  Weft  Riding  of  Yorkfhire,  and  one  of  the  Governors  of  the  Charter-houfe. 
He  was  then  named  Cmmiflioner  for  treating  with  the  Scots  about  the  Union,  and  was  made,  next 
year,  fir'ft  Duke  of  Normanby,  and  then  of  Buckinghamfhire,  there  being  fufpedled  to  be  fomc- 
where  a  latent  claim  to  the  title  of  Buckingham. 

Soon  after,  becoming  jealous  of  Marlborough,  he  refigned  the  Privy  Seal,  and  joined  the  difcon- 
tented  Tories,  in  a  motion  for  inviting  the  Princefs  Sophia  to  England,  which  was  extremely  offen- 
fwe  to  the  Qvieen ;  who,  notwithftanding,  courted  him  back  with  no  lefs  an  offer  than  that  of 
the  chancellorihip,  which  he  refufed.  He  now  retired  from  bufinef*,  and  built  that  houfc  in  St. 
James's  Park  which  is  now  the  Queen's,  upon  ground  granted  by  the  Crown. 

When  the  Whig  miniftry  was  removed  (1710)  to  make  room  for  Harley  and  the  Tories,  he 
was  made  Lord  Steward  of  the  Houfehold,  and  Prefident  of  the  Council,  and  concurred  in  all  the 
meafures  of  the  new  miniftry,  except  that  he  endeavoured  to  prote&  the  Catalans. 

After  the  accefiion  of  King  George,  he  became  aconftant  opponent  of  the  court ;  and  having  no 
public  employment,-^  fuppofed  to  have  amufed  himfelf  by  writing  his  two  tragedies,  Julius  C<e/ar, 
and  Marcus  Brui-js ;  which,  though  ucvcr  afied,  were  intended  for  the  fhge,  and  to  be  performed 
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after  the  mannner  of  the  ancients,  with  mufical  chorufes  between  the  a  (2s.    They  are  both  taken 
from  Shakfpeare's  tragedy  of  "  Julius  Caefar ;"  but  with  great  alterations. 

In  1719,  he  wrote  The  Elcffion  of  a  Laureat,  occafloned  by  Eufden's  appointment  to  the  office  of 
poet  laureat,  on  the  death  of  Rowe.     Eufden's  promotion  gave  great  offence,  perhaps  unjuftly;  for 
as  the  firftrate  poets  were  either  in  oppofition  to  government,  or  in  higher  Ctuations,  it  wasneceflary 
to  beftow  the  laurel  on  one  of  inftriour  rank.  Eufden  was  probably  equal  to  any  of  his  competitors. 
His  writings,  though  they  do  not  difcover  great  poetical  genius,  afford  no  juft  ground  for  the  ac- 
cufation  of  dulnefs,  and  ought  to  have  exempted  him  from  the  fevere  cenfure  of  Sheffield  and  Pope, 
In  rufli'd  Eufden,  and  cried  who  {hall  have  it, 
But  I,  the  true  laureat,  to  whom  the  king  gave  it  ? 
Apollo  begg'd  pardon,  and  granted  his  claim, 
But  vow'd^that  till  then  he  ne'er  heard  of  his  name. 

He  died  at  Buckingham-houfe,  24th  February  1720-31,  in  the  ?2d  yrar  of  his  age,  and  was  buried 
in  Weftminfter  Abbey,  where  a  monument  is  ereded  to  his  memory,  upon  which  the  following 
epitaph  is  infcribed,  by  his  own  direction,  as  appears  from  a  paffage  of  his  will.  "  Since  fomething 
is  ufually  written  on  monuments,  I  direct  that  the  following  lines  {hall  be  put  on  mine,"  viz. 

Til  one  place. 
Pro  Rcge  fsepe,  pro  Republica  Temper. 

In  another. 

Dubius,  fed  non  improbus  vixi, 
Incertus  morior,  fed  inturbatus 
Humanlim  eft  nefcire  et  errare, 
Chriflum  adveneror,  Deo  confido 
Omnipotenti,  benevolentiffimo. 
Ens  entium  mifere  mihi. 

The  fecond  line  ftands  thus  on  the  monument  :  Incertus  morior,  non  perturlatus,  and  the  words 
Cbriflum  adveneror  are  omittedj  at  the  defire  of  Dr,  Atterbury,  who  thought  adveneror  not  ftrong 
enough  as  applied  to  Chrift.  Under  the  whole  are  the  following  words  : 

Catharina  Buckinghamicse  Duciffa  moerens  extrui  curavit,  Anno  MDCCXXI. 

He  was  thrice  married.  By  his  two  firft  wives  he  had  no  children :  by  his  third,  who  was  the  daugh 
ter  of  King  James,  by  Catharine  Sedley,  Countefs  of  Dorchefler,  and  the  widow  of  the  Earl  of  Angle- 
fey,  he  had,  befides  other  children  that  disd  early,  a  fbn,  born  in  1 716,  who  died  at  Rome  in  1735, 
and  put  an  end  to  the  line  of  Sheffield.  His  epitaph  is  written  by  Pope.  The  Duchefs  died  in  1741. 
His  works,  confifting  of  Peemt, Hijlorlcal  Memoirs ,  Speeches, CbaraSert, Critical  Obfervations,  and  EJJays, 
were  collected  and  printed  by  Alderman  Barber,  in  a  volumes,  410, 1723.  They  have  been  fince  reprint 
ed  in  a  volumes,  8vo,  1729,  with  the  «miffion  of  fome  offenfivc  particulars  relating  to  the  Revolution. 
Sheffield,  as  might  be  expected  from  his  high  rank,  was  very  liberally  complimented  by  his  con 
temporaries.  But  his  quality  can  avail  him  nothing  in  the  eftimation  of  the  prefent  age.  His  me 
rits  are  now  to  be  judgtd,  not  by  flattery  or  favour,  but  by  the  decifion  of  impartial  criticifm,  un 
influenced  by  his  bounty,  and  unawed  by  his  fplendor. 

As  a  ftatefman,  he  is  characterifed  by  a  fteady  attachment  to  Tory  principles  of  government, 
which  is  principally  tobeafcribed  to  the  perfonal  obligations  he  was  under  to  theroyal  family  of  Stuart. 
As  a  courtier,  he  is  diftinguifhed  by  perfonal  dignity,  gracefnlnefs,  and  good-breeding.  He  pof- 
feffed  wit  and  fpirit,  gallantry  and  politenefs,  in  an  eminent  degree.  But  his  religion  was  the  loofe 
fcepticifm  of  Hobbes,  and  his  morality  the  grofs  libertinifm  of  the  court  of  Charles.  He  has  been 
cenfured  as  haughty,  covetous,  and  paffionate.,  He  is,  however,  faid  to  have  had  much  tenderneft 
and  generofity,  and  to  have  been  very  ready  to  apologife  for  his  violence*  of  paffion. 

He  is  introduced  into  this  collection  only  as  a  poet ;  and  if  credit  is  given  to  the  eulogies  of 
Dryden,  Garth,  Prior,  Addifon,  and  Pope,  he  was  a  poet  of  no  vulgar  rank.  But  it  may' be  juftly 
doubted,  whether  he  was  not  indebted  to  his  patronage  of  men  of  genius  for  a  greater  ihaie  of  his 
reputation,  than  was  derived  from  his  perfonal  merit. 

He  cultivated  an  early  acquaintance  with  Dryden,  whofe  help  he  was  always  fuppofed  to  have 
had  in  the  Effay  on  Satire,  and  the  verfion  from  Ovid ;  and  who  has  degraded  himfelf  by  of- 
fe;ing  him  the  moft  extravagant  adulation  in  the  dedications  to  his  "  Virgil"  and  "  Aurengzebe." 
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He  was  among  the  firft  t»  acknowledge  the  mrrit  of  Pope,  and  ufhered  in  the  publication  of 
his  "  Poems"  with  a  recommendatory  Co/y  of  Verfes,  which  received  the  praife,  and  excited  the 
emulation  of  Harcourt,  and  other  admireis  of  our  Englifh  Homer. 

Great  Sheffield's  mufe  the  long  procefTion  heads, 
And  throws  a  luftre  o'er  the  pomp  flic  leads  ; 
Firft  givrs  the  palm  flic  fir'd  him  to  obtain, 
Crowns  his  gay  brow,  and  fliews  him  how  to  reign. 

Pope  hintfelf  appears  to  have  valued  this  Copy  nf  y<rfei  very  highly,  though  they  are  extremely 
feeble  and  profaic,  and  fpcnks  of  Sheffield's  commendation  as  the  confummation  of  his  fame. 
Mufe  !  'tis  enough  ;  at  length  thy  labour  ends;  4 
And  thou  flialt  live,  for  Buckingham  commends*,  &c. 

Befides  this  profcffed  tcftimnny  of  his  gratitude,  Pope  has  incidentally  mentioned  his  obliga 
tions  to  him,  in  his  poems,  and  embellifbed  his  Tragfdy  of  Brutus  with  two  chorufes. 

Of  his  other  poetical  pieces,  the  PJfay  on  Poetry  is  the  moft  diftinguiflied.  It  feems  to  have 
been  his  favourite  production  ;  for  he  was  all  his  life  improving  it  by  fucccffive  revifals;  fo  that 
there  is  fcarcely  any  poeim  to  be  found  of  which  the  laft  editions  differ  more  from  the  firft.  It  ii 
ranked  by  Addifou  (Spedator,  No.  233.)  with  Rofcommon's  "  Eflay  on  tranflated  Verfe,"  and 
Pope's  "  Eflay  on  Criticifm."  Though  the  'verification  is  carelefs,  the  fenfe  is  always  clear, 
and  the  rules  are  crmmonly  juft,  and  often  delivered  with  eafe,  and  lomctimes  with  energy.  It  it 
juftly  ranked  among  our  beft  didactic  poems. 

The  Vijion  contains  little  invention,  or  propriety  of  fentimcnt.  The  EleSllon  cf  a  Laurent  is  an 
imitation  of  Suckling's  "  Sefiion  of  the  Poets,"  in  which  he  has  characterifed  the  contemporary 
poets,  with  feme  humour  and  vivacity.  His  Odes  are  written  with  Pindaric  liberty,  but  are  languid 
and  unharmonious.  His  Translations  are  fufficiently  licentious,  but  very  deficient  in  animation  and 
force,  compared  with  the  original.  His  Songs  and  amatory  pieces  are  fomctimes  fprightly  arid  ele 
gant;  but  have  neither  gallantry  nor  tendernefs. 

"  -I  can  recollect  no  performance  of  Buckingham,*'  fays  Dr.  Warton,  "  that  ftamps  him  a  true 
genius ;  his  reputation  was  owing  to  his  rank.  In  reading  his  poems  one  is  apt  to  exclaim  with  Pope, 
"What  woful  ftuff  this  madrigal  would  be 
In  fome  flarv'd  hackney  fonnetteer,  or  me  ! 
But  let  a  lord  once  own  the  happy  lines 
How  the  wit  brightens)  how  the  flyle  refines !" 

'*  It  is  certain,"  fays  Lord  Orford,  "  that  his  Grace's  compofitions,  in  profe,  have  nothing  ex 
traordinary  in  them;  his  poetry  is  moft  indifferent,  and  the  groateft  part  of  both  is  already, fallen 
into  total  neglect." 

"  Criticifm,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  difcovers  him  to  be  a  writer  that  fohictimes  glimmer*,  but 
rarely  Ihines,  feebly  laborious,  and  at  beft  but  pretty.  His  fongsare  upon  common  topics;  he  hopes, 
and  grieves,  and  repents,  and  defpa'rs,  and  rejoices,  like  any  other  maker  of  little  ftanZas :  to  be 
great  he  hardly  tries,  to  be  gay  is  hardly  in  his  power.J 

"  Of  the  Ej/ay  on  Poetry,  which  Dryden  has  exalted  fo  highly,  it  may  be  juftly  faid  that  the  pre 
cepts  are  judicious,  fometimes  new,  and  often  happily  exprefied ;  but  there  are  many  weak  lines,  and 
fome  flrange  appearances  of  negligence  ;  as,  when  he  gives  the  laws  of  elegy,  he  infills  upon  con 
nection  and  coherence,  without  which,  fays  he, 

'  Fis  epigram,  'tis  point,  'tis  what  you  will, 
But  not  an  elegy,  nor  writ  with  {kill ; 
No  Panegyric,  nor  a  Cooper's  Hill. 

VVho  would  not  fuppofe  that  Waller's  "  Panegyric,"  and  Denharh's  "  Cooper's  Hill"  were  e'egies  ? 
"  One  celebrated  line  feems  to  be  borrowed.     The  F-JJ'jy  calls  a  perfect  character 

A  fauhk-fs  monftcr  which  the  world  ne'er  faw. 

"  Scaliger,  in  liis  poems,  terms  Virgil,  Sine  lalt  monf.rutn.     Sheffield  can  fcarcely  be  fuppofed  to 
have  read  Scaliger's  poetry ;  perhaps  he  found  the  words  in  a  quotation. 

«'  His  verfes  are  often  infipid,  but  his  memoirs  ire  lively  and  agreeable ;  he  had  the  perfpicuity 
and  cK'£a::tc  Olf  a:i  hift°nan»  but  not  the  Cre  and  fancy  of  a  poet." 
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Nee  Phcebo  gratior  ulla  eft 
fibi  quae  Vari  prasfcripfit  pagina  nomen."  \ 

VIR«. 


TO  THE  MEMORY  OF 

JOHN  SHEFFIELD,  DUKE  OF  BUCKINGHAMSHIRE, 

THESE,  HIS  MORE  LASTING  .REMAINS, 
(THE  MONUMENT  OF  HIS   MIND,  AND  MORE  PERFECT  IMAGE  OF  HIMSELF) 

ARE  HERE  COLLECTED  BY  THE  DIRECTION  Or 

CATHARINE    HIS   DUCHESS: 

Defirous  that  his  Afhes  may  be  honoured,  and  his  Fame  and  Merit  committed  to 
the  Teft  of  Time,  Truth,  and  Pofterity. 


THE  TEMPLE  OF  DEATH. 

IN  IMITATION  OF  THE  FRENCH. 

JN  thofe  cold  climates,  where  the  fun  appears 
Unwillingly,  and  hides  his  face  in  tears, 
A  difmal  vale  lies  in  a  defert  ifle, 
On  which  indulgent  heaven  did  never  fmile. 
There  a  thick  grove  of  aged  cyprcfs  trees, 
"Which. none  without  an  awful  horror  fees, 
Into  its  wither'd  arms,  depriv'd  of  leaves, 
Whole  flocks  of  ill-prefaging  bird*  receives : 


Poifons  are  all  the  plants  that  foil  will  bear, 
And  winter  is  the  only  feafon  there  : 
Millions  of  graves  o'erfpread  the  fpacious  field, 
And  fprings  of  blood  a  thoufand  rivers  yield  ; 
Whofe  ftrcams,  opprefs'd  with  carcaffes  and  boncsj 
Inftead  of  gentle  murmurs,  pour  forth  groans. 
Within  this  vale  a  famous  temple  {lands, 
Old  as  the  world  itfelf,  which  it  commands ; 
Round  is  its  figure,  and  four  iron  gates 
Divide  mankind,  by  order  of  the  fates : 
Thither  in  crowds  come  to  one  common  grave 
The  young,  the  old,  the  monarch,  and 


THE  WORKS   OF  SHEFFIELD. 


Old  age  and  pains,  thofe  evils  man  deplores, 

Are  rigid  keepers  of  th*  eternal  doors ; 

All  clad  in  mournful  blacks,  which  fadly  load 

The  facrcd  walls  of  this  obfcure  abode ; 

And  tapers,  of  a  pitchy  fubftance  made, 

With  clouds  of  fmoke  increafe  the  difmal  (hade. 

A  monfter  void  of  reafon  and  of  fight 
The  goddefs  is,  who  fways  this  realm  of  night : 
Her   power    extends   o'er  all   things   that  have 

breath, 

A  cruel  tyrant,  and  her  name  is  death. 
The  faireft  obieft  of  our  wondering  eye* 
Was  newly  offer'd  up  her  lacrifice  ; 
Th'  adjoining  places  where  the  altar  flood, 
Yet  blufhing  with  the  fair  Almeria's  blood, 
When  griev'd  Orontes,  whofe  unhappy  flame 
Is  known  to  all  who  e'er  converfe  with  fame, 
His  mind  poflefs'd  by  fury  and  defpair, 
Within  the  facred  temple  made  this  prayer : 

Great  Deity  1  who  in  thy  hands  doft  bear 
That  iron  fceptre  which  poor  mortals  fear; 
Who,  wanting  eyes  thyfelf,  refpedteft  none, . 
And  neither  fpar'ft  the  laurel  nor  the  crown  ! 
O  thou,  whom  all  mankind  in  vain  withftand, 
Each  of  whofe  blood  muft  one  day  ftain  thy  hand  ! 
O  thou,  who  every  eye  that  fees  this  light 
Clofeft  for  ever  in  the  (hades  of  night ! 
Goddefs,  attend,  and  hearken  to  my  grief, 
To  which  thy  power  alone  can  give  relief. 
Alas !  I  aik  not  to  defer  my  fate, 
But  wifh  my  haplefs  life  a  (hotter  date ; 
And  that  the  earth  would  in  its  bowels  hide 
A  wretch,  whom  Heaven  invades  on  every  fide  : 
That  from  the  fight  of  day  1  could  remove, 
And  might  have  nothing  left  me  but  my  love. 

Thou  only  comforter  of  minds  oppreft, 
The  port  where  wearied  fpirits  are  at  reft ; 
Conductor  te  Elyfium,  take  my  life, 
My  breaft  I  offer  to  thy  lacred  knife ; 
So  juft  a  grace  refufe  not,  nor  defpife 
A  willing,  though  a  worthlefs  facrifice. 
Others  (their  frail  and  mortal  ftate  forgot) 
Before  thy  altars  arc  not  to  be  brought 
Without  conftraint ;  the  noife  of  duing  rage, 
Heaps  of  the  (lain  of  every  fex  and  age, 
The  blade  all  reeking  in  the  gore  it  ihed, 
With  fever'd  heads  and  arms  confus'dly  fpread  ; 
The  rapid  flames  of  a  perpetual  fire, 
The  groans  of  wretches  ready  to  expire  : 
This  tragic  fcene  in  terror  makes  them  live, 
Till  that  is  forc'd  which  they  fhould  freely  give; 
Yielding  unwillingly  what  Heaven  will  have, 
Their  fears  eclipfe  the  glory  of  their  grave  : 
Before  thy  face  they  make  indecent  moan, 
And  feel  a  hundred  deaths  in  fearing  one  : 
Thy  flame  becomes  unhallow'd  in  their  breaft, 
And  he  a  murderer  who  was  a  pricft. 
Eut  apainft  me  thy  ftrongeft  forces  call, 
And  on  my  head  let  all  the  tempeft  fall ; 
No  mean  retreat  (hall  any  weaknefs  (how, 
But  calmly  I'll  expect  the  fatal  blow ; 
My  limbs  not  trembling,  in  my  mind  no  fear, 
Plaints  in  my  mouth,  nor  in  my  eyes  a  tear. 
Think  not  that  time,  our  wonted  fure  relief, 
That  uuiverfal  cure  for  every  grief, 


Whofe  aid  fo  many  lovers  oft  have  found, 
With  like  fuccefs  can  ever  heal  my  wound  : 
Too  weak  the  power  of  nature,  or  of  art, 
Nothing  but  death  can  eafe  a  broken  heart : 
And  that  thou  may'ft  behold  niy  helplefs  ftate, 
Learn  the  extremeft  rigour  of  my  fate. 

Amidft  th'  innumerable  beauteous  train, 
Paris,  the  queen  of  cities,  does  contain, 
(The  faireft  town,  the  largeft,  and  the  beft) 
The  fair  Almeria  (hin'd  above  the  reft : 
From  h«r  bright  eyes  to  feel  a  hopelefs  flame, 
Was  of  our  youth  the  moft  ambitious  aim  ; 
Her  chains  were  marks  of  honour  to  the  brave, 
She  made  a  prince  whene'er  (he  made  a  flave. 
Love,  under  whofe  tyrannic  power  I  groan, 
Show'd  me  this  beauty  ere  'twas  fully  blown ; 
Her  timorous  charms,  and  her  unpradis'd  look, 
Their  firft  affurance  from  my  conqueft  took ; 
By  wounding  me,  (he  learn'd  the  fatal  art, 
And  the  firft  figh  (he  had  was  from  my  heart : 
My  eyes,  with  tears  moiftening  her  fnowy  arms. 
Render'd  the  tribute  owing  to  her  charms. 
But,  as  I  fooneft  of  all  mortals  paid 
My  vows,  and  to  her  beauty  altars  made ; 
So,  among  all  thofe  (laves  that  flgh'd  in  vain, 
She  thought  me  only  worthy  of  my  chain  : 
Love's  heavy  burden  my  fubmiflive  heart 
Endur'd  not  long,  before  flic  bore  her  part ; 
My  violent  flame  melted  her  frozen  breaft, 
And  in  foft  fighs  her  pity  (he  exprefs'd  ; 
Her  gentle  voice  allay'd  my  raging  pains, 
And  her  fair  hands  fuftain'd  me  in  my  chains; 
Ev'n  tears  of  pity  waited  on  my  moan, 
And  tender  looks  were  caft  on  me  alone. 
My  hopes  and  dangers  were  lefs  mine  than  her», 
Thofe  fill'd  her  foul  with  joys,  and  thefe  with  fears  J 
Our  hearts,  united,  had  the  fame  defircs, 
And  both  alike  burn'd  with  impatient  fires. 

Too  faithful  memory  !  I  give  thee  leave 
Thy  wretched  matter  kindly  to  deceive; 
Oh,  make  me  not  poffeffor  of  her  charms, 
Let  me  not  find  her  languifh  in  my  arms ; 
Paft  joys  are  now  my  fancy's  mournful  themes; 
Make  all  my  happy  nights  appear  but  dreams  : 
Let  not  fuch  blil's  before  my  eyes  be  brought, 
O  hide  thofe  fcenes  from  my  tormenting  thought; 
And  in  their  place  difdainful  beauty  (how  ; 
If  thou  would'fl  not  be  cruel,  make  her  fo  : 
Andj  fonrething  to  abate  my  deep  defpair, 

0  let  her  feem  lefs  gentle,  or  lefs  fair. 
But  I  in  vain  flatter  my  wounded  mind ; 
Never  was  nymph  fo  lovely  or  fo  kind  : 
No  cold  repulfes  my  defire  fuppreft, 

1  feldom  figh'd,  but  on  Almeria's  breaft  : 
Of  all  the  pafiions  which  mankind  deftrby, 
I  only  felt  excefs  of  love  and  joy : 
Unnumber'd  pleafures  charm 'd  my  fenfe,  and  th«v 
Were,  as  my  love,  without  the  Icalt  allay. 

As  pure,  alas!  but  not  fo  fure  to  laft, 
For,  like  a  pleafing  dream,  they  are  all  pad. 
From  heaven  her  beauties  like  fierce  lightnings 
came,  [flanie ; 

Which  break  through   darknefs  with  a  glorious 
Awhile  they  (bine,  awhile  our  minds  amaze, 
Our  wondering  eyes  are  dazzled  with  the  blaz;  ; 
a 
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But  thunder  fallows,  whofe  refiftlefs  rage 
None  can  withftand,  and  nothing  can  affuage ; 
And  all  that  light  which  thofe  bright flalhes  gave, 
Serves  only  to  conduct  us  to  our  grave. 

When  1  had  juft  begun  love's  joys  to  tafte, 
(Thofe  full  rewards  for  fears  and  dangers  paft) 
A  fever  feiz'd  her,  and  to  nothing  brought 
The  richeft  work  that  ever  nature  wrought. 
All  things  below,  alas !  uncertain  ftand ; 
The  firmeft  rocks  are  fix'd  upon  the  fand  : 
Under  this  law  both  kings  and  kingdoms  bend, 
And  no  beginning  is  without  an  end. 
A  factifice  to  time,  fate  dooms  us  all, 
And  at  the  tyrant's  feet  we  daily  fall : 
Time,  whofe  bold  hand  will  bring  alike  to  duft 
Mankind,  and  temples  too  in  which  they  truft.  • 

Her  wafted  fpirits  now  begin  to  faint, 
Yet  patience  ties  her  tongue  from  all  complaint, 
And  in  her  heart  as  in  a  fort  remains ; 
But  yields  at  laft  to  her  refiftlef*  pains. 
Thus  while  the  fever,  amorous  of  his  prey, 
Through  all  h«r  veins  makes  his  delightful  way, 
Her  fate's  like  Semele's;  the  flames  deftroy 
That  beauty  they  too  eagerly  enjoy. 
Her  charming  face  is  in  its  ipring  decay'd, 
Pale  grow  the  rofes,  and  the  lilies  fade ; 
Her  fltin  has  loft  that  luftre  which  furpafs'd 
The  fun's,  and  well  deferv'd  as  long  to  laft : 
Her  eyes,  which  us'd  to  pierce  the  hardeft  hearts, 
Are  now  difarm'd  of  all  their  flames  and  darts ; 
Thofe  ftars  now  heavily  and  flowly  move; 
And  fickne.fs  triumphs  in  the  throne  of  love. 
The  fever  every  moment  mere  prevails, 
Its  rage  her  body  feels,  and  tongue  bewails  : 
She,  whofe  difdain  fo  many  lovers  prove, 
Sighs  now  for  torment,  as  they  figh  for  love,  [air, 
And  with  loud  cries,  which  rend  the  neighbouring 
Wounds  my  fad  heart,  and  weakens  my  defpair. 
Both  men  and  gods  I  charge  now  wkh  my  lofs, 
And,  wild  with  grief,  my  thoughts  each  other  crofs, 
My  heart  and  tongue  labour  in  both  extremes, 
This  lends  up  humble  prayers,  while  that  blaf- 

phemes : 

I  alk  their  help,  whofe  malice  I  defy, 
And  mingle  facrHege  with  piety 
But,  that  which  muft  yet  more  perplex  my  mind, 
To  love  her  trujy,  I  muft  feem  unkind ; 
So  unconcern'd  a  face  my  forrow  wears, 
I  muft  reftrain  unruly  floods  of  tears. 
My  eyes  and  tongue  put  on  diflcmbllng  forms, 
I  (how  a  calmnefs  in  the  midft  of  ftorms ; 
I  feem  to  hope  when  all  my  hopes  are  gone, 
And,  almoft  dead  with  grief,  difcover  none. 
But  who  can  long  deceive  a  loving  eye. 
Or  with  dry  eyes  behold  his  miftrefs  die  ? 
"When  pailioa  had  with  all  its  terrors  brought 
Th'  approaching  danger  nearer  to  my  thought, 
Off  on  a  fudden  fell  the  forc'd  diiguife, 
And  ftiow'd  a  fighing  heart  in  weeping  eyes : 
My  apprehenfions,  now  no  more  confin'd, 
Expus'd  my  furrows,  and  betray'd  my  mind. 
The  fair  affl  died  foon  perceives  my  tears, 
Explains  my  (ighs,  and  thence  concludes  my  fears  : 
\Vith  lad  prefages  of  her  hopelcfs  cafe, 
Sac  reads  her  fate  in  my  dejected  faccj 


Then  feels  my  torment,  and  neglects  her  own, 
While  I  am  fenfible  of  hers  alone ; 
Each  does  the  other's  burthen  kindly  bear, 
I  fear  her  death,  and  (he  bewails  my  fear ; 
Though  thus  we  fuffer  under  fortune's  darts, 
'Tis  only  thofe  of  love  which  reach  our  hearts. 

Meanwhile  the  fever  mocks  at  all  our  fears, 
Grows  by  our  fighs,  and  rages  at  our  tears : 
Thofe  vain  effects  of  our  as  vain  defire, 
Like  wind  and  oil,  increafe  the  fatal  fixe. 

Almeria  then,  feeling  the  deftinies 
About  to  (hut  her  lips,  and  clofe  her  eyes ; 
Weeping,  in  mine,  fix'd  her  fair  trembling  hand, 
And  with  thefe  words  I  fcarce  could  underfiand, 
Her  paflion  in  a  dying  voice  exprefs'd 
Half,  and  her  fighs,  alas  !  made  out  the  reft. 

'Tis  paft;  this  pang — Nature  gives  o'er  the  ftri£r} 
Thou  muft  thy  miftrefs  lofe,  and  I  my  life. 
I  die  ;  but,  dying  thine,  the  fates  may  prove 
Their  conqueft  over  me,  but  not  my  lave  : 
Thy  memory,  my  glory,  and  my  pain, 
In  fpite  of  death  itfelf  (hall  (till  remain. 
Deareft  Orontes,  my  hard  fate  denies, 
That  hope  is  the  laft  thing  which  in  us  dies  s 
From  my  griev'd  bread  all  thofe  foft  thoughts  are 

fled, 

And  love  furvives  it,  though  my  hope  is  dead; 
I  yield  my  life,  but  keep  my  paflion.  yet, 
And  can  all  thoughts,  but  of  Orontes,  quit. 

My  flame  increafes  as  my  ftrength  decays ; 
Death,  which  puts  out  the  light,  the  heat  will  raife: 
That  ftill  remains,  though  I  from  hence  remove  ;- 
I  lofe  my  lover,  but  1  keep  my  love. 

The  fighs  which  fent  forth  that  laft  tender  word, 
Up  tow'rds  the  heavens  like  a  bright  meteor  foar'd; 
And  the  kind  nymph,  not  yet  bereft  of  charms, 
Fell  cold  and  breathlefs  in  her  lover's  arms. 

Goddefs,  who  now  my  fate  haft  underftood, 
Spare  but  my  tears,  and  freely  take  my  blood.: 
Here  let  me  end  the  ftory  of  my  cares ; 
My  difmal  grief  enough  the  red  declares. 
Judge  thou  by  all  this  mifery  difplay'd, 
Whether  I  ought  not  to  implore  thy  aid  : 
Thus  to  furvive,  reproaches  on  me  draws; 
Never  fad  wifties  had  fo  juft  a  caufe. 

Come  then,  my  only  hope;  in  every  place 
Thou  vifittft,  men  trcmbk  at  thy  face, 
And  fear  thy  name  :  once  let  thy  fatal  hand 
Fait  on  a  fwain  that  dots  the  blow  demand. 
Vouchfafe  thy  dart ;  I  need  not  one  of  thofe. 
With  which  thou  doft  unwilling  kings  depc.fe  : 
A  welcome  death  the  flighted  wound  can  briug, 
And  free  a  foul  already  on  her  wing. 
Without  thy  aid,  moll  miferable  I 
Muft  ever  wiih,  yet  not  obtain  to  die. 


ODE   ON   LOVE. 


LET  others  fongs  or  fa-ires  write, 
Provok'd  by  vanity  or  fpite; 
My  mule  a  nobler  caufc  fhall  move, 
i'o  found  aloud  the  p raife  of  love  : 
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That  gentle,  yet  refiftlefs  heat, 
Which  raifes  men  to  all  things  good  and  great : 
While  other  pafQonsof  the  mind 
To  low  brutality  debafe  mankind, 
By  IQVC  we  are  above  ourfelves  refin'd. 
Oh  love,  thou  trance  divine  !  in  which  the  foul, 
Uncjogg'd  with  worldly  cares, may  range  without 

,  control; 
And  foaring  to  her  heaven,  from  thence  infpir'd  can 

teach 
High  myfteries,  above  poor  reafon'*  feeble  reach. 

n. 

To  weak  old  age*  prudence  fome  aid  may  prove,"} 
And  curb  thofe  appetites  that  faintly  move  ;        I 
But  wild,  impetuous  youth  is  tam'd  by  nothing  f 
lefs  than  love.  3 

•Of  men  too  rough  for  peace,  too  rude  for  arts, 
Love's  power  can  penetrate  the  hardeft  heart* ; 
And  through  the  clofeft  pores  a  paffage  find, 
Like  that  oflight,  to  fhine  all  o'er  the  mind. 
The  want  of  love  does  both  extremes  produce ; 
Maids  are  too  nice,  arid  men  as  much  too  loofe  ; 
While  equal  good  an  amorous  couple  find, 
She  .makes  him  conftant,  and  he  makes  her  kind. 
New  charms  in  vain  a  lover's  faith  would  prove; 
Hermits  or  bed-rid  men  they'll  fooner  move  : 
The  fair  inveigler  will  but  fadly  find 

There's  no  fuch  eunuch  as  a  man  in  lore. 
But  when  by  his  chafte  nymph  embrae'd< 
(For  love  makes  all  embraces  chafte) 
:          Then  the  tranfported  creature  cad 

Do  wonders,  and  is  more  than  man. 
Both  heaven  and  earth  would  our  defires  eon-"} 
fine;  I 

But  yet  in  vain  both  heaven  and  earth  combine,  f 
tjnlefs  where  love  bleffes  the  great  defign.          J 
Hymen  makes  fad  the  hand,  but  love  the  heart ; 
He  the  fool's  god,  thou  nature's  Hymen  art ; 
Whole  laws  once  broke,  we  are  not  held  by  force, 
But  the  falfe  breach  itfelf  is  a  divorce. 


For  love  the  mifer  will  his  gold  defpife, 
The  falfe  grow  faithful,  and  the  foolifh  wife  ; 
Cautious  the  young,  and  complaifant  the  old, 
The  cruel  gentle,  and  the  coward  bold. 

Thou  glorious  iun  within  our  fouls, 

Whofe  influence  fo  much  controls; 

Ev'n  dull  and  heavy  lumps  of  love, 

Quickcn'd  by  thee,  more  lively  move  ; 
And  if  their  heads  but  any  fubftance  hold, 
Love  ripens  all  that  drofs  into  the  purefl  gold. 
,    In  heaven's  great  work  thy  part  is  fuch, 
That  mafter-like  thou  giv'ft  the  laft  great  touch 

To  heaven's  own  mafUr-piece  of  man; 
And  finifheft  what  nature  but  began  ; 
Thy  happy  ftroke  can  into  foftnels  bring 
Reafon,  that  rough  and  wrangling  thing. 

From  childhood  upwatds  we  decay, 
And  grow  but  greater  children  every  day  : 
So,  reafon,  how  can  we  be  faid  to  rife  ?  ") 

So  many  cares  attend  the  being  wife, 
'Tis  rather  falling  down  a  precipice.  J 

From  fcnfe  to  reafon  unimprov'd  we  move; 
"We   only  th,en   advance,  when  reaion   turns  to 
Jove.    . 


Thou  reigneft  o'er  our  earthly  gods : 
Uncrown'd  ^y  thee,  their  other  crowns  are  loads  ; 
One  beauty's  fmile  their  meaneft  courtier  brings 
Rather  to  pity  than  to  envy  kings  ; 
His  fellow  flaves  he  takes  them  now  to  be, 
Favout'd  by  love  perhaps  much  lefs  than  he. 

For  love,  the  timorous  bafhful  maid 
Of  nothing  but  denying  is  afraid  ; 

For  love  fhe  overcomes  her  fhame, 
Forfakes  her  fortune,  and  forgets  her  fame  j 
Yet,  if  but  with  a  conftant  lover  bleft, 
Thanks  heaven  for  that,  and  never  minds  the  reft. 
v. 

Love  is  the  fait  of  life ;  a  higher  tafte 
It  gives  to  pleafure,  and  then  makes  it  laft. 
Thofe  flighted  favours  which  cold  nymphs  difpenfe, 
Mere  common  counters  of  the  fenfe, 
Defective  both  in  nietal  and  in  meafure, 
A  lover's  fancy  coins  into  a  trcafure. 
How  vaft  the  fubjuft  !  what  a  boundlefs  (lore 
Of  bright  ideas  fhining  all  before  ! 
The  mufe's  fighs  forbid  me  to  give  o'er  ! 
But  the  kind  god  incites  us  various  ways, 
And  now  I  find  him  all  my  ardour  raife, 
His  precepts  to  perform,  as  well  as  praifc. 


ELEGY  TO  THE  DUCHESS  OF  R 

TMOD  lovely  flave  to  a  rude  hufband's  will, 
By  nature  us'd  fo  well,  by  him  fo  ill ! 
For  all  that  grief  we  fee  your  mind  endure, 
Your  glafs  prefents  y&u  with  a  pleafing  curr. 
Thofe  maids  you  envy  for  their  happier  ftate, 
To  have  your  form,  would  gladly  have  your  fate; 
And  of  like  flavery  each  wife  complains, 
Without  fuch  beauty's  help  to  bear  her  chains. 
Hufbands  like  him  we  every  where  may  fee  j 
But  where  can  we  behold  a  wife  like  thee  ? 

While  to  a  tyrant  you  by  fate  are  ty'd, 
By  love  you  tyrannize  o'er  all  befide  : 
Thofe  eyes,  .though  weeping,  can  no  pity  movd  ; 
Worthy  our  grief  !  more  worthy  of  our  love  ! 
You,  while  fo  fair  (do  fortune  what  fhe  pleafe) 
Can  be  no  more  in  pain  than  we  at  eafe  ; 
Unlefs,  unfatisfied  with  all  our  vows, 
Your  vain  ambition  fo  unbounded  grows, 
That  you  repine  ahufband  fhould  efcapc 
Th'  united  force  of  fuch  a  face  and  fhape. 
If  fo,  ahs !  for  all  thofe  charming  powers, 
Your,  cafe  is  juft  as  defperate  as  ours. 
Expecl  that  birds  fhould  only  fing  to  you, 
And,  as  you  walk,  that  cv'ry  tree  fhould  bow  ; 
Expect  thofe  flatues,  as  you  pafs,  fhould  burn  ; 
And  that  wi'h  wonder  men  fhnild  ftatues  turn; 
Such  beauty  i«  enough  to  give  things  liie, 
But- not  to  make  a  hi  fband  love  his  wife  : 
A  hufband,  worfe  than  ftatuc*,  or  than  trees  ; 
Colder  than  thofe,  left  fetifible  than  thefe. 
Then  from  fo  dull  a  care  your  thoughts  remove, 
And  wade  not  fighs  you  only  owe  to  love. 
'Tis  jiity,  fighs  from  fuch  a  breaft  fhould  part, 
Uulefs  to  cuit  fume  doubtful  lover'*  he»u ; 


f  o   J 

Who  dies  becaufe  he  muft  too  juftly  prize 
What  yet  the  dull  poffeffor  does  defpife. 
Thus  precious  jewels  among  Indians  grow, 
Who  nor  their  ufc,  nor  wondrous  value  know;_ 
But  we  for  thufe  bright  treafures  tempt  the  mam, 
And  hazard  life  for  what  the  fools  difdain. 


A  LETTER  FROM  SEA. 

FAIREST,  if  time  and  abfence  can  incline 

Your  heart  to  wandering  thoughts  no   more  than 

mine  ; 

Then  fhall  my  hand,  as  changelrfs  as  my  mind, 
From  your  glad  eyes  a  kindly  welcome  find  ; 
Then,  while  this  note  my  conftancy  affures, 
You'll  be  almoft  as  pleas'd,  as  I  with  yours. 
And  truft  me,  when  1  feel  that  kind  relief, 
Abfence  itlelf  awhile  fufpends  its  grief  : 
So  may  it  do  with  you,  but  ftrait  return ; 
For  it  were  cruel  not  fomet.mes  to  mourn 
His  fate,  who  this  long  time  he  keeps  away, 
Mourns  all  the  night,  and  fighs  out  all  the  day; 
Grieving  yet  more,  when  he  reflects  that  you 
Mult:  not  be  happy,  or  muft  not  be  true. 
But  fince  to  me  it  feems  a  blacker  fate 
To  be  inconftaiit,.than  unfortunate; 
Remember  all  thofe  vows  between  Us  part, 
When  I  from  all  I  value  parted  laft ; 
May  you  alike  with  kind  impatience  burn, 
And  fomething  mifs,  till  1  with  joy  return  ; 
And  loon  may  pitying  heaven  that  blefling  give, 
As  in  the  hopes  of  that  alone  1  live. 


LOVE'S  SLAVERY. 

GRAVE  fops  my  envy  now  beget, 

Who  did  my  pity  move  ; 
They,  by  the  right  of  wanting  wit, 

Are  frte  from  cares  of  love. 

Turks  honour  fdols,  becaufe  they  are 

By  that  defect  fecurc 
From  flavery  and  toils  of  war, 

Which  all  the  reft  endure. 

So  I,  who  fuffer  cold  neglecT; 

And  wounds  from  Celia's  eyes, 
Begin  extremely  to  refpect 

Thefe  fools  that  feems  fo  wife. 

'Tis  true,  they  fondly  fet  theii;  hearts 

On  things  of  no  delight ; 
To  pafs  all  day  for  men  of  parts, 

They  pafs  alone  the  night. 

But  Celia  never  breaks  their  reft ; 

Such  fervants  (he  difdains  ; 
And  fo  the  fops  are  dully  bleft, 

While  I  endure  her  chains. 


M     S, 


READY  to  throw  me  at  the  feet 
Of  that  fair  nymph  whom  I  adore, 

Impatient  thofe  delights  to  meet 
Which  I  enjoy'd  the  night  before  ; 

By  her  wonted  fcornful  brow, 

Soon  the  fond  miflake  I  find ; 
fxion  mourri'd  his  error  fo, 

When  Juno's  form  the  cloud  refign'd. 

Sleep,  to  make  its  charms  more  priz'd 
Than  waking  joys-,  which  moil  prevail, 

Had  cunningly  itfelf  difguis'd 
In  a  fhape  that  could  not  fail. 

There  my  Celia's  fnowy  arms, 

Breaftf,  and  other  parts  more  dear, 

Expofmg  new  and  unknown  charms, 
To  my  tranfported  foul  appear. 

Then  you  fo  much  kindnefs  fhow, 

My  defpair  deluded  flies ; 
And  indulgent  dreams  beftow 

What  your  cruelty  denies. 

Blufh  not  that  your  image  love 

Naked  to  my  fancy  brought ; 
'Tis  hard,  methinks,  to  difapprove 

The  joys  I  feel  without  your  fault. 

Wonder  not  a  fancy'd  blifs 

Can  fuch  griefs  as  mine  remove; 

That  honour  as  fantaftic  is, 

Which  makes  you  flight  fuch  conftant  love. 

The  virtue  which  you  value  fo, 

Is  but  a  fancy  frail  and  vain  ; 
Nothing  is  folid  here  below, 

Except  my  love  and  your  difdain. 


TO  ONE  WHO  ACCUSED  HIM  OF  BEING 
TQO  SENSUAL  IN  HIS  LOVE. 

THINK  not,  my  fair,  'tis  fin  or  fhame, 

To  blefs  the  man  who  fo  adores; 
Nor  give  fo  hard,  unjuft  a  name 

To  all  thofe  favours  he  implores. 
Beauty  is  heaven's  moll  bounteous  gift  efteem'd, 
Becaufe  by  love  men  are  from  vice  redeem'vl, 

Yet  wifh  not  vainly  for  a  love 

From  all  the  force  of  nature  clear  : 
That  is  refcrv'd  for  thofe  above, 

And  'tis  a  fault  to  claim  it  here. 
For  fenfual  joys  ye  fcorn  that  we  fhould  love  yea 
But  love  without  them  is  as  much  above  ye. 


THE  WARNING. 


L»VERS,  who  wafle  your  thoughts  and  youth 
In  paffion's  fond  extremes, 
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Who  dream  of  women's  love  and  truth, 
And  doat  upon  your  dreams : 

I  fiiould  not  here  your  fancy  take 

From  fuch  a  pltafing  (late, 
Were  you  not  fure  at  laft  to  wake, 

And  find  your  fault  too  late. 

Then  learn  betimes,  the  love  which  crowns 

Our  cares  is  all  but  wiles, 
Compos'd  of  falfe  fantaftic  frowns, 

And  foft  ciifiembling  fmiles. 

With  anger,  which  fometimes  they  feign, 

They  cruel  tyrants  prove ; 
And  then  turn  flatterers  again, 

With  as  afieSed  love. 

As  if  fome  injury  was  meant 

To  thnfe  they  kindly  us'd, 
Tnofe  lovers  are  the  moft  content 

Tha'  have  been  ftill  refus'd. 

Since  each  has  in  his  bofom  nurfl 

A  falfe  and  fawning  foe, 
Tis  juft  and  wife,  by  ftriking  firft? 

To  Tcape  the  fatal  blow. 


TO  AMORETTA. 

WHEN  I  held  out  againft  your  eyes. 

You  took  the  fureft  courfe 
A  heart  unwary  to  furprife, 

You  ne'er  could  take  by  force. 

However,  though  I  ftrive  no  more. 
The  fort  will  now  be  priz'd, 

Which,  if  furrender'd  up  before, 
Perhaps  had  been  defpis'd. 

But,  gentle  Amoretta,  though 

I  cannot  love  refift, 
Think  not,  when  you  have  caught  me  fq, 

To  ule  me  as  you  lift. 

Jnconftancy  or  coldnefs  will 

My  f oolifli  heart  reclaim  : 
Then  I  come  off  with  honour  ftill, 

But  you,  alas !  with  fhamc. 

A  heart  by  kindnefs  only  gain'd, 

Will  a  dear  coiiqut  ft  prove  ; 
>  And,  t.->  be  kept,  muft  be  maiutain'd 
At  vaft  expence  of  love. 


THE  VENTURE. 

OH,  how  T  languifti !  what  a  ftrange 

Unruy  fierce  dcfire  ! 
My  fpirtts  fetl  fome  wondrous  change, 

My  heart  is  all  on  fire. 


Now,  all  ye  wifer  thoughti,  away, 

In  vain  your  tale  ye  tell 
Of  patient  hopei,  and  dull  delay, 

Love's  foppiih  part ;  farewell. 

Suppofe  one  week's  delay  would  give 
All  that  my  wifhes  move ; 

Oh,  who  fo  long  a  time  can  live, 
Stretch'd  on  the  rack  of  love  J 

Her  foul  perhaps  is  too  fublime, 

To  like  fuch  flavifh  fear; 
Difcretinn,  prudence,  all  is  crime, 

If  once  condemn 'd  by  her. 

When  honour  does  the  foldier  call 

To  fome  unequal  fight, 
Refolv'd  to  conquer,  or  to  fall, 

Before  his  general's  fight ; 

Advanc'd  the  happy  hero  lives; 

Or  if  ill  fate  denies, 
The  noble  rafhnefs  heaven  forgives, 

And  glorioufly  he  dies. 


INCONSTANCY  EXCUSED. 
SONG. 

I  MUST  confefs,  I  am  untrue 

To  Gloriana's  eyes ; 
But  he  that's  fmil'd  upon  by  you, 

Muft  all  the  world  defpife. 

In  winter,  fires  of  little  worth 

Excite  our  dull  define  ; 
But  when  the  fun  breaks  kindly  forth, 

Thole  fainter  flames  expire. 

Then  blame  me  not  for  flighting  now 

What  I  did  once  adore ; 
O,  do  but  this  one  change  allow, 

And  I  can  change  no  more  : 

Fix?  by  your  never-failing  charms, 

Till  I  with  age  decay, 
Till  languifliing  within  your  arms, 

I  figh  my  foul  away. 


&    O     N     G. 

OH,  conceal  that  charming  creature 
From  my  wondering,  wifting  eyes  I 

Every  motion,  every  feature 

Does  f  >me  ravifh'd  heart  furprife  ; 

But  oh,  I  URhing,  fighing,  fee 

The  happy  fwain !  fhe  ne'er  can  be 

Falfe  to  him,  or  kind  to  ir.r. 
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Yet,  If  I  could  humbly  ftow  her, 

Ah !  how  wretched  I  remain  : 

'Tis  not,  fure,  a  thing  below  her, 

Still  to  pity  fo  much  pain. 
The  gods  fome  pleafure,  pleafure  take, 
Happy  as  themfelves  to  make 
Thqfe  who  fuffer  for  their  fake. 

Since  your  hand  alone  was  given 
To  a  wretch  not  worth  your  care ; 

Like  fi>me  angel  fent  from  heaven, 
Come,  and  raife  me  from  defpair. 

Your  heart  I  cannot,  cannot  mils, 

And  I  defire  no  other  blifs ; 

Let  all  the  world  befides  be  his. 


ALL  hopelefs  of  relief, 

Incapable  of  reft, 
In  vain  I  ftrive  to  vent  a  grief 

That's  not  to  be  cxprcft. 

This  rage  within  my  veins 

No  reafon  can  remove ; 
Of  all  the  minds' s  moft  cruel  pains , 

The  fliarpeft,  fure  is  love. 

Yet  while  I  languifh  fo, 

And  on  thee  vainly  call ; 
Take  head,  fair  caufe  of  all  my  woe, 

What  fate  may  thee  befall. 

Ungrateful,  cruel  faults 

Suit  not  thy  gentle  fex ; 
Hereafter,  how  will  guilty  thoughts 

Thy  tender  confcience  v«x  ! 

When  welcome  death  fhall  bring 

Relief  to  wretched  me, 
My  foul  enlarg'd,  and  once  on  wing;, 

In  hafte  will  fly  to  thee. 

When  in  thy  lonely  bed 

My  ghoft  its  moan  Ihall  make, 

With  faddeft  figns  that  I  am  dead, 
And  dead  for  thy  dear  fake ; 

Struck  with  that  confcious  blow, 

Thy  very  foul  will  ftart : 
Pale  as  my  {hadow  thou  wilt  grow, 

And  cold  as  is  thy  heart. 

Too  late  remorfe  will  then 

Untimely  pity  (how 
To  him,  who,  of  all  mortal  men, 

Did  moft  thy  value  know. 

Yet,  with  this  broken  heart, 

I  wiih  thou  never  be 
Tormented  with  the  thoufandth  part 

Of  what  I  feel  for  thee. 


ON  APPREHENSION  OF  LOSING  WHAT 
HE  HAD  NEWLY  GAINED. 

IN  IMITA1TON  01  OVID. 


SURE  I  of  all  men  am  the  firft 
That  ever  was  by  kindnefs  curft, 
Who  muft  my  only  blifs  bemoan, 
And  am  by  happinefs  undone. 

Had  I  at  diftance  only  feen 
That  lovely  face,  I  might  have  been 
With  the  delightful  object  pleas'd, 
But  not  with  all  this  pafllon  fViz'd. 

When  afterwards  fo  near  I  came 
As  to  be  fcorch'd  in  beauty's  Same ; 
To  fo  much  foftnefs,  fo  much  fenfe, 
Reafon  itfelf  made  no  defence. 

What  pleafing  thoughts  poffefs'd  my  mind, 
When  little  favours  fliow'd  you  kind  ! 
And  though,  when  coldnefs  oft*  prevail'd, 
My  heart  would  fink,  and  fpirits  fail'd, 
Yet  willingly  the  yoke  I  bore, 
And  all  your  chains  as  bracelets  wore : 
At  your  lov'd  feet  all  day  would  lie, 
Defiring,  without  knowing  why ; 
For,  not  yet  bleft  within  your  arms, 
Who  could  have  thought  of  half  your  charms  ?. 
Charms  of  fuch  a  wondrous  kind, 
Words  we  cannot,  muft  not  find, 
A  body  worthy  of  your  mind. 
Fancy  could  ne'er  fo  high  reflect, 
Nor  love  itfelf  fuch  joys  expect. 

After  fuch  embraces  pail, 
Whofe  memory  will  ever  laft, 
Love  is  ftill  reflecting  back ; 
All  my  foul  is  on  a  rack  : 
To  be  in  hell's  fuflicient  curfe, 
But  to  fall  from  heaven  is  worfe. 
I  liv'd  in  grief  ere  this  I  knew, 
But  then  I  dwelt  in  darknefs  too. 
Of  gains,  alas  !  I  could  not  boaft ; 
But  little  thought  how  much  I  loft. 

Now  heart-devouring  cagernefs, 
And  fharp  impatience  to  poffefs ; 
Now  reftlefs  cares,  confuming  fires, 
Anxious  thoughts,  and  fierce  dcfires, 
Tear  my  heart  to  that  degree, 
For  ever  fix'd  on  only  thee : 
Then  all  my  comfort  is,  I  fliall 
Live  in  thy  arms,  or  not  at  all. 


THE  RECONCILEMENT. 
SONG. 

COME,  let  us  now  refolve  at  laft 

To  live  and  love  in  quiet ; 
We'll  tic  the  knot  fo  very  faft, 

That  time  fliall  ne'er  untie  it. 

The  trueft  joys  they  feldom  prove, 
Who  free  from  quarrels  live ; 
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*Ti»  the  moft  tender  part  of  love, 
Each  other  to  forgive. 

When  leaft  I  feem'd  concern'd,  I  took 

No  pleafure,  por  no  reft  ; 
And  when  I  feign'd  an  angry  look, 

Alas  !  I  lov'd  you  bcft. 

Own  but  the  fame  to  me,  y«u'll  find 
How  bleft  will  be  our  fate ; 

Oh,  to  be  happy,  to  be  kind, 
Sure  never  is  too  late. 


SONG. 

FROM  all  uneafy  paflions  free, 
Revenge,  ambition,  jcaloufy, 
Contented  I  had  been  too  bleft, 
If  love  and  you  had  let  me  reft ; 
Yet  that  dull  life  I  now  defpife  ; 

Safe  from  your  eyes, 
I  fear'd  no  griefs,  but  then  I  found  no  joys. 

Amidft  a  thoufand  kind  defines, 
Which  beauty  moves,  and  love  infpires  j 
Such  pangs  1  feel  of  tender  fear, 
No  heart  fo  foft  as  mine  can  bear  : 
Yet  I'll  defy  the  worft  of  harms ; 

Such  are  your  charms, 
.Tig  worth  a  life  to  die  within  your  arms. 


TO  A  CC-QUET  BEAUTY. 

FB«M  wars  and  plagues  come  no  fuch  harms, 

As  from  a  nymph  fo  full  of  charms, 

So  much  fweetnefs  in  her  face, 

In  her  motions  fuch  a  grace, 

In  her  kind  inviting  eyes 

Such  a  foft  enchantment  lies ; 

That  we  pleafe  ourfelves  too  foon, 

And  are  with  empty  hopes  undone. 

After  all  her  foftnefs,  we 
Arc  but  flaves,  while  (he  is  free; 
Free,  alas !  from  all  tlefire, 
Except  to  fet  the  world  on  fire. 

Thou,  fair  diflembler,  doft  but  thus 
Deceive  thyfelf,  as  well  as  us. 
.Like  a  rcftlefs  monarch,  thou 
Wouldft  rather  force  mankind  to. bow, 
And  venture  round  the  world  to  roam, 
Than  govern  peaceably  at  home. 
But  truft  me,  Celia,  truft  me  when 
Apollo's  felf  infpire*  my  pen, 
One  hour  of  love's  delight  outweighs 
Whole  years  of  universal  prajfc ; 
And  one  adorer,  kindly  us'd, 
Gives  truer  joys  than  crowds  refus'd. 
For  what  does  youth  and  beauty  ftrve  ? 
Why  more  than  all  your  fex  deferve  ? 
Why  fuch  foft  alluring  arts 
To  charm  our  #ycs,  and  melt  our  hearts  ? 


By  onr  lofs  you  nothing  gain  ? 
Uulefs  yon  love,  you  pleafe  in  vain. 


THE  RELAPSE. 

LIKE  children  in  a  ftarry  night. 
When  I  beheld  thofe  eyes  before, 

I  gaz'd  with  wonder  and  delight, 
Infenfiblc  of  all  their  power. 

I  play'd  about  the  flame  fo  long. 
At  laft  I  felt  the  fcorching  fire  ; 

My  hopes  were  weak,  my  paflion  ftrong, 
And  1  lay  dying  with  defire. 

By  all  the  helps  of  human  art, 
I  juft  recover 'd  fo  much  ftnfe, 

As  to  avoid,  wiili  heavy  heart, 
The  fair,  but  fatal,  influence. 

But,  fmce  you  fliine  away  defpair, 
And  now  my  fighs  no  longer  limn. 

No  Perfian  in  his  zealous  prayer 
So  much  adores  the  rifing  fun. 

If  once  again  my  vows  difpleafe, 
There  never  was  fo  loft  a  lover  ; 

In  love,  that  languifhing  difeafe, 
A  fad  relapfe  we  ne'er  recover. 


THE  RECOVERY. 

SIGHING  and  languifhing  I  lay, 
A  ftranger  grown  to  all  delight, 

Pafling  with  tedious  thoughts  the  day, 
And  with  uuquie^  dreamt  the  night. 

For  your  dear  fake,  my  only  care 
Was  how  my  fatal  love  to  hide ; 
For  ever  drooping  with  defpair, 

Negleding  all  tye  world  bcfidc  : 

Till,  like  fome  angel  from  above, 
Cornelia  came  to  my  relief; 

And  then  I  found  the  joys  of  love 
Can  make  amends  for  all  the  grief. 

Thofe  pleafing  hopes  I  now  purfue 
Might  fail  if  you  could  prove  unjuft  ; 

But  promifes  from  heaven  and  you, 
Who  is  fo  impious  to  imihuft  ? 

Here  all  my  doubts  and  troubles  end, 
One  tender  word  my  foul  affures ; 

Nor  am  I  vain,  fmce  I  depend 
Not  on  my  own  defert,  but  yours. 


THE  CONVERT. 

DEJFCTED,  a*  true  converts  die, 

But  yet  with  fervent  thoughts  inflam'd, 
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So,  faireft  !  at  your  feet  I  lie, 
Of  all  my  fex's  faults  aftiam'd. 

Top  long,  alas !   have^  I  abus'd 
Love's  innocent  and  facied  flam?, 

And  that  divineft  power  have'us'd 
To  laugh  at,  as  an  idle  IU.KC. 

But  fince  fo  freely  I  confefs 

A  crime  which  may  your  fcorn  produce, 
AJlo>v  me  no.w(  to  m^ke  ;t  lefs 

By  any  Juft  and  fair  excufe. 

I  then  did  vulgar  joys  purfuc, 

Variety  was  all  my  blifs; 
But  ignorant  of  love  and  you, 

How  could  Itchoofe  but  do  amifs  ? 

If  ever  now  my  wandering;  eyes 
.•    Seek  out  amufements  as  before  ; 
If  e'er  I  look,  but  to  defpife 

Such  charms,  and  value  yours  the  more ; 

May  fad  remoife,  and  guilty  frame, 
Revenge  your  wrongs  on  faith  iefs  me  ; 

,  .what  I  tremble  even  to  name, 
May  I  lofc  all  in  lofing  thee  ! 


THE    PICTURE. 

IN  IMITATION  OF  ANACREON. 

'       .        .      ;'  • 

THOU  flatterfr  of  all,  the  fair,     . 
Come  with  ail  your  ikill  and  care  ; 
Draw  me  fuch  a  fhape  and  face, 
As  your^attery  would. difgrace, 
Wifh  not  that  fhe  would  appear, 
'Tis  well  for  ..you  (he  is  ri<  t  herej 
Scarce  can  you  with  jfafcty  lee 
All  her  charms  defcrib'd  by  me  : 
I,  alas!  the  da«ger  know,   . 
I,  alas  !  have  felt  the  blow  ; 
Mourn,  as  loft,  my  former  da}'«« 
That  never  (ting,  of  Celia's  praiie  ; 
And  thofe  few  that  are  b^hjnd 
I  ftiall  bleft  or  wretched  find, 
Only  juft  as  (he  is  kind. 

With  her  tempting  eyes,  begin, 
Eyes  (hat  would  draw  angels  in 
To  a  feci  hd  fleeter  fm. 
Oh,  thofe  wanton  rolling  eyes  ! 
At  each  glance  a  lover  dies: 
Make  them  bright,  yet  make  them 
Let  them  look  bo'h  kind  and  killing. 

Next,  draw  her  forehead;   then  her  nofe, 
And  lips  juft  opening,  that  difclofe 
Teeth  fo  bright,  and  breath  fo  fweet;, 
So  much  beauty,  fo  much  wit, 
To  our  very  foul  they  ttrike, 
All  our  fenfes  pleas'd  alike. 

But  fo  pure  a  white  and  red, 

Never,  never,  can  bt  faid  ; 
You  VII. 


What  are  words  in  fuch  a  cafe  ? 
What  is  paint  to  fuch  a  face  ? 
How  ihould  either  art  avail  us  ? 
Fancy  here  itfeif  muft  fail  us. 

In  her  look?,  and  in  her  mien, 
Such  a  graceful  air  is  feen, 
That  if  you,  with  all  your  art, 
Can  but  reach  the  fmalieft  part ; 
Next  to  her,  the  matehlef*  (he, 
We  fhall  wonder  moft  at  thee. 

Then  her  neck,  and  breads,  and  hair, 

And  her but  my  charming  fair 

Does  in  a  thoufand  things  excel, 
Which  I  muft  not,  dare  not  tell. 

How  go  on  then  ?  Oh  !  I  fee 
A  lovely  Venus  drawn  by  thee  ; 
Oh  how  fair  fhe  doas  appear  '. 
Touch  it  only  here  and  there. 
Make  her  yet  feem  more  divine, 
Your  Venus  then  may  look  like  mine, 
V.*  hufe  bright  form  if  once  you  faw, 
You  by  her  would  Venus  draw. 


ON  DON  ALOJJZO.'s  BEING. KILLED  IN  PORTUGAL, 
UPON  ACCOUNT  OF  THE  IUFANTA,  IN  X«K 
YEAR  1683. 

IN  fuch  a  caufe  ho  mufe  fhould  fail 

To  bear  a  mournful  part ; 
'Tis.  juft  and  noble  to  bewail 

The  fate  of  fall'n  dcfcrt. 

In  vain,  ambitious  hopes  defign'd 
:  To  make  his  foul  afpire, 

If  love  and  beauty  had  not  join'd,          ,  , 

To  raife  a  brighter  fire. 

Amidft  fo  many  dangerous  foes 

Hpw  weak  the  wifeft  prove  ! 
Reafon  itfclf  would  Icarce  oppofe, 

And  feems  agretd  with  love. 

If  from  the  glorious  height  he  falls, 

He  greatly  daring  dies;    , 
Or  mounting  where  bright  beauty  calls,, 

Au  empire  is  th«  prize. 


THE    SURPRISE. 

SAFELT  perhaps  dull  crowds  admire; 
But  I,  alas !  am  a'li  on  fire. 
Like  him  who  thought  in  childhood  paft 
That  dire  difeafe  which  kill'd  at  lull, 
I  durft  have  fworn,  I  Iflv'd  before, 
And  fancy'd  all  the  danger  o'er; 
Had  felt  the  pangs  of  jealous  pain, 
And  borne  the  blafts  of  cold  diid^in  ; 
Then  reap'd  at  length  the  mighty  gains, 
That  full  reward  of  all  our  pains  ! 

But  what  was  all  fuch  grief  or  joy, 
That  did  my  keedkf*  ears  employ  i 
Z, 
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Merc  dreams  of  feign'd  fantaftic  powers, 
But  the  difeafe  of  idle  hours ; 
Amufement,  humour,  affectation, 
Compar'd  with  this  fublimer  paffion, 
Whofe  raptures,  bright  as  thofe  above, 
Outfhine  the  flamas  of  zeal  or  love. 

Yet  think  not,  faireft,  what  1  fing 
Can  from  a  love  Platonic  fpring; 
That  formal  foftnefs  (falfe  and  vain) 
Not  of  the  heart,  but  of  the  brain. 
Thou  art  indeed  above  all  nature ; 
But  I,  a  wretched  human  creature, 
Wanting  thy  gentle  generous  aid, 
Of  hufband,  rivals,  friends,  afraid! 
Amidit  all  this  feraphic  lire, 
Am  almoft  dying  with  defire, 
With  eager  wifhes,  ardent  thought?, 
Prone  to  commit  love's  wildeft  faults  ! 
And  (as  we  are  on  Sundays  told 
The  lufly  patriarch  did  of  old) 
Would  force  a  blefling  from  thofc  charms, 
And  grafp  an  angel  in  my  arms. 


SHEPHERD. 

BRIGHT  and  blooming  as  the  fpring, 

Univerfal  love  infpiring ; 
AH  our  fwains  thy  praifes  fing, 

Ever  gazing  and  admiring. 
NYMPH. 
Praifes  in  fo  high  a  ftrain, 

And  by  fuch  a  fhepherd  funj , 
Are  enough  to  make  me  vain, 

Yet  fo  harmlcfs  and  fo  young. 

SHEPHERD. 

I  ihould  have  defpair'd  among 

Rivals  that  appear  fo  gaily  : 
But  your  eyes  have  made  me  young, 

By  their  foiling  on  me  daily. 

NYMPH. 
Idle  boys  admire  us  blindly, 

Are  inconftant,  wild,  and  bold; 
And  your  ufmg  me  fo  kindly 

Is  a  proof  you  are  not  old. 

SHEPHERD. 

With  thy  pleafing  voice  and  falhion, 
With  thy  humour  and  thy  youth, 

Cheer  my  foul,  and  crown  my  paflion  : 
Oh  1  reward  my  love  and  truth. 

HYMPH. 

With  thy  careful  arts  to  cover 

That  which  fool*  will  count  a  fault, 
Trueft  friend  as  well  as  lover. 

Oh  1  defervc  fo  kind  a  thought. 

EjcL  afart  frfi,  and  ihen  toil  together. 
Happy  we  fhall  lie  poflelfing, 

Folded  in  each  other's  arms, 
I  ,ove  and  Nature's  chiefeil  blefling 

Jn  the  ftill  mcreafing  charms. 


So  the  deareft  joys  of  loving, 

Which  fcarce  heaven  can  go  beyond, 
We'll  be  every  day  improving. 

SHEPHERD. 

You  more  fair,  and  I  more  fond. 

NYMPH. 

I  more  fair,  and  you  more  fond. 


ON  ONE  WHO  DIED  DISCOVERING  HEK 
KINDNESS. 

SOME  vex  their  fouls  with  jealous  pain, 

While  others  flgh  for  cold  difdain ; 

Love's  various  flaves  we  daily  fee ! 

Yet  happy  all,  compar'd  with  me. 

Of  all  mankind,  I  lov'd  the  beft 

A  nymph  fo  far  above  the  reft, 

That  we  outfhin'd  the  bleft  above, 

In  beauty  fhe,  and  I  in  love. 

And  therefore  they  who  could  not  bear 

To  be  outdone  by  mortals  here, 

Among  themfelves  have  plac'd  her  now, 

And  left  me  wretched  here  below. 

All  other  fate  I  could  have  borne, 

And  ev'n  endur'd  her  very  fcorn  ; 

But  oh  !  thus  all  at  once  to  find 

That  dread  account !  both  dead  and  kind  ! 

What  heart  can  hold  !  if  yet  I  live, 

'Tis  but  to  fhow  how  much  I  grieve. 


ON  LUCINDA's  DEATH. 

COME  all  ye  doleful,  difmal  cares, 
That  ever  haunted  guilty  mind  ! 
The  pangs  of  love  when  it  defpairs, 

And  all  thofe  flings  the  jealous  find  : 
Alas  !  heart-breaking  though  ye  be, 
Yet  welcome,  welcome  all  to  me  ! 
Who  now  have  loft — but  oh  !  how  much  ? 

No  language,  nothing  can  exprefe, 
Except  my  grief  !  for  (he  was  fuch, 

That  praifes  would  but  make  her  lefs. 
Yet  who  can  ever  dare  to  raife 
His  voice  on  her,  unlefs  to  praife  ? 
Free  from  her  fex's  fmalleft  faults, 

And  fair  as  womankind  can  be ; 
Tender  and  warm  as  lover's  thoughts, 

Yet  cold  to  all  the  world  but  me. 
Of  all  this  nothing  now  remains, 
But  only  fighs  and  endlcfs  pains  ! 


TO     A     I.  A  D  Y 

RETIRING  INTO  A  MONASTERY. 

WHAT  breaft  but  yotir's  can  hold  the  double  firs' 
Of  fierce  devotion,  and  of  fond  defire  ? 
Love  would  Jhinc  forth,  were  notyour  zeal  fo  bright 
Whofe  glaring  flames  eclipfe  his  gentler  light ; 


p    o 

Lftfs  fe£tns  the  faith  that  mountain1:  can  remove, 
Than  this  which  triumphs  over  youth  und  love. 
•    But  (hall  fome  threatening  prieft  divide  ns  .two? 
What  worfe  than  that  could  all  his  turfes  do  ? 
Thus  with  a  fright  fome  have  refign'd  their  breath, 
And  poorly  dy'd,  only  for  fear  of  death. 

Heaven  fees  our  pafiicns  with  indulgence  ftill, 
And  they  who  lov'd  well,  can  do  nothing  ill. 
While  to  us  nothing  but  ourfelves  is  dear, 
ohould  the  world  frown,  yet  what  have  we  to  fear  ? 
fame,  wealth,  and  power,  thofe  high-priz'd  gifts  of 

fate, 

The  low  concerns  of  a  lefs  happy  (late, 
Are  far  beneath  us  :  fortune's  felf  may  take 
Her  aim  at  us,  yet  no  impreflion  make ; 
JLet  worldings  aflc  her  help,  or  fear  her  harms; 
We  can  lie  fafe,  lock'd  in  each  other's  arms, 
Like  the  bjeft  faints,  eternal  raptures  know, 
And  flight  thofe  ftorms  that  vainly  reft  below. 

Yet  this,  all  this  you  are  refolv'd  to  quit ; 
I  fee  my  ruin,  and  I  muft  fubmit : 
But  think,  O  think,  before  you  prove  unkind, 
How  loft  a  wretch  you  leave  forlorn  behind. 

Malignant  envy,  mix'd  with  hate  and  fear, 
Revenge  for  wrongs  too  burdenfome  to  bear, 
Ev'n  zeal  itfelf,  from  whence  all  mifchiefs  fpring, 
Have  never  done  fo  barbarous  a  thing. 

With  fuch  a  fate  the  heavens  decreed  to  vei 
Armida  once,  though  of  the  fairer  fex ; 
Rinaldo  flie  had  charm'd  with  fo  much  art, 
Hers  was  his  power,  his  perfon,  and  his  heart : 
Honour's  high  thoughts  no  more  his  mind  could 

move ; 

She  footh'd  his  rage,  and  turn'd  it  all  to  love  : 
When  ftraight  a  guft  of  fierce  devotion  blows, 
And  in  a  moment  all  her  joys  o'erthrows  : 
The  poor  Armida  tears  her  golden  hair, 
Matchlefs  till  now,  for  love  or  for  defpair. 
Who  is  not  mov'd  while  the  fad  nymph  rom- 

plains  ? 

Yet  you  now  a.6t  what  Taflb  only  feigns : 
And  after  all  our  vows,  our  fighs,  our  tears, 
My  banifh'd  forrows,  and  your  conquer'd  fears; 
So  many  doubts,  fo  many  dangers,  paft, 
Vifions  of  zeal  muft  vanquifb.  me  at  laft. 

Thus,  in  great  Homer's  war,  throughout  the 

field 

Some  hero  ftill  made  all  things  mortal  yield  ; 
But  when  a  god  once  took  the  vauquifh'd  fide,' 
The  weak  prcvail'd,  and  the  vi£onous  dy'd. 


THE     VISION. 

Written  during  a  Sea  Foyage,  -when  fent  to  command 
the  forces  for  tie  Relief  of  Tangier. 

WITHIN  the  filent  fhades  of  foft  repofe, 
Where  fancy's  boundiefs  dream  for  ever  flows  ; 
Where  the  infranchis'd  foul  at  Cafe  can  play, 
Tir'd  with  the  toilfome  bufinefs  of  the  day  ; 
Where  princci  gladly  reft  their  weary  heads, 
And  change  uneafy  thrones  for  downy  bed* ; 
Where  feeming  joys  delude  defpairing  minds  ; 
And  where  ev'n  jealoufy  fame  quiet  finds  ; 
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There  I  and  forrow  for  a  while  could  part, 
Sleep  clos'd  my  eyes,  and  eas'd  a  fighirg  hcarf. 

But  here  too  foon  a  wretched  lover  found 
In  deepeft  griefs  that  fleep  can  ne'er  be  found; 
With  ftrange  furprife  my  troubled  fancy  brings 
Odd  antick  fhapes  of  wild  unheard-of  things; 
Difmal  and  terrible  they  all  appc:i'-, 
My  foul  was  (hook  with  an  unufual  fear. 
But  as  when  vifions  glad  the  eyes  of  fairts, 
And  kind  relief  attends  devout  complaints, 
Some  beauteous  angel  in  bright  charms  will  fiiine. 
And  fpread  a  glory  round,  that's  all  divine ; 
Juft  fuch  a  bright  and  beauteous  form  appears, 
The  monfters  vanifti,  and  with  them  my  fears. 
The  faireft  fliape  was  then  before  me  brought, 
That  eyes  e'er  faw,  or  fancy  ever  thought ; 
How  weak  are  words  to  fhew  fuch  excellence, 
Which  ev'n  confounds  the  foul,  as  well  as  ienfe  ! 
And,  while  our  eyes  tranfporting  pleafure  find, 
It  flops  not  here,  but  ftrikes  the  very  mind. 
Some  angel  fpeaks  her  praife  ;  no  human  tongue, 
But  with  its  utmoft  art  muft  do  her  wrong. 
The  only  woman  that  has  power  to  kill, 
And  yet  is  good  enough  to  want  the  will ; 
Who  needs>no  foft  alluring  words  repeat 
Nor  ftudy'd  looks  of  languishing  deceit. 

Fantaftic  beauty,  always  in  the  wrong, 
Still  thinks  fome  pride  muft  to  its  power  belong; 
An  air  aifcdted,  and  an  haughty  mien, 
Something  that  feems  to  fay,  1  would  be  feen. 
But  of  all  womankind  this  only  fhe, 
Full  of  its  charms,  and  from  its  fraiity  free, 
Deferves  fome  nobler  mufe  her  fame  to  raife,  I 
By  making   the  whole  fex  befide  he;    p^r.'mid  of 
She,  (he  appear'd  the  fourceof  all  my  joys,  jpraife; 
The  deareft  care  that  all  my  thought  employs  : 
Gently  flic  look'd,  as  when  I  left  her  laft, 
When  firft  flie  feiz'd  my  heart,  and  held  it  faft  : 
When,  if  my  vows,  alas !  were  made  too  late, 
I  faw  my  doom  came  not  from  her,  but  fate. 
With  pity  then  fhe  eas'd  my  raging  pain, 
And  her  kind  eyes  could  fcarce  from  tears  refrain  ; 
Why,  gentle  fwain,  faid  (he,  why  do  ye  grieve 
In  words  I  (hould  not  hear,  much  lefs  believe  ? 
I  gaze  on  that  which  is  a  fault  to  mind, 
And  ought  to  fly  the  danger  which  1  find  ; 
Of  falfe  mankind  though  you  may  be  the  beftj 
Ye  all  have  robb'd  poor  women  of  their  reft. 
I  fee  your  pain,  and  fee  it  too  with  grief, 
Becauie  I  would,  yet  imift  not,  give  relief. 
Thus,  for  a  hufband's  fake,  as  well  as  yours, 
My  fcrupulous  foul  divided  pain  endures ; 
Guilty,  tflas  '.  to  both  :   for  thus  I  do 
Too  much  for  him,  yet  not  enough  for  you. 
Give  over  then,  give  over,  haplefs  fwain, 
A  paflion  moving,  but  a  paffion  vain  : 
Not  chance  nor  time  fhatl  ever  change  my  thought 
'Tis  better  much  to  die,  than  do  a  fault. 

Oh,  worfe  than  ever !  I»  it  then  my  doom 
Juft  to  fee  htaven,  where  I  muft  never  come  ? 
Your  foft  compaflicn,  if  not  fomething  more;     ^ 
Yet  I  remain  as  wretched  as  before,  >- 

The  wind  indeed  is  fair,  but  ah!  no  fight  of  fhore.  j 
Farewell,  too  fcrupulous  fair  one ;  oh,  farewell ; 
What  torments  I  endure,  no  tongue  can  tell: 

' 
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Thank  heave-n,  my  fate  transports  me  now  where  I, 
Your  martyr,  may  with  cafe  and  fafety  die. 

With  that  I  kneel'd,  and  fciz'd  her  trembling 

hand, 

While  (he  impos'd  this  cruel  kind  command  : 
Live,  and  love  on  ;  you  will  be  true,  I  know, 
But  live  then,  and  come  hack  to  tell  me  fnj 
For  though  I  blulh  at  this  laft  guilty  breath, 
I  can  endure  that  better  than  your  death. 

Tormenting  kindnefs  !  barbarous  reprieve  ! 
Conde'mn'd  to  die,  and  yet  compell'd  to  live ! 

This  tender  fcene  my  dream  repeated  o'er, 
Juft  as  it  pafs'd  in  real  truth  before. 
Methought  I  then  fell  grovelling  to  the  ground, 
Till,  on  a  fudden  rais'd,  1  wondering  found 
A  ftrange  appearance  all  in  taintlefs  white; 
His  form  gave  reverence,  and  his  face  delight, 
Gobdnefs  and  grearnefs  in  his  eyes  were  feen, 
Geiule  hi*  look,  and  affable  his  mien. 
A  kindly  notice  of  me  tiius  he  took  : 
"  What  mean  thefe  flowing   eyes,   this  ghaftly 

look  ! 

*  Thefe  trembling  joint",  this  loofe  difhevell'd  hair, 
"  And  this  cold  dew,  the  drops  of  deep  defpair  ?" 

With  grief  and  wonder  firft  my  fpirits  faint, 
Bttt  thus  at  laft  I  vented  my  complaint : 
Behold  a  wretch  whom  cruel  fate  has  found, 
And  in  the  dcp'h  of  all  misfortune  drown'd. 
There  fhines  a  nymph,  to  whom  an  envy'd  fwain 
Is  ty'd  in  Hymen's  ceremonious  chain  ; 
But,  cloy'd  with  charms  of  fuch  a  marriage-bed, 
And  fed  with  manna,  yet  he  longs  for  bread  ; 
And  will,  moft  hufband-like,  not  only  range, 
For  love  perhaps  of  nothing  elfe  but  change, 
But  to  inferior  beauty  profirate  lies, 
And  courts  her  love  in  fcorn  of  Flavia's  eyes. 

All  this  I  knew,  (the  form  divine  reply'd) 
And  did  but  a(k  to  have  thy  temper  try'd, 
Which  prove  fincere.    Of  both  I  know  the  mind; 
She  is  too  fcrupulous,  and  thou  too  kind  : 
But  (Tree  thy  fatal  love's  f *  r  ever  fix'd, 
Whatever  time  or  abfence  come  betwixt ; 
Since  thy  fond  heart  ev'n  her  difdain  prefers 
To  others'  love,  I'll  fomething  ("often  hers  : 
Elfe  in  the  fearch  of  virtue  flie  may  ftray: 
Well-meaning  mortals  mould  not  lofe  their  way. 
She  now  indeed  fins  on  the  fafer  fide, 
For 'hearts  too  loofe  are  never  to  be  ty'd; 
But  no  extremes  are  either  good  or  wife, 
And  in  the  midft  alone  true  virtue  lies. 
When  marriage-vows  unite  an  equal  pair, 
'Tis  a'mrre  contra<Sr.  made  by  human  care, 
By  which  they  both  are  for  convenience  ty'd, 
The  bridegroom  yet  more  ftri&ly  than  the  bride  : 
For  circumftances  alter  every  ill, 
And  woman  meets  with  moft  temptation  ftill; 
She  a  forfaken  bed  muft  often  bear,  ~) 

While  he  can  never  fail  to  find  her  there, 
And  therefore  lefs  excus'd  to  range  elfewhere.   j 
Yet  this  flic  ought  to  fuffer,  and  i'ubmit  : 
But  when  no  longer  for  each  other  fit, 
If  ufage  bafe  (hall  juft  ref-'titment  move, 
Or,  what  is  worfe,  affronts  of  wandering  love  ; 
Vo  obligation  after  that  remains, 
'Tis  mesn,  nut  ]\.ift.  to  wear  a,  rival's  chains. 


Yet  decency  requires  the  wonted  earw 
Of  intereft,  children,  and  remote  affairs; 
But  in  her  love,  that  dear  concern  of  life, 
She  all  the  while  may  be  another's  wife  :       [bed, 
Heaven,  that  beholds  her  wrong'd  and  widow'd 
Permits  a  lover  in  her  hufband's  (lead. 

i  flung  me  at  his  feet,  his  robes  would  kifs, 
And  cry'd — Ev'n  our  bafe  world  is  juft  in  this; 
Amidft  our  ceniures,  love  we  gently  blame, 
And  love  fometimes  preferves  a  female  fame. 
What  tie  lef*  ftmng  can  woman's  will  rtftr.iin  ? 
When  hnnonr  checks,    and  confcienee  pleads  in 

vain ; 

When  parents'  threats,  and  friends'  perfuafions  fail, 
When  interett  and  ambition  fcarce  prevail, 
To  bound  that  fex  when  nothing  elfe  can  move, 
They'll  live  referv'd,  to  pleafe  the  man  they  love! 

The  fpirit  then  reply'd  to  all  I  faid, 
She  may  be  kind,  but  not  till  thou  art  dead  ; 
Bewail  thy  memory,  bemoan  thy  fate  : 
Then  (he  will  love,  when  'tis,  alas !  too  late  : 
Of  all  thy  pains  <he  will  no  pity  have, 
Till  fad  delpair  has  fent  thee  to  the  grave. 

Amaz'd,  I  wak'd  in  hafte, 

All  trembling  at  my  doom  ; 
l^reams  oft'  repeat  adventures  pa/I, 

And  tell  our  ills  to  come. 


HELEN    TO    PARIS. 

FROM  ov;n. 
Tranjlatid  by  tie  Earl  of  Mulgra-oc  and  Mr.  DryJtit. 

KM 

WHEN  loofe  epiftles  violate  chafte  eyes, 

She  half  contents,  who  filently  denies  ; 

How  dares  a  (Iranger,  with  defigns  fo  vain, 

Marriage  and  hofpitable  rights  profane  ? 

Was  it  for  this  your  fate  did  (helter  find 

From  fwelling  feas  and  every  faithlefs  wind? 

(For  though  a  diftant  country  brought  you  forth, 

Your  nil-  here  was  equal  to  your  worth  ) 

Does  this  deferve  to  be  rewarded  fo  ? 

Did  you  come  here  a  ftranger,  or  a  foe  ! 

Your  partial  judgment  may  perhaps  complain, 

And  think  me  barbarous  for  my  juft  ci'ifdain; 

Ill-bred  then  let  me  be,  but  not  unchafte, 

Nor  my  clear  fame  with  any  fpot  defac'd. 

Though  in  rriy  fac«  there's  no  affjtSted  frown, 

Nor  in  my  carriage  a  feign'd  nicenefs  (hown, 

I  keep  my  honour  ftill  without  a  (lain, 

Nor  has  my  love  made  any  coxcomb  vain. 

Your  bo!dnef$  I  with  admiration  fee  : 

What  hope  had  you  to  gain  a  queen  like  me  ? 

Becaufc  a  hero  forc'd  me  once  away, 

Am  I  thought  fit  to  be  a  fecond  prey  ? 

Had  I  been  won,  I  had  deferv'd  your  blame, 

But  fure  my  part  was  nothing  but  the  (hame; 

Yet  the  bafe  theft  to  him  no  fruit  did  bear, 

I  'fcap'd  unhurt  by  any  thing  but  fear  : 

Rude  force  might  fome  unwilling  kiffes  gain, 

But  that  was  all  be  ever  could  obtain. 


POEMS. 


You  on  fuch  terras  wouli  ne'er  have  let  me  go  ; 
Were  he  like  you,  we  had  not  parted  fo. 
Untoucli'd  the  youth  rcftor'd  me  to  my  friends, 
And  modeft  ufage  made  me  fome  amends. 
'  Tis  virtue  to  repent  a  vicious  deed  : 
Did  he  repent,  that  Paris  might  fucceed  ? 
Sure  'tis  fume  fate  that  fets  me  above  wrongs. 
Yet  ftill  expofes  me  to  bui'y  tongues. 
I'll  not  complain,  for  who's  difpleas'd  with  love, 
If  it  fincere,  difcreet,  and  conftant  prove  ? 
But  that  I  fear — not  that  I  thiuk  you  bafe, 
Or  doubt  the  blooming  beauties  of  my  face ; 
But  all  your  fex  is  fubjeclrt  to  deceive, 
And  ours,  alas '.  too  willing  to  believe. 
Yet  others  yield,  and  love  o'ercomes  the  heft- 
But  why  fhould  I  not  fhine  above  the  reft  ? 
Fair  Leda's  ftory  feems  at  firft  to  be 
A  fit  example  ready  found  for  me  : 
But  (he  was  couzen'd  by  a  borrow'd  fhape, 
And  under  harmlefs  Feathers  felt  a  rape  : 
If  I  fhould  yield,  what  reafon  could  1  ufe  ? 
By  what  miftake  the  loving  crime  excufe  ? 
Her  fault  was  in  her  powerful  lover  loft ; 
But  of  what  Jupiter  have  I  toboaft  ? 
Though  you  to  heroes  and  to  kings  fucceed, 
Our  famoti.-  race  does  no  addition  need ; 
And  great  alliances  but  ufeltfs  prove 
To  one  that  firings  herfelf  from  mighty  Jove. 
Go  then,  and  boaft  in  fome  lefs  haughty  place 
Your  Phrygian  blood,  and  Priam's  ancient  race, 
Which  I  would  (how  I  valued,  if  I  durft; 
You  are  the  fifth  from  Jove,  but  I  the  firft. 
The  crown  of  Troy  is  powerful,  I  conic fs, 
But  I  have  reafon  to  think  ours  no  lefs. 
Your  letter,  fill'd  with  promifes  of  all 
That  men  can  good,  and  women  plealant  call,    , 
Gives  expectation  fuch  an  ample  field 
As  would  move  goddefles  themfelves  to  yield  : 
But,  if  I  e'or  offend  great  Juno's"  laws, 
Yourfelf  fhall  he  the  dear,  the  only  caufe; 
Either  my  honour  I'll  to  death  maintain, 
Or  follow  you  without  mean  though;*  of  gain  : 
Not  that  fo  fair  a  prefent  I  defpife ; 
We  like  the  gift,  when  we  the  giver  prize  ; 
But  'tis  your  love  moves  me,  which  made  you  take 
Such  pains,  and  run  fuch  hazards  for  my  fake. 
I  have  perceiv'd,  (though  I  difl'embled  too) 
A  thoufand  things  that  love  has  made  you  do  : 
Your  eager  eyes  would  almoft  dazzle  mine, 
In    which    (wild    man!)    your  wanton   thoughts 

wouid  fhine. 

Sometimes  you'd  figh,  fometimes  diforder'd  ftand, 
And  with  unufual  ardour  prefs  my  hand  ; 
Contrive  juft  after  me  to  take  the  glafs, 
Nor  would  you  let  the  leaft  nccafion  pafs ; 
Which  oft  I  fear'd  I  did  not  mind  alone, 
And  blufhing  fat  for  things  which  you  have  done  ; 
Then  murmur'd  to  myfelr,  He'll  f»r  my  fake 
Do  any  thing,  I  hope  'twas  no  miftake. 
Oft  have  1  read  within  this  pleafant  grove, 
Under  my  name,  thefe  charming  words,  1  love. 
1,  frowning,  feem'd  not  to  believe  your  flame, 
But  now,  alas !  am  come  to  write  the  lame. 
If  I  were  capable  to  do  amifs, 
Jteouid  net  but  be  iuifibk  of  this, 


For  oh !  your  face  has  fuch  peculiar  charm*, 
That  who  can  hold  from  flying  to  your  arms! 
But  what  I  ne'er  can  have  without  offence, 
May  fome  blefl  maid  poffefs  with  innocence. 
Pieafure  may  tempt,  but  virtue  m»re  jhotild  move; 
Oh  !  learn  of  me  to  want  the  thing  you  love. 
What  you  dcfire  is  fought  by  all  mankind  ; 
As  you  have  eyes,  fo  others  are  not  blind  : 
Like  you  they  fee,  like  you  my  charms  adore ; 
They  wifh  not  lefs,  but  you  dare  venture  more. 
Oh  !  had  you  then  upon  our  coafts  been  brought, 
My  virgin  love  when  thoufand  rivals  fought, 
You  had  I  feen,  you  fhould  have  had  my  voice, 
Nor  could  my  hufband  juftly  blame  my  choice. 
For  both  our  hopes,  alas  !  you  came  too  late, 
Another  now  is  mailer  of  my  fate  ; 
More  to  my  wifh  [  could  have  liv'd  with  you, 
And  yet  my  prefent  lot  can  undergo. 
Ceafe  to  folicit  a  weak  woman's  will, 
And  urge  not  her  you  love  to  fo  much  ii! ; 
But  let  me  live  contented  as  I  may, 
And  make  not  my  uiilpotred  fame  your  prey : 
Some  right  your  claim,  fince  naked  to  your  eye* 
Three  goddeiTes  difputed  beauty's  prize: 
One  offer'd  valour,  t'other  crowns;  but  fhe 
Obtain'd  her  caufe,  who  fmiling  promis'd  me. 
But,  firft,  I  am  not  of  belief  fo  light,          L^'Snt  *• 
To  think  fuch  nymphs  would  fliew  you  fuch  a. 
Yet,  granting  this,  the  other  part  is  feign'd, 
A  bribe  fo  mean  yoar-fentcnce  had  not  gain'd. 
With  partial  eyes  J  fliould  myfelf  regard, 
To  think  that  Venus  made  me  her  reward ; 
I  humbly  am  content  with  human  praife, 
A  goddefs's  applaufe  would  envy  raife  ;j 
But  be  it  as  you  fay;  fur  'tis  confett,. 
The  men  who  flatter  higheft  pleale  us  heft  i 
That  I  iufpedl  it  ought  not  to  difplcafe, 
For  miracles  are  not  belie v'd  with  eafe. 
One  joy  I  have,  that  I  had  Venus'  vojce  ; 
A  greater  yet,  that  you  confirmed  her  choice  ; 
That  proffcr'd  laurels,  promis'd  fovereignty, 
Juno  and  Pallas  you  contemn'd  for  me. 
Am  I  your  empire  then,  and  your  renown  ? 
What  heart  of  rock  but  mufl  by  this  be  won  I 
And  yet  bear  witnefs,  O  ye  powers  above, 
How  rude  I  am  in  all  the  arts  of  love  ! 
My  hand  is  yet  untaught  to  write  to  men, 
This  is  th'  effay  of  my  unpradlis'd  pen  ; 
Happy  thole  nymphs,  whom  ufe  has  perfect  made, 
I  think  al!  crime,  and  tremble  at  a  fhade  : 
Ev'n  while  I  write,  my  fearful  confcious  eyes 
Look  often  back,  mifdoubting  a  furpiife  ; 
For  now  the  rumour  fpreads  among  the  crowd, 
At  court  in  whifpers,  but  in  town  aloud. 
Diflemble  you,  whate'er  you  hear  them  fay  : 
To  leave  off  loving  were  your  better  way; 
Yet,  if  you  will  diffemhle  it,  you  may. 
Love  fecretly  :  the  ableuce  of  my  krd 
More  freedom  gives,  but  does  not  all  afford : 
Long  is  his  journey,  long  will  be  his  ftay, 
Call'd  by  affairs  of  confequence  away. 
To  go  or  not,  when  unrelolv'd  he  flood, 
I  bid  him  make  what  fwift  return  he  could  : 
Then  killing  me,  he  faid,  I  recommend 
AH  to  thy  care,  Butmoft  my  Trojan  friendv 
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I  fmil'd  at  what  he  innocently  faid, 
And  only  anfwer'd,  You  {hall  be  obey'd. 
Propitious  winds  have  borne  him  far  from  hence, 
Eut  K  t  not  this  fecure  your  confidence  : 
Abfent  he  is,  yet  abfent  he  commands  : 
You  know  the  proverb,  "  Princes  have  long  hands." 
i/Iy  fame'«  my  burden,  for  the  more  I'm  prais'd, 
A  juiler  ground  of  jealoufy  is  rais'd  : 
Were  I  lefs  fair,  I  might  have  been  more  bleft, 
Great  beauty  through  great  danger  ispoffeft. 
To  leave  me  here,  his  venture  was  not  hard, 
Becaufe  he  thought  my  virtue  was  my  guard  : 
He'fear'd  my  face,  but  milled  to  my  life, 
The  beaufy  doubted,  but  believ'd  the  wife. 
You  bid  me  ufe  th'  occafion  while  T  can, 
Put  in  your  hands  by  the  good  eafy  man. 
1  would,  and  yet  I  doubt  'twixt  love  and  fear  ; 
One  draws  me  from  you,  and  one  brings  me  near. 
Our  flames  are  mutual,  and  my  hufband's  gone : 
The  nights  are  long ;   I  (ear  to  lie  alone  ; 
One  houfe  contains  us,  and, weak  walls  divide, 
And  you're  too  prefling  to  be  long  deny'd. 
l.et  me  not  live,  but  every  thing  confpires 
To  join  our  loves,  and  yet  my  fear  retires. 
You  court  with  words,  when  you  fhould  force  em 
ploy; 

A  rape  is  requifite  to  fhame-fac'd  joy ; 
Indulgent  to  the  wrongs  which  we  receive, 
Our  fex  can  fuffer  what  we  dare  not  give. 
What  have  I  faid  !  for  both  of  us  'twere  heft, 
Our  kindling  fire  if  each  of  us  fuppreft. 
The  faith  of  ftrangers  is  too  prone  to  change, 
And,    like  themfelves,    their   wandering    paffions 
Hypfipyla  and  the  fond  Minoian  maid,        [range. 
"Were  both,  by  trufting  of  their  gueft,  betray'd  : 
How  can  I  doubt  that  other  men  deceive, 
When  you  yourfelf  did  fair  Oenone  leave  ? 
But,  left  I  fhould  upbraid  your  treachery, 
You  make  a  merit  of  that  crime  to  me. 
You  grant  you  were  to  faithful  love  inclin'd, 
Your  weary  Trojans  wait  but  for  a  wind. 
Should  you  prevail,  while  I  afllgn  the  night. 
Your  fails  are  hoifted,  and  you  take  your  flight ; 
Some  bewailing  mariner  our  love  deftroys, 
And  breaks  afunder  our  unfitjifti'd  joys. 
But  I  with  you  may  leave  the  Spartan  port, 
To  view  the  Trojan  wealth  and  Priam's  court. 
Shown  while  1  fee,  I  fhall  expofe  my  fame, 
And  fill  a  foreign  country  with  my  fliame. 
In  Afia  what 'reception  fhall  I  find ! 
And  what  difhonour  leave  in  Greece  behind 
What  will  your  brothers,  Priam,  Hecuba, 
And  what  will  all  your  modeft  matrons  fay 
Ev'n  you,  when  on  this  action  you  reile<3,      ->,<« 
My  future  conduct  juftly  may  fufpedb ;  {** 

And  whate'er  ftanger  lands  upon  your  coaft,      '* 
Conclude  me,  by  your  own  example,  loft. 
1,  irom  your  rage,  a  (trumpet's  name  fhall  hear, 
While  you  forget  what  pan  in  it  you  bear  : 
You,  my  crime's  author,  will  my  crime  upbraid  : 
Deep  under  ground,  oh  !  let  me  firft  be  laid  I 
You  boaft  the  pomp  and  plenty  of  your  land,    b 
And  promife  all  fhall  be  at  my  command  :     > 
Your  Trojan  wealth,  believe  me,  1  dcfpife  j 
TV  own  poor  native  land  has  deurcr  ties.    • 


>*»  ' 


Shr-uld  1  be  injur'd  on  your  Phrygian  ffao'jr, 

What  help  of  kindred  could  I  there  impLic? 

Mtdea  was  by  Jafon's  flattery  won; 

I  may,  like  her,  believe  and  be  undone. 

Plain  honeft  hearts,  like  mine,  fufj>e<St  no  cheat, 

And  love  contributes  to  its  own  'deceit. 

The  {hips,  about  whofe  fides  loud  tempefts  roar, 

With  gentle  winds  were  wafced  from  the  (bore. 

Your  teeming  mother  dreamt  a  flaming  brand, 

Sprung  from  her  womb,  confum'd  the  Trojan 

To  fecond  this,  old  prophecies  confpire,       [land  J 

That  Ilium  fhall  be  burnt  with  Grecian  fire  : 

Both  give  me  fear,  nor  is  it  much  allay'd, 

That  Venus  is  oblig'd  our  loves  to  aid. 

For  they  who  loft  their  caufc,  revenge  will  take, 

And  for  one  friend,  two  enemies  you  make,. 

Nor  can  I  doubt,  but,  fhould  1  follow  you, 

The  fword  would  foon  our  fatal  crime  purfue; 

A  wrongfo  great  my  hufband's  rage  would  roufe, 

And  my  relations  would  his  caufe  efpoufe. 

You  boaft  your  ftrength  and  courage  ;  but,  alas  ! 

Your  words  receive  frnall  credit  from  your  face. 

Let  heroes  in  the  dufty  field  delight, 

Thofe  limbs  were  fafhion'd  for  another  fight. 

Bid  Hector  fally  from  the  walls  of  Troy ; 

A  fweeter  quarrel  fhould  your  arm*  employ. 

Yet  fears  iike.thefe  fhould  not  my  mind  pcrpler, 

Were  I  as  wife  as  many  of  my  fex : 

But  time  and  you  may  bolder  thoughts  infpire ; 

And  1,  perhaps,  may  yield  to  your  defire. 

YOU  laft  demand' a  private  conference  : 

Thefc  are  your  words,  but  I  can  guefsyour  fcnfc.. 

Your  unripe  hopes  their  harveft  muft  attend  : 

Be  rul'd  by  me,  and  time  may  be  your  fiieik!. 

This  is  enough  to  let  you  underftand, 

For  now  my  pen  has  tir'd  my  tender  hand ; 

My  woman  knows  the  fccret  of  my  heart, 

And  may  hereafter  better  news  impait. 


.PART  OF  THE  STORY  OF  ORPHEUS. 
fn  Ol<tfo<Jy  "}i,io£  p\io£iU*»f  (ibfk-) 
Being  a  Tranjlaiian  out  of  the  fourth  Seek  ofpirgilt 
Ceorgic.  {£   <^i"J-S~.2' 
/ 

"Tis  not  for  nothing  when  juft  heaven  does  frown  j 
3The  injuc'.d  Orpheus^cafis  thefe  judgments  down; 
Z  Whofe  fpouje,  avoiding  to  become  thy  prey, 

And  all  his  joys  at  once  werj^jnatchjcl  away  ; 
f  Thetnymph,-f»f€doom'd  that  fatal  way  to  pafj, 


.Spy'd  not  the  ferjaent  lurking  in  the  grafs  : 


A  mournful  crv_ the  fpacious  valley  fills.       [hills; 
With  echoing  groans  from  all  the  neighbouring 
The  Dryades  roar/out  in  deep  defpair, 
And  with  united  voice  bewail^the  fair.  (L± 

For  fuch  a  lofs  he  fought  no  vain  relief. 
But  with  his  lute  indulg'd  the  tender  grief;   n*J 
Along  the  fhore  he  oft  would  wildly  ftray, 
»Wtth  doleful  notes  begin  and  end  the  day. 
AT^ngth  to  hell  alrightful  journey  made, 
Pafs'd  the  wide-gaping  gulf  and  difmal  fhade  5 
Vitits  the  ghofti,  and  to  that  king  repairs 
Whofe  heart's  inflexible  toiiuman  prayers. 
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All  hcjHsgavIfk'd  with  fo  fweet  a  fong  ; 

Light  fouls  and  airy  fpirits  gljdj  along 

In  troops,  like  millions  of  the  feather'd  kind, 

Driven    home    by   night,   or  fome    tempeftuous 

wind: 

Matrons  and  men,  raw  youths  and  unripe  maids  ; 
And  mighty  heroes'  more  maieftic  fhades  ; 

.   -    &  JkM;.  ,  .  ,     ,  .-Atnsi^  f~f-    , 

And  fons  entoj»eTi  before  theirjparents  face  ; 
-T  Thefe  the  black  waves  of  bounding  Styx  embrace 
Nine  times  circumfluent  ;  clogg_*d_with  noifomc 

weeds,     tsC&s  -i'lmffaennt  -n*mL  <*+2b 

t&-  And  all  that  filth  which  (landing  water  breeds. 
ij'i&vvAmazement  reach'd  ev^n  the  deep  caves  of  death  ; 
The  fillers  with  blue  fnaky  curls  took  breath; 
Jxion's  wheel  awhile  unmov'd  remain'd, 

the  fierce  dog  his  three-mouth'd  voice  re- 

ftrain'd. 

Aw"  When  fafe  return'd,  and  all  thefe  dangers  pad, 
His  wife,  reftor'd  to  breathe  frefh  air  at  laft, 
Following  ^for  fo  ProCerpina  was  pleas'd), 
A  fudden  rage  th'  unwary  lover  feiz'd  ; 
t^M*!'  He,jis_the  firft  bright  glimpfe  of  day  light  flnn'd,  ~) 
I  Could  not  refrain  to  caft  one  look  behind  ;          > 
A  fault  of  love  '.  could  hell  compafiion  find.        j 
-nfti&  A  dreadful  found  thrice  fhook  the  Stygian  coaft, 
--K<flvrHis  hopes  quite.  fled,  and  all  his  labour  loft  ! 
Why  haft  thou  thusimdpnarthyfelf  and  me  ? 

at  rape  is.  this  ?  an.  Fam  fnatch'd  from  thee  ! 
(She  faintly  cry'd)  Night  and  the  powers  of  hell 
my  fight  ;  oh,  Orpheus!  oh,  farewell! 
**  My  hands  P  retch  forth  to  reach  thee  as  before  ; 

all  in  vain,  for  I  am.  thine  no  more  ; 
.«J$o  more  allow'd  to  view^hx/ace,  or  day  ••^jgjav 
Then  from  his  eyes,  like  fmoke,  fhe  fleets  away1/ 
Much  he  would  fain  have  fpoke  :  but  fate,  alas  ! 
Would  ne'er  again  confent  to  let  him  pafs. 
Thus  twice   undone,    what   coutfe   remain'd   to 
take,  ™r~tZir?Z~ 

To  gain  her  back,  already  pafs'd  the  lake  ? 
WJiaj^tear$,what  patience  i__cpuld_  procure  him 


Or,  _ahj_what  vows  the  angry  powers  appsafe  ? 
faid,  he  feven  long  moons  bewail'd  his  lofs 
To  bleak  and  barren  rocks,  on  whofe  cold  mofs, 
While  languifhing  he  fung  his  fatal  flame, 
e  mov'd  e.v'ri  trees,  and  made  fierce  tigers  tame. 
So  the  fad  nightingale,  when  childlefs  made 
By  fome  rough  fwain  who  flpje.her  young  away, 

Bewails  her  lofs  beneath_a  poplar  fliade, 
Mourns  all  the  night,   in   murmurs  waftes  the 

day  ;    &-?&&  fcu.)  X#«j>  a.  tn*»**f*L 
Her  melting  fongs  a  doleful,  pleafure  yield, 
And  melancholy  mufic  fills  the  field. 
,         Marriage  nor  love  could  ever  move  his  mind  ; 
'>/   But  all  alone,  beat  by  the  no^hern  wind, 
/3-rwnor^  Shivering  on  Tanais^banks  the  bard  remain'd, 
/j_.  And  of  the  god's  unfruitful  gift  complain'd. 
t'fl+v^y^SL^S-^  ames,  enfag'd  to  be  defpis'd, 
As  they  the  feaft  of  Bacchus  folemniz'd, 
-Slew  the  poor  youth,  and  ftrew'd  about  his  limbs; 
His  head,  torn  off  from  the  fair  body,  fwims 
.  Down  that  fwift  current  where  the  Heber  flows, 
And  ft  ill  jts_tongue  in  doleful  accents  goes. 
Ah,  poor  Eurydice  '.  he.dying  cry'd  j       ^~ 
furydics  rcfounds  from  every  fide, 


AN  ESSAY  ON  POETRY  ». 


OF  all  thofe  arts  in  which  the  wife  excel,  ^ 

Nature's  chief  mafter-piece  is  writing  well : 
No  writing  lifts  exalted  man  fo  high, 
As  facred  and  foul-moving  poefy  : 
No  kind  of  work  requires  fo  nice  a  touch, 
And,  if  well  fininVd,  nothing  mines  fo  much. 
But  heaven  forbid  we  mould  be  fo  profane, 
To  grace  the  vulgar  with  that  noble  name. 
'Tis  *>ot  a  flafh  of  fancy,  which  fometimes, 
Dazzling  our  minds,  fets  off  the  flighted  rhymes  : 
Bright  as  a  blaze,  but  in  a  moment  done  : 
True  wit  is  everlafting,  like  the  fun, 
Which,  though  fometimes  behind  a  cloud  retir'd, 
Breaks  out  again,  and  is  by  all  admir'd. 
Number  and  rhyme,  and  that  harmonious  found, 
Which  not  the  niceft  ear  with  harfhnefs  wound, 
Are  neceflary,  yet  but  vulgar  arts  ; 
And  all  in  vain  thefe  fuperficial  parts 
Contribute  to  the  ftrudure  of  the  whole, 
Without  a  genius  too  ;  for  that's  the  foul : 
A  fpirit  which  infpires  the  work  throughout, 
As  that  of  nature  moves  the  world  about ; 
A  flame  that  glows  amidft  conceptions  fit ; 
Ev'n  fomething  of  divine,  and  more  than  wit; 
Itfelf  unfeen,  yet  all  things  by  it  ftown, 
Defcribing  all  men,  but  defcrib'd  by  none. 
Where  doft  thou  dwell  ?  what  caverns  of  the  brain 
Can  fuch  a  vaft  and  mighty  thing  contain  ? 
When  I,  at  vacant  hours,   in   vain   thy  abfencc 

mourn,  [return, 

Oh  !  where  doft  thou  retire  ?  and  why  doft  thou 
Sometimes  with,  powerful  charms   to   hurry  me 

away,  [day  ? 

From  pleafurcs  of  the  night,  and  bufinefs  of  the 
Ev'n  now,  too  fartranfported,  [  am  fain  • 
To  check  thy  courfe,  andufe  the  needful  rein. 
As  all  is  dulnefs,  when  the  fancy's  bad ; 
So,  without  judgment,  fancy  is  but  mad  : 
And  judgment  has  a  boundlefs  influence 
Not  only  in  the  choice  of  words,  or  fenfe, 
But  on  the  world,  on  manners,  and  on  men  ; 
Fancy  is  but  the  feather  of  the  pen ; 
Reafon  is  that  fubftantial  uteful  part, 
Which  gains  the  head,  while  t'other  wins  the  hearvt« 

Here  1  fhall  all  the  various  forts  of  verle, 
And  the  whole  art  of  poetry  rehearfe; 
But  who  that  talk  would  after  Horace  do  ? 
The  heft  of  mafters,  and  examples  too  1 
Echoes  at  beft,  all  we  can  fay  is  vain  ; 
Dull  the  defign,  and  fruitlefs  were  the  pain. 
'Tis  ftue,  the  ancients  we  may  rob  with  eafe; 
But  who  with  that  mean  fhift  himfelf  can  pleafe, 
Without  an  a<ftor's  pride  ?  A  player's  art 
Is  above  his,  who  writes  a  borrow'd  part. 
Yet  modern  laws  are  made  for  later  faults, 
And  new  abfurdities  infpire  new  thoughts : 
What  need  has  fatire  then  to  live  on  theft, 
When  fo  much  frefh  occafion  ftill  is  left  ? 
Fertile  our  foil,  and  full  of  ranked,  weeds, 
And  monfters  worfe  than  ever  Nilus  breeds. 

*  The  "  Eflayon  Satire,"  wliich  was  written  by  Shef 
field  and  Dryden,  is  printed  among  the  pseau  of  tli* 
Uucr. 
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But  hold,  the  fools  fhall  have  no  caufe  to  fear ; 
*  1'is  wit  and  fenfe  that  is  the  fubje.il  here  : 
Defects  fo  witty  men  .defcrve  a  cure, 
A»d  thofe  who  are  lb,  will  ev'n  this  endure. 

Firft  then,  of  fongs;  which  now  fo  much  abound, 
Without  his  fong  np  fop  is  to  be. found  ; 
A  moft  offenfive  weapon,  which  he  draws 
On  all  he  meets,  again  ft  Apollo's  hws. 
Though  nothing  feems  tm>re  eafy,  yet  no  part 
Of  poetry  rr quires  a  nicer  art ; 
For  as  in  rows  of  richeft  pearl  there  lies 
Many  a  blemifh  that  elcapejour  tyes, 
The  leaft  of  which  defeats  is  plainly  fhown 
In  one  fmall  ring,  and  brings. the  value  down  : 
So  fangs  fhould  be  to  juft  perfection  wrought;    "p 
"Yet  where  can  one  be.  feen  without  a  fault  ?         > 
l.xa<fl  propriety  of  words  and  thought;.  J 

Expreffion  eafy,  and- the.  fancy  high.; 
*Vet  that  not  fcem  to  creep,  nor  t;nis  to  fly ; 
No  words  tranfpos'd,  but  in  fuch  order  all, 
As  wrought  with  care,  yet  feein  by  chance  to  fall. 
Here,  a's  in  all  things  elfc,  is  moft  unfit, 
Bare,  ribaldry,  that  poor  pretence  to  wit ; 
Su<5h  nafeous  fongs  by  a.iate  author  f  made, 
Call  an  unwilling. cenfure  on  his  fhai(e. 
Not  that  warm  thoughts  of  the  tranfporting  joy 
Cdn  fhock  the  chafte,fti  or  the  niceft  cloy ;          . 
But  words  obfcene,  too  grofs  to  move  defire, 
JLike  heaps  of  fuel,  only  jchoke  the  fire. 
On  other  themes  he  well  deferv'es  our  praife  ; 
But  palls  that  appetite  he  meant  to  raife. 
,    Next,  elegy,  of  fweet,  but  folemn  voice, 
And  of  a  fubjedl  grave,  exacts  the  choice ; 
The  praife  of  beauty,  valour,  wit  contains  ; 
And  there  too  oft'  defpairing  love  complains  : 
Jn  vain,  alas.!  for  who  by  wit  is  mov'd? 
That  phoenix-fhe  defer vcs  to  be  belov'd; 
But  noify  nonfcnfe,  and  fuch  fops  as  vex, 
Mankind,  take  moft  with  that  fantaftic  fex. 
This  to  the  praife  of  thole  who  better  knew; 
The  many  raife  the  value  of  the  {ew. 
But  here  (as  all  our  fex  too  oft'  have  try'd) 
"Women  have  dravvn  my  wandering.thoughts  afiJe. 
Their  greateft  fault,  who  ii)  this  kind  have  writ, 
Is  nut  defect  in  words,  or  want  of  wit ; 
But  fhould  this  mufe  harmonius  numbers  yield, 
And  every  conpiet  be  with  fancy  fill'd; 
If  yet  a  juft  coherence  be  not  made 
Between  each  thought ;.  and  the  whole  model  laid 
So  right,  that  every  line  may  higher  rife, 
J.-ike  goodly  mountains,  till  they  reach  the  fkies  : 
hiirh  trifles  may  perhaps  of  late  havepaft, 
And  may  lie  lik'd  awhile,  but  never  laft; 
'  1'is  epigram,  'tis  point,  'tis  what  you  will,          "> 
But  not  an  elegy,  nor  wiit  with  {kill, 
No  ||  panegyric,  i;or  a  ^  Cooper's-hill.  j 

A  higher  flight,  and  of  a  happier  force, 
Are  odts  :  the  ipufes'  moft  unruly  horfe, 
That  bounds  fo  fierce,  the  rider  has  no  reft, 
Here  foams  at  mouth,  and  moves  like  one  pofTefs'd. 
The  poet  here  muft  be  indeed  infpir'd, 
With  fury  too,  as  well  a*  fancy  fir'd. 


•f  The  T>rl  of  Rocheiler. 
I  VYaikr's. 
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Cowley  might  hoaft  to  have  perf'.rm'd  this  p»tt, 
Had  he  with  nature  j.->in'd  the  rules  of  art  ; 
But  fomerimes  drftioii  mean,  or  vcrfe  ill-wrought, 
Deadens,  or.  clouds,  his.  noble  frame  of  thought.*-   > 
Though  all  appear  in  heat  and  tury  done, 
The  language  ftill  muft  foft  and  eafy  run. 
Thei'e  laws  may  found  a  little  ton  fevcre; 
But  judgment  yields,  and  ran  cy  governs  here, 
Which,  though  extravagant,  this  mufe  allows, 
And  makes  the  work  much  eafier  than  it  fhowi. 

Of  all  the  ways  that  wifcft  men  could  find    • 
To.  mend  the  age,  and  mortify  mankind, 
Satire  well-  writ  has  ruoft  facctfsiul  prov'd, 
And  cures,  becaufe  the  remedy  is  Inv'd. 
Tis  hard  to-writc  oq  fuch  a  fubjcdl  more, 
Without  repeating  things  faid  oft'  before  I 
Same  vulgar  errors  only  we'll  remove, 
That  ftain  a  beauty  which  we  fa  much  love. 
Of  chofcn  words  l^me  take  not  care  enough, 
And  think  they  fhould  be  as  the  luhjedl  rough; 
This  poem  muft  be  more  exactly  made, 
Andfharpeft  thoughts  in  fmootheft  words  convcy'd. 
Some  think,  if  fharp  enough,  they  cannot  fail,  • 
As  if  their  only  bufmefs  was  to  rail  ;     •      < 
But  human  frailty  nicely  to  unfold, 
Diftinguifhes  a  fatyr  from  a  fcold. 
Rage  you  mull  hide,  and  prejudice  lay  down  ; 
A  iatyr's  fmile  is  fharper  than  his  frown  ; 
So  while  you  fsem  to  flight  fome  rival  youth, 
Malice  itfclf  may  pafs  fometimes  for  truth. 
The  Laureatf  here  may  }uftly  claim  our  praife, 
6rown'd  by  Mack  Fleckno  |j  with*  immortal  baysj 
Yet  once  his  P*gafus  ^  has  borne  dead  weight, 
Rid  by  fome  lumpifh  minifter  of  ftatc. 

Here  reft,  my  mufe,  fufpend  thy  cares  awhile, 
A  more  important  tafk  attends  thy  toil. 
As  fome  yoang  eagle,  that  defigns  to  fly 
A  long  unwonted  journey  through  the  flzy, 
Weighs  all  the  dangerous  enterprife  before, 
O'er  what  wide.  lands  and  feas  (he  is  to  foar, 
Doubts  her  own  ftrength  fo  far,  and  juftly  feart 
The  lofty  r<>ad  of  airy  travellers  ; 
Put  yet  incited  by  fome  bold  defign, 
That,  does  her  hopes  beyond  her  fears  incline, 
Prunes  every  feather,  views  herfelf  with  care, 
At,  laft,  refolv'd,  ike  cleaves  the  yielding  air  ; 
Away  fhe  flies,  fo.  itrongv  fo  high,  fo  faft, 
SJie  lefR'ns,  to  us,  and  is  loft  at  laft  : 
So  (though  too  weak  /or  fuch  a  weighty  thing) 
The  mufe  inipires  a  fharper  note  to  fing. 
And  why  fhould  truth  offend,  when  only  told 
To  guide  the.  ignorant,  and  warn  the  bold  ? 
On  then,  my  mufe,  adventuroufly  engage 
To  give  inftruclions  that  cOncern'thp  luge. 

The  unities  of  aClrcn,  time,  and  place^ 
Which,  if  obferv'd,  give  plays  fo  great  a  grace, 
Arc.  (,hough  but  l.ttlc  .praclis'ti,  too  wellknowm 
To  be  taught  here,  where  we  pretend  alone 
From  nicer  faults  to  purge  the  prefent  age, 
Lcfs  obvious  errors  of  the  F.nglifh  ilage. 

Firft  then,  loliloquies  had  nee.d  be  few, 
Extremely  fhort,  and  fpoke  in  paffion  too. 

•f-  Dryden. 

i|  i\  Uinrusf.Uirical  poem  of  hii>. 

1  A  poem  caUcd,'rhc  Iliad  and  Panther, 


Our  lovers  talking  to  themfelves,  for  want 
•pf  others,  make  the  pit  their  confidant ; 
Nor  is  the  matter  mended  yet,  if  thus 
They  truft  a  friend,  only  to  tell  it  us; 
Th'  occafum  fli.mld  as  naturally  fall, 
As  when  Bellario  f  confefies  all. 

Figures  of  fpeech,  which  poets  think  fo  fine, 
(Art's  needleis  varnifh  to  make  nature  fhine) 
All  are  but  paint  upon  a  beauteous  face, 
And  in  defcriptions  only  claim  a  place  I 
But,  to  make  rage  declaim,  and  grief  difcourfe, 
From  lovers  in  defpair  fine  things  to  force,     • 
Muft  needs  fucceed;  for  whe  can  choofe  but  pity 
A  dying  hero,  miferably  witty  ? 
But  oh  ;  the  dialoguesj  where  jeft  and  mock 
Is  held  up  like  a  reft  at  fhittle-cock  ; 
Or  elfe,  like  hells,  eternally  they  chime, 
They  figh  in  fimile,  and  die  in  rhyme. 
What  things  are  thefe  who  would  lie  poets  thought, 
By  nature  not  infpir'd,  nor  learning  taught  ? 
Some  wit  they  have,  and  therefore  may  defcrve 
A  better  courfe  than  this,  b-y  which  they  ftarve  : 
But  to  write  plays!  why,  'tis -a  bold  pretence 
To  judgment,  breeding,  wit,  and  eloquence: 
Nay  more ;  for  they  muft  look  within,  to  find 
Thofe  fecret  turns  of  nature  in  the  niind  : 
Without  this  part,  in  vain  would  be  the  whole, 
A'nd  but  a  tody  all,  without  a  ioul. 
All  this  united  yet  but  makes  a  part 
Of  dialogue,  that  great  and  powerful  art, 
Now  almoft  loft,  which  the  old  Grecians  knew,  "p 
From  whom  the  Romans  fainter  copies  drew,      ? 
Scarce  comprehended  fince,  but  by  a  few.  j 

Plato  and  Lucian  are  the  beft  remains 
Of  all  the  wonders  which  this  art  contains ; 
Yet  to  ourfelves  we  juftice  muft  allow, 
Shakfpeare  and  Fletcher  are  the  wonders  now  ; 
Confider  them,  ahd  read  them  o'er  and  o'er, 
Go  fee  them  play'd ;  then  read  them  as  before ; 
For  though  in  many  things  they  grofsly  fail,  • 
Over  our  paffions  ftiil  they  fo  prevail, 
That  our  own  grief  by  theirs-is  rock'd  afleep  ; 
The  dull  are  forc'd  to  feel,  the  wife  to  weep*. 
Their  beauties  imiute,  avoid  their  faults; 
Firft,  on  a  plot  employ  thy  careful  thoughts; 
Turn  it,  with  time,  a  thouiknd  feveral  ways; 
This  ofi",  alone,  has  given  iuccefs  to  plays. 
RcjeiSl  that  vulgar  eiTor  (which  appears 
So  fair)  of  making  perfect  characters; 
There's  no  fuch  thing  in  nature,  and  you'll  qraw 
A  faultlefs  monfter  which  the  world  ne'er  law. 
Some  faults  muft  be,  that  his  misfortunes  drew, 
But  iiich  as  may  deferve  compaffion  too. 
Befides  the  main  defign  composed  with  art, 
Each  moving  fcene  muft  be  a  plot  i.part ; 
Contrive' each  little  turn,  mark  every  place, 
As  painters  fiift  chalk  out  the  future  face  : 
\et  be  not  fondly  your  own  flave  for  this, 
But  change  hereafter  what  appears  amjls. 

Think  not  fo  much  where  fhining  thoughts  to 
As  what  a  man  would  fay  in  fuch  a  cafe  :      [place, 
Neither  in  comedy  will  this  1'uffice, 
The  player  too  muft  be  before  your  eyes ! 

•)•  Ja  riiilaftcr,  a  play  of  Beaumont  and  Fletcher- 
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And,  though  'tis  drudgery  to  fioop  fojow, 
"I'o  him  you  muft  your  fecret  meaning  (how. 

Expofe  no  fingk  fop,  but  lay  the  load 
More  equally,  and  fpread  the  folly  broad; 
Mere  coxcombs  are  too  obvious^  oft'  we  Tec 
A  fool  derided  by  as  ba<J  as  he  : 
Hawks  fly  at  nobler  game  ;  in  this  low  way 
A  very  owl  may  prove  a  bird  of  prey. 
Smalj  poets  thus  will  one  poor  f.ip  devour, 
But  to  collect,  like  bees,  from  every  flower, 
Ingredients  to  compofe  thlt  precious  juice, 
Which  ferves  the  world  for  pleafure  and  for  ufe, 
In  fpite  of  faction  this  would  favour  get ; 
But  Falftafff  ftands  inimitable  yet. 

Another  fault  which  often  may  befall,  "\ 

Is,  when  the  wit  of  fome  great  poet  fhall  £ 

So  overflow,  that  is,  be  none  at  all,  j| 

That  ev'n  his  fools  fpeak  ftnfe,  as  if  poffeft, 
And  each  by  infpiration  breaks  his  jeft.   ' 
If  once  the  juftnefs  of  each  part  be  loft, 
Weil  may  we  laugh,  but  at  the  poet's  cofh 
That  filly  thing  men  call  fheer-wit  avoid, 
With  which  our  age  fo  naufeoufly  is  cloy'd  : 
Humour  is  all ;  wit  fhould  be  only  brought 
To  turn  agreeably  fome  proper  thought. 

But  fince  the  poets  we  of  late  have  knowa 
Shine  in  no  drefs  fo  much  as  in  their  own, 
The  better  by  example  to  convince, 
Caft  but  a  view  on  this  wrong  fide  of  fenfe. 

Firft,  a  folilnquy  is  calmly  made, 
Where  every  rcafon  is  exadly  weigh'd; 
Which  once  perform'd,  moft  opportunely  comes 
Some  hero  frighted  at  the  noife  of  drums; 
For  her  fweet  fake,  whom  at  firft  fight  he  loves^ 
And  all  in  metaphor  his  paflion  proves : 
But  fome  fad  accident,  though  yet  unknown, 
Parting  this  pair,  to  leave  the  Iwarh  alone; 
He  ftrait  gro*  s  jealous,  though  we  know  not  why; 
Then,  to  oblige  his  rival,  needs  will  die  : 
But  firft  he  makes  a  fpeech,  wherein  he  tells 
The  abfent  nymph  how  much  his  flame  excels  ; 
And  yet  bequeaths  her  generoufly  now 
To  that  lov'd  rival  whom  he  does  not  know  ! 
Who  ftrait  appears;  but  who  can  fate  withfta-nd? 
Too  late,  alas  !  to  hold  his  hafty  hand, 
That  juft  has  given  himfelf  the  cruel  ftroke  ! 
At  which  his  very  rival's  heart  it  broke  : 
He,  more  to  his  new  friend  than  miftrefs  kind, 
Moft  fadly  mourns  at  being  left  behind, 
Of  fuch  a  death  {'refers  the  pleafing  charms 
To  love,  and  living  in  a  lady's  arms.  [thefe  ! 

What    fhameful   and  what  monfbous  things  arc 
And  then  they  rail  at  thofe  they  cannot  pleafe  ; 
Conclude  us  only  partial  to  the  dead, 
And  grudge  the  fign  of  old  Ben  Ji.nfon's  head; 
When  the  intrinfic  value  of  the  ftage 
Can  fcarce  be  judg'd  but  by  a  fallowing  age : 
For  dances,  flutes,  Italian  long?,  and  rhyme, 
May  keep  up  finking  nonfenie  for  a  time  ; 
But  that  muft  fail,  which  n<  w  fo  much  o'er-rulcs. 
And  fe-t.fe  no  longer  will  fuhmit  to  fools. 

By  painful  fteps  at  laft  we  labour  up 
Parnaffus'  bill,  on  whofe  bright  airy  top 

t  The  matchlcfe  characlcr  of  Shakfpcare. 
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The  epic  ports  fo  divinely  (how, 

And  with  juft  pride  behold  the  reft  below. 

Heroic  poems  have  a  juft  pretence 

To  be  the  utmoft  ftretch  of  human  fenfe  ; 

A  work  of  fuch  ineftimable  worth. 

There   are  but   two  .the  world  has  yet  brought 

forth! 

Homer  and  Virgil !  with  wha,t  facred  awe, 
Bo  thofe  mere  founds  the  world's  attention  draw! 
Juft  as  a  changeling  feems  below  the  reft 
Of  rhen,  or  rather  is  a'  two-legg'd  teaft  ; 
So  thefe  gigantic  fouls  amaz'd  we  find 
As  much  above  the  reft  of  human  kind  ! 
Nature's  whole  ftrength  united  !  endlefs  fame, 
And  univerfal  fhouts  attend  their  name  ? 
Read  Homer  once,  and  you  can  read  no  wore, 
For  all  books  elfe  appear  fo  mean,  fo  poor, 
Verfe  will  feem  profe ;  but  ftill  perfift  to  read, 
And  Homer  will  be  all  the  books  you  need. 
Had  Boffu  never  writ,  the  world  had  ftill, 
Like  Indians,  view'd  this  wondrous  piece  of  Ikiil ; 
As  fomething  of  divine  the  work  admir'd; 
Not  hop'd  to  be  inftru&ed,  but  infpir'd  : 
But  he,  difcK  fi»g  facred  myfteries, 
Has  fhown  where  all  the  mighty  magic  li«s; 
Defcrib'd  the  feeds,  and  in  what  order  fown, 
That  have  to  fuch  a  vaft  proportion  grown. 
Sure  from  fame  angel  he  the  fecret  knew. 
Who  through  this  labyrinth  has  lent  the  clue. 

But  what,  alas!  avails  it  poor  mankind, 
To  fee  this  promis'd  land,  yet  flay  behind  ? 
The  way  is  fhown,  but  who  has  ftrength  to  go  ? 
Who  can  all  fciences  profoundly  know  ? 
Whofe  fancy  flies  beyond  weak  reafon's  fight, 
And  yet  has  judgment  to  dired:  it  right  ? 
Whole  juft  difcernment,  Virgil-like,  is  fuch 
Never  to  fay  too  little  or  too  much  ? 
JLet  fuch  a  man  begin  wirhout  delay ; 
But  he  muft  de  beyond  what  I  can  fay ; 
Muft  above  Taffo's  lofty  flights  prevail, 
Succeed  where  Spenfer,  and  ev'n  Milton  fail. 


ODE  ON  BRUTUS. 


*Tis  faid,  that  favourite,  mankind, 
"Was  made  the  lord  of  all  below ; 
Bat  yet  the  doubtful  are  concern'd  to  find, 
*Tis  only  one  man  tells  another  fo. 

And,  for  this  great  dominion  here, 

Which  over  other  beafts  we  claim, 
Reafon  our  beft  credential  does  appear, 

By  which  indeed  we  domineer, 
But  how  abfurdly,  we  may  fee  with  fhame. 

Reafon,  that  folcmn  trifle  !  light  as  air, 
Driven  up  and  down  by  cenfure  or  applaufe ; 

By  partial  love  away  'ti<  blown, 
Or  the  leaft  prejudice  can  weigh  it  down ; 
Thus  our  high  privilege  becomes  our  fnare. 

In  any  nice  and  weighty  caufe, 
How  weak,  at  beft,  is  reafon  !  yet  the  grave 
Itnpofeon  thatfniall  judgment  which  we  have. 


In  all  thofe  wits,  whofe  names  have  fpread  fo  wide, 
And  ev'n  the  force  «f  time  defy'd, 
Some  failings  yet  may  be  defcry'd. 
Among  the  reft,  with  \vonder  be  it  told, 
That  Brutus  is  admii'd  for  Cxfzr'?  death  ; 
By  which  hf  yet  furvives  in  fame'e  immortal  breath. 

Brutus,  ev'n  he,  of  all  the  reft, 
In  whom  we  fhouH  that  deed  the  moft  deleft, 

Is  of  mankind  efteem'd  the  beft. 
As  fnow,  defcending  from  fome  lofty  hill, 
Is  by  its  rolling  courfe  augmenting  ftill, 
So  from  illuflrious  authors  down  have  roll'd 
Thofe  great  encomiums  he  receiv'd  r.f  old  : 
Republic  orators  will  fhow  efteem, 
And  gild  their  eloquence  with  praifc  of  him  t 
But  truth,  unveil'd,  like  a  bright  fun  appears, 
To  fhine  away  this  heap  of  feventeen  hundred 
years. 

in. 

In  vain  'tis  urg'd  by  an  illuftrious  wit, 
(To  whom  in  all  befides  I  willingly  fubmit) 
That  Casfar's  life  no  pity  coulc^  deferve 
From  one  who  kill'd  himfelf,  rather  than  ferve. 
Had  Brutus  chofe  rather  himfelf  to  flay, 

Than  any  mafter  to  obey, 
Happy  for  Rome  had  been  that  noble  pride; 
The  world  had  then  remain'd  in  peace,  and  only- 
Brutus  dy'd. 

For  he,  whofe  foul  difdains  to  own 
Subjection  to  a  tyrant's  frown, 
And  his  own  life  would  rather  end. 
Would  fure  much  rather  kill  himfelf,  than  only 

hurt  his  friend. 
To  his  own  fword  in  the  Philippian  field 

Brutus  indeed  at  laft  did  yield  : 
But  in  thofe  times  felf-killing  was  not  rare, 
And  his  proceeded  only  from  defpair  : 

He  might  have  chofen  elfe  to  live, 
In  hopes  another  Caefar  would  forgive ; 
Then,  for  the  good  of  Rome,  he  could  once  more 
Confpire  againft  a  life  which  had  fpar'd  his  before. 

IV. 

Our  country  challenges  our  utmoft  care, 
And  in  our  thoughts  deferves  the  tendered  fhare; 
Her  to  a  thoufand  friends  we  fhould  prefer, 
Yet  not  betray  them,  though  it  be  for  her. 

Hard  is  his  heart,  whom  no  defert  can  move, 
A  miftrefs  or  a  friend  to  love, 

Above  whate'er  he  does  befides  enjoy  ; 
But  may  he,  for  their  fakes,  his  fire  or  fons  deflroy  \ 
For  facred  juftice,  or  for  public  good, 
Scorn'd  be  our  wealth,  our  honour,  and  our  blood: 
In  fuch  a  caufe,  want  is  a  happy  ftate, 
Ev'n  low  difgrace  would  be  a  glorious  fate ; 
And  death  itfelf,  when  noble  fame  furvives, 
More  to  be  valued  than  a  thcufand  lives. 

But  'tis  not  furely  of  fo  fair  renown 
To  Jpill  another's  blood,  as  to  expofe  our  own  : 

Of  all  that's  ours  we  cannot  give  too  much, 
But  what  belongs  to  friendfhip,  oh  !   'tis  lacrileg? 
to  touch. 

v. 

Can  we  ftand  by  nnmov'd,  and  fee 
Our  mother  robb'd  and  ravjftYd  ?  Can  we  be 
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Excus'd,  if  in  her  caufe  we  never  ftir, 
Pleas'dwith  the  ftrength  and  beauty  of  the  ravilher  ? 

Thus  fings  our  bard  with  heat  almoft  divine ; 
'Tis  pity  that  his  thought  was  not  as  ftrong  as  fine. 
Would  it  more  juftly  did  the  cafe  exprefs, 
Or  that  its  beauty  and  its  grace  were  lefs. 
(Thus  a  nymph  fometimes  we  fee, 
Who  fo  charming  feems  to  be, 
That,  jealous  of  a  foft  furprife, 
We  fcarce  dur.1  truft  our  eager  eyes) 
Such  a  fallacious  ambufh  to  cfcape, 
x     It  were  but  vain  to  plead  a  willing  rape ; 
A  valiant  fon  would  be  provok'd  the  more ; 
A  force  we  therefore  muft  confefs,  but  a<Sted  long 

before ; 

A  marriage  fince  did  intervene, 
With  all  the  folemn  and  the  facred  fcene ; 

Loud  was  the  Hymenean  fong ; 
The  violated  dame  *  walk'd  fmilingly  along, 
And  in  the  midft  of  the  mod  facred  dance, 

As  if  enamour'd  of  his  fight, 
Often  fhe  caft  a  kind  admiring  glance 

On  the  bold  ftruggler  for  delight ; 
Who  afterwards  appear'd  fo  moderate  and  cool, 
A»  if  for  public  good  alone  he  fo  defir'd  to  rule. 

VI. 

But,  oh  !  that  this  were  all  which  we  can  urge 
Againft  a  Roman  of  fo  great  a  foul ! 
And  that  fair  truth  permitted  us  to  purge 

His  facT:,  of  what  appears  fo  foul '. 
Friendfhip,  that  facred  and  fublimeft  thing ! 
The  nobleft  quality,  and  chiefeft  good, 
(In  this  dull  age  fcarce  undcrftood) 
Infpires  us  with  unufual  warmth  her  injur'd  rites 

to  fing. 

Affift,  ye  angels !  whofe  immortal  blifs, 
Though  more  refin'd,  chiefly  confifts  in  this. 
How  plainly  your  bright  thoughts  to  one  another 

fhine ! 

Oh  !  how  ye  all  agree  in  harmony  divine  ! 
The  race  of  mutual  love  with  equal  zeal  ye  run, 
A  courfe,  as  far  from  any  end,  as  when  at  firft  begun. 
Ye  faw,  and  fmil'd  upon  this  matchlefs  pair, 
$Tho  ftill  betwixt  them  did  fo  many  virtues  (hare, 
Some  which  belong  to  peace,  and  fome  to  ftrife, 
Thofe  of  a  calm,  and  of  aa  adive  life, 

*  Ron;. 


That  all  the  excellence  of  human-kind 
Concurr'd  to  make  of  both  but  one  united  mind, 

Which  friendfhip  did  fo  faft  and  clofely  bind, 
Not;  the  lead  cement  could  appear  by  which  their 
fouls  were  join'd. 

That  tie  which  holds  our  mortal  frame, 
Which  poor  unknowing  we  a  foul  and  body  name, 

Seems  not  a  compofition  more  divine,      [fhine. 
Or  more  abftrufe,  than  all  that  does  in  friendfhip 

VII. 

From  mighty  Caefar  and  his  boundlefs  grace, 
Though  Brutus,  once  at  leaft,  his  life  receiv'd  ; 
Such  obligations,  though  fo  high  believ'd, 

Are  yet  but  flight  in  fuch  a  cafe. 
Where  friendfhip  fo  poffcffes  all  the  place. 
There  is  no  room  for  gratitude ;  fince  he, 
Who  fo  obliges,  is  more  pleas' d  than  his  fay'd  friend 

can  be. 

Juft  in  the  midft  of  all  this  noble  heat, 
While  their  great  hearts  did  both  fo  kindly  beat. 

That  it  amaz'd  the  lookers-on, 
And  forc'd  them  to  fufpedl  a  father  and  a  fon  * ; 
(Though  here  ev'n  Nature's  felf  ftill  feem  to  be 

outdone) 

From  fuch  a  friendfhip  unprovok'd  to  fall 
Is  horrid,  yet  I  wifh  that  fa&  were  all         [call. 
Which  does  with  too  much  caufe  ungrateful  Brutus 

VIII. 

In  cooleft  blood  he  laid  a  long  defign 
Againft  his  beft  and  deareft  friend ; 
Did  ev'n  his  foes  in  zeal  exceed, 
To  fpirit  others  up  to  work  fo  black  a  deed  ; 
Himfelf  the  centre  where  they  all  did  join. 
Csefar,  meantime,  fearlefs,  and  fond  of  him, 

Was  as  induftrious  all  the  while 
To  give  fuch  ample  marks  of  fond  efteem, 

As  made  the  graveft  Romans  fmiie      [guile. 
To  fee  with  how  much  eafe  love  can  the  wife  be- 
He,  whom  thus  Brutus  doom'd  to  bleed, 
Did,  fetting  his  own  race  afide, 
Nothing  lefs  for  him  provide, 
Than  in  the  world's  great  empire  to  fucceed  : 
Which  we  are  bound  in  juftice  to  allow, 

Is  all-fufiicient  proof  to  fhow 
That  Brutus  did  not  ftrike  for  his  own  fake  J 
And  if,  alas  !  he  fail'd,  'twas  only  by  miftake. 

*  Caefar  wai  fufpefted  to  have  begotten  Brutus. 
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THE  RAPTURE. 

J  TIELD, T  yield,  and  can  no  longer  ftay 
fAy  eager  thoughts,  that  force  themfelves  away, 
tiure  none  infpir'd  (whofe  heat  tranfportsthem  flill 
Above  their  reafon,  and  beyond  their  will) 
Can  firm  againft  the  ftrong  impulfe  remain ; 
Ccnfure  itfelf  were  not  fo  fharp  a  pain. 
Let  vulgar  minds  fubmit  to  vulgar  fway; 
"What  ignorance  fhall  think,  or  malice  fay, 
To  me  are  trifles ;  if  the  knowing  few, 
Who  can  fee  fault?,  but  can  fee  beauties  too, 
Applaud  that  genius  which  themfelves  partake, 
And  fpare  the  poet  for  the  mufc's  fake. 

The  mufe,  who  raifes  me  from  humble  ground, 
To  view  the  vaft  and  various  world  around  ; 
How  faft  I  mount !  in  what  a  wondrous  way 
I  grow  tranfported  to  this  large  fhryey ! 
I  value  earth  no  more,  and  far  below 
Methinks  I  fee  the  bufy  pigmies  go. 
1^/ly  foul  entranc'd  is  in  a  rapture  broughj: 
Above  the  common  tracks  of  vulgar  thought : 
With  fancy  wing'd,  I  feel  the  purer  air, 
And  with  contempt  look  down  on  human  care. 

Airy  ambition,  ever  fearing  high, 
Stands  firft  expos'd  to  my  cenforious  eye. 
Behold  fome  toiling  up  a  flippery  hill, 
Where,  though  arriv'd,  they  mud  be  toiling  ftill: 
Some,  with  unfteaciy  feet,  juft  fallen  to  ground, 
Others  at  top,  whofe  heads  are  turning  round. 
To  this  high  fphere  it  happens  flill  that  fome, 
The  mbfh' unfit,  are  forwardeft  to  come; 
Yet  among  thefe  are  princes  forc'd  to  choofe, 
Or  feek  out  fuch  as  would  perhaps  refufe. 
Favour  too  great  is  fafely  plac'd  on  none, 
And  foon  becomes  a  dragon  or  a  drone ; 
Either  remifs  and  negligent  of  all, 
Or  elfe  imperious  and  tyrannical. 

The  mufe  infpires  me  now  to  lotk  again, 
And  fee  a  meaner  fort  of  fordid  men 
Coating  on  little  heaps  of  yellow  dud; 
tor  that  Jelpifing  honour,  eafe,  and  luft. 
Let  ether  bards,  expreffing  how  it  fhincs, 
Defcribc  v  ith  envy  what  the  mifer  finds ; 
Only  as  heaps  of  dirt  it  feems  to  me, 
Where  we  fuch  defpicable  vermin  fee, 
Who  creep  through  filth  a  thoufand  crooked  way, 
Infenfible  of  infamy  or  praife : 


Loaded  with  guilf,  they  ftill  purfue  their  courfe, 
Not  ev'n  reftrain'd  by  love  or  friendfhip's  force. 

Not  to  enlarge  on  fuch  an  obvious  thought, 
Behold  their  folly,  which  tranfcends  their  fault ! 
Alas  !  their  cares  and  cautions  only  tend 
To  gain  the  means,  and  then  to  lofe  the  end. 
Like  heroes  in  romances,  ftill  in  fight 
For  miftreffes  that  yield  them  no  delight. 
This,  of  all  vice,  does  moft  debafe  the  mind, 
Gold  is  iifelf  th'  allay  to  human-kind. 
Oh,  happy  times!  when  no  fuch  thing  as  coin 
E'er  tempted  friends  to  part,  or  foes  to  join  ! 
Cattle  or  corn,  among  thofe  harmlefs  men, 
Was  all  their  wealth,  the  gold  and  filver  then  : 
Corn  was  too  bulky  to  corrupt  a  tribe, 
And  bellowing  herds  would  have  betray'd  the  bribe. 

Ev'n  traffic  now  is  intercourfe  of  ill, 
And  every  wind  brings  a  new  mifchief  ftill; 
By  trade  we  flourifh  in  our  leaves  and  f/uit, 
But  avarice  and  excefs  devour  the  root. 

Thus  far  the  mufe  unwillingly  has  been 
Fix'd  on  the  dull,  lefs  happy  forts  of  fin  ; 
But  now,  more  pleas'd,  fh,e  views  the  different  ways 
Of  luxury,  and  all  its  charms  furveys. 
Dear  luxury  !  thou  foft,  but  fure  deceit ! 
Rife  of  the  mean,  and  ruin  of  the  great ! 
Thou  fure  prefage  of  ill-approaching  fates, 
The  bane  of  empires,  and  the  change  of  ftates  ! 
Armies  in  vain  refift  thy  mighty  power  ; 
Not  the  worft  conduct  would  confound  them  more. 
Thus  Rome   herfeif,   while   o'er  the  world  fhe 

flew, 

And  did  by  virtue  all  that  world  fubdue, 
Was  by  her  own  victorious  arms  opprefs'd, 
And  catch'd  infection  from  the  conqner'd  eaft; 
Whence  all  thofe  vices  came,  which  foon  devour 
The  befl  foundations  of  renown  and  power. 

But  oh  !   v\  hat  need  have  we  abroad  to  roam, 
Who  feel  too  much  the  fad  effects  at  home, 
Of  wild  excefs  ?  which  we  fo  plainly  find 
Decays  the  body,  and  impairs  the  mind. 
But  yet  grave  fops  muft  not  prefume  from  henci 
To  flight  the  facred  pleafures  of  the  fenfc  : 
Our  appetites  are  Nature's  laws,  and  given 
Untkr  the  broad  authentic  feal  of  heaven. 
Let  pedants  wrangle,  and  let  bigots  fight,  ') 

To  put  reftraint  on  innocent  delight, 
But  Heaven  and  Nature's  always  in  the  right ;  j 
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They  would  not  draw  poor  mortals  in, 

Or  give  defires  that  fhall  be  doom'd  for  fin. 

Yet,  that  in  height  of  harmlefg  joy  we  may 

Laft  to  old  age,  and  never  lofe  a  day, 

Amidft  cur  pleafures  we  ourfelves  fhould  fpare, 

And  manage  all  with  temperance  and  care. 

The  gods  forbid  but  we  f  onetimes  may  fteep 

Our  joys  in  wine,  and  lull  our  cares  afleep  : 

It  raifes  nature,  ripens  feeds  of  worth, 

As  moiflening  pictures  calls  the  colours  forth; 

But  if  the  varnifli  we  too  oft  apply, 

Alas !  like  colours,  we  grow  faint,  and  die. 

Hold,  hold,  impetuous  mufe :  I  would  reftrain 

Her  over-eager  heat,  but  all  in  vain ; 

Abandon'd  to  delights,  fhe  longs  to  rove  ; 

I  check'd  her  here,  and  now  fhe  flies  to  love; 

Shows  me  fome  rural  nymph,  by  fliepherd  chas'd, 

Soon  overtaken,  and  as  foon  embrac'd  : 

The  grafs  by  her,  as  fhe  by  him,  is  prefs'd  ; 

For  fhame,  my  mufe,  let  fancy  guefs  the  reft  : 

At  fuch  a  point  fancy  can  never  (lay, 

But  flies  beyond  whatever  you  can  fay. 

Behold  the  filent  {hades,  the  amorous  grove, 

The  dear  delights,  the  very  adl  of  love. 

This  is  his  loweft  fphere,  his  country  fcene, 

Where  love  i*  humble,  and  his  fare  but  mean  ; 

Yet  fpringing  up  without  the  help  of  arf , 

Leaves  a  fincerer  relifh  in  the  heart, 

More  healthfully,  though  not  fo  finely  fed, 

And  better  thrives  than  where  more  nicely  bred. 

But  'tis  in  courts  where  moft  he  makes  a  (how, 

And,  high  enthron'd,  governs  the  world  below ; 

For  though  in  hiftories  learn'd  ignorance 

Attributes  all  to  cunning  or  to  chance, 

Love  will  in  thofe  difguifes  often  i'mile, 

And  knows  the  caufe  was  kindnefs  all  the  while. 

What  ftory,  place,  or  perfon,  cannot  prove 

The  boundlefs  influence  of  mighty  love  ? 

Where'er  the  fun  can  vigorous  heat  infpire, 

Both  fexes  glow,  and  languifh  with  defire. 

The  weary'd  fwain,  faft  in  the  arms  of  fleep, 

Love  can  awake,  and  often  fighing  keep ; 

And  bufy  gown -men,  by  fond  love  difguis'd, 

Will  leifurc  find  to  make  themfelves  defpis'd. 

The  proudeft  kings  fubmit  to  beauty'*  fway; 

Beauty  itfelf,  a  greater- prince  than  they, 

Lies  fometimes  languifhing  with  Jill  its  pride 

By  a  belov'd,  though  fickle  lover's  fide, 

I  mean  to  flight  the  foft  enchanting  charm, 

But,  oh  !   my  head  and  heart  are  both  too  warm. 

1  doat  on  woman -kind  with  all  their  faults, 

Love  turns  my  iatire  into  fofteft  thoughts; 

Of  all  that  paffion  which  our  peace  deftroys 

Inftead  of  mifchiefs,  I  defcribe  the  joys. 

But  (hort  will  be  his  reign  (I  fear  too  fliort), 

And  prefent  cares  fhall  be  my  future  fport. 

Then  love's  bright  torch  put  out,  his  arrows  broke, 

Loofe  from   kind  chains,  and  from  th'  engaging 

yoke, 

To  all  fond  thoughts  I'll  fing  fuch  counter-charms, 
The  fair 'fhall  liften  in  their  lovers  arms. 

Now  the  enthufiaftic  fit  is  fpent, 
I  feel  my  weaknefs,  and  too  late  repent. 
A«  they  who  walk  in  dreams  oft  climb  too  high 
For  fenfe  to  follow  \*ith  a  waking  eye  j 


And  in  fuch  wild  attempts  are  blindly  bold, 
Which  afterwards  they  tremble  to  behold  : 
So  I  review  thefe  fallies  of  my  pen, 
And  modeft  reafon  is  return'd  again  ;' 
My  confidence  I  cnrfe,  my  fate  accufe, 
Scarce  hold  from  cenfuring  the  facred  mufe. 

No  wretched  poet  of  the  railing  pit, 
No  critic  curs'd  with  the  wrong  fide  of  wit, 
Is  more  fevere  from  ignorance  and  fpite, 
Than  I  with  judgment  againft  all  I  write. 


ON  MR.  HOBBES,  AND  HIS  WRITINGS, 

SUCH  is  the  mode  of  thefe  cenforious  days, 
The  art  is  loft  of-tnowing  how  to  praife  ; 
Poets  are  envious  now,  and  fools  alone 
Admire  at  wit,  becaufe  themfelves  have  none. 
Yet  whatfoever  is  by  vain  critics  thought, 
Praifing  is  harder  much  than  finding  fault ; 
In  homely  pieces  ev'n  the  Dutch  excel, 
Italians  only  can  draw  beauty  well. 

As  firings,  alike  wound  up,  fo  equal  prove, 
That  one  refounding  makes  the  other  move  ; 
From  fuch  a  caufe  our  fatires  pleafe  fo  much, 
We  fympathize  with  each  ill-natur'd  touch ; 
And  as  the  fliarp  infection  fpreads  about, 
The  reader's  malice  helps  the  writer  out. 
To  blame,  is  eafy  ;  to  commend,  is  bold  ; 
Yet,  if  the  mufe  infpires  it,  who  can  hold  ? 
To  merit  we  are  bound  to  give  applaufe, 
Content  to  fufier  in  fo  juft  a  caule. 

While  in  dark  ignorance  we  lay  afraid 
Of  fancies,  ghofts,  and  every  empty  (hade  ; 
Great  Hobbes  appear'd,  and  by  plain  reafon's  light 
Put  fuch  fantaftic  forms  to  fhameful  flight. 
Fond  is  their  fear,  who  think  men  needs  muft  be 
To  vice  enflav-d,  if  from  vain  terrors  free ;. 
The  wife  and  good  morality  will  guide, 
And  fupofilition  all  the  world  befide. 

In  other  authors  though  the  thought  be  good, 
Tis  not  fometimes  fo  eafily  underllood  ; 
That  jewel  oft'  unpolifh'd  has  remain'd  ; 
Some  words  fhould  be  left  out,  and  fome  explained  • 
So  that,  in  fearch  of  fenfe,  we  either  ftray, 
Or  elfe  grow  weary  in  fo  rough  a  way. 
But  here  fvveet  eloquence  does  always  fmile, 
In  fuch  a  choice,  yet  unaffected  ftyle, 
As  muft  both  knowledge  and  delight  impart, 
The  force  of  reafon,  with  the  flowers  of  art ; 
Clear  as  a  beautiful  tranfparent  (kin, 
Which  never  hides  the  blood,  yet  holds  it  in  ; 
Like  a  delicious  ftream  it  ever  ran, 
As  fmooth  as  woman,  but  as  ftrong  as  man. 

Bacon  himfelf,  whofe  univerfal  wit 
Does  admiration  through  the  world  beget, 
Scarce  more  his  age's  ornament  is  thought, 
Or  greater  credit  to  his  country  brought. 

While  fame  is  young,  too  weak  to  fly  away-; 
Malice  purfues  her,  like  fome  bird  of  prey  ; 
But  once  on  wing,  then  all  the  quarrels  ceafe  j 
Envy  herfelf  is  glad  to  be  at  peace, 
Gives  over,  weary'd  with  fo  high  a  flight, 
Above  her  reach,  and  fcarce  widrin  her  fijht. 
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Hobbes,  to  this  happy  pitch  arriv'd  at  lad, 
Might  haVelook'ddownwith  pride  on  dangers  pad: 
But  fuch  the  frailty  is  of  human  kind, 
Men  toil  for  fame,  which  m>  man  lives  to  find ; 
Long  ripening  under  ground  this  China  lies; 
Fame  bear   no  fruit,  till  the  vain  planter  dies. 
Thus  Nature,  tir'd  with  his  unufual  length 
Of  life,  which  put  her  to  her  utmoft  ftrength, 
Such  flock  of  wit  unable  to  lupply, 
To  fpare  herfelf,  was  glad  to  let  him  die. 


WRITTEN  OVER  A  GATE. 

HERE  lives  a  man,  who,  by  relation, 
Depends  upon  prededination ; 
For  which  the  learned  and  the  wife 
His  underftanding  much  defpife  : 
But  I  pronounce  with  loyal  tongue 
Him  in  the  right,  them  in  the  wrong  ; 
For  how  could  fuch  a  wretch  fucceed, 
But  that,  alas,  it  was  decreed  ? 


THE  MIRACLE, 


MERIT  they  hate,  and  wit  they  flight; 
They  neither  z&  nor  reafon  right, 

And  nothing  mind  but  pence. 
Unflcilful  they  victorious  are, 
Condudt  a  kingdom  without  care, 

A  council  without  fenfe. 
So  Mofes  once,  and  Jofliua, 
And  that  virago  Debora, 

Bedrid  poor  Ifrael  : 
Like  reverence  pay  to  thefe  !  for  who 
Could  ride  a  nation  as  they  do, 

Without  a  miracle  ? 


ODE 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  HENRY  PURCELL. 

GOOB  angels  fnatch'd  him  eagerly  on  high  ;    [fky, 

Joyful  they  flew,  finging  and  foaring  through  the 

Teaching  his  new-fledg'd  foul  to  fly ; 

While  we,  alas !  lamenting  lie. 
He  went  mufing  all  along 
Compofing  new  their  heavenly  fong. 

A  while  his  fkilful  notes  loud  hallelujahs  drown'd ; 

But  foon  they  ceas'd  their  own,  to  catch  his  pleaf- 

ing  found. 

David  himfelf  improv'd  the  harmony, 
David,  in  facred  dory  fo  renown'd 
No  lefs  for  mufic,  than  for  poetry  ! 
Genius  fublime  in  either  art ! 

Crown'd  with  applaufe  furpafling  all  defert ! 
A  man  juft  after  God's  own  heart ! 

If  human  cares  are  lawful  to  the  bled, 

Already  fettled  in  eternal  red  ; 

Needs  mud  he  wi(h  that  Purccll  only  might 

Have  liv'd  to  fct  what  he  vcuchfaf'd  to  write; 


For,  furc,  the  noble  third  of  fame 
With  the  frail  body  never  dies ; 
But  with  the  foul  afcends  the  flcies, 

From  whence  at  firft  it  came. 
'Tis  fure  no  little  proof  we  have 
That  part  of  us  furvives  the  grave, 
And  in  our  fame  below  dill  bears  a  durc  : 
Why  is  the  future  elfe  fo  much  our  care, 
Ev'n  in  our  lated  moment  of  defpair  ?        [brave  ? 
And  death  defpis'd  for.  fame  by  all  the  wife  and 
Oh,  all  ye  bled  harmonious  choir!         [mire  ! 
Who  power  almighty  only  love,  and  only  that  ad- 
Look  down  with  pity  from  your  peaceful  bower, 
On  this  fad  ifle  perplex'd, 
And  ever,  ever  vex'd 

With  anxious  care  of  trifles,  wealth  and  power. 
In  our  rough  minds  due  reverence  infufe 
F«r  fweet  melodious  founds,  and  each  harmonious 

mufe. 

Mufic  exalts  man's  nature,  and  infpires 
High  elevated  thoughts,  or  gentle,  kind  defires. 


ON  THE  LOSS  OF  AN  ONLY  SON, 

ROBERT  MARQJUIS  Or  NORMANDT. 

OHR  morning's  gay  and  finning; 

The  days  our  joys  declare ; 
At  evening  iio  repining  ; 

And  night's  all  void  of  care. 

A  fond  tranfported  mother 

Was  often  heard  to  cry, 
Oh,  where  is  fuch  an  other 

So  blefs'd  by  Heaven  as  I  ? 

A  child  at  fird  was  wanting; 

Now  fuch  a  fon  is  fent, 
As  parents  mod  lamenting 

In  him  would  find  content. 

A  child  of  whom  kind  Heaven 

Not  only  hope  bedows, 
But  has  already  given 

Him  all  our  hopes  propofc, 

The  happy  fire's  poflefling 

His  (hare  in  fuch  a  boy, 
Adds  dill  a  greater  blefling; 

To  all  my  other  joy. 

But  ah  !  this  fhiny  weather 

Became  too  hot  at  lad  ; 
Black  clouds  began  to  gather, 

And  all  the  iky  o'ercad. 

So  fierce  a  fever  rages, 

We  all  lie  drownM  in  tears ; 
And  difmal  fad  prefaces 

Come  thundering  in  our  ears. 

The  doubts  that  made  us  languifh. 

Did  worfe,  far  worfe  than  kill. 
Y«t,  oh,  with  all  their  angutfh, 

Would  we  had  doubted  di!! '. 
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But  why  fo  much  digreffion, 
This  fatal  lofs  to  ihow  ? 

Alas,  there's  no  cxpreflion 
Can  tell  a  parent's  woe ! 


ON  MR.  POPE,  AND  HIS  POEMS. 


age  decay'd,  with  courts  and  bufinefs  tir'd, 
Caring  for  nothing  but  what  eafe  requir'd, 
Too  ferious  now  a  wanton  mufe  to  court, 
And  from  the  critics  fafe  arriv'd  in  port  ; 
I  little  thought  of  launching  forth  again, 
Amidft  adventurous  rovers  of  the  pen  ; 
And,  after  fome  fmall  undeferv'd  fuccefs, 
Thus  hazarding  at  laft  to  make  it  lefs. 

Encomiums  fuit  not  this  cenforious  time, 
Itfelf  a  fubject  for  fatiric  rhyme  ; 
Ignorance  honour'd,  wit  and  worth  defam'd, 
Folly  triumphant,  and  ev'n  Homer  blam'd. 
But  to  this  genius,  join'd  with  fo  much  art, 
Such  various  learning  mix'd  in  every  part, 
Poets  are  bound  a  loud  applaufe  to  pay; 
Apollo  bids  it,  and  they  muft  obey. 

And  yet  fo  wondrous,  fo  fublime  a  thing, 
As  the  great  Iliad,  fcarce  could  make  me  ling  ; 
Except  I  juftly  could  at  once  commend 
A  good  companion,  and  as  firm  a  friend. 
One  moral,  or  a  mere  well-natur'd  deed, 
Can  all  defert  in  fcicnces  exceed. 

'Tis  great  delight  to  laugh  at  fome  men's  ways  ; 
But  a  much  greater  to  give  merit  praife. 


STANZAS. 

WHENE'ER  my  foolifli  bent  to  public  good, 
Or  fonder  zeal  for  fome  mifguided  prince, 

Shall  make  my  dangerous  humour  underftood, 
For  changing  minifters  for  men  of  fenfe  : 

When,  vainly  proud  to  fhow  my  public  care, 
And  ev'n  alham'd  to  fee  three  nations  fool'd, 

I  {hall  no  longer  bear  a  wretched  {hare 
In  ruling  ill,  or  being  over-rul'd  : 

Then,  as  old  lechers  in  a  winter's  night 

To  yawning  hearers  all  their  pranks  difclofe ; 

And  what  decay  deprives  them  of  delight, 
Supply  with  vain  endeavours  to  impofe  : 

Juft  fo  fliall  I  as  idly  entertain 

Some  {tripling  patriots,  fond  of  feeming  wife; 
Tell,  how  I  ftill  couM  great  employments  gain, 

Without  concealing  truths,  or  whifperiug  lies  ! 

Boaft  of  fucceeding  in  my  country's  caufe 
Ev'n  againft  fome  almoft  too  high  to  blame  ; 

Whom,  when  advanc'd  beyond  the  reach  of  laws, 
I  oft'  had  ridicul'd  to  fenfc  and  fliame ; 

Say,  I  refifted  the  moft  potent  fraud  ; 

But  friendlefs  merit  openly  approv'd ; 
And  that  I  was  above  the  being  avv'd 

Not  only  by  my  prince,  but  thole  he  lov'd  : 


Who  knows  but  my  example  then  may  pleafc 
Such  noble,  hopeful  fpirits  as  appear 

Willing  to  flight  their  pleafures  and  their  eafc, 
For  fame  and  honour !  till  at  laft  they  hear, 

After  much  trouble  borne,  and  danger  run, 
The  crown  aflifted,  and  my  country  ferv'd  ; 

Without  good  fortune  I  had  been  undone, 
Without  a  good  eftate  I  might  have  ftarv'd. 


THE  ELECTION  OF  A  POET  LAUREAT 

IN   M.DCC.XIX. 

A  FAMOUS  aflembly  was  fummon'd  of  late  : 
To  crown  a  new  laureat,  came  Phcebus  in  ftate, 
With  all  that  Montfaucon  himfelf  could  defire, 
His  bow,  laurel,  harp,  and  abundance  of  fire. 

At  Bartlemew  fair  ne'er  did  bullies  fo  juftle, 
No  country  ele»ftion  e'er  made  fuch  a  buftle: 
From  garret,  mint,  tavern,  they  all  poft  away. 
Some  thirfting  for  fack,  fome  ambitious  of  bay. 

All  came  with  full  confidcnce.flufh'd  with  vain  h«pe£ 
From  Cibber  and  Durfey,  to  Prior  and  Pope. 
Phcebus  fmil'd  on  thefe  laft,  but  yet  ne'erthelefsj 
Said,  he  hop'd  they  had  got  enough  by  the  pre&. 

With  a  huge  mountain-load  of  herokal  lumber, 
Which  fromTonfon  toCurll  every  prefs  hadgroan""5 
under,  []ays> 

Came  Blackmore,  and  cry'd,  Look,  all  thefe  are  my 
But  at  prefent  I  beg  you'd  but  read  my  Efiayg. 

Lampooners  and  critics  rufli'd  in  like  a  tide, 
Stern  Dennis  and  Gildon  came  firft  fide-by-fide. 
Apollo  confefs'd  that  their  laflies  had  ftings,  1 

But  beadles  and  hangmen  were  never  chole  kings. 

Steele  long  had  fo  cunningly  manag'd  the  town. 
He  could  not  be  blam'd  for  expecting  the  crowaj 
Apollo  demurr'd  as  to  granting  his  wifh, 
But  wifli'd  him  good  luck  in  his  project  of  fifii. 

Lame  Congreve,  unable  fuch  things  to  endure, 
Of  Apollo  begg'd  either  a  crown  or  a  cure  ; 
To  refufe  fuch  a  writer,  Apollo  was  loth, 
And  almoft  inclin'd  to  have  granted  him  both. 

When  Buckingham  came,  he  fcarce  car'd  to  be  fccns 
Till  Phcebus  defir'd  his  old  friend  to  walk  in ; 
But  a  laureat  peer  had  never  been  known, 
The  commoners  claim'd  that  place  as  their  own. 

Yet  if  the  kind  god  had  been  ne'er  fo  inclin'd 
To  break  an  old  rule,  yet  he  well  knew  his  mind, 
Who  of  fuch  preferment  would  only  make  (port, 
And  laugh'd  at  all  fuitors  for  places  at  court. 

Notwlthftanding  this  law,  yet  Lanfdowne  was 

nam'd, 
But  Apollo  with  kindnefo  Vis  indolence  blaoi'd, 
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And  faid  he  would  choofe  him.but  that  he  mould  fear 


employment  of  trouble  he  never  could  bear. 

A  prelate  *  for  wit  and  for  eloquence  fam'd, 
Apollo  foon  niifs'd,  and  he  needs  not  be  nam'd; 
Since  amid*}  a  whole  bench,  of  which  fome  are  fo 

bright, 
No  one  of  them  mines  fo  learn'd  and  polite. 

To  Shivpen,  Apollo  was  cold  with  refpedt,    • 
Since  he  for  the  ftate  could  the  mufes  neglect : 
But  faid,  in  a  greater  affembly  he  fhin'd, 
Apd  places  were  things  he  had  ever  dcclin'd. 

Trap,  Young,  and  Vanbrugh,  expected  reward, 
For  fome  things  writ  well :  but  Apollo  declat'd 
That  <>ne  was  too  flat,  the  other  too  rough, 
And  the  third  fure  already  had  places  enough. 

Pert  Budgell  came  next,  and,  demanding  the  bays, 
Said,  thofe  works  muft  be  good,  which  had  Adoi- 

fon's  praife  ; 

But  Apollo  reply 'd,  Child  Euflace,  'tis  known, 
Moft  authors  will  p-aife  whatfoever's  their  own. 

When  Philips  came  forth,  as  ftarch  as  a  Quaker, 
Whofe  fimple  profeilion's  a  pailoral-maker; 
/tpollo  advib'd  him  from  playhoufe  to  keep, 
And  pipe  to  nought  clfe  but  his  dog  and  his  fliecp. 

Hilghes,  Fenton,  and  Gay,  came  laft  in  the  train, 
Too  modeft  to  afk  for  the  crown  they  would  gain  : 
Phoebus  thought  them  too  bathful,  and  faid  they 

would  need 
More  boldnefs,  if  ever  they  hop'd  to  fucceed. 

Apollo,  now  driven  to  a  curfed  qnahdary, 

Was  wiftiing  for  Swift,  or  the  fanVd  .Lady  Mary  : 

Nay,  had  honeft  Tom  Southerne  but  been  within 

call- 
But  at  laft  he  grew  wanton,  and  laugh'd  at  them  all : 

And  fo  fpying  one  who  came  only  to  gaze, 
A  hater  of  verfe,  and  defjifer  of  plays; 
Tx>  him  in  great  form,  without  any  delay, 
(Though  a  zealous  fanatic)  prefented  the  bay. 

AH  the  wits  flood  aftonifh'd  at  hearing  the  god 
So  gravely  pronounce  an  election  fo  odd; 
And  though  Prior  and  Pope  only  laugh'd  in  his  face, 
Moft  others  were  ready  to  fink  in  the  place. 

Yet  fome  thought  the  vacancy  open  was  kept, 
Concluding  the  bigot  would  never  accept : 
But  the  hypocrite  told  them,  he  well  underftood, 
Though  the  function  was  wicked,  the  ftipend  was 
good. 

At  laft  in  rufli'd  Eufden,  and  cry'd,  "  Who  (hall 
have  it,  [it  ?" 

"  But  I,  the  true  laureat,  to  whom  the  king  gave 

Apollo  begg'd  pardon,  and  granted  his  claim  ; 

But  vow'd,  though,  till  then,  he  ne'er  heard  of  his 
name. 

*  Dr.  Attcrbyry,  Bifliop  of  Rocliellcr. 


ON  THE  TIMES. 

SINCE  in  vain  cur  parfons  teach, 
Hear,  for  once,  a  poet  preach. 

Vice  has  loft  its  very  name, 
Skill  and  cozenage  thought  the  fame; 
Only  playing  well  the  game. 
Foul  contrivance*  we  fee 
CalJ'ci  but  ingenuity  : 
Ample  fortunes  often  made 
Out  of  frauds  ip  every  trade,     » 
Which  an  aukward  child  afford  . 
Enough  to  wed  the  greateft  lord. 
The  mifer  llarves  to  raife  a  fon, 
But,  if  once;  the  fool  is  gone, 
Years  of  thrift  fcarce  jerve  a  day, 
Rake-hell  fquanders  all  away. 
Hufbands  feeking  for  a  place, 

Or  toiling  for  .their  pay  ; 
While  their  wives  undo  their  race 

By  petticoats  and  play  : 
Breeding  boys  to_  drink  arid  dice, 
Carrying  girls  to  comedies,. 
Where  mama's  intrigues  arc  mown, 
Which  ere  long  will  be. their  own. 
Having  firft  at  fcrmon  flqn,          j| 
Tedious  day  is  weekly  kept     . 
By  worfe  hypocrites  than  men, 
Till  Monday  comes  to  cheat. again. 
Ev'n  among  the  nobieft-born, 
Moral  virtue  is  a  fcorn; 
Gratitude,  but  rare  at  beft, 
And  fidelity  a  jefL 
All  our  wit  but  party-mock", 
All  our  wifdom  raifing  {locks  : 
Counted  folly  to  defend 
Sinking  fide,  or  falling  friend. 
.Long  an  officer  may  ferve, 
Prais'd  and  wounded,  he  may  ftarve  : 
No  receipt,  to  make  him  rife, 
Like  inventing  loyal  lies. 
We,  whofe  anceftors  have  {hin'd 

In  arts  of  peace,  and  fields  of  fame, 
To  ill  and  iolenefs  inclin'd, 

Now  are  grown  a  public  fhame. 
Fatal  that  inteftine  jar? 
Which  proddc'd  our  civil  war ! 
Ever  fince,  how  fad  a  race  '. 
Scnfelefs,  violent,  and  bafe  ! 


ON  THE  DUKE  OF  YORK 
BANISHED  TO  BRUSSELS. 

I  FEEL  a  {Irange  impulfe,  a  ftrong  defire, 

(For  what  vain  thoughts  will  not  a  mufe  infpire  ?) 

To  Cng  on  lofty  fubje«ib,  anJ  to  raife 

My  own  low  fame,  by  writing  Js.n-.es's  praife. 

Oft'  have  we  heard  the  wonders  of  his  you:h, 
Obferv'd  thofe  feeds  of  fortitude  and  truth, 
Which  fince  have  fpread  fo  wide,  fo  wondrous  high, 
The  good  diftrcfa'  J  beneath  that  {belter  lie. 
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In  arms  more  active  than  ev'n  war  requir'd, 
And  in  the  midfl  of  mighty  chiefs  admir'd. 
Of  all  Heaven's  gift?,  no  temper  isfo  rare, 
As  fo  much  courage  mix'd  with  fo  much  care. 
When  martial  fire  makes  all  the  fpirjtg  boil, 
And  forces  youth  to  military  toil ; 
No  wonder  it  (hould  fi<  rcely  then  engage  : 
Women  themfelves  will  venture  in  a  rage  : 
But  in  the  midft  of  all  that  furious  heat, 
While  fo  intent  on  actions  brave  and  great, 
for  other  lives  to  feel  fuch  tender  fears, 
And,  carclefs  of  his  own,  to  care  for  theirs, 
Is  thar  compofure  which  a  hero  makes, 
And  which  illuftrious  York  alone  partakes, 
With  that  great  man  *,  whoft:  fame  has  flown  f->  far, 
Who  taught  him  firft  the  noble  art  of  war. 

Oh,  wondrous  pair!  whom  equal  virtues  crown, 
Oh  worthy  of  each  other's  vaft  renown  ! 
None  but  Turenne  with  York  could  glory  fhare, 
And  none  but  York  delerve  fo  great  a  matter's  care. 

Scarce  was  he  come  to  blefs  his  native  ifle, 
And  reap  the  foft  reward  of  glorious  toil, 
But,  like  Alcides,  ftill  new  dangers  cull 
His  courage  forth,  and  ftil!  he  vanquifh'd  all. 

At  fea,  that  bloody  fcene  of  boundlefs  rage, 
Where  floating  caftles  in  fierce  flames  engage 
(Where  Mars  himfelf  does  frowningly  command, 
And  by  lieutenants  only  fights  at  land); 
For  his  own  fame  howe'er  he  fought  before, 
For  England'*  honour  yet  he  ventur'd  more. 

In  thofe  black  times,  when,  fadtion  raging  high, 
Valour  and  Innocence  were  forc'd  to  fly, 
With  York  they  fled  ;  but  not  depreft  his  mind, 
Still,  like  a  diamond  in  the  dufl,  it  fliin'd. 
When  from  afar  his  drooping  friends  beheld 
How  in  diftrefs  he  ev'n  himfelf  excell'd  ; 
How  to  his  envious  fate,  his  country's  frown, 
His  brother's  will,  he  facrific'd  his  own; 
They  rais'd  their  hearts,  and  never  doubted  more 
But  that  juft  Heaven  would  all  our  joys  reftore. 

So  when  black  clouds  furround  heaves 's  glori 
ous  face, 

Tempeftuous  darknefs  covering  all  the  place, 
If  we  difcern  but  the  leaft  glimmering  ray 
Of  that  bright  orb  of  fire  which  rules  the  day, 
The  cheerful  fight  our  fainting  courage  warms  : 
Fk'd  upon  that  we  fear  no  future  harms. 


ON  THE  DEITY. 

WRETCHED  mankind1,  void  of  both  ftrength  and 
Dextrous  at  nothing  but  at  doing  ill !  [flcill! 

In  merit  humble,  in  pretenfions  high, 
Among  them  none,  alas  !  more  weak  than  I, 
And  none  more  blind  :  though  ftill  I  worthlefs 

thought 
The  beft  I  ever  fpoke,  or  ever  wrote. 

But  zealous  heat  exalts  the  humbleft  mind  ; 
Within  my  foul  fuch  fbrot.g  impulfe  I  find 
The  heavenly  tribute  of  due  praife  to  pay : 
Perhaps  'tis  facred,  and  I  muft  obey. 

*  Th"  M.ucfchal  cle  Turf  nne, 
VOL.  VII. 


Yet  fuch  the  fubje&s,  various,  and  fo  high, 
Stupendous  wonders  of  the  Deity! 
Miraculous  effedts  of  boundlefs  power  ! 
And  that  as  boundlefs  goodnefs  fhining  more  I 
All  thefe  fo  numberlefs  my  thoughts  attend, 
Oh  where  (hall  I  begin,  or  ever  end  t 

But  on  that  theme  which  ev'n  the  wife  abufe,} 
So  facred,  fo  fublime,  and  fo  abftrufe, 
Abruptly  to  break  off,  wants  no  excufe.  J 

While  others  vainly  ftrive  to  know  thee  more, 
Let  me  in  filent  reverence  adore ; 
Wiihing  that  human  power  were  higher  rais'd, 
Only  that  thine  might  be  more  nobly  prais'd  1 
Thrice  happy  angels  in  their  high  degree, 
Created  worthy  of  extolling  thee  ! 


PROLOGUE 

TO  THE 

ALTERATION  OF  JULIUS  CJESAR. 

HOPE  to  mend  Shakfpeare  !  or  to  match  his  flyle  I 
'  Fis  fuch  a  jeft  would  make  a  Stoic  fnnle. 
Too  fond  of  fame,  our  poet  foars  too  high, 
Yet  freely  owns  he  wants  the  wings  to  fly  ! 
So  fenfible  of  his  prefumptuous  thought, 
That  he  confefles  while  he  does  the  fault: 
This  to  the  fair  will  no  great  wonder  prove, 
Who  oft  iu  bluihes  yield  to  what  they  love. 

Of  greateft  actions,  and  of  nobleft  men, 
This  ftory  moft  deferves  a  poet's  pen  : 
For  who  can  wifh  a  fcene  more  juilly  fam'd, 
When  Rome  and  mighty  Julius  are  but  nam'd  ! 
That  Hate  of  heroes  who  the  world  had  brav'd  ! 
That  wondrous  man  who  fuch  a  ftate  enflav'd  '. 
Yet  l(-)th  he  was  to  take  fo  rough  a  way, 
And  after  govern'd  with  fo  mild  a  fway. 
At  diftance  now  of  feventeen  hundred  years, 
Methinks  a  lovely  ravi'her  appears  ; 
Whom,  though  forbid  by  virtue  to  excufe, 
A  nymph  might  pardon  and  could  fcarce  refufe. 


CHORUSES  IN  JULIUS  CJESAR. 


CHORUS  I. 

i. 
WHITHER  is  Roman  honour  gone  ? 

Where  is  your  ancient  virtue  now  ? 
That  valour,  which  fo  bright  has  (hone, 
And  with  the  wings  of  conqueft  flown, 

Muft  to  a  haughty  matter  bow  :  [befide, 
Who,  with  our  toil,  our  blood,  aniall  we  have 
Gorges  his  ill-got  power,  his  humour,  and  his  pride. 

n. 
Fearlefs  he  will  his  life  expofe  ; 

So  does  a  lion  or  a  bear. 
His  very  virtues  threaten  thofc, 
Who  more  his  bold  ambition  fear. 
How  ftupid  wretches  we  appear, 
Aa 
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Who  round  the  w«rld  for  wealth  and  empire  rotm, 
Yet  never,  never  think  what  Haves  we  are  at  heme ! 

'in. 
Did  men  for  this  together  join, 

Quitting  the  free  wild  life  of  Nature  ? 
What  other  bead  did  e'er  defign 
The  fetting  up  his  fellow-creature, 
And  of  two  mifehiefs  choofe  the  greater  ? 
Oh  !  rather  than  be  Haves  to  bold  imperious  men, 
Give  us  our  wildnefs,  and  our  woods,  our  huts  and 
caves  again. 

IV. 

There,  fecure  from  lawlefs  fway,  • 

Out  of  pride  or  envy's  way ; 

Living  up  to  nature's  rules, 

Not  deprav'd  by  knaves  and  fools;  [fheep, 
Happily  we  all  fhould  live,  and  harmlefs  as  our 
And  at  laft  as  calmly  die  as  infants  fall  afleep. 


CHORUS    II. 

Lo  !  to  prevent  this  mighty  empire's  doom, 
From  bright  unknown  abodes  of  blifs  I  come, 
The  awful  genius  of  majeftic  Rome. 

Great  is  her  danger  :  but  I  will  engage 
Some  few,  the  mafter-fouls  of  all  this  age, 
To  do  an  a&  of  juft  heroic  rage. 

'Tis  hard,  a  man  fo  great  fhould  fall  fo  low  ; 
More  hard  to  let  fo  brave  a  people  bow,       [now. 
To  one  themfelves  have  rais'd,  who  fcorns  them 

Yet  oh  !  I  grieve  that  Brutus  fhould  be  ftain'd, 
Whofe  life,  excepting  this  one  a<St,  remain'd 
So  pure,  that  future  times  will  think  it  feign'd. 

But  only  he  can  make  the  reft  combine; 
The  very  life  and  foul  of  their  dcfign, 
The  centre,  where  thofe  mighty  fpirits  join. 

Unthinking  men  no  fort  of  fcruple  make ; 
Others  do  'ill,  only  for  mifehiefs  fake  ; 
But  ev'n  the  beft  are  guilty  by  nuftake. 

Thus  fome  for  envy,  or  revenge,  intend 
To  bring  the  bold  ufurper  to  his  end ; 
But  for  his  country  Brutus  ftabs  his  friend. 


CHORUS    III. 

BY  TWO  AERIAL  FT1RJT!. 
I.  » 

TELI.  me,  oh  !  tell  me,  whence  arife 
Thele  diforders  in  our  fkies  ? 
Rome.'s  great  genius  wildly  gaz'd, 
And  the  gods  feem  all  amaz'd. 

n. 

Know,  in  fight  of  this  day's  fun, 
Such  a  deed  is  to  be  done, 


Black  enough  to  fliroud 

Of  all  this  world  in  difmal  night. 

i. 
What  is  this  deed  ? 

n. 

To  kill  a  man, 

The  greateft  fince  mankind  began  : 
Learned,  eloquent  and  wife, 
Generous,  merciful,  and  brave  ? 

i. 

Yet  not  too  great  a  facrifice, 
The  liberty  of  Rome  to  fave. 

n. 

But  will  not  goodnefs  claim  regard, 
And  does  not  worth  defervc  reward  I 

i. 

Does  not  their  country  lie  at  flake  ? 
Can  they  do  too  much  f«r  her  fake  ?  j 

Botb  Spirits  together. 

Though  dreadful  be  this  doom  of  fafe, 
Juft  is  that  power  which  governs  all : 
Better  this  wondrous  man  fhould  fall, 

Than  a  nioft  glorious,  virtuous  ftate. 


CHORUS    IV. 

How  great  a  curfe  has  Providence 
Thought  fit  to  caft  on  human  kind  ! 

Learning-,  courage,  eloquence, 

The  gentleft  nature,  nobleft  mind, 

Were  intermixt  in  one  alone  ; 

Yet  in  one  moment  overthrown. 

Could  chance,  or  fenfelefs  atoms,  joi» 
To  form  a  foul  fo  great  as  his  ? 

Or  would  thofe  powers  we  hold  divine 
Deftroy  their  own  chief  mafter-piece  ? 

Where  fo  much  difficulty  lies, 

The  doubtful  are  the  only  wife. 

And,  what  muft  more  perplex  our  thoughts^ 
Great  Jove  the  beft  of  Romans  fends, 

To  do  the  very  worft  of  fault*, 

And  kill  the  kiadeft  of  his  friends. 

All  this  is  far  above  our  reach, 

Whatever  priefts  prefume  to  preach. 


PROLOGUE  TO  MARCUS  BRUTUS. 

OUR  fcene  is  Athens.     And,  great  Athens  nam'd, 
What  foul  fo  dull  as  not  to  be  infiam'd  ? 
Methinks,  at  mentioning1  that  lac  red  place, 
A  reverend  awe  appears  in  every  face, 
For  men  fo  fam'd,  of  fuch  prodigious  parts, 
As  taught  the  world  all  fcience$  and  arts. 
Amicift  all  ihefe  ye  fhail  behold  a  man 
The  moil  applauded  fincc  mankind  began, 
Outfhining  ev'n  thofe  Greeks  who  moil  excel, 
Whole  life  was  one  fu'd  courfc  of  doing  wclL 


SCELLANIIS. 


Oh  !  who  can  therefore  without  tears  attend 
On  fuch  a  life,  and  fuch  -a  fatal  end  ? 

But  here  our  author,  befides  other  faults 
Of  ill  expreffions,  and  of  vulgar  thoughts, 
Commits  one  crime  that  needs  an  a£t  of  grace, 
And  breaks  the  law  of  unity  of  place  : 
Yet  to  fuch  noble  patriots,  overcome 
By  factious  violence,  and  banifii'd  Rome, 
Athens  alone  a  fit  retreat  could  yield; 
And  where  can  Brutus  fall,  but  in  Philippi  field  ? 

Some  critics  judge  ev'n  love  itfelf  too  mean 
A  care  to  mix  in  fuch  a  lofty  fcehe, 
And  with  thofe  ancient  bards  of  Greece  believe 
Friendfhip  has  ftronger  charms  to  pleafe  or  grieve; 
But  our  more  amorous  poet,  finding  love 
Amidft  all  other  cares,  ftill  fhines  above, 
Lets  not  the  beft  of  Romans  end  their  lives 
"Without  juft  foftnefs  for  the  kindeft  wives. 
Yet,  if  ye  think  his  gentle  nature  fuch 
As  to  have  foften'd  this  great  tale  too  much, 
Soon  will  your  eyes  grow  dry,  and  paflion  fall, 
"When  ye  refled  'tis  all  but  conjugal. 

This  to  the  few  and  knowing  was  addreft; 
And  now  'tis  fit  I  flrould  falute  the  reft. 

Moft  reverend  dull  judges  of  the  pit, 
By  nature  curs'd  with  the  wrong  fide  of  wit  I 
You  need  not  care,  whate'er  you  fee  to-night, 
How  ill  fome  players  a<St,  or  poets  write; 
-Should  our  miftakes  be  never  fo  notorious, 
You'll  have  the  joy  of  being  more  cenforiois  : 
Show  your  fmall  talent  then,  let  that  fuffice  yc; 
But  grow  not  vain  upon  it,  I  advife  ye  : 
Each  petty  critic  can  objections  raife, 
The  greatcft  (kill  is  knowing  when  to  praife. 


CHORUSES  IN  MARCUS  BRUTUS. 


•f  CHORUS    III, 

i. 

!)ARK  is  the  maze  poor  mortals  tread  j 

Wifdom  itfelf  a  guide  will  need  : 
We  little  thought,  when  Csefar  bled, 

That  a  worfe  Caefar  would  fucceed. 
And  are  we  under  fuch  a  curfe, 
We- cannot  change  but  for  the  worfe  ? 

n. 
With  fair  pretence  of  foreign  force, 

By  which  Rome  muft  herfelf  enthral ; 
Thefe,  without  blufhes  or  rernorfe, 

Proicribe  the  beft,  impoverifii  all. 

t  Ses  the.firft  and  fecond  chorufes,  in  the  Poems  of  Mr. 


The  Gauls  themfelves,  our  greateft  foe», 
Could  acl  no  mifchiefs  worfe  than  thofe. 

in. 
That  Julius,  with  ambitious  thoughts, 

Had  virtues  too,  his  foes  could  find; 
Thefe  equal  him  in  all  his  faults, 

But  never  in  his  noble  mind. 
That  free-born  fpirits  fhould  obey 
Wretches,  who  know  not  how  to  fway! 

IV. 

Late  we  repent  our  hafty  choice, 
In  vain  bemoan  lo  quick  a  turn. 
Hark  all  to  Rome's  united  voice!! 

Better  that  we  a  while  had  borne 
Ev'n  all  thofe  ills  which  moft  difpleafe, 
Than  fought  a  cure  far  worfe  than  the  difcafc< 


CHORUS    IV. 

OUR  vows  thus  cheerfully  we  fing, 

While  martial  mufic  fires  our  blood ; 
Let  all  the  neighbouring  echoes  ring 

With  clamours  for  our  country's  good : 
And,  for  reward,  of  the  juft  gods  we  claim 
A  life  with  freedom,  or  a  death  with  fame. 

May  Rome  be  freed  from  war's  alarms, 

And  taxes  heavy  to  be  borne ; 
May  fhe  beware  of  foreign  arms, 

And  fend  them  back  with  noble  fcorn  : 
And,  for  reward,  &c. 

May  flie  no  more  confide  in  friends, 
Who  nothing  farther  underftood, 

Than  only,  for  their  private  ends, 

To  watte  her  wealth,  and  fpill  her  blood  • 
And,  for  reward,  &c. 

Our  fenators,  great  Jove,  reftrain 

From  private  piques,  they  prudence  callj 
From  the  low  thoughts  of  little  gain, 

And  hazarding  the  ioluig  all : 
And,  for  reward,  &c. 

The  finning  arms  with  hafte  prepare, 

Then  to  the  glorious  combat  fly ;        1 
Our  minds  unclogg'd  with  farther  care* 

Except  to  overcome  or  die  : 
And,  for  reward,  &c. 

They  fight,  opprefllon  to  increafe, 
We  for  our  liberties  and  laws ; 
It  were  a  fin  to  doubt  fuccefs, 

When  freedom  is  the  noble  caufe : 
And,  for  reward,  of  the  juft  gods  we  claim 
A  life  with  freedom,  or  »  death  with  fame, 
A*  J 
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THE   LIFE    OF  PRIOR. 


OF  Matthew  Prior,  eminent  as  he  was,  bath  as  a  poet  and  a  ftatefman,  the  memorials  that  have 
been  left  by  his  contemporaries,  are  difproportionate  to  the  dignity  of  his  employments,  and  the 
extent  of  his  reputation. 

He  was  born  July  31.  1664,  according  to  fome,  at  Winborne  in  Dorfetlhire,  of  parents  whofe 
rank  is  unfettled ;  others  fay,  that  he  was  the  fon  of  Mr.  George  Prior,  a  joiner  and  citizen  of 
London. 

In  the  regifter  of  St.  John's  College,  Cambridge,  he  is  defigned,  at  his  admiflion,  by  the  prefi- 
dent,  of  Winborne  in  Midd'.efex ;  by  himfelf,  next  day,  of  Dorfei/lire,  in  which  county  Winborne  is 
found. "  When  he  flood  candidate  for  his  fellowship,  five  years  afterwards,  he  was  regiftered  again 
by  himfelf  as  of  Middlefex.  The  laft  record  ought  to  be  preferred,  becaufe  it  was  made  upon 
oath.  f 

It  is  obfervable,  that,  as  a  native  of  Winbarne,  he  is  Syled,  Fitiut  Georgii  Prior,  Generoft,  not  con 
fidently  with  the  common  account  of  the  meannefs  of  his  birth. 

His  father,  dying  when  he  was  very  young,  is  fuppofed  to  have  left  him  to  the  care  of  an  uncle, 
Mr.  Samuel  Prior,  a  vintner,  near  Chaiing-crofs;  who  difcharged  the  truft  repofed  in  him  with 
paternal  tendernefs,  as  he  himfelf  always  acknowledged  with  filial- gratitude. 

He  placed  him  for  fome  time  at  Weftminder  fchool,   under  Dr.  Bufby ;  but  not  intending  to 

give  him  any   education   beyond  that  of  the  fchool,  took  him,  when  he  was  well  advanced  in 

claffical  learning,  to  his  own  houfe  (the  Rummer  Tavern),   where  the  Earl  of  Dorfet  found  him 

'  by  chance,  as  Burnet  relates,  reading  Horace,  and  was  fo  well  plcafed  with  his  proficiency,  that 

he  undertook  the  care  and  expence  of  his  academical  education. 

He  was  admitted  of  St.  John'*  College,  Cambridge,  April  a.  1683  ;  and  on  the  $d  of  that  month 
was  appointed  a  ftbtlar  of  the  howfe,  on  the  Duchefs  of  Somerfet's  foundation,  by  her  own  nomi 
nation. 

The  fame  year,  he  wrote  a  copy  of  Latin  Verfes  on  tie  Marriage  of  George  Prince  of  Denmark,  and 
ibe  Lady  Anne,  printed  in  the  "  Hymenaaus  Cantabrigenfis"  1683,  with  the  fignature  of  A.  Prior  ; 
probably  from  the  prefident  of  the  college  not  knowing,  or  miflaking  his  Chriflian  name,  when 
he  gave  them  in  to  the  Uni-verftty  Infpcftors  for  their  approbation.  They  bear  internal  evidence  o£ 
being  written  by  one,  though  a  Frejlman,  ufed  to  write  Latin  verfe  in  agreat  fchool  under  a  great 
mader.  There  is  a  claflical  terfenefs  in  the  diction,  and  eafe  and  harmony  in  the  numbers.  The 
allufion  to  Martial's  admirable  lines  on  the  happy  married  pair,  (for  it  can  hardly  be  called  an  imita 
tion),  mows  the  tafte  of  a  maSer  at  the  years  of  a  boy. 

In  1686,  he  was  admitted  to  his  bachelor's  degree  ;  and  two  years  afterwards,  wrote  an  Ode  on 
Exodus  iii.  14. 1  am  that  I  am,  as  a  college  exercifc,  to  be  prefented  agreeable  to  the  eftablilhed  prac 
tice  of  St.  John's  College,  to  the  Earl  of  Exeter,  in  acknowledgment  of  a  benefactibn  enjoyed  by 
them  from  the  bounty  of  his  ancefior.  This  ode,  though  nothing  is  faid  of  its  fuccefs,  feems  to 
have  recommended  him  to  the  notice  of  the  Earl  of  Exeter  ;  for  his  verfes  to  the  Countefs  of  Exeter 
flaying  on  the  Lute,  the  Epijlh  to  Sir  Fleet-wood  Shefbard,  May  14.  1689.,  and  his  lines  on  the  famous 
fifture  of  Seneca  dying  in  a  Bath  at  Burleigh-houfe,  afford  reafon  for  imagining,  that  he  was  more  or 
lefs  converfant  with  that  family. 

The  year  before,  he  wrote,  in  conjunction  with  Charles  Montague,  Efq.  of  Trinity  College,  Tbt 
Hind  and  Panther,  tranf verted  to  the  Story  of  the  Country  jfyfoufe  pad.  City  Meufi;  printed  1687,  t°  ridicuic 

Dryden's "  Hind  and  Panther,"  publilh«d  in  1686 

A  »  »«j 
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Thi»  humorous  performance  procured  its  author  more  folid  advantages  than  the  pleafnre  of  fret 
ting  Dryden,  who  thought  it  hard,  that  "  an  old  man  fh  mid  be  fo  treared  by  thofe  to  whom  he 
had  always  been  civil,"  for  they  were  bothfpeedily  preferred.  Montague  obtained  the  firft  notice, 
vrith  fome  degree  of  difcontent,  as  it  teems,  in  Prior. 

My  friend  Charles  Montague's  preferr'd, 

Nor  would  I  have  it  long  obferv'd. 

That  <Mie  Moufe  eats,  whale  t'other'*  ftarv'd. 

He  had  not  much  reafon  to  complain,  for  having  been  invited  to  London  by  his  patron,  the  Earl 
of  Dorfet,  he  obtained  fuch  notice,  that  in  1691,  he  was  made  Secretary  to  the  Earl  of  Berkeley, 
Ambaflador  and  Plenipotentiary  from  King  William  at  the  Congrels  at  the  Hague,  in  which  wa» 
formed  the  grand  alliance  againft  Lewis  XIV. 

In  this  fp'.endid  initiation  into  public  bufinefs,  his  conduit  was  fo  pleafing  to  the  King,  that  he 
made  him  one  of  the  Gentlemen  »f  his  Bed-chamber;  and  he  is  fuppofcd  to  have  paffed  fomc  of 
the  next  years  in  the  quiet  cultivation  of  literature  and  poetry. 

On  the  death  of  Queen  Mary,  in  1695,  when  an  emulation  of  elegy  was  univerfal,  he  brought  hit 
tribute  of  tuneful  forrow,  among  the  reft,  in  a  long  Ode  frcfentedta  the  Ki-ig  on  His  MajeJIy's  arrival 
in  Holland,  of  which  the  language  might  be  cenfured  as  encomiaftic,  if  Mary's  virtues  did  not 
juflify  the  mofl  unqualified  praife. 

In  1697,  he  was  appointed  Secretary  to  the  Earls  of  Pembroke  and  Jerfcy,  and  Sir  Jofeph  Wil- 
liamfon,  Plenipotentiaries  at  the  treaty  of  Ryfwkk.  When  the  treaty  was  concluded,  he  received 
a  prefent  of  joo  guineas  from  the  Lords  Ju  :ices,  for  the  trouble  of  bringing  it  over  to 
England.  The  fame  year  he  was  made  Secretary  to  the  Lord  Lieutenant  of  Ireland. 

In  1698,  he  was  appointed  Secretary  to  the  Earl  of  Portland,  Atnbaffador  at  the  Court  of  France, 
where  he  is  faid  to  have  been  confidered  with  great  diftin<5Uor>. 

As  he  was  one  day  furveying  the  apartments^at  Vcrfailles,  being  mown  the  victories  of  Lewis, 
painted  by  Le  Brun,  and  silked,  whether  the  King  of  England's  palace  had  any  fuch  decorations  : 
*'  The  monuments  of  my  Mailer's  actions,"  faid  he,  "  are  to  be  feen  every  where  but  iu  his  own 
houfe." 

In  1699,  he  went  to  the  King  at  Loo,  from  whom,  after  a  long  audience,  he  carried  orders  to 
England ;  and,  upon  his  arrival,  was  made  Under  Secretary  in  the  office  of  the  Earl  of  Jerfey  ;  a 
place  which  he  did  not  retain  long,  having  been  ordered  back  to  Parin,  to  aflift  the  Ambaflador  in 
the  bufinefs  of  the  partition-treaty. 

In  1700,  he  was  created  Mailer  of  Arts,  by  Mandamus,  and  appointed  one  of  the  Commiffioner^ 
of  Trade. 

The  fame  year,  he  published  the  Carmen  Fetulare,  one  of  his  largeH  and  moft  fplendid  compofi- 
tions.  In  praife  of  King  William  he  exhaufts  all  his  powers  of  celebration.  William  lupplied  co 
pious  materials  for  tither  vtrle  or  profe.  His  whole  life  had  been  a-Sion  ;  and  he  poffeffed  the 
refplendent  qualities  of  fleady  refolution  and  peifonal  courage.  After  defending  his  own  country 
from  foreign  invafion,  and  delivering  ours  from  domeftic  uiurpation,  he  headed  a  confederacy, 
formed  by  his  wifdom  and  his  vigour,  againil  Lewis,  who  wiftied  to  reduce  England  under  the 
arbitrary  fway  of  a  tyrant  depending  on  himfelf,  and  to  fuhjugate  the  reft  of  Europe.  By  his  ef 
forts,  Lewis  was  flapped  in  his  ambitious  career,  and  compelled  to  ackno%vledge  that  man  as  Chief 
Magi  rate  of  England,  on  whom  th«  people  were  pleafed  to  confer  the  office.  Ends  more  noble 
than  he  puifued,  or  fuccefs  more  glorious  than  their  att?irmert,  cannot  well  be  imagined.  He 
was  really  in  Prior's  mind  -what  he  rcprcfeuts  him  in  his  ytrfes;  he  confidered  him  as  a  hero,  and 
was  accuftomed  to  fay,  that  he  precifad  others  in  compliance  with  the  faftiion;  but  that  in  celebrat 
ing  William,  he  followed  his  inclinations. 

In  the  parliament  that  met  in  1701,  he  was  chofen  recrefentative  of  Eaft-Grinftead.  His  election 
was  followed  by  a  change  of  his  party;  for  he  joined  the  Tories  in  voting  for  the  impeachment 
of  Lord  Somcrs,  and  the  other  Lords  charged  vi'.h  advifing  the  partition  trea'y,  in  which  he  him- 
frlf  hau  been  minillcriully  employed. 
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87  abandoning  the  Whigs,  with  whom  he  had  hitherto  avowedly  acVd  upon  principle,  and  to 
whom  he  owed  his  promotion,  his  character  and  conduct  wvre  chargeable  with  apparent  inconfift- 
ency  arid  ingratitude,  which  ingenuity  has  laboured  in  vain  to  juftify  or  explain. 

To  whatever  caufe  the  notorious  ddertioii  of  his  party  may  have  been  owing,  be  Ouck  at  no 
thing  to  ferve  his  new  friends;  and,  with  the  zeal  of  a  convert,  became  a  Tory,  fo  ardent  and  de 
terminate,  that  he  did  not  wiliingly  affociate  with  men  of  the  oppofite  party. 

Upon  the  fuccefs  of  the  war  wjth  France,  after  the  accefiion  of  Queen  Anne,  he  mowed"  his  de 
light,  with  the  poets  of  both  parties,  in  the  increafing  honour  of  his  country,  by  a  Letter  to  M. 
Boilea'j,  occafioned  by  the  viflary  at  Blenheim,  1704.  On  this  occafion  he  had  two  formidable  rivals  in 
Addifon  and  Philips. 

He  foon  after  publifhed  a  volume  of  poems,  with  a  dedication  to  Lionel  Earl  of  Dorfet  and 
Middlefex,  containing  an  elegant  but  encomiaftic  character  of  his  deceafed  patron,  Charles  Earl  of 
Dorfet,  which  does  honour  to  his  gratitude.  It  began  with  the  College  Exerclfe,  and  ended  with 
Henry  and  Emma. 

As  no  profperous  event  of  that  reign  paffed  undignified  by  poetry,  the  battle  of  Ramillies  foon  af 
terward^  excited  him  to  another  poetical  effort  in  honour  of  his  country,  in  his  Ode  on  tli  gloriovt 
Sttecefs  ofler  Majifly's  Arms  In  1706.  It  is  written  in  Spenfer's  ftanza,  and  is  perhaps  the  only 
compi  fition,  produced  by  the  battle  of  Ramillies,  which  is  now  remembered. 

Yet  he  afterwards  concurred  with  Harley  and  his  friends,  in  condemning  the  war  as  burdenfome, 
and  the  canduR  of  tie  Allies  as  unreafonable. 

The  intelligence  of  miuifterial  abufes,  the  avarice  of  generals,  the  tyranny  of  favourites,  and  the 
general  danger  of  approaching  ruin,  was  conveyed  in  a  paper,  called  The  Examiner,  written  by 
King,  Swift,  and  other  wics  of  the  party,  and  fometimes  by  Mrs.  Manley.  One  paper,  in  ridicule  of 
Garth's  verfes  on  Godolphin,1  was  written  by  Prior,  and  anfwered  by  Addifon,  in  the  Whig-Ex 
aminer. 

The  Tories,  having  driven  the  Whigs  from  court  and  from  power,  were  ia  hafte  to  end  the 
war,  and  Prior  was  fent  (July  1711)  privately  to  Paris  with  proportions  of  peace  ;  and,  after  return 
ing  with  Mefnager,  the  French  Plenipotentiary,  wa»  much  employed  in  the  negotiations  at  London  ; 
and  again  fent  to  Paris,  in  Auguft  1712/10  accommodate  fuch  matters  as  then  remained  unfettled 
in  the  Congrefs  at  Utrecht.  From  the  end  of  Auguft  1713,  he  had  the  appointment  and  rank  of 
an  Ambaflador,  though  attended  with  feme  perplexities  and  mortifications,  and  continued  till  the 
Qneen's  death. 

He  re  mained  at  Paris  alfo,  in  the  character  of  a  public  Minifter,  fomc  months  after  the  acceflion 
of  George  1.,  and  then  was  fucceeded  by  the  Earl  of  Stair. 

He  teturned  to  England  as  loon  as  he  was  enabled  to  discharge  the  debts  which  he  had  found  it 
neceffary  to  contract  ;  and,  upon  his  arrival  on  the  »jth  March  1715,  was  immediately  taken  up 
by  an  order  cf  the  Houfe  of  Commons,  and  foon  after  examined  by  a  committee  of  the  Privy 
Council. 

On  the  loth  of  June,  Walpole  moved  the  Houfe  for  an  impeachment  againfl  him,  on  a  charge 
of  high-trealon,  for  holding  clandefline  conferences  with  the  French  Plenipotentiary ;  and  on  the 
Ijth,  he  was  ordered  into  clofe  cuftcdy,  which  he  made  lefs  tedious  by  writing  his  Alma,or  tie  Pro~ 
grefs  of  tie  M:nd. 

In  1717,  when  an  act  of  grace  was  pafled,  he  was  cxcepttd ;  but,  at  the  clofe  of  the  year,  he  was 
difcharged. 

He  had  now,  at  the  age  of  fifty-three,  his  liberty;  but  he  had  nothing  e!fe;  having  yet  no  folid 
revenue,  but  from  the  fellowfhip  of  his  college,  which,  when,  in  his  exaltation,  he  was  cenfured  for 
retaining,  he  faid,  he  could  live  on  at  laft. 

Having  finiflied  his  Solomon^  he  was  encouraged  to  make  a  collection  of  his  poems,  and  to  publiJh 
them  in  folio  by  fubfcription.  The  expedient  fucceeded  by  the  induftryand  kindnefs  of  his  friends. 
The  price  of  the  volume  was  two  guineas  ;  the  whole  collection  was  four  thoufand ;  to  which  Lord 
Harley,  ion  of  the  Earl  cf  Oxford,  to  whom  he  had  invariably  adhered,  added  an  equal  fum  for 
the  purchafe  of  Downhall  in  Efles,  which  Prior  \vas  to  enjoy  during  his  life,  and  Harley  after  his 
deceafe,  4 
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'  Of  any  occurrences  in  his  remaining  life  there  is  no  account,  except  that  he  formed  a  deGgn  of 
writing  a  Hijloryofbh  o-wn  Time ;  but  had  made  very  little  progrefs  in  it,  when  a  lingering  fever 
carried  him  off,  the  l8th  of  September  1721,  in  the  5  7th  year  of  his  age. 

He  died  at  Wimpole,  a  feat  of  the  Earl  of  Oxford  near  Cambridge,  and  was  hurried  in  Weftmin- 
iler  Abbey,  where,  on  a  monument,  for  which  he  left  five  hundred  pounds,  is  engraven  this  epitaph^ 
written  by  Dr.  Robcrc  Frcind. 

Sui  temporin  Hiftoriam  meditantit 

Paulatim  obrepens  Febris 

Operi  fimul  et  vitae  filum  abrupit, 

Sept.  18.  An.  Dom.  1721.  JEtzt.  57. 

H.  S.  E. 
Vir  eximius 
Sereniflimis 

Regt  GULIELMO  Rcginaeque  MARIJE, 

In  Congreflione  Faederatorum 

H;igx,  anno  1690  celebrata, 

Deinde  Magnas  Britannia  Legatis, 

Turn  iis, 
Qui  anno  1697,  Pacem  RYSWIC^I  confecerunt, 

Turn  iis, 

^  Qui  apud  Gallos  annia  proximis  legationem  obierunt 

Ebdem  etram,  anno  1697,  in  Hibernia, 

SECRETARIUS; 
Nee  non  in  utroque  Honorabili  conceffu 

Eorum, 

Qui  anno  17*0,  ordinandis  commercii  negotiii^ 
Quique  anno  I7ll^diregendis  Portorii  rebut, 

Prefidebant, 
COMMISSION  ARIOS; 

Portremo 

-.          Ab  ANNA 

Feliciffimae  memorix  Regina 

Ad  LUDOVJCUM  XIV.  Galliae  Regem 

IVIiffus  anno  1711, 

De  Pace  ftabiiienda, 

(Pace  etiamnum  durante 

Diuque  ut  boni  jam  omnes  fperant  duratura) 

Cum  fumma  poteftate  Legatur 

MATHEJEUS  PRIOR, .Armiger; 

Qui 

Hos  omnes,  quibus  cumulatus  eft,  Titulog 
Humanitatis,  Ingenii,  Eruditionis  laude 

Superavit; 

Cui  enim  nafcenti  faciles  arriferant  Mufas. 
Hunc  Puerum  Schola  hie  Regia  perpolivit; 

Juvenem  in  Cellegio  Sti.  Johanni* 
Cantubrigia  optimis  fcientiis  inftruxit ; 

Virum  deniqne  auxit;  et  perfecit 
Multa  cum  viris  Principibus  confu^tudo; 

Ita  natus,  ita  inftitutus, 

A  Vatum  Choro  avelli  nunquam  potuit, 

Sed  folebat  faspe  rerum  civilium  gravitatem 

Amasniorum  Literarum  ftutiiis  condire; 

Et  cum  omne  adeo  Poetices  genus 

Haud  infeliciter  tentaret, 
Turn  in  Fabellis  concinne  lepideque  texendis 

Mirus  Artifex 
Neminem  habuit  parem. 
Haec  liberalis  .-nimi  oblcdamenta; 
Quam  nullo  Illi  laborc  conftiterenr, 
Facile  ii  perfpexere  qujbus  ufus  eft  amici, 
Apud  quos  Urbanitatem  et  leporum  plenus 
Cum  ad  rem,  quxcunque  forte  inciderat 
Aptc  varie  copiofu^ue  alluderet, 
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Interea  nihil  quasfitum,  nihil  vi  expreffum 

Videbatur, 

Sed  omnia  ultroefiluefe, 
Et  quafi  jugi  e  fonte  affatim  exuberarc, 

Ifa  fuos  tandem  dubios  reliquit, 
Effetne  in  fcriptis,  pocta  elegantior 
An  in  convictu  comes  jucundior. 

His  poems  were  reprinted,  with  additions,  by  Samuel  Humphreys,  Efq.,  in  3  volumes  8vo.,  1733  ; 
jmd  in  174*,  came  out  The '  Hijlory  of  bis  oun  Timt;a,  performance  little  worthy  of  him,  and  undoubt 
edly  little  of  it  is  his. 

•  The  character  of  Prior  as  a   ftatefman  belongs  to  general  hiftory.     Of  his  private  character, 
and  familiar  habits,  very  little    is  known.     Tradition  represents  him  as  uniting  the  elegance  and 
pclitenefs  of  a  courtier  with  the  fcholar  and  the  man  of  genius ;  yet  willing  to   defcend  from 
the  dignity  of  the  poet  and  ftatefman  to  the  low  delights  of  mean  company.     The  CUoc,  whom  he 
celebrates,  was  probably  fometimes  ideal;  but   the    woman  with  whom  he  cohabited  was  of  the 
lowed  rank.    "  His  opinions,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  as.  far  as  the  means  of  judging  are  left  us, 
feem  te  have  been  right ;  but  his  life  was,  it  feems,  irregular,  negligent,  and  fenfual." 

•  As  a  poet,  he  holds  the  firft  rank  for  elegance  and  correctnefs,  by  the  fuffrage  of  all  men  of  tafte. 
His  works  may  be  diftinctly  confidered  as  comprifing    Tales,  Love  Verfes,   Occaftenal  Poems,  Alma, 

and  Solomon.  His  Talcs  are  univerfally  admired,  being  written  with  great  familiarity  and  great 
fprightlinefs ;  the  language  is  eafy,  but  feldom  grofs,  and  the  numbers  fmooth  without  the^appear- 
ance  of  carea 

In  his  Love  Verfes  hels  lefs  happy ;  for  they  are  not  dictated  by  nature  or  by  paffion.  They  have 
the  coldnefs  of  Cowley,  without  his  wit,  and  abound  in  mythological  fictions,  which  excite  no  ten- 
dernefs.  From  this  cenfure,  however,  the  diftrefsful  dramatic  dialogue  of  Henry  and  Emma,  para- 
phrafed  from  the  "  Not-browne  Mayde,1'  muft  be  excepted. 

<  The  "  Not-browne  Mayde"  firft  appeared  in-Arnolde's  "  Chronicle  or  Cuftoms  of  London,"  print 
ed  in  Ijai.  It  was  revived  in  a  collection,  called, "  The  Monthly  Mifcellany,  or  Memoirs  for  the 
Curious,"  printed  in  1707,  with  a  preface,  in  which  it  is  faid  to  have  been  three  hundred  years  old. 
Fortunately  for  modern  poetry,  thit  republication  fuggefted  it  to  the  notice  of  Prior,  who,  perhaps 
from  the  fame  fource,  might  have  adopted  this  hafty  conjecture,  that  it  was  coeval  with  the  com 
mencement  of  the  fifteenth  century. 

The  author  of  this  ancient  ballad,  has  fliown  no  common  Ikill  in  contriving  a  dialogue,  which 
powerfully  detains  the  attention,  and  interefts  the  paffions  by  a  conftant  fucceflion  of  fufycnfe  and 
pleafure,  of  anxiety  and  fatisfaction.  Nor  is  his  invention  Jefs  commendable  in  imagining  the  modes 
of  trying  the  Lady's  patience,  and  in  feigning  fo  many  new  fituations;  which,  at  the  fame  time, 
opens  a  way  to  defcription,  and  to  a  variety  of  new  fceiies  and  images. 

Prior  has  not  clofely  copied  the  caft  of  the  original.  He  prefuppofcs  a  long  connection  between 
the  lovers,  which  is  attended  with  the  warmeft  profeflioijs  of  a  reciprocal  paflion.  Henry's  hypo- 
crify  is  not  characteriftically  nor  confidently  fuftained.  He  frequently  talks  in  too  refptctful  and 
complaifant  a  ftyle.  After  fo  many  mutual  protnifes  and  proteftations,  to  have  made  him  more  ob 
durate,  would  have  enhanced  the  fufferingsand  the  fincerity  of  the  amiable  Emma. 

Dr.  Johnfon  has  called  Henry  and  Emma  "  a  dull  and  tedious  dialogue,  which  excites  neither  efteem 
for  the  man,  nor  tendernefs  for  the  woman."  The  writer  of  this  narrative  ii  not  afhamed  to  con- 
fcfs  that  it  has  made  him  weep  ;  nor  prevented,  by  the  appearance  of  feme  flight  defects,  from  rank 
ing  it  with  the  moft  beautiful  and  interefting  poems  in  the  Englifh  language. 

His  occafional  poems  neceflarily  loft  part  of  their  popularity  with  the  fluctuation  of  public  opi 
nion;  but  the  burlefque  of  Boileau  on  Namur,  the  Efiflle  to  Boileau,  the  Oda  to  the  King,  the  poenx 
0*1  the  Battle  of  Ramillies,  and  the  Carmen  Seculars,  are  preferved  by  their  inherent  excellence;  the 
Jaft  was  tranflated  into  Latin  by  Mr.  Dibbcn. 

The  Epiloguei  to  Smith's  "  Phaedra  and  Hippolitus,"  and  to  Mrs.  Manley's"  Lucius,"  are  happily 
facetious.  Tie  Epljllet  to  Sir  Fleet-wood  Shepherd  are  humorous  and  familiar.  His  Epigrams  and 
lighter  pieces  are  fometimes  elegant  and  fometimes  trifling.  Among  the  Left  are  the  Camelion,  and 
l\r  epitaph  on  John  and  Joan.  The  Ode  en  tie  death  of  Colonel  fillitrs  is  tender  and  iaterefting.  I'lio 
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verfion  of  Callimaetus  is  fufiiciently  liccntioui.  The  paraphrafc  on  St.  fauft  culortatlen  tt  Clarity  i* 
eminently  beautiful. 

His  Alma  is  a  profcfled  imitation  of  Hudibras,  which  it  excels  in  verfification,  and  is  fcarccly  in 
ferior  to  it  in  exuberance  of  matter  and  variety  of  illustration.  It  has  as  many  admirer*  as  readers, 
and  was  the  only  poem  of  Prior's,  of  which  Pope  faid,  that  he  fhould  wifh  to  be  the  author. 

Solomon  is  his  largeft  and  moft  elaborate  performance,  and  to  which  he  entrufted  the  protection 
cf  his  name.  It  cannot  be  denied,  that  he  has  infufed  into  it  much  knowledge  and  much  thought; 
that  he  has  often  polifhed  it  to  elegance,  often  dignified  it  with  fplendor,  and  fometimes  heightened 
it  tc  fublimity ;  but  the  power  of  engaging  attention  and  alluring  curiofity  is  wanting.  This  defect  doe« 
not  proceed  from  the  uniformity  of  the  fubjedr.,  for  it  is  fufficiently  diverfified,  but  from  the  comi- 
ru-'d  tenour  of  the  narration,  in  which  Solomon  relates  the  fucceffivc  viciflitudes  of  his  own  mind, 
without  the  intervention  of  any  other  fpeaker,  or  agent,  except  Abra. 

"  Yet  is  the  work,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  far  from  deferving  to  be  neglected.  He  that  fhall  perufe 
it  will  be  able  to  mark  many  paffages,  to  which  he  may  recur  for  inftruclion  or  delight ;  manj 
from  which  the  poet  may  learn  to  write  and  the  philofophcr  to  reafon. 

Of  Pr'or  it  is  remarkable,  that  no  eulogy  is  to  be  found  in  the  writings  of  the  contemporary 
poets.  The  profe  writers,  however,  have  made  him  ample  amends/or  the  envy  or  negled  of  hit 
brethren. 

"  M  .  Prior,"  fays  Dr.  Fclton,  "  enjoys  the  freeft  and  eafieft  mufe  in  the  world,  and  perhaps  is 
the  only  man  who  may  rival  Horace  in  an  admirable  felicity  of  expreffion,  both  in  the  fublime  and 
familiar  way.  Like  our  celebrated  Cowley  he  hath  excelled  in  all  kinds  of  poetry.  In  his  works 
we  meet  an  affembly  of  the  mufes.  Since  the  Raman  S-wan  expired,  none  hath  taken  bolder  and 
happier  flights,  or  touched  the  lyre  with  a  more  mafterly  hand ;  and  fince  Chaucer's  days,  none 
hath  to!d  a  merry  or  heroic  tale  fo  well." 

His  chara&er  is  given  by  Dr.  Johnfon  lefs  favourably ;  but  with  admirable  precifion,  difcrimina- 
tion,  and  force.  He  allows  him  wit,  art,  and  laboured  metre,  but  not  gepius  ;  a  judgment  in  which, 
it  is  believed,  the  readers  of  poetry  will  not  generally  acquiefce. 

"  If  Prior's  poetry  be  generally  confidered,"  fays  our  great  poetical  biographer,  "  his  praife  will 
tic  that  of  corre<3nefs  and  incluftry,  rather  than  pf  compafs  of  comprehenfion  or  activity  of  fancy. 
He  never  made  any  effort  of  invention;  his  greater  pieces  arc  only  tiflues  of  common  thoughts; 
and  his  fmaller,  which  confift  of  light  images  or  fmgle  conceits,  are  not  always  his  own.  What  he 
has  valuable,  he  owes  to  his  diligence  and  his  judgment.  His  diligence  has  juftly  placed  him  amongft 
the  mod  correct  of  the  Englifh  poets;  and  he  was  one  of  the  firft  that  rcfolutely  endeavoured  at 
correclnefs.  He  never  facrifices  accuracy  to  hade,  nor  indulges  himfclf  in  contemptuous  negligence, 
or  impatient  idlenefs  ;  he  has  no  cartlefs  lines,  or  entangled  fentiments;  hi*  words  are  nicely  feleded, 
and  his  thoughts  fully  expanded. 

"  Prior  is  never  low,  nor  very  often  fublime.  Whatever  he  obtains  above  mediocrity,  feems  the 
effort  of  flruggle  and  of  toil.  He  has  many  vigorous,  but  few  happy  lines;  he  ha»  every  thing  by 
purchafe,  and  nothing  by  gift ;  he  had  no  nightly  I'ifttatitns  of  the  mule,  no  infufions  of  fcntiment  or 
felicities  of  fancy.  His  didlion,  however,  is  more  his  own  than  that  of  any  among  the  fucceffors  of 
Dryden  ;  he  borrows  no  lucky  turns,  or  commodious  modes  of  language  from  his  predeceflbrs.  Hi» 
phrafesare  original;  but  they  are  fometinus  harfh;  as  he  inherited  no  elegancies,  none  has  he  be 
queathed.  His  exprcflion  has  every  mark  cf  laborious  ftudy;  the  line  feldom  feems  to  have  been 
formed  at  cnce ;  the  words  did  not  come  till  they  were  called,  and  were  then  put  by  conftraint 
into  their  places,  where  they  do  their  duty,  but  do  it  fullenly.  In  his  greater  compofitions  there 
nriay  be  found  more  rigid  ftatelinefs  than  graceful  dignity. 

"  His  numbers  are  fuch  as  mere  diligence  may  attain;  they  feldom  offend  the  ear,  and  feldom 
foothe  it;  they  commonly  want  airinefs,  lightnefs,  and  facility;  what  is  fmooth  is  not  foft.  His 
verfes  always  roll  ;  but  they  feldom  flow  ! 

?'  A  furvi  y  of  the  life  and  writing*  of  Prior  may  exemplify  a  feutence  which  he  doubtlefs  under- 
flood  well  when  he  read  Horace  at  his  uncle's  :  "  The  vcflel  long  retains  the  1'cent  which  it  firft  re 
ceives."  In  liis  private  relaxation,  he  revived  the  tavern ;  and  in  his  amorous  pedantries  he  exhi 
bited  the  college ;  but  on  higher  occafions,  and  nobler  fubjecls,  when  habit  was  overpowered  by 
the  ntccflity  cf  reflection,  he  wanted  net  wifdcm  as  a  flatefman,  nor  elegance  as  a  poet.* 
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To  the  Right  Honourable 

LIONEL  EARL  OF  DORSET  AND  MIDDLESEX. 


IT  looks  like  no  great  compliment  to  your  Lord- 
fhip,  that  I  prefix  your  name  to  this  epiftle  ;  when, 
in  the  preface,  I  declare  the  book  is  publilhed  al- 
moft  againft  my  inclination.  But,  in  all  cafes,  my 
Lord,  yo»  have  an  hereditary  right  to  whatever 
may  be  called  mine.  Many  of  the  following  pieces 
were  written  by  the  command  of  your  excellent 
father ;  and  moft  of  the  reft,  under  his  protection 
and  patronage. 

The  particular  felicity  of  your  birth,  my  Lord; 
the  natural  endowments  of  your  mind,  which, 
without  fufpicion  of  flattery,  I  may  tell  you,  are 
•very  great ;  the  good  education  with  which  thefe 
parts  have  been  improved  ;  and  your  coming  into 
the  world,  and  feeing  men  very  early ;  make  us 
exped  from  your  Lordfhip  all  the  good,  which 
our  hopes  can  form  in  favour  of  a  young  nobleman. 
"  Tu  Marcellus  eris — "  Our  eyes  and  our  hearts 
are  turned  on  you.  You  muft  be  a  judge  and 
mailer  of  polite  learning  ;  a  friend  and  patron  to 
men  of  letters  and  merit ;  a  faithful  and  able  coun- 
fellor  to  your  prince  ;  a  true  patriot  to  your  coun 
try;  an  ornament  and  honour  to  the  titles  you 
poflefi;  and,  in  one  word,  a  worthy  fon  to  the 
great  Earl  of  Dorfet. 

It  is  as  impoflible  to  mention  that  name,  without 
defiring  to  commend  the  perfon,  as  it  is  to  give 
him  the  commendations  which  his  virtues  deferved. 
But  I  affure  myfelf,  the  moft  agreeable  compliment 
I  can  bring  your  Lordfliip ,  is  to  pay  a  grateful  re- 
fpecl  to  your  father's  memory  :  and  my  own  obli 
gations  to  him  were  fuch,  that  the  world  muft 
pardon  my  endeavouring  at  his  character,  however 
I  may  mifcarry  in  the  attempt. 

A  thoufand  ornaments  and  graces  met  in  the 
compofition  of  this  great  man,  and  contributed  to 
make  him  univerfally  beloved  and  efteemed.  The 
figure  of  his  body  was  ftrong,  proportioable,  beau 
tiful  :  and  were  his  picture  well  drawn,  it  muft 
deferve  the  praife  given  to  the  portraits  of  Ra 
phael;  and,  at  once,  create  love  and 


While  the  greatnefs  of  his  mien  informed  mem, 
they  were  approaching  the  nobleman  ;  the  fweet- 
nefs  of  it  invited  them  to  come  nearer  to  the  pa 
tron.  There  was  in  his  look  and  geflure  fome- 
thing  that  is  more  eafily  conceived  than  defcribed; 
that  gained  upon  you  in  his  favour,  before  he  fpake 
one  word.  His  behaviour  was  ealy  and  courteocs 
to  all;  but  diftinguifhed  and  adapted  to  each  man 
in  particular,  according  to  his  ftation  and  quality. 
His  civility  was  free  from  the  formality  of  rule, 
and  flowed  immediately  from  his  good  fenfe. 

Such  were  the  natural  faculties  and  ftrength  of 
his  mind,  that  he  had  occafion  to  borrow  very  little 
from  education ;  and  he  owed  thofe  advantages  to 
his  own  good  parts,  which  others  acquire  by  ftudy 
and  imitation.  His  wit  was  abundant,  noWe,bold, 
Wit  in  moft  writers  is  like  a  fountain  in  a  garden, 
fupplied  by  feveral  ftreams  brought  through  art 
ful  pipes,  and  playing  fometimes  agreeably.  But 
the  Earl  of  Dorfet's  was  a  fource  rifing  from  the 
top  of  a  mountain,  which  forced  its  own  way,  and 
with  inexhauftible  fupplies  delighted  and  enriched 
the  country  through  which  it  paffed.  This  extra 
ordinary  genius  was  accompanied  with  fo  true  a 
judgment  in  all  parts  of  fine  learning,  that,  what 
ever  fubjedl  was  before  him,  he  difcourfed  as  pro 
perly  of  it,  as  if  the  peculiar  hent  of  his  ftudy  had 
been  applied  that  way  :  and  he  perfected  his  judg 
ment  by  reading  and  digefting  the  bcft  audioes, 
though  he  quoted  them  very  feldom. 

"  Contemnebat  potius  literas,  quam  nefciebat :" 

and  rather  feemed  to  draw  his  knowledge  from  hia 
own  (lores,  than  to  owe  it  to  any  foreign  afllftance. 
The  brightnefs  of  his  parts,  the  folidity  of  his 
judgment,  and  the  candour  and  generofity  of  his 
temper,  diftinguiftied  him  in  an  age  of  great  po- 
litenefs,  and  at  a  court  abouri  ing  with  men  of  the 
fineft  fenfe  and  learning.  T  rnoft  eraiuent  mat 
ters,  in  their  feveral  ways,  caJcd  to  his  deter- 
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mination.  Waller  thought  it  an  honour  to  con- 
iult  him  in  the  foftnefs  and  harmony  of  his  verfe  : 
and  Dr.  Sprat,  in  the  delicacy  and  turn  of  his 
j>rofe.  Dryden  determine*  by  him,  under  the 
character  of  Eugenius,  as  to  the  laws  of  dramatic 
poetry.  Butler  owed  it  to  him,  that  the  court 
tailed  his  Hudibras:  Wycherley,  that  the  town 
Kked  his  Plain  Dealer :  and  the  late  Duke  of  Buck 
ingham  deferred  to  publifti  his  Rehearfal,  till  he 
•was  fure  (as  he  expreffcd  it)  that  my  .Lord  Dorfet 
•would  not  rehearfe  upon  him  again.  If  we  want 
ed  a  foreign  teftimony,  La  Fontaine  and  St.  Evre- 
Tnond  have  acknowledged,  that  he  was  a  perfect 
jnafter  in  the  beauty  and  finenefs  of  their  language, 
and  of  all  that  they  call  les  Belles  Lettret.  Nor 
•was  this  nicety  of  his  judgment  confined  only  to 
fcooks  and  literature ;  but  was  the  fame  in  ftatuary, 
painting,  and  all  other  parts  of  art.  Bermini 
•would  have  taken  his  opinion  upon  the  beauty  and 
attitude  of  a  figure ;  and  King  Charles  did  not 
agree  with  Lely,  that  my  Lady  Cleveland's  picture 
•was  finifhed,  till  it  had  the  approbation  of  my 
Lord  Buckhurft. 

As  the  judgment  which  he  made  of  others  writ 
ings  couid  not  be  refuted,  the  manner  in  which  he 
wrote  will  hardly  ever  be  equalled.  Every  one  of 
liis  pieces  is  an  ingot  of  gold,  intrinficaliy  and  fo- 
lidly  valuable  ;  fuch  as,  wrought  or  beaten  thin 
ker,  would  fhine  through  a  whole  book  of  any 
other  author.  His  thought  was  always  new;  and 
the  erpreffion  of  it  fo  particularly  happy,  that 
every  body  knew  immediately  it  could  only  be  my 
Lord  Dorfet's :  and  yet  it  was  fo  eafy  too,  that 
every  body  was  ready  to  imagine  himfelf  capable 
of  writing  it.  There  is  a  luftrc  in  his  verfes,  like 
that  of  trie  fun  in  Claude  Lorrain's  landfkips :  it 
looks  natural,  and  fs  inimitable.  His  love  verfes 
have  a  mixture  of  delicacy  and  ftrength  :  they 
convey  the  wit  of  Ferronius  in  the  foftnefs  of  Ti- 
bullus.  His  fatire  indeed  is  fo  feverely  pointed, 
that  in  it  he  appears,  what  his  great  friend  the 
earl  of  Rcchefter  (that  other  prodigy  of  the  age) 
fays  lie  was, 

•*  The  beft  good   man,    with  the  worft-natur'd 
"  mufc : 

Yet  even  here,  that  character  may  juftly  be  applied 
to  him,  which  Perfius  gives  of  the  beft  writer  of 
this  kind  that  ever  lived : 

"  Omne  vafer  vitium  ridenti  Flaccps  amico 
'*  Tangit,  et  admiilus  circum  pracordia  ludit :" 

And  the  gentleman  had  always  fomuch  the  better 
of  the  fatirift,  that  the  pcrfons  touched  did  not, 
know  wh<;re  to  fix  their  refentments;  and  were 
forced  to  appear  rather  afhamed  than  angry.  Yet 
fo  far  was  this  great  author  from  valuing  himfelf 
upon  his  works,  that  he  cared  not  what  became  of 
thtm,  though  every  body  elfc  did.  There  are 
ITlany  things  of  his  not  extant  in  writing,  which, 
however,  are  alway'  repeated  :  like  the  vcrfes  and 
faying?  of  the  anc.i?'et  Druids,  they  retain  an  uni- 
verfal  veneration,  totjugh  they  arc  prefcrved  only 
by  memory. 


As  it  is  often  feen,  that  thofe  men  who  arc  ledft 
qualified  for  bufinefs  love  it'moft  ;  my  Lord  Bor 
is's  character  was,  that  he  certainly  undcrftood  it, 
but  did  not  care  for  it. 

Coming  very  young  to  the  poffeffion  of  two 
plentiful  eftates,  and  in  an  age  when  pleafure  wai 
more  in  fafhion  than  bufinefs,  he  turned  his  parts 
rither  to  books  and  converfation,  than  to  politics 
and  what  more  immediately  related  to  the  public. 
B"ut,  whenever  the  fafety  of  his  country  demanded 
his  afliftance,  he  readily  entered  into,  the  moft 
active  parts  of  life ;  and  underwent  the  greateft 
dangers,  with  a  conftancy  of  mind,  which  fhowed, 
that  he  had  not  only  read  the  rules  of  philofophy, 
but  underftood  the  practice  of  them. 

In  the  firll  Dutch  war,  he  went  a  volunteer  un 
der  the  Duke  of  York  :  his  behaviour,  during  that 
campaign,  was  fuch,  as  diflinguiftied  the  Sackvillc 
defcended  from  that  Hildebrand  of  the  name,  who 
wss  one  of  the  greateft  captains  that  came  into 
England  with  the  Conqueror.  But  his  making  a 
fong  the  night  before  the  engagement  (and  it  was 
one  of  the  prettied  that  ever  was  made)  carries 
with  it  fo  fedare  a  prcfencc  of  mind,  and  fuch  an 
tmufual  gallantry,  that  it  deferves  as  much  to  be 
recorded,  as  Alexander's  jetting  with  his  foldiers 
before  he  paffcd  the  Granicus ;  or  Wilfiam  the 
Firft  of  Orange  giving  orders  over-night  for  a 
battle,  and  drfiring  to  be  called  in  the  morning, 
left  he  fhould  happen  to  fleep  too  Ion*. 

From  hence,  during  the  remaining  part  of  fcine 
Charles's  reign,  he  continued  to  live  in  honourable 
leifnre.  He  was  of  the  bed-chamber  to  tlie  king, 
and  poffcffed  not  only  his  matter's  favour,  but  (in 
a  great  degree)  his  familiarity;  never  leaving  the 
ctiurr,  but  when  he  was  fent  to  that  of  France,  ort 
fome  fhort  commimons  and  embattles  of  compli 
ment  :  as  if  the  king  defigned  to  (how  the  French 
(who  would  be  thought  the  politeft  nation)  that 
one  of  the  fineft  gentlemen  in  Europe  was  his  fub- 
ject ;  and  that  we  had  a  prince  who  underftood 
his  worth  fo  well,  as  not  to  fuffcr  him  to  be  long 
out  of  his  prefence. 

The  fucceding  reign  neither  relifhed  my  Lord'i 
wit,  .ww-afiproved  his  maxims  :  fo  he  retired  al 
together  from  court-  But,  as  the  irretrievable 
mittakes  of  that  unhappy  government  went  on  to 
threaten  the  nation  with  fomething  more  terrible 
than  a  Dutch  war,  he  thought  it  became  him  to 
rtfume  the  courage  of  his  youth,  and  once  more 
to  engage  himfelf  in  defending  the  liberty  of  hi, 
country.  He  entered  in  the  Prince  of  Orange's 
intercft,  and  carried  on  his  part  cf  that  great  en- 
tctprile  here  in  London,  and  under  the  eye  of  the 
court,  with  the  fame  refolution,  as  his  friend 
and  fellow-patriot,  the  late  Duke  of  Devonfhire, 
did  in  open  arms  at  Nottingham,  till  the  danger^ 
of  thofe  times  increafed  to  extremity,  and  juft  ap- 
prtheFifions  arofe  fo*  the  fafify  of  the  princeft. 
our  prefent  glorious  queen  :  then  the  Ear)  of 
Dorfrt  was  thought  the  propereft  guide  of  her 
neceffary  flight,  and  the  pirfon  under  whole  cou 
rage  and  dirt-ction  the  nation  might  moft  fafely 
trull  a  charge  fo  precious  arid  important. 

After  the  eftahiifhment  of  their  lite  majeftie* 
upon  the  throne,  there  was  room  agnin  at  court 
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for  Men  of  my  Lord's  character.  He  had  a  part 
in  the  councils  of  thofe  princes,  a  great  fliare  in 
their  friendfhip,  and  all  the  marks  of  diftinction 
•with  which  a  good  government  could  reward  a 
patriot.  He  was  made  chamberlain  of  their  ma- 
jefties  household,  a  place  which  he  fo  eminently 
adorned  by  the  grace  of  his  perfon,  the  finenefs  of 
his  breeding,  and  the  knowledge  and  practice  of 
what  was  decent  and-  magnificent,  that  he  could 
only  be  rivalled  in  thefe  qualifications  by  one  great 
man,  who  has  iince  held  the  fame  ftaff. 

The  laft  honours  he  received  from  his  fovereign 
(and  indeed  they  were  the  greateft  which  a  fub- 
jedt  could  receive)  were,  that  he  was  made  knight 
of  the  garter,  and  conftituted  one  of  the  regents 
of  the  kingdom  during  his  majefty's  abfence.  But 
his  health,  about  that  time,  fenfibly  declining,  and 
the  public  affairs  not  threatened  by  any  imminent 
danger,  he  left  the  bufinefs  to  thofe  who  delighted 
more  in  the  ftate  of  it,  and  appeared  only  fume- 
times  at  council,  to  fhow  his  refpedt  to  the  com- 
miflion  ;  giving  as  much  leilure  as  he  could  to  the 
relief  of  thofe  pains  with  which  it  pleafed  God 
to  afflidt  him,  and  indulging  the  reflections  of 
a  mind,  that  had  looked  through  the  world 
with  too  piercing  an  eye,  and  was  gr0wn  weary 
of  the  profpedt.  Upon  the  whole,  it  may  very 
juftly  be  faid  of  this  great  man,  vrith  regard  to 
the  public,  that  through  the  courfe  of  his  life,  he 
acted  like  an  able  pilot  in  a  long  voyage ;  con 
tented  to  fit  quiet  in  the  cabin,  when  the  wind, 
•were  allayed,  and  the  waters  fmooth ;  but  vigi- 
lent  and  ready  to  refume  the  helm  when  the  ftorm 
arofe,  and  the  fea  grew  tumultuous. 

I  afk  your  pardon,  my  Lord,  if  I  look  yet  a 
little  more  nearly  into  the  late  Lord  Dorfet's  cha 
racter  :  if  I  examine  it  not  without  fome  inten 
tion  of  finding  fault,  and  (which  is  an  odd  way 
of  making  a  panegyric)  fet  his  blemifhes  and  im 
perfections  in  open  view. 

The  fire  of  his  youth  carried, him  to  fome  ex- 
ceffes ;  but  they  were  accompanied  with  a  moft 
lively  invention,  and  true  humour.  The  little  vio 
lences  and  eafy  miftakes  of  a  night  too  gaily  fpent 
(and  that  too  in  the  beginning  of  life)  were  al 
ways  fet  right  the  next  day,  with  great  humanity, 
and  ample  retribution.  His  faults  brought  their 
excufe  with  them  ;  and  his  very  failings  had  their 
beauties.  So  much  fweetnefs  accompanied  what 
he  faid,  and  fo  great  genefofity  what  he 'did,  that 
people  were  always  prepofleffed  in  his  favour :  and 
it  was  in  fa 61  true,  what  the  late  earl  of  Rochefler 
iaid  in  jeft  to  King  Charles,  that  he  did  not  know 
how  it  was,  but  my  Lord  Dorlet  might  do  any 
thing,  yet  was  never  to  blame. 

He  was  naturally  very  lubjedt  to  paflion  :  bnt 
the  fhort  guft  was  foon  over,  and  ferved  only  to 
fet  off  the  charms  of  his  temper,  when  more  com- 
pofed.  That  very  paflion  broke  out  with  a  force 
•of  wit,  which  made  even  anger  agreeable  :  while 
it  lafted,  he  faid  and  forgot  a  thoufand  things, 
which  other  men  would  have  been  glad  to  have 
ftudied  and  wrote ;  but  the  impetuolicy  was  cor- 
redted  uj/on  a  moment's  reflection,  and  the  niea. 
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fure  altered  with  fuch  grace  and  delicacy,  that  you 
could  fcarce  perceive  where  the  key  was  changed. 

He  was  very  fharp  in  his  reflections ;  but  never 
in  the  wrong  place.  His  darts  were  fure  to  wound; 
but  they  were  fure  too  to  hit  none,  but  thofe  whofe 
follies  gave  him  very  fair  aim.  And,  when  he  al 
lowed  no  quarter,  he  had  certainly  been  provoked 
by  more  than  common  error ;  by  men's  tedious 
and  circumftantial  recitals  of  their  affairs ;  or  by 
their  multiplied  queftions  about  his  own ;  by  ex 
treme  ignorance  and  impertinence  ;  or  the  mixture 
of  thefe,  an  ill-judged  and  never-ceafing  civility  ;• 
or,  laftly,  by  the  two  things  which  were  his  utter 
averiion,  the  infinuation  of  a  flatterer,  and  the 
whifper  of  a  tale-bearer. 

If  therefore  we  fet  the  piece  in  its  word  poil^ 
tion,  if  its  faults  be  moft  expofed,  the  fliades  will 
ftill  appear  very  finely  joined  with  their  lights,  and 
every  imperfection  will  be  diminiihed  by  the  luftre 
of  fome  neighbouring  virtue.  But,  if  we  turn  the 
great  drawings  and  wonderful  colourings  to  their 
true  light,  the  whole  muft  appear  beautiful,  noble, 
admirable. 

He  poffeffed  all  thofe  virtues,  in  the  higheft  de 
gree,  upon  which  the  pleafure  of  fociety,  and  the 
happinefs  of  life,  depend :  and  he  exercifed  them 
with  the  greateft  decency,  and  beft  manners.  As 
good-nature  is  faid,  by  a  great  *  author,  to  belong 
more  particularly  to  the  Englifh,  than  any  other 
nation ;  it  may  again  be  faid,  that  it  belonged  more 
particularly  to  the  late  Earl  of  Dorfet,  than  to  any 
other  Englifhman, 

A  kind  hufband  he  was,  without  fondnefs:  and 
an  indulgent  father,  without  partiality.  So  extra 
ordinary  good  a  mafter,  that  this  quality  ought  in 
deed  to  have  been  numbered  among  his  defedts; 
for  he  was  often  ferved  worfe  than  became  hit 
ftation,  from  his  unwillingnefs  to  affume  an  autho 
rity  too  fevere.  And,  during  thofe  little  tranfportg 
c£  paflion,  to  which  I  juft  now  faid  he  was  fubjedt, 
I  have  known  his  fcrvants  get  into  his  way  that 
they  might  make  a  merit  of  it  immediately  after  ; 
for  he,  that  had  the  good  fortune  to  be  chid,  was 
fure  of  being  rewarded  for  it. 

His  table  was  one  of  the  laft  that  gave  us  aa 
example  of  the  old  honfe-keeping  of  an  Englilk 
nobleman.  A  freedom  reigned  at  it,  which  mad* 
every  one  of  his  guefts  think  himfelf  at  home  ;  and 
an  abundance,  which  fhowed  that  the  matter's  hof- 
pitality  extended  to  many  more  than  thofe  who 
had  the  honour  to  fit  at  the  table  with  him. 

In  hi*  dealings  with  "others,  his  care  and  exadt- 
nefs,  that  every  man  fhould  have  his  due,  was  fuch, 
that  you  would  think  he  had  never  feen  a  court : 
the  poiitenels  and  civility,  with  which  this  juftice 
was  adminiftered,  would  convince  you  he  never 
had  lived  out  of  one. 

He  was  fo  ftridl  an  obferver  of  his  word,  that 
no  confideration  whatever  could  make  him  break; 
it ;  yet  fo  cautious,  left  the  merit  of  his  idl  fhould 
arife  from  that  obligation  only,  that  he  uiually  did 
the  greateft  favours,  without  making  any  previoi  § 
promife.  So  inviolable  was  he  in  his  iriendftrif  4 
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and  fo  kind  to  the  character  of  thofc  whom  he  had 
once  honoured  with  a  more  intimatf  acquaintance, 
that  nothing  lefs  than  a  demonflration  of  fome  ef- 
fential  fault  could  make  him  break  with  them  ; 
and  then  too,  his  good-nature  did  not  confent  to  it, 
•without  the  greatcfk  reluctance  and  difficulty.  Let 
me  give  one  inftance  of  this  amongft  many.  When, 
as  lord  chamberlain,  he  was  obliged  to  take  the 
king's  penfion  from  Mr.  Dryden,  who  had  long 
before  put  himfelf  out  of  a  poffibility  of  receiving 
any  favour  from  the  court ;  my  Lord  allowed  him 
an  equivalent  out  of  his  own  eftate.  However 
difpleafed  with  the  conduct  of  his  old  acquaint 
ance,  he  relieved  his  neceffities;  and,  whil;  he  gave 
him  his  affiftance  in  private,  in  public  he  extenu 
ated  and  pitied  his  error. 

The  foundation  indeed  of  thefe  excellent  quali 
ties,  and  the  perfection  of  my  Lord  Dor  let's  cha 
racter,  was  that  unbounded  charity  which  ran 
through  the  whole  tenour  of  his  life,  and  fat  as 
•vifibly  predominant  over  the  other  faculties  of  his 
foul,  as  flie  is  laid  to  do  in  heaven  above  her  iifher- 
virtues. 

Crowds  of  poor  daily  thronged  his  gates,  expect 
ing  thence  their  br,ead  ;  and  were  ftill  leffened  by 
his  fending  the  moft  proper  objects  of  his  bounty 
to  apprenticefnips  or  hofpitals.  The  lazy  and  the 
ficlc,  as  he  accidentally  law  them,  were  removed 
from  the  ftreet  to  the  phyfician  ;  and  many  of 
them  not  only  reftored  to  health,  but  fupplied  with 
what  might  enable  them  to  rcfumc  their  former 
callings,  and  make  their  future  life  happy.  The 
prifoner  has  often  been  relcafed,  by  my  Lord's 
paying  the  debt ;  and  the  condemned  has  been 
faved,  by  his  interceffion  with  the  fovercign,  where 
he  thought  the  letter  of  the  law  too  rigid-  To 
thofe  whofe  circumftances  were  fuch  as  made  them 
afhamed  of  their  poverty,  he  knew  how  to  beflow 
his  munificence,  without  offending  their  modefty; 
and,  under  the  notion  of  frequent  prefents,  gave 
them  what  amounted  to  a  fubfiftence.  Many  yet 
ajive  know  this  to  be  true ;  though  he  told  it  to 
none,  nor  ever  was  more  uneafy  than  when  any 
•ne  mentioned  it  to  him. 

We  may  find,  among  the  Greeks  and  Latins, 
Tibullus  and  Gallus,  the  noblemen  that  writ  poet 
ry;  Auguftus  and  Maecenas,  the  protectors  of 
learning ;  Ariftides  the  good  citizen  ;  and  Atti- 
cus,  the  well-bred  friend ;  and  bring  them  in  as 
examples  of  my  Lord  Dorfet's  wit,  his  judg 
ment,  his  juftice,  and  his  civility.  But  for  his 
charity,  my  Lord,  we  can  fcarce  find  a  parallel  in 
hiftory  itfelf. 

Titus  was  not  more  the  "  delicia:  human!  gene 
ris,"  on  this  account,  than  my  Lord  Dorfet  was. 


And,  without  any  exaggeration,  that  prince  did  not 
do  more  good  in  proportion  out  of  the  revenue  of 
the  Roman  empire,  than  your  father,  out  of  the 
income  of  a  private  eftate.  Let  this,  ray  Lord, 
remain  to  you  and  your  pofterity  a  poffcflion 
for  ever;  to  be  imitated,  and, if  poffible,  to  be  ex 
celled. 

As  to  my  own  particular,  I  fcarce  knew  what 
life  was,  fooner  than  I  found  myfelf  obliged  to 
his  favour ;  nor  have  had  reafon  to  fed  any  forrow 
fo  fenfibly  as  that  of  his  death. 

"  Il!e  dies — quern  femper  acerbum 

"  Semper  honoratum  (Tic  Dl  voluiitis)  habebo." 

.(Eneas  could  not  reflect  upon  the  l»fs  of  hit 
own  father  wiih  greater  piety,  my  Lord,  than  I 
muft  recal  the  memory  of  your's;  and,  when  [ 
think  whofe  fon  I  am  writing  to,  the  leaft  I  pro- 
mife  myfelf  from  your  goodnefs,  is  an  uninter 
rupted  continuance  of  favour,  and  a  friendship  for 
life.  To  which,  that  I  may  with  fome  juftice 
entitle  myfelf,  I  fend  your  Lordfhip  a  dedication, 
not  filled  with  a  long  detail  of  your  praifcs,  but 
with  my  fincereft  wifhes  that  you  may  deferve 
them  ;  that  you  may  employ  thofe  extraordinary 
parts  andabilifies,  with  which  heaven  has bkJTi;d you, 
to  the  honour  of  your  family,  the  benefit  of  your 
friends,  and  the  good  of  your  country ;  that  all 
your  actions  may  be  great,  open,  ar.d  noble,  fuch 
as  may  tell  the  world  whofe  fon  and  whofe  fuc- 
cciTbr  you  are. 

What  I  now  rffer  to  your  Lordfhip  is  a  collec 
tion  of  poetry,  a  kind  of  garland  of  good-will. 
If  any  verfes  of  my  writing  fhould  appear  in 
print  under  another  name  and  patronage  than  that 
of  an  Earl  of  Dorlet,  people  might  fufpect  them 
not  to  be  geniune.  I  have  attained  my  prefent 
end,  if  thefe  poems  prove  the  diverfion  of  fome 
of  your  youthful  hours,  as  they  have  been  occa-. 
fionally  the  amufement  of  fome  of  mine  ;  and  I 
humbly  hope,  that,  as  I  may  hereafter  bind  up 
my  fuller  fheaf,  and  lay  fome  pieces  of  a  very  dif 
ferent  nature  (the  product  of  my  ftverer  ftudies) 
at  your  Lordfliip's  feet,  Ifliall  engage  your  more  fe- 
rious  reflection;  happy,  if  in  all  my  endeavours 
I  may  contribute  to  your  delight,  or  t»  your  in- 
ftruction. 

I  am,  with  ail  duty  and  refpcct, 
My  Lord, 

Your  Lordfhip's 

nioft  obedient,  and 
Cioft  humble  fervant. 
MAT.  PRIOR. 


PREFACE. 


THE  greateft  part  of  what  I  have  written  having  I 
been  already  publiflied,  either  fmgly  or  in  fome  of 
the  mifcellanies,  it  would  be  too  late  for  me  to  | 
iftake  any  excufe  for  appearing   in  print.     But  a 
collection  of  poems  has  lately  appeared  under  my 
name,  though  without  my  knowledge,  in  which  ! 
the  publiiher  has  given  me  the  honour  of  feme  j 
things  that  did  not  belong  to  me ;  and   has  tran- 
fcribed  others  fo  imperfe&ly,  that  [  hardly  knew  j 
them  to  be  mine.     This  has  obliged  me,  in   my 
own   defence,  to   look  back  upon  fome  of  thofe 
lighter  ftudies,  which  I  ought  long  fmce  to  have 
quitted  ;  and  to  publifli  an   indifferent   collection 
cf  poems,  for  fear  of  being  thought  the   author 
of  a  worfe. 

Thus  I  beg  pardon  of  the  public  for  reprinting 
fome  pieces,  which,  as  they  came  fmgly  from 
their  firft  impreffion,  have  (1  fancy)  lain  long  and 
quietly  in  Mr.  Tonfon's  mop ;  and  adding  others 
to  them,  which  were  never  before  printed,  and 
might  have  lain  as  quietly,  and  perhaps  more  fafe- 
Jy,  in  a  corner  of  my  own  ftudy. 

The  reader  will,  I  hope,  make  allowance  for 
their  having  been  written  at  very  diftant  times, 
and  on  very  different  occafions  ;  and  take  them  as 
they  happen  to  come.  Public  panegyrics,  amo 
rous  odes,  ferious  reflections,  or  idle  tales,  the 
product  of  his  leifure  hours,  who  had  buGnefs 
enough  upon  his  hands,  and  was  only  a  poet  by 
accident. 

I  own  myfelf  much  obliged  to  Mrs.  Singer,  who 
has  given  me  leave  to  print  a  paftoral  of  her 
•writing,  that  poem  haviug  produced  the  verfes 
immediately  following  it.  I  wifli  (he  might  be 
prevailed  upon  to  publifli  fome  other  pieces  of 
that  kind,  in  which  the  foftncfs  of  her  fex,  and 
the  finenefs  of  her  genius,  conipire  to  give  her  a 
very  diftinguifhing  character. 


POSTSCRIPT. 

I  MUST  help  my  preface  by  a  poftfcript,  to  tell 
the  reader,  that  there  is  ten  years  diftance  between 
my  writing  one  and  the  other  ;  and  that  (what 
ever  I  thought  then,  and  have  fomewherc  faid,  that 
1  would  publifli  no  more  poetry)  he  will  find  fe- 
veral  copies  of  verfes  fcattered  through  this  edi 
tion,  which  were  not  printed  in  the  firft.  Thofe 
relating  to  the  public,  (land  in  the  order  they  did 
before,  according  to  the  feveral  years  in  which 
they  were  written;  however  the  difpofition  of 
Vol..  VII. 


our  national  affairs,  the  actions  or  the  fortunes  ot 
fome  men,  and  the  opinions  of  others,  'may  hav« 
changed.  Profe  and  other  human  things  may 
take  what  turn  they  can  ;  but  poetry,  which  pre 
tends  to  have  fomethihg  of  divinity  in  it,  is  to  be 
more  permanent.  Odes  once  printed  cannot  well 
be  altered,  when  the  author  has  already  faid,  thac 
he  expeifts  his  works  fhould  live  for  ever  :  and  it 
had  been  very  foolifli  in  my  friend  Horace,  if, 
fome  years  after  his  "  Exegi  Monumentum,"  he 
mould  have  deured  to  fee  his  building  taken  dowm 
again. 

The  dedication  likewife  is  reprinted,  to  the  Earl 
of  Dorfet,  in  the  foregoing  leaves,  without  any 
alteration,  though  I  had  the  faireft  opportunity, 
and  the  ftrongeft  inclination,  to  have  added  a. 
great  deal  to  it.  The  blooming  hopes,  which  I 
faid  the  world  expevfted  from  my  then  very  young 
patron,  have  been  confirmed  by  moft  noble  and 
diftinguifhed  firft-fruits  ;  and  his  life  is  going  on. 
towards  a  plentiful  harveft  of  all  accumulated  vir 
tues.  He  has,  in  fa<St,  exceeded  whatever  the 
fondnefs  of  my  wiflies  could  invent  in  his  favour; 
his  equally  good  and  beautiful  lady  enjoys  in  him. 
an  indulgent  and  obliging  hufband  ;  his  children, 
a  kind  and  careful  father ;  and  his  acquaintance, 
a  faithful,  generous,  and  polite  friend.  His  fel 
low-peers  have  attended  to  the  perfuafion  of  his 
eloquence ;  and  have  been  convinced  by  the  foli- 
dity  of  his  rtafoning.  He  has  loog  fmce  defcrved 
and  attained  the  honour  of  the  garter.  He  has 
managed  fome  of  the  greateft  charges  of  the 
kingdom  with  known  ability;  and  laid  them dowa 
with  entire  diuntereflrnent.  And  as  he  continues 
the  excrcifes  of  thefe  eminent  virtues  (which  thac 
he  may  to  a  very  old  age,  fhall  be  my  perpetual 
wifh)  he  may  be  one  of  the  greateft  men  that  our 
age,  or  poflibly  our  nation,  has  bred ;  and  leave 
materials  for  a  panegyric,  not  unworthy  the  pea 
of  fome  future  Pliny. 

From  fo  noble  a  fubjeft.as  the  Earl  of  Dorfet, 
to  fo  mean  a  man  as  myfelf,  is  (I  confe(s)  a  very 
Pindaric  tranfuion  :  I  mail  only  fay  one  word, 
and  trouble  the  reader  no  further.  I  publifhed 
my  poems  formerly,  as  Monfieur  Jourdan  fold  hi* 
filk  :  he  would  not  be  thought  a  tradefmen  ;  but 
ordered  fome  pieces  to  be  meafured  out  to  his  par 
ticular  friends.  Now,  I  give  up  my  fhop,  and 
difpofe  of  all  my  poetical  goods  at  once  :  I  muft 
therefore  defire,  that  the  public  would  pleafe  to 
take  them  in  the  grofs ;  and  that  every  body 
would  turn  over  what  he  does  not  like. 

it 


POEMS. 


ON  TUB  MAKRIACE  OF 

GEORGE  PRINCE  OF  DENMARK,  AND 
THE  LADY  ANNE.  * 

By  Mr.  Prior,  1683. 

CONJUNCTUM   Veneri   Martem,  Danofque  Bri- 
tannis 

Dum  canit  altifonis  docta  caterva  modis, 
Affero  fincerum  culto  pro  carmine  votum, 

Quod  minus  ingenii,  plus  pietatis  habct. 
Vivant  Ambo  diu,  vivant  felicitur,  opto ; 

Diligat  hie  Sponfam,  diligat  ilia  Virum. 
Junctos  perpetua  teneas,  Hymenase,  catena ; 

Juntos,  Juno,  die  protege ;  nodle,  Venus ! 
lixultent  fimili  felices  prole  Parentes, 

Ut  petat  hinc  multos  natio  bma  Juces  ! 
Cumque  fenes  pariter  cupiant  valedic^re  terris, 

Ne  mors  augiulum  dividat  atra  jugum  : 
Sed  qualis  raptum  tranfvexit  curris  Elijam, 

Tranfvehat  adfuperas  talisutnrmque  domos '. 

A.  PRIOR,  Call.  Di-v.  Job.  yJ^/»». 


AN  ODE. 

ON  EXODUS  III.  14.  "  1  AM  THAT  I  AM." 

ir>itie»  1683,  at  an  Exerctfe  at  St.  Jtln's   Colltge, 
Cambridge. 


MAN  !  foolifh  man  ! 
Scarce  know 'ft  thou  how  thyfelf  began  ; 
Scarce  haft  thou  thought  enough  to  prove  thou  art ; 
Yet,  fteel'd  with  ftudy'd  boldnefs,  thou  dar'U  tiy 
To  fend  thy  doubting  reafon's  dazzled  tye 
Through  the  myfterious  gulf  of  vaft  immenfity. 
iMuch  thou  canft  there  dilccrn,  much  thence  im 
part. 
Vain  wretch  !  fupprefs  thy  knowing  pride ; 

Mortify  thy  learned  luft. 
Vain  are  thy  thoughts,  while  thou  thyfelf  art  duft. 

*  From  the" HymcnatVKCantaVijvnfu. 


Let  wit  her  fails,  her  oars  let  wifJom  lend ; 
The  helm  let  politic  experience  guide  : 
Yet  ceafc  to  hope  thy  fnort-liv'd  bark  fhall  rid« 
Down  fpreading  fate's  unnavie;able  tide. 

V.'hat  though  ftill  it  farther  tend, 

btili  'tis  farther  from  its  end; 
And,  in  the  bofom  of  that  boundlefs  fea, 
Still  finds  its  error  lengthen  with  its  way. 

in. 

With  daring  pride  and  infolent  delight, 
Your    doubts    refolv'd  you  boaft,  your    labours 

crown'd, 

And,"£TPHKA  '.  your  God,  forfooth,  is  found 
Incomprehcnfible  and  infinite. 
But  is  he  therefore  found  ?  vain  fcarcher  !  no  : 
Let  your  imperfe&  definition  (how 
That  nothing  you,  the  weak  dcfiner,  know. 

IV. 

Say,  why  fhould  the  collected  main 

Itfelf  within  itfelf  contain  ! 
Why  to  its  caverns  fhould  it  fometimes  creep, 

And  with  delighted  filence  flccp, 
On  the  lov'd  bufoi,i  of  its  parent  deep  ? 

Why  fhould  its  numerous  waters  flay 
In  comely  difcipliue,  and  fair  array, 
Till  winds  and  tides  txert  their  high  commands! 

Then,  prompt  and  ready  to  obey, 

Why  do  the  rifing  furges  fprcad 
Their  opening  ranks  o'er  earth's  lubmiflive  head, 
Marching   through   different   paths    to  different 
laii  J» ! 

v. 

Why  does  the  conftant  fun 
With  meafur'd  fteps  his  radiant  joumies  run  ? 
Why  does  he  order  the  diurnal  hours 
To  leave  earth's  other  part,  and  rife  in  ours  ? 
Vhy  does  he  wake  the  correfpondent  moon. 
And  fill  her  willing  lamp  with  liquid  light, 
Commanding  her  with  delegated  poweis 
To  beautify  the  world,  and  blefs  the  night  ? 

Why  does  each  animated  ftar 
Love  the  juft  limits  cf  its  proper  fphere  ? 

Why  does  each  contenting  fign 

With  prudent  harmony  combine 


P     O 

In  turns  to  move^  and  fwbfequent  appear, 
To  gird  the  globe,  and  regulate  the  year? 

vi. 
Man  does  with  dangerous  curiofity 

Thefe  unfathom'd  wonders  try  : 
With  fancied  rales  and  arbitrary  laws 
Matter  and  motion  he  reftrains; 
And  ftudied  lines  and  fictions  circles  draws : 

Then  with  imagin'd  fovereignty 

Lord  of  his  new  hypothefis  he  reigns. 

He  reigns :  how  long  ?  till  fome  ufurper  rife  ; 

And  he  too,  mighty  thoughtful,  mighty  wife, 

Studies  new  line'-,'  and  other  circles  feigns. 

.From  this  lafl  toil  again  what  knowledge  flows  ? 
Juft  as  much,  perhaps,  as  fhows 
That  all  his  predeceffor's  rules 

Were  empty  cant,  ail  jargon  of  the  fchools; 

That  he  on  t'o;hcr's  ruin  rears  his  throne  ; 
And  fhows  his  friend's  miftatie,  and  thence  con 
firms  his  own. 

VI T.    . 

On  earth,  in  air,  amidft  the  feas  and  Ikies, 
Mountainous  heaps  of  wonders  rife ; 
Whofe  towering  ftrength  will  ne'er  fubmk 
To  reafon's  batteries,  or  the  mines  of  wit ; 
Yet  ftill  inquiring,  ftill  miilaken  man, 
Each  hour  repuls'd,  each  hour  dares  onward  prefs; 
And,  levelling  at  God  his  wandering  gud's 
(That  feeble  engine  of  his  reafoning  vyar, 
Which  guides  his  doubts,  and  combats  his  def- 

pair), 

Laws  to  his  Maker  the  learn'd  wretch  can  give: 
Crfn  bound  that  nature,  and  preferibe  that  will, 
Whofe  pregnant  word  did  either  ocean  fill : 
Can  tell  us  whence  all  beings  are,  and  how  they 

move  and  live. 

Through  either  ocean,  foolifh  man  ! 
That  pregnant  word  fent  forth  again, 
Might  to  a  world  extend  each  atom  there  • 
for  every  drop  call  forth  a  fea,  a  heaven  for  every 
ftar. 

VIII. 

Lei  cunning  earth  her  fruitful  wonders  hide ; 

And  only  lift  thy  daggering  reafon  up, 
To  trembling  Calvary's  aftonifh'd  top  ; 
Thenmock  thyknowledge,and  confound  thy  pride, 
Explaining  how  Perfection  fuffer'd  pain, 
Ahriighty  languiAVd,  and  Eternal  died  : 
How  by  her  patient  vidlor  death  was  flain  ; 
And  earth  profan'd,  yet  blefs'd,  with  Deicidc. 
Then  down  with  all  thy  boafted  volumes,  down  ; 

Only  referve  the  lacred  one  : 
Low,  reverently  low, 

Make  thy  ftubborn  knowledge  bow; 
Weep  out  thy  reafon's  and  thy  body's  eyes; 

DejecT:  thyfelf,  that  thou  may'ft  rife ; 
To  look  to  heaven,  be  blind  to  all  below. 

IX. 

Then  faith,  for  reafon's  glimmering  light,  fhall  give 

Her  immortal  perfpeclive  ; 
Arid  grace's  prefence  nature's  lofs  retrieve  : 
1'hen  thy  enliven'd  foul  fliall  fee, 
That  all  the  volumes  of  philofophy, 
With  all  their  comments,  never  could  invent 

So  politic  an  instrument, 


E     M     8.         .  3» 

To  reach  the  heaven  of  heavens,  the  high  abode, 
Where  Mofes  places  his  myfterious  God, 
As  was  the.  ladder  which  old  Jacob  rear'd, 
When  Tight  divine  had  human  darknels  clear'd  j 
And  his  enlarg'd  ideas' found  the  road, 
Which  faith  had  dictated,  and  angels  trod. 


CONSIDERATIONS  ON 

PART  OF  THE  EIGHTY-ElGHTll  PSALM, 

A  COLLEGE  EXERCISE,  1690. 


HEAVY,  O  Lord,  on  me  thy  judgments  lie, 
Accurft  I  am,  while  God  rrjeds  my  cry. 
O'erwhelm'd  in  daiknefs  and  defpair  I  groan; 
And  every  place  is  hell;  for  God  is  gone. 
O  !   Lord.anfe,  and  let  thy  beams  control 
rhofe  horrid  clouds,  that  preis  my  frighted  foul; 
Save  the  poor  wanderer  from  eternal  night, 

Thou  that  art  the  God  of  light. 
Ji. 

Downward  I  haflen  to  my  deflin'd  place  ; 
There  none  obtain  thy  aid,  or  fing  thy  praife. 
Sv>on  I  fhall  lie  in  death's  deep  ocean  drown'd  : 
Is  mercy  there,  or  fweet  forgivenefs  found  ? 
O  fave  me  yet,  whilft  on  the  brink  [  ftand; 
Rcbufie  the  ftorm,  and  waft  my  foul  to  land. 
O'  let  her  relt  beneath  thy  wing  fecure, 

Thou  that  art  the  God  of  power, 
nt. 

Behold  the  prodigal !  to  thee  I  come, 
To;  hail  my  father,  and  to  feek  my  home. 
Nor  refuge  cnuld  I  find,  nor  friend  abroad, 
Straying  in  vice,  ar.d  defHtute  of  Ged. 
O  let  thy  terrors,  and  my  anguifh  end  ! 
Be  thou  my  refuge  and  be  thou  my  friend :' 
Receive  the  fon  thou  didft  fo  long  reprove, 

THoa  that -art  the  God  of  Love. 


TO  THE  REV.  DR.  F.  TURNER, 

BISHOP  OF  ELY, 
Wlo  lad  i  d-v'ifid a  tranjlaihn  of  Prudentlus. 

IF  poets,  ere  they  cloth'd  their  infant  thought, 
And  the  rude  work  to  juft  perfection  brought, 
Did  ftill  fome  god,  or  godlike  man  invoke, 
Whofe  mighty  name  their  facred  filence  broke  : 
Your  goodncl's,  Sir,  will  eafily  excufe 
The  bold  requefts  of  an  afpiring  mufe  ; 
Who,  with  your  bleffing,  would  your  aid  irriplor*^ 
And  fnher  weaknefs  juftify  your  power  — 
From  your  fair  pattern  fhe  would  ftrive  to  write, 
And  with  unequal  ftrength  purfue  your  flight ; 
Yet  hopes  fhe  ne'er  can  err  that  follows  you,  [too. 
Led  by  your  biefl  commands,  and  great  example 

Then  milling  and  afpiring  influence  give, 
And  nfake  the  mufe  and  her  endeavours  live; 
Claim  alV  her  future  labours  as  your  due, 
Let  every  fong  begin  and  end  with  you  ; 
B  b  ij 
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So  to  the  bleft  retreat  fhe'll  gladly  go, 
Where  the  faints'  palm  and  mufes*  laurel  grow  ; 
Where  kindly  both  in  glad  embrace  (hall  join, 
And  round  your  brow  theirmingled  honours  twine ; 
Both  to  the  virtue  due,  which  could  excel, 
As  much  in  writing,  as  in  living  well  — 
So  (hall  the  proudly  prefs  the  tuneful  firing, 
And  mighty  things  in  mighty  numbers  fing  ; 
Nor  doubt  to  (Irike  Prudentius'  daring  lyre, 
And  humbly  bring  the  verfe  which  you  infpire. 


A  PASTORAL. 

TO   THE   BISHOP  OF  ELY,  ON   HIS  DEPARTURE 
FROM  CAMBRIDGE. 

DAMON. 

TELL,  dear  Alexis,  tell  thy  Damon,  why 

Doft  thou  in  mournful  (hades  obfcurely  lie  ? 

Why  doft  thou  figh,  why  ftrike  thy  panting  breaft  ? 

And  fteal  from  life  the  needful  hours  of  reft  ? 

Are  thy  kids  ftarv'd  by  winter's  early  froft  ? 

Are  any  of  thy  bleating  ftragglers  loft  ?  [groun'd  ? 

Have    ftrangers'    cattle    trod    thy    new-plough'd 

Has  great  Joanna,  or  her  greater  fhepherd  frown'd? 
ALEXIS. 

See  my  kidsbrowfe,  my  lambs  fecurely  play  : 

(Ah  !  were  their  mafter  unconcern'd  as  they  !) 

No  beads  (at  noon  I  look'd)  had  trod  my  ground ; 

Nor  has  Joanna,  or  her  fhepherd,  frown'd. 
DAMON. 

Then  (lop  the  lavifh  fountain  of  your  eyes, 

Nor  let  thofe  fighs  from  your  fwoln  hofom  rife  ; 

Chafe  fadnefa,  friend,  and  folitude  away  ; 

And  once  again  rejoice,  and  once  again  look  gay. 
ALEXIS. 

Say  what  can  more  our  tortur'd  fouls  annoy, 

Than  to  behold,  admire,  and  lofe  our  joy  ? 

Whofe  fate  more  hard  than  thofe  who  fadly  run, 

For  the  laft  glimpfe  of  the  departing  fun  ? 
Or  what  fevefer  fentence  can  be  given, 

Than,  having  feen,  to  be  excluded  heaven  ? 

DAMON. 
None,  fhepherd,  none — 

ALEXIS. 

Then  ceafe  to  chide  my  cares  ! 
And  rather  pity  than  reftrain  my  tears ; 
Thofe  tears,  my  Damon,  which  I  juftly  (bed, 
To  think  how  great  my  joys ;  how  foon  they  fled. 
I  told  thee,  friend  (now  blefs  the  fhepherd's  name 
From  whofe  dear  care  the  kind  occafion  came), 
That  I,  even  I,  might  happily  receive  [give  : 

The  facred  wealth,  which  Heaven  and  Daphnis 
That  I  mij^ht  fee  the  lovely  awful  fwain, 
Whofe  holy  crofier  guides  our  willing  plain; 
Whofe  pleafing  power  and  ruling  gooduefs  keep 
Our  fouls  with  equal  care  as  we  our  flieep  ; 
Whofe   praife   excites    each    lyre,   employs  each 

tongue : 
Whilft  only  b.e  who  caas'd.diflikes  the  fong. 

,  To  this  great,  humble,  parting  man  I  gain'd 
Accefc,  and  happy  for  an  hour  I  retgn'd  ; 
Havipyas  ne\v-form'd  man  in  paradife, 
Eie  fin  dcbauth'd  his  inoffenfive  blifs  j. 


lappy  as  heroes  after  battles  won, 

Prophets  entranc'd,  or  monarchs  on  the  tl.rone ; 

Jut  (oh,  my  friend  !)  thofe  joys  with  Daphnis. flew  5 

To  them  thefe  tributary  tears  are  due. 
DAMON. 

Was  he  fo  humble  then  ?  thofe  joys  fo  vaft  ? 

~eafe  to  admire  that  both  fo  quickly  part. 

Too  happy  fhould  we  be,  would  fmiling  fate 

lender  one  bleffing  durable  and  great  ; 

But  (oh  the  fad  viciffitude  !)  how  foon 

Unwelcome  night  fucceeds  the  cheerful  noon ; 

And  rigid  winter    nips  the  flowery  pomp 
June ! 

Then  grieve  not,  friend,  like  you,  Cnce  all  man 
kind 

A  certain  change  of  joy  and  forrow  find. 

Supprefs  your  figh,  your  down-caft  eyelids  raife, 

Whom  prefent  you  revere,  him  abfent  praife. 


''off 


TO  THE  COUNTESS  OF  EXETER, 

PLAYING  ON  THE  LUTE. 

WHAT  charms  you  have,  from  what  high  race 

you  fprung, 

Have  been  the  pleafing  fubjec"ls  of  my  fong : 
Unfldll'd  and  young,  yetfomething  ftill  I  writ, 
Of  Ca'ndifh'  beauty  join'd  to  Cecil's  wit. 
But  when  you  pleafe  to  (how  the  labouring  mufe, 
What  greater  theme  your  mufic  can  produce ; 
My  babbling  praifes  I  repeat  no  more, 
But  hear,  rejoice,  (land  filent,  and  adore. 

The  Perfians  thus,  firft  gazing  on  the  fun, 
Admir'd  how  high  'twas  plac'd,   how  bright  it 

flione  : 
But,  as  his  power  was  known,  their  thoughts  were 

rais'd ; 
And  foon  they  worfhip'd,  what  at  firft  they  prais'd, 

Eliza's  glory  lives  in-Spenfer's  fong  ; 
And  Cowley's  verfe  keeps  fair  Orinda  young. 
That  as  in  birth,  in  beauty  you  excel, 
The  mufe  might  dictate,  and  the  poet  tell : 
Your  art  no  other  art  can  fpeak  ;  and  you, 
To  (how  how  well  you  play,  mud  play  anew  : 
Your  mufic's  power  your  mufic  muft  difcloie  ; 
For  what  light  is,  'tis  only  light  that  (hows. 

Strange  force  of  harmony^  that  thus  controls 
Our  thoughts,  and  turns  and  fan&ifies  our  fouls  : 
While  with  itsutmoft  art  your  fex  could  move 
Our  wonder  only,  or  at  beft  our  love  : 
You  far  above  both  thefe  your  God  dkl  place, 

That  your  high  power  might  worldly  thoughts 

deftroy ; 
That  with  your  numbers  you  our  zeal  might  raife, 

And,  like  himfelf,  co-nmuuicste  your  joy. 
When  to  your  native  heaven  you  (hall  repair, 
And  with  your  prclcnce  crown  the  bleffings  there, 
Your  lute  may  wind  its  firings  but  little  higher, 
To  tune  their  notes  to  that  immortal  quire. 
Your  art  is  perfect  here  ;  your  numbers  do,       ~\ 
More  than  our  books,  make  the  rude  Athieft  F 
know  r 

That  there'*  a  heaven  by  what  he  hears  below,  J 


POEMS. 


As  in  fome  piece,  while  Luke  his  fkill  expreft, 
A  cunning  angel  came,  and  drew  the  reft  : 
So  when  you  play,  fome  godhead  does  impart 
Harmonious  aid,  divinity  helps  art; 
Some  cherub  finifhes  what  you  begun, 
And  to  a  miracle  improves  a  tune. 

To  burning  Rome,  when  frantic  Nero  play'd, 
Viewing  that  face,  no  more  he  had  furvey'd 
The  raging  flames ;  but,  ftruck  with  ftrange  fur- 

prife, 

Confefs'd  them  lefs  than  thofe  of  Anna's  eyes : 
But,  had  he  heard  thy  lute,  he  foon  had  found 
His  rage  eluded,  and  his  crime  aton'd  : 
Thine,  like  Amphion's  hand,  had  wak'd  the  ftone, 
And  from  deftru&ion  call'd  the  rifing  town : 
Malice  to  mufic  had  been  forc'd  to  yield  ; 
Nor  could  he  burn  fo  faft,  as  thou  could' ft  build. 


ON  A 

PICTURE  OF  SENECA  DYING  IN  A  BATH; 

BY  JORDA1N  : 

At  tie  Earl  ff  Exeter's,  at  Burleigb-H»uJe. 

WHILE  cruel  Nero  only  drains 
The  mortal  Spaniard's  ebbing  veins, 
By  ftudy  worn,  and  flack  with  age, 
How  dull,  how  thoughtlefs,  is  his  rage  ! 
Heighten'd  revenge  would  he  have  took, 
He  ihould  have  burnt  his  tutor's  book;   , 
And  Ipng  have  reign'd  fupreme  in  vice : 
One  nobler  wretch  can  only  rite ; 
'Tis  he  whofe  fury  fhall  deface 
The  ftoic's  image  in  this  piece ; 
For  while  unhurt,  divine  Jordain, 
Thy  work  and  Seneca's  remain, 
He  ftill  has  body,  ftill  has  foul, 

lives  and  fpeaks,  reftor'd  and  whole. 


AN    QBE. 


WHILE  blooming  youth  and  gay  delight 

Sit  on  thy  rofy  cheeks  confeft, 
Thou  haft,  my  dear,  undoubted  right 

To  triumph  o'er  this  deftin'd  bread. 
My  reafon  bends  to  what  thy  eyes  ordain  ; 
For  I  was  born  to  love,  and  thou  to  reign. 

II. 
But  would  you  meanly  thus  rely 

On  power  you  know  I  muft  obey  ? 
Exert  a  legal  tyranny, 

And  do  an  ill  becaufe  you  may  ? 
Still  muft  I  thee,  as  Atheifts  Heaven,  adore ; 
Not  fee  thy  mercy,  and  yet  dread  thy  power  ? 

in. 
Take  heed,  my  dear  :  youth  flies  apace ; 

As  well  as  Cupid,  time  is-  blind  : 
Soon  muft  thofe  glories  of  thy  face 
The  fate  of  vulgar  beauty  find  : 


The  thoufand  loves,  that  arm  thy  potent  eye, 
Muft  drop  their  quivers,  flag  their  wings,  and  die. 

IV. 

Then  wilt  thou  figh,  when  in  each  frown 

A  hateful  wrinkle  more  appears; 
And  putting  peeviih  humours  on, 

Seems  but  the  fad  effect  of  years  : 
Kindnefs  itlelf  too  weak  a  charm  will  prove 
To  raife  the  feeble  fires  of  aged  love. 

v. 

Forc'd  compliments,  and  formal  bows, 

Will  fhow  thee  juft  above  neglect : 

The  heat  with  which  thy  lover  glows, 

Will  fettle  into  cold  refpect  : 
A  talking  dull  Platonic  I  fhall  turn  : 
Learn  to  be  civil,  when  I  ceafe  to  burn. 

VI. 

Then  fhun  the  ill,  and  know,  my  dear,  i 

Kindnefs  and  conftancy  will  prove 
The  only  pillars,  fit  to  bear 

So  vaft  a  weight  as  that  of  love.  , 

If  thou  canft  wifh  to  make  my  flames  endure, 
Thiue  muft  be  very  fierce,  and  very  pure. 

VII. 

Hafte,  Celia,  hafte,  while  youth  invites, 

©bey  kind  Cupid's  prefent  voice; 
Fill  every  fenfe  with  foft  delights, 

And  give  thy  foul  a  loofe  to  joys  : 
Let  millions  of  repeated  bliffes  prove 
That  thou  all  kindnefs  art,  and  I  all  love. 

VIII. 

Be  mine,  and  only  mine ;  take  care 

Thy  looks,  thy  thoughts,  thy  dreams,  toi 

guide 
To  me  alone ;  nor  come  fo  far, 

As  liking  any  youth  befide  : 
What  men  e'er  court  thee,  fly  them,  and  believe 
They're  ferpents  all,  and  thou  the  tempted  Eve. 

IX. 

,  So  fhall  I  court  thy  deareft  truth, 
When  beauty  ceafes  to  engage  ; 
So,  thinking  on  thy  charming  youth, 

I'll  love  it  o'er  again  in  age  : 
So  time  itfclf  our  raptures  fhall  improve, 
While  ftill  we  wake  to  joy,  and  live  to  love. 


AN    EPISTLE 

TO 

FLEETWQOD  SHEPHARD,  Eft. 

WHEN  crowding  folks,  with  ftrange  ill  faces, 
Were  making  legs,  and  begging  places, 
And  fome  with  patents,  fome  with  merit, 
Tir'd  out  my  good  Lord  Dorftt's  fpirit : 
Sneaking  I  flood  amongft  the  crew, 
Defiring  much  to  fpeak  with  you. 
I  waited  while  the  clock  ftruck  thrice, 
And  footman  brought  out  fifty  lies ; 
Till,  patience  vest,  and  legs  grown  weary, 
I  thought  it  was  in  vain  to  tarry  : 
But  did  opine  it  might  be  better, 
By  penny-pott  to  lend  a  letter  ; 
B  b  iij 
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Now,  If  you  mifs  of  tl\ls  epiftle, 
Tm  baulk'd  again,  and  may  go  whittle. 
My  bufitiefs,  Sir,  you'll  quickly  gucfs, 
Is  to  defire  fome  little  place ; 
And  fair  pretenfions  I  have  for't, 
Much  need,  and  very  ftnall  dcfert. 
Whene'er  I  writ  to  you,  I  wanted  ; 
I  always  begg'd,  you  always  granted. 
Now,  as  you  took  me  up  when  little, 
Gave  me  my  learning  and  my  vittk  ; 
Afk'd  for  me,  from  n:y  lord,  things  fitting, 
Kind  as  I  'ad  been  your  own  begetting ;    ' 
Confirm  what  formerly  you've  given, 
Nor  leave  me  now  at  fix  and  feve'n, 
As  Sunderland  has  left  Muu  Stephen. 

No  family,  that  takes  a  whelp 
When  firft  he  laps,  and  fcarce  can  yelp, 
Neglects  or  turns  him  out  of  gate 
When  he's  grown  up  to  dog's  dlatc  : 
Nor  parifh,  if  they  once  adopt 
The  ipurious  brats  by  flrollers  dropt, 
Leave  them,  when  grown  up  lufty  fellows, 
To  the  wide  world,  that  is,  the  gallows : 
No,  thank  them  for  their  love,  that's  worfe, 
Than  if  they  'ad  throttled  them  at  nurfe. 
My  uncle,  reft  his  foul !  when  living, 
Might  have  contriv'd  me  ways  of  thriving  ; 
Taught  me  with  cy»der  to  replenifti 
My  vats,  or  ebbing  tide  of  Rhenifh. 
So  when  for  hock  I  drew  prickt  white-wine, 
Swear 't  had  the  flavour,  and  was  right  wine. 
Or  fent  me  with  ten  pounds  to  Furni- 
Val's  inn,  to  fome  good  rogue  attorney; 
Where  now,  by  forging  deeds,  and  cheating, 
I  'ad  found  fome  handfome  ways  of  getting.' 

All  this  you  made  me  quit,  to  follow 
That  fneaking  vvhey-fac'd  god  Apollo ; 
Sent  me  among  a  fiddling  crew 
Of  folks,  I  'ad  never  feen  nor  knew, 
Calliope,  and  God  knows  who. 
To  add  no  more  invedtives  to  it, 
You  fpoil'd  the  youth,  to  make  a  poet. 
In  common  juftice,  Sir,  there's  no  man 
That  makes  the  whore,  but  keeps  the  woman. 
Among  all  honeft  Chriftian  people, 
Whoe'er  breaks  limbs,  maintains  the  cripple. 

The  fum  of  all  I  have  to  fay, 
Is,  that  you'd  put  me  in  fome  way ; 
And  your  petitioner  fhall  pray — 

There's  one  thing  more  I  had  almoft  flij't, 
But  that  may  do  as  well  in  poftfcript : 
My  friend  Charles  Montague's  prefcrr'd ; 
Nor  would  I  have  it  long  obierv'd, 
That  one  moufe  eats,  while  t'  other's  ftarv'd. 


ANOTHER  EPISTLE  TO  THE  SAME. 


SIR, 


B]trlctglt  May  14.  1689. 


As  once  a  twelvemonth  to  the  prieft, 
Holy  at  Rome,  here  Antichrift, 
The  Spanifh  king  prefents  a  jennet, 
To  fbow  hi«  love; — that's  ill  that's  in  it : 


For  if  his  holinefs  would  thump 
His  reverend  bum  'gainfl  horfe's  rump, 
H?  might  b'equipt  from  his  own  (table 
With  one  more  white,  and  eke  more  able. 

Or  as,  with  gondolas  and  men,  his 
Good  excellence  the  Duke  of  Venice 
(1  wifh,  for  rhyme,  't  had  been  the  king) 
•Sails  out,  and  gives  the  gulf  .a  ring  ; 
Which  trick  of  ftate,  he  wifely  maintains, 
Keeps  kindnefs  up  'twixt  old  acquaintance  ; 
For  tlfe,  in  honeft  truth,  the  fea 
Has  much  lefs  need  of  gold  than  he. 

Or,  not  to  rove,  and  pump  one's  fancy 
For  Popifli  fimiles  beyond  fea; 
As  folks  fiom  mud- wall'd  tenement 
Bring  landlords  peppercorn  for  rent; 
Prt-fent  a  turkey,  or  a  hen, 
To  thoft1  might  better  fpare  them  ten  ; 
Ev'n  fo,  with  all  fubmiffion,  I 
( For  firft  men  inftance,  then  apply") 
Send  you  each  year  a  homely  letter,  % 

Who  may  return  me  much  a  better. 
Then  take  it,  Sir,  as  it  was  writ, 
To  pay  refpedl,  and  not  fhow  wit  : 
Nor  look  afkew  at  what  it  faith ; 
There's  no  petition  in  it — 'faith. 

Here   fome    would   fcratch   their    heads,    and 

try 

What  they  fhould  write,  and  how,  and  why  ; 
But  I  conceive,  fuch  folks  are  quite  in 
Miftakes,  in  theory  of  writing.' 
If  once  for  principle  'tis  laid, 
That  thought  is  trouble  to  the  head ; 
I  argue  thus  :  the  world  agrees 
That  he  writes  well,  who  writes  with  cafe  : 
Then  he,  by  fequel  logical, 
Writes  beft,  who  never  thinks  at  all. 

Verfe  comes  from  heaven,  like  inward  light ; 
Mere  human  pains  can  ne'er  come  by  't ; 
The  god,  not  we,  the  poem  makes ; 
We  only  tell  folks  what  he  fpeaks. 
Hence,  when  anatomilU  difcourfe, 
How  like  brutes'  organs  are  to  ours  ; 
They  grant,  if  higher  powers  think  fit, 
A  bear  might  foon  be  made  a  wit  ; 
And  that,  for  any  thing  in  nature, 
Pigs  might  fqueak  love-odes,  dogs  bark  fatire. 

Mcmnon,  though  ftone,  was  counted  vocal ; 
But  'twas  the  god,  meanwhile,  that  fyoke  all. 
Rome  oft  has  heard  a  cmfs  haranguing, 
With  prompting  prieft  behind  the  hanging  : 
The  wooden  head  refolv'd  the  queftion ; 
While  you  and  Pettia  hclp'd  the  j^ft  on. 

Your  crabbed  rogues,  that  read  Lucretius, 
Are  agaipft  gods,  you  know ;   and  teach  us, 
The  gods  make  not  tne  poec ;  but 
The  thefis,  vice-verfa  put, 
Should  Hebrew-wife  be  undcrftood ; 
And  me'ans,  the  poet  makes  the  god. 
Egyptian  gardeners  thus  are  faid  to 
Have  fet  the  leeks  they  after  pray'd  to  : 
And  Romifh  bakers  praife  the  deity 
They  chipp'd  while  yet  in  its  paucity. 

That  when  you  poets  fwear  and  try, 
The  god  infpires ;  I  rave,  I  die ; 
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If  inward  wind  does  truly  fwell  y?, 
"F  muft  ,bc  the  cholic  in  your  belly  : 
That  writing  ia  but  juft  like  dice, 
And  lucky  mains  make  people  wife  : 
That  jumbled  words,  if  fortune  throw  "em, 
Shall,  well  as  Dry  den,  form  a  poem  ; 
Or  make  a  fpeech,  correA  and  witty, 
As  you  know  who — at  the  committee. 

So  atoms  dancing  round  the  centre, 
They  urge,  made  all  things  at  a  venture. 

But,  granting  matters  fhould  be  fpoke 
By  method,  rather  than  by  luck  ; 
This  may  confine  their  younger  ftyle% 
Whom  Dryden  pedagogues  at  Will's ; 
But  never  could  be  meant  to  tie 
Authentic  wits,  like  you  and  1  : 
For  as  young  children,  who  are  tied  in 
Go-carts,  to  keep  their  fteps  from  fliding; 
When  members  knit,  and  legs  grow  ftronger, 
Make  ufe  of  fuch  machine  no  longer  ; 
But  leap  fro  li'jitu,  and  fcout 
On  horfe  call'd  hobby,  or  without; 
So  when  at  fchool  we  firft  declaim, 
Old  Bufby  walks  us  in  a  theme, 
Whofe  props  fupport  our  infant  vein, 
And  help  the  rickets  in  the  brain  : 
Bat,  when  our  fouls  their  force  dilate, 
And  thoughts  grow  up  to  wit's  eftate  ; 
In  verfc  or  profe,  we  write  or  chat, 
Not  fixpence  matter  upon  what. 

1  f  is  not  how  well  an  author  fays; 
But  'tis  how  much,  that  gathers  praife. 
Tonfon,  who  is  himfelf  a  wit, 
Counts  writers'  merits  by  the  fheet. 
Thus  each  flu  uld  down  with  all  he  thinks, 
As  boy?  eat  bread,  to  fill  up  chinks. 

Xind  Sir,  I  fhould  be  gl«d  to  fee  you ; 
I  hope  y'  are  well ;  fo  God  be  wi*  you ; 
Was  all  I  thought  at  firft  to  write  ; 
But  things  fince  then  are  alter'd  quite  ; 
Fancies  flow  in,  and  mufc  flies  high  : 
•So  God  knows  when  my  clack  will  lie  : 
I  muft,  Sir,  prattle  on,  as  afore, 
And  beg  your  pardon  yet  this  half-hour. 

So  at  pure  barn  of  loud  Non-con, 
Where  with  my  granam  I  have  gone, 
When  Lobb  had  fiftcd  all  his  text, 
And  I  well  hop'd  the  pudding  next ; 
"   Now  to  apply,"  has  plagu'd  me  more 
Than  all  his  villain  cant  before. 

For  you  religion,  firft,  of  her 
Your  friends  do  favoury  things  aver  : 
They  fay,  fhe's  honeft  as  your  claret, 
Not  four'd  with  cant,  nor  ftumm'd  with  merit ; 
Your  chamber  is  the  fole  retreat 
Of  chaplains  every  Sunday  nij^ht  : 
Of  grace,  no  doubt,  a  certain  iign, 
When  layman  herds  with  man  divine; 
For  if  their  fame  be  juftly  great, 
Who  would  no  Popifh  nuncio  treat  ; 
That  his  is  greater,  we  muft  grant, 
Who  will  treat  nuncios  Proteftant. 
One  fingle  pofitive  weighs  more, 
You  know,  than  negatives  a  fcore. 


In  politics,  I  hear,  you're  Ranch, 
DirefHy  bent  againft  the  French  ; 
Deny  to  have  your  free-born  toe 
Dragoon'd  into  a  wooden  fhoe  : 
Are  in  no  plots ;  but  fairly  drive  at 
The  public  welfare,  in  your  private ; 
And  will  for  England's  glory  try 
7'urks,  Jew*,  and  Jefuits  to  defy, 
And  keep  your  places  till  yoa  die. 

For  me,  whom  wandering  fortune  threw 
From  what  I  lov'd,  the  town  and  you  : 
Let  me  juft  tell  you  how  my  time  is 
Part  in  a  country  life — Imprimis, 
As  foon  as  Phoebus'  rays  infpedt  us, 
Firft,  Sir,  I  read,  and  then  I  breakfaft; 
So  on,  till  forefaid  god  does  fet, 
1  fomecimes  ftudy,  fometimes  eat. 
Thus,  of  your  heroes  and  brave  boys, 
With  whom  old  Homer  makes  fuch  noife, 
The  greateft  actions  I  can  find, 
Are,  that  they  did  their  work,  and  din'd. 

The  books,  of  which  I'm  chiefly  fond, 
Are  fuch  as  you  have  whilom  conn'd; 
That  treat  of  China's  civil  law, 
And  fubjects'  right  in  Gokonda  ; 
Of  highway  elephants  at  Ceylan, 
That  rob  in  clans,  like  men  o'  th'  Highland; 
Of  apes  that  ftorm,  or  keep  a  town, 
As  well  almoft  as  Count  Lauzun ; 
Of  unicorns  and  alligators, 
Elk-!,  mermaids,  mummies,  witches,  fatyrs, 
And  twenty  other  ftranger  matters; 
Which,  though  they're  things  I've  no  concern  in, 
Make  all  rur  grooms  admire  my  learning. 

Ciitics  I  read  on  other  men, 
And  hypers  upon  them  again ; 
From  whofe  remarks  I  give  opinion 
On  twenty  books,  yet  ne'er  look  in  one. 

Then  all  your  wits  that  fleer  and  fham, 
Down  from  Don  Quixote  to  Tom  Tram ; 
From  whom  I  jefts  and  puns  purloin, 
And  flily  put  them  off  for  mine  : 
Fond  to  be  thought  a  country  wit  : 
The  reft — when  fate  and  you  think  fit. 

Sometimes  I  climb  my  mare,  and  kick  her 
To  bottled  ale,  and  neighbouring  vicar; 
Sometimes  at  Stamford  take  a  quart, 
Squire  Shephard's  health — With  all  my  heart. 

Thus,  without  mqch  delight  or  grief, 
I  fool  away  an  idle  life  : 
Till  Shadwell  from  the  town  retires 
(Chok'd  up  with  fame  and  fea-coal  fire*), 

To  blefs  the  wood  with  peaceful  lyric  : 
Then  hey  for  praife  and  pan<«gyric  ; 
Juftice  reftor'd,  and  nations  freed, 
And  wreaths  round  William's  glorious  head. 


TO  THE  COUNTESS  OF  DORSET. 

WRITTEN   IN   HER  MILTON. 

J5y  Mr.  Bradbury. 

SEE  here  how  bright  the  firft-born  virgin  fhcnfj 
And  how  the  firft  fond  lover  was  undone. 
B  b  iiij 
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Such  charming  words,  our  beauteous  mother  fpoke, 
As  Milton  wrote,  and  fuch  as  yours  her  look. 
Yours,  the  beft  copy  of  th'  original  face, 
Whofe  beauty  was  to  furnifh  all  the  race  : 
Such  chains  no  author  could  efcape  but  he ; 
There's  no  way  to  be  fafe,  but  not  to  fee. 


TO  THE  LADY  DURSLEY. 

ON  THE   SAME  SUBJECT. 

HERE  reading  how  fond  Adam  was  betray'd, 
And  how  by  fin  Eve's  blafted  charms  decay'd  ; 
Our  common  lofs  unjuftly  you  complain ; 
So  fmall  that  part  of  it,  which  you  fuftain. 

You  ftill,  fair  mother,  in  your  offspring  trace 
The  flock  of  beauty  deflin'd  fqr  the  race  : 
Kind  nature,  forming  them,  the  pattern  took 
From  Heaven's  firfl  work,  and  Eve's  original  look. 

You,  happy  faint,  the  ferpent's  power  control : 
Scarce  any  adtual  guilt  defiles  your  foul : 
And  hell  does  o'er  that  mind  vain  triumph  boaft, 
Which  gains  a  Heaven,  for  earthly  Eden  loft. 

With  virtue  ftrong  as  yours  had  Eve  been  arm'd, 
In  vain  the  fruit  had  blufh'd,  or  ferpent  charm'd  ; 
Nor  had  our  blifs  by  penitence  been  bought ; 
Nor  had  frail  Adam  fall'n,  nor  Milton  wrote. 


THE  amorous  youth,  whofe  tender  brcaft 
Was  by  his  darling  cat  poffeft, 
Obtain'd  of  Venus  his  defire, 
Howe'er  irregular  his  fire  : 
Nature  the  power  of  love  obey'd, 
The  cat  became  a  blufliing  maid  ; 
And,  on  the  happy  change,  the  boy 
Employ'd  his  wonder  and  his  joy. 

Take  care,  O  beauteous  child,  take  care. 
Left  thou  prefer  fo  rafh  a  prayer  : 
Nor  vainly  hope,  the  queen  of  love 
Will  e'er  thy  favourite's  charms  improve. 
O  quickly  from  her  fhrine  retreat ; 
Or  tremble  for  thy  darling's  fate. 

The  queen  of  love,  who  foon  will  fee 
Her  own  Adonis  live  in  thee, 
Will  lightly  her  firft  lofs  deplore ; 
Will  cafily  forgive  the  boar  : 
Her  eyes  with  tears  to  more  will  flow ; 
With  jealous  rage  her  breaft  will  glow  : 
And,  on  her  tabby  rival's  face, 
She  deep  will  mark  her  new  difgrace. 


AN    ODE. 

i. 

mis  from  ouy  looks,  fair  nymph,  you  gucfs 
The  tecret  paffions  of  our  mind; 


My  heavy  eyes,  you  fay,  confef* 

A  heart  to  love  and  grief  inclin'd. 

ri. 
There  needs,  alas  !  but  little  art, 

To  have  this  fatal  fecret  found  ; 
With  the  fame  eafe  you  threw  the  dart. 

'Tis  certain  you  can  fhow  the  wound. 

iii. 
How  can  I  fee  you,  and  not  love, 

While  you  as  opening  eaft  are  fair  ? 
While  cold  as  nothern  blafts  you  prove, 

How  can  I  love,  and  not  defpair  ? 

IV. 

The  wretch  in  double  fetters  bound 
Your  potent  mercy  may  releafe  : 

Soon,  if  my  love  but  once  were  crown'd, 
fair  prpphetefs,  my  grief  would  ceafe. 


A    SONG. 

IN  vain  you  tell  your  parting  lover, 
You  wifh  fair  winds  may  waft  him  over. 
Alas  !   what  winds  can  happy  prove, 
That  bear  me  far  from  what  1  love  ? 
Alas !  what  dangers  on  the  main 
Can  equal  thofe  that  I  fuftain, 
From  iiighted  vows,  and  cold  difdain.2 

Be  gentle,  and  in  pity  choofe 
To  wifh  the  wildeft  tcmpeft  loofe  : 
That,  thrown  again  upon  the  coaft 
Where  firft  my  fhipwreck'd  heart  was  loft, 
I  may  once  more  repeat  my  pain  ; 
Once  more  in  dying  notes  complain' 
Of  flighted  vows,  and  cold  difdain. 


THE  DESPAIRING  SHEPHERD. 

ALEXIS  fliunn'd  his  fellow-fwains, 
Their  rural  fports,  and  jocund  ftrains  : 

(Haavrn  guard  us  all  from  Cupid's  bow  !) 
He  loft  his  crook,  he  left  his  flocks; 
And,  wandering  through  the  lonely  rocks, 

He  nourifh'd  endlcfs  woe. 

The  nymphs  and  fhepherds  round  him  came  ; 
His  grief  fome  pity,  others  blame  ; 

The  fatal  caufe  all  kindly  feek  : 
He  mingled  his  concern  with  theirs; 
He  gave  them  back  their  friendly  tear»; 

He  figh'd,  but  would  not  fpeak. 

Clorinda  came  among  the  reft: 
And  fhe  too  kind  concern  expreft, 

And  aflc'd  the  reafon  of  his  woe : 
She  aik'd,  but  with  an  air  and  mien, 
That  made  it  ealily  forefeen, 

She  fcar'd  too  much  to  know. 

The  fhepherd  ra'is'd  his  mournful  head 
And  will  you  pardon  me, 
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While  I  the  cruel  truth  reveal  ? 
Which  nothing  from  my  bieaft  fhould  tear  j 
Which  never  fliould  offend  your  ear. 

But  that  you  bid  me  tell. 

'Tis  thus  I  rove,  'tis  thus  complain, 
Since  you  appear'd  upon  the  plain; 

You  are  the  caufe  of  all  my  care  ; 
Your  eyes  ten  thoufand  dangers  dart ; 
Ten  thoufand  torments  vex  my  heart : 

I  love,  and  I  defpair. 

Too  much,  Alexis,  I  have  heard  : 

'Tis  what  I  thought ;  'tis  what  I  fear'd  : 

And  yet  I  pardon  you,  flie  cried  : 
But  you  fhall  promife  ne'er  again 
To  breathe  your  vows,  or  fpeak  your  pain  : 

He  bow'd,  obey'd,  and  died. 


TO  THE 
HON.  CHARLES  MONTAGUE,  ESQ.., 

AFTERWARDS   EARL  OS  HALIFAX. 


HOWE'ER,  'tis  well,  that  while  mankind 

Through  fate's  perverfe  meander  em, 
He  can  imagin'd  pleafures  find, 

To  combat  againft  real  cares. 

ii. 
Fancies  and  notions  he  purfues. 

Which  ne'er  had  being  but  in  thought; 
Each,  like  the  Grecian  artift,  woos 

The  image  he  himfelf  has  wrought. 

in. 
Againft  experience  he  believes ; 

He  argues  againft  demnnftration ; 
pleas'd,  when  his  reafon  he  deceives ; 

And  fets  his  judgment  by  his  paffion. 

IV. 

The  hoary  fool,  who  many  days 

Has  ftruggled  with  continued  forrow, 
Renews  his  hope,  and  blindly  lays 

The  defperate  bett  upon  to-morrow. 

v. 
To-morrow  comes;  'tis  noon,  'tis  night; 

This  day  like  all  the  former  flies  : 
Yet  on  he  runs,  to  feek  delight 

To-morrow,  till  to-night  he  dies. 

VI. 

Our  hopes,  like  towering  falcons,  aim 

At  objects  in  an  airy  height : 
The  little  pleafure  of  the  game 

Is  from  afar  to  view  the  flight. 

vn. 
Our  anxious  pains  we,  all  the  day, 

In  fearch  of  what  we  like,  employ  : 
Scorning  at  night  the  worthlefs  prey, 

We  find  the  labour  gave  the  joy. 

vin. 
At  diftance  through  an  artful  glafs 

To  the  mind's  eye  things  will  appear  : 
They  lofe  their  forms,  and  make  a  mafs 

Confus'd  and  black,  if  brought  too  near. 
5 


If  we  fee  right,  we  fee  our  woes: 

Then  what  avails  it  to  have  eyes  ? 
From  ignorance  our  comfort  flows  : 

The  only  wretched  are  the  wife. 

x. 
We  wearied  fhould  lie  down  in  death  : 

This  cheat  of  life  would  take  no  more, 
If  you  thought  fame  but  empty  breath, 

I,  Phillisbut  a  perjur'd  whore. 


VARIATIONS  IN  A  COPY,  PRINTED 

OUR  hopes,  like  towering  falcons,  aim 

At  objects  in  an  airy  height ; 
But  all  the  pleafure  of  the  game 

Is  afar  off  to  view  the  flight. 

The  worthlefs  prey  but  only  {hows 
The  joy  conlifted  in  the  ftrife  ; 

Whate'er  we  take,  as  foon  we  lofc 
In  Homer's  riddle  and  in  life. 

So,  whilft  in  feverifh  deeps  we  think 
We  tafte  what  waking  we  defire. 

The  dream  is  better  than  the  drink. 
Which  only  feeds  the  fickly  fire. 

To  the  mind's  eye  things  will  appear, 
At  diftance  through  an  artful  glafs; 

Bring  but  the  flattering  objects  near, 
They're  all  a  fenfelefs  gloomy  maf&. 

Seeing  aright,  we  fee  our  woes : 
Then  what  avails  it  to  have  eyes  ? 

From  ignorance  our  comfort  Hows, 
The  only  wretched  are  the  wife. 

We  wearied  fhould  lie  down  in  death. 

This  cheat  of  life  would  take  no  more; 
If  you  thought  fame  but  {linking  breath, 

And  Phillis  but  a  perjur'd  whore. 


AD  VIRUM  DOCT1SSIMUM  DOMINVM  SAMUr.X.TJJT 
SHAW,  CUM  THESES  DE  1CTERO  PRO  CRADW 
DOCTORIS  DEFENDERET,  4  JUNJI, 


PHOEBE  potens  fsevismorbis  vel  laedere  gentes, 

Lsefas  folerti  vel  relevare  manu, 
Afpice  tu  decus  hoc  noftrum,  placidufque  fatere 

Indomitus  quantum  profit  in  arte  labor  : 
Non  iclerum  pofthac  poilemve  tninaberis  orbi, 

Fortius  hie  juvenis  dum  medicamen  habet  1 
Mitte  dehinc  iras,  et  nato  carmina  dona  ; 

Neglc<Sum  telum  dejice,  fume  lyram. 


TRANSLATION. 

BY  MR.  COOKE. 

O  !  PHOEBUS,  deity,  -whofe  powerful  hand 
Can  fpread  difeafes  through  the  joyful  land. 
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Alike  all  powerful  to  relieve  the  pain, 
And  bid  the  groaning  nations  fmiie  again  ; 
When  this  our  pride  you  fee,  confefs  you  find 
In  him  what  art  can  do  with  labour  join'd  : 
No  more  the  world  thy  direful  threats  fhall  fear, 
While  he,  the  youth,  our  remedy,  i?  near; 
Supprtfs  thy  rage ;  with  verfc  thy  fon  infpirc, 
The  dart  neglecied,  to  affume  the  lyre. 


ON  THE  TAKING  OF  NAMUR. 

THE  town  which  Louis  bought,  NalTau  reclams  , 
And  brings  inftead  of  bribes  avenging  flames. 
Now,  Louis,  take  thy  titles  from  above, 
Boileau  mall  (ing,  and  we'll  believe  thee  Jove  : 
Jove  gain'd  his  miftrefs  with  alluring  gold, 
But  Jove  like  thee  was  impotent  and  old  ! 
Active  and  young  did  he  like  William  (land, 
He  'ad  ftunn'd  the  dame,  hit  thunder  in  hit  hand. 


ODE, 

IN  IMITATION    OF    HORACE,   III.  OD.  II. 

Written  in  1692. 

I. 

How  long,  deluded  Albion,  wilt  thou  lie 
In  the  lethargic  fleep,  the  fad  repoie, 
By  which  thy  clofe,  thy  conflant  enemy, 
Has  foftly  lull'd  thee  to  thy  woes  ? 
Or  wake,  degenerate  ifle,  or  ceafe  to  own 
What  thy  old  kings  in  Gallic  camps  have  done; 
The  fpoils  they  brought  thee  back,  the  crowns 

they  -won ; 
William  (fo  fate  requires)  again  is  arm'd ; 

Thy  father  to  the  field  is  gone  : 
Again  Maria  weeps  her  abfent  lord, 
For  thy  repofe  content  to  rule  alone. 
Are  thy  enervate  fons  not  yet  alarm'd  ? 
When  William  fights,  dare  they  look  tamely  on, 
So  flow  to  get  their  ancient  fame  reftor'd, 
As  not  to  melt  at  beauty's  tears,  nor  follow  va 
lour's  fword  i 

ii. 

See  the  repenting  iflc  awakes, 
Her  vicious  chains  the  generous  goddefs  breaks  : 
The  fogs  around  her  temples  are  difpell'd  ; 
Abroad  fhe  looks,  and  fee*  arm'd  Belgia  ftand 
Prepar'dto  meettheircommonLorii'scommand; 
Her  lions  roaring  by  her  fide,  her  arrow  in  her 

hand ; 

And,  blufhing  to  have  been  fo  long  with-held, 
\Veeps  off  her  crime,  and  haftens  to  the  field. 
Henceforth  her  youth  mail  be  innur'd  to  bear 

Hazardous  toil  and  active  war; 
To  march  beneath  the  dog-flar's  raging  heat, 
Patient  of  fummer's  drought,  and  marrial  fweat; 
And  only  grieve  in  winter's  camp  to  find 
Its  days  too  fliort  for  labours  they  defign'd  : 
All  night  beneath  hard  heavy  arms  to  watch  ; 
All  day  to  mount  the  trench,  to  Itorm  the  breach; 
6 


And  all  the  rugged  path*  to  tread, 
Where  William  and  his  virtue  led- 

in. 
Silence  is  the  foul  of  war; 

Deliberate  counfel  muft  prepare 
The  mighty  work,  which  valour  muft  complete  ; 
Thus  William  rcicued,  thi:s  preferves  the  fUte  : 

Thus  teachts  us  to  think  and  dare. 
As  whilft  his  cannon  juft  prepar'd  to  breathe 

Avenging  anger  and  fwift  death, 
In  the  tried  metal  the  clofe  dangers  glow, 

And  now,  too  late,  the  dying  foe 
Perceives  the  flame,  yet  cannot  \v;ird  the  blow; 
So  whilft  in  William's  bread  ripe  couufeis  lie, 

Secret  and  fure  as  brooding  fate, 

No  more  of  his  defign  appears, 

Than  what  awakens  Gallia's  fears;  - 
And  (though  guilt's  eye  can  fharply  penetrate) 

Diftracted  Louis  can  defcry 
Only  a  long  unmeafur'd  ruin  nigh. 

IV. 

On  Norman  coafts  and  banks  of  frighted  Seine 

Lo  !   the  impending  ftorms  begin  : 
Britannia  fafely  thrcugh  her  matter's  fea 

Plows  up  her  viilorious  way, 
The  French  Salmoneus  throws  his  bolts  in  vain, 
Whilft  the  true  thunderer  aflerts  the  main: 
'Tis  done  !  to  (helves  and  rocks  his  fleets  retire, 

Swift  victory  in  vengeful  flames 
Burns  down  the  prideof  their  prefumptuous  names 

They  run  to  ftiipwreck  to  avoid  our  fire, 
And  the  torn  veffels  that  regain  their  coaft 
Arc  but  fad  matks  to  fhow  the  reft  are  loft  : 
All  this  the  mild,  the  beauteous  Queen  has  done, 
And  William's  fofter  half  makes  Louis's  throne  ; 

Maria  does  the  fea  command 
Whilft  Gallia  flies  her  hulband's  arms  by  land. 
So,  the  fun  abfent,  with  full  fway  the  moon 
Governs  the  iilcs,  and  rules  the  waves  alone  : 
So  Juno  thunders  when  her  Jove  is  gone. 
lo  Britannia  !   loofe  thy  ocean's  chains, 
Whilft  Rufl'd  ftrikes  the  blow  thy  queen  ordains ; 
Thus  refcued,  thus  rever'd,  for  ever  ftand, 
And  blefs  the  counfel,  and  reward  the  hand, 

lo  Britannia  !  thy  Maria  reigns. 

v. 

From  Mary's  conquefts,  and  the  rcfcucd  main, 
Let  France  iookfuith  to  Sambrc's  armed  more, 
And  boaft  her  joy  for  William'*  death  no  more. 
He  lives ;  let  trance  confcfs,  the  vidor  livts  : 
Her  triumphs  for  his  death  were  vain, 
And  fpoke  her  terror  of  his  life  too  plain. 
The  mighty  years  begin,  the  day  draws  nigh, 
In  which  that  one  of  Louis'  many  wives, 
Who,  by  the  baleful  force  of  guilty  charms 
Has  long  enthrall'd  him  in  her  wither'd  arms, 
Shall  o'er  the  plains,  from  diftant  towers  on  high, 

Caft  around  her  mournful  eye, 

And  with  prophetic  forrow  cry  ; 
"  Why  does  my  ruin'd  lord  retard  his  flight  I 
Why  does  defpair  provoke  his  age  to  fight  i 
As  well  the  wolf  may  venture  to  engage 
The  angry  lion's  generous  rage  ; 
The  ravenous  vulture,  and  the  biid  of  night, 
As  fafely  tempt  the  (looping  eagle's  flight ; 
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As  Louis  to  unequal  arms  defy 

Yon'  hero,  crown'd  wich  blooming  victory, 

Juft  triumphing  o'er  rebel-rage  reflrain'd, 

And  yet  unbreath'd  from  battles  gain'd. 
See  !  all  yon'  dufty  field's  quite  cover'd  o'er 
"With  hoftile  troops,  and  Orange  at  their  head  ; 

Orange,  deftin'd  to  complete 

The  great  defigns  of  labouring  fate; 

Orange,  the  name  that  tyrants  dread : 
He  conies ;  our  ruin'd  empire  is  no  more : 
Down,  like  the  Perfian,  goes  the  Gallic  throne; 
Darius  ilies,  young  Ammon  urges  on." 

vi. ' 

Now  from  the  dubious  battle's  mingled  heat, 
Let  fear  look  back,  and  ftretch  her  hafly  wing, 
Impatient  to  fecure  a  bafe  retreat : 
Let  the  pale  coward  leave  his  wounded  king, 

For  the  vile  privilege  to  breathe, 
To  live  with  fhame  in  dread  of  glorious  death ! 
In  vain  ;  for  fate  has  fvvifter  wings  than  fear, 
She  follows  hard,  and  ftrikeshim  in  the  rear; 
Dying  and  mad  the  traitor  bites  the  ground, 
His  back  transfix'd  with  a  difhoneft  wound; 
Whilil  through  the  fierceft  troops,  and   thickeft 
prefs, 

Virtue  carries  on  fuccefs ; 

Whilft  equal  heaven  guards  tbcdiftinguifh'd  brave, 
And  armies  cannot  hurt  whom  angels  iave. 

VII. 

Virtue  to  verfe  immortal  luftre  gives, 

Each  by  the  other's  mutual  freindfhip  lives; 

JCneas  ftiffer'd,  and  Achilles  fought, 

The  hero's  a<Ss  enlarg'd  the  poet's  thought., 

Or  Virgil's  majefly,  and  Homer's  rage, 

Had  ne'er,  like  lifting  nature,  vanquifh'd  age. 

Whilft  Louis  then  his  rifing  terror  drowns 

With  drums'  alarms,  and  trumpets'  founds, 
Whilft,  hid  in  arm'd  retreats,  and  guarded  towns, 

From  danger  as  from  honour  far, 
He  bribes  clofe  murder  againft  open  war : 

In  vain  you  Gallic  mufes  ftrive 
With  labour'd  verfe  to  keep  his  fame  alive  : 
Your  mouldering  monuments  in  vain  ye  raife 
On  the  weak  bafis  of  the  tyrant's  praife  : 
Your  fongs  are  fold,  your  numbers  are  profane, 

"Tis  incenfe  to  an  idol  given, 

Meat  offer'd  to  Prometheus'  man 

That  had  no  foul  from  heaven. 
Againft  his  will,  you  chain  your  frighted  king 

On  rapid  Rhine's  divided  bed; 

And  mock  your  hero,  whilft  ye  fing 

The  wounds  for  which  he  never  bled ; 
Falfehood  does  poifon  on  your  praife  diffufe, 
And  Louis'  fear  gives  death  to  Boileau's  mufe. 

VIII. 

On  its  own  worth  true  majefty  is  rear'd, 

And  virtue  i»  her  own  icward  ; 
With  folid  beams  and  native  glory  bright, 
She  neither  darknefs  dreads,  nor  covets  light ; 
True  to  herfelf,  and  fix'd  to  inborn  laws, 
Nor  funk,  by  fpite,  not  lifted  by  applaufe, 
She  from  her  fettled  orb  looks  calmly  down, 
On  life  or  death,  a  prifon  or  a  crown. 
When  bound  in  double  chains  poor  Bclgia  lay, 
To  foreign  arms  and  inward  ftrife  a  prey, 


Whilft  one  good  man  buoy'd  up  her  finking  ftate, 
And  virtue  labour'd  againft  fate; 
When  fortune  baiely  with  ambition  join'd, 
And  ail  was  conquer'd  but  the  patriot's  mind ; 

When  ftorms  let  loofe,  and  raging  feas, 
Juft  ready  the  torn  veflel  to  o'erwhelm, 
Forc'd  not  the  faithful  pilot  from  his  helm, 
Nor  all  the  Syren  fongs  of  future  peace, 
And  dazzling  profpedl  of  a  promis'd  crown, 

Could  lure  his  ftubborn  virtue  down; 
But  againft  charms,  and  threats,  and  hell,  he  flood, 

To  that  which  was  feverely  good ; 
Then,  had  no  trophies  juftifiedhis  fame, 
No  poet  bleft  his  fong  with  Nafiau's  name, 
Virtue  alone  did  all  that  honour  bring, 
And  heaven  as  plainly  pointed  out  the  king, 

As  when  he  at  the  altar  ftood 

In  all  his  types  and  robes  of  power, 
Whilft  at  his  feet  religious  Britain  bow'd, 
And  own  him  next  to  what  we  there  adore. 

IX. 

Say,  joyful  Maefe,  and  Boyne's  victorious  flood, 
(For  each  has  mixt  his  waves  with  royal  blood) 
When  William's  armies  paft,  did  he  retire, 
Or  view  from  far  the  battle's  diftant  fire  ? 
Could  he  believe  his  perfon  was  too  dear  ? 
Or  ufe  his  greatnefs  to  conceal  his  fear  ? 
Could  prayers  or  fighs  the  dauntlefs  hero  move  ? 
Arm'd  with  heaven's  juftice,  and  his  people's  Jove, 
Through  the  firft  waves  he  wing'd  his  venturous 

way, 

And  on  the  adverfe  (hore  arofe, 
(Ten  thoufand  flying  deaths  in  vain  oppofe). 

Like  the  great  ruler  of  the  day, 
With  ftrength  and  fwiftnefsmountingfrom  the  fe*r 
Like  him  all  day  he  toil'd;  but  long  in  night 
The  god  has  eas'd  his  wearied  light, 
Ere  vengeance  Jeft  the  ftubborn  foes, 
Or  William's  labours  found  repofe  ! 
When  his  troops  faulter'd,  ftept  not  he  becweea  ? 
Reftor'd  the  dubious  fight  again, 
Mark'd  out  the  coward  that  durft  fly, 
And  led  the  fainting  brave  to  victory  ? 
Still  a*  (he  fled  him,  did  he  not  o'ertake 
Her  doubtful  courfe  ftill  brought  her  bleeding  back? 
By  his  keen  fword  did  not  the  boldeft  fall  ? 
Was  he  not  king,  commander,  foldier,  all?— • 
His  dangers  fuch  as,  with  becoming  dread, 
His  fubje&s  yet  unborn  ftiall  weep  to  read  : 
And  were  not  thofe  the  only  days  that  e'er 

The  pious  prince  refus'd  to  hear 
His  friends'  advices,  or  his  fubjects'  prayer  ? 

x. 

Where'er  old  Rhine  his  fruitful  water  turns, 
Or  fills  his  vaflals'  tributary  urns ; 
To  Belgia's  fav'd  dominions,  and  the  fea, 
Whofe  righted  waves  rejoice  in  William's  fvvay  ; 
Is  there  a  town  where  children  are  not  taught, 
Here  Holland  profper'd,  for  here  Orange  fought ; 
Through  rapid  waters,  and  through  flying  fire ;  • 
Here  rufli'd  the  prince,  here  made  whole  France 

retire  ? 

By  different  nations  be  his  valour  bleft, 
In  different  languages  confeft ; 
And  then  let  Shannon  fpeak  the  reft  : 
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£et  Shannon  fpcak,  how  OTJ  her  wondering  ftore, 
When  conqueft  hovering  on  his  arms  did  wait, 
And  only  afk'd  fonie  lives  to  bribe  her  o'er; 
The  god-like  man,  the  more  than  conqueror, 
With  high  contempt  fent  back  the  fpecious  bait : 
And,  fcorning  glory  at  a  price  too  great, 
With  fo  much  power,  fuch  piety  did  join, 
As  made  a  perfect  virtue  foar 
A  pitch  unknown  to  man  before ; 
And  lifted  Shannon's  waves  o'er  thole  of  Boyne. 

xi. 

Nor  do  his  fubje&s  only  fhare 
The  profperous  fruits  of  his  indulgent  reign  ; 
His  enemies  approve  the  pious  war, 
Which,  with  their  weapon,  takes  away  their  chain. 
More  than  his  fword  his  goodnefs  ftrikes  his  foes  ; 
They  blefs  his  arms,  and  figh  they  muft  oppofe. 
Tuftice  and  freedom  on  his  conqnefts  wait ; 
And  'tis  for  man's  delight  that  he  is  great : 
Succeeding  times  fhall  with  long  joy  contend, 
If  he  were  more  a  yidlor,  or  a  friend  : 
So.  much  his  courage  and  his  mercy  drive, 
He  wounds,  to  cure ;  and  conquers,  to  forgive. 

XII. 

Ye  heroes,  that  have  fought  your  country's  caufe, 
Redrefs'd  her  injuries,  or  form'd  her  laws, 
To  my  adventurous  fong  juft  witnds  bear, 
Affift  the  pious  mufe,  and  hear  her  fwear ; 
That  'tis  no  poet's  thought,  no  flight  of  youth, 

J3ut  folid  ftory,  and  fevereft  truth, 
That  William  treafures  up  a  greater  name, 
Than  any  country,  any  age,  can  boaft  : 

And  ail  that  ancient  flock  of  fame 

He  did  from  his  fore-fathers  take, 
He  has  improv'd,  and  gives  with  intereft  back; 
And  in  his  conftellation  does  unite 
Their  fcatter'd  rays  of  fainter  light : 
Above  or  Envy's  lafli,  or  Fortune's  wheel 

That  fettled  glory  (hall  for  ever  dwell : 
Above  the  rolling  orbg,  and  common  fky, 

Where  nothing  comes  that  e'er  fhall  die. 

XTJI. 

Where  roves  the  mufe  ?  Where,  thoughtlcfs  to  re 
turn, 

Ts  her  fhort-liv'd  veffel  borne, 
By  potent  winds  too  fubjecft  to  be  toft, 
And  in  the  fea  of  William's  praifes  loft  ? 
Nor  let  her  tempt  that  deep,  nor  make  the  fliore, 

Where  our  abandon'd  youth  (he  fees, 
Shipwreck'd  in  luxury,  and  loft  in  eafe  ; 
Whom  nor  Britannia's  danger  can  alarm, 

Nor  William's  exemplary  virtue  warm  : 
Tell  them,  howe'er,  the  king  can  yet  forgive 
Their  guilty  floth,  their  homage  yet  receive. 

And  let  their  wounded  honour  live  : 
But  fure  and  fudden  be  their  juft  remorfe ; 
Swift  be  their  virtue's  rife,  and  ftrong  its  courfe  ; 
For  though  for  certain  years  and  deftin'd  times, 

Merit  has  lain  confus'd  with  crimes ; 
Though  Jove  feem'd  negligent  of  human  cares, 
Uor  fcourg'd  our  follies,  nor  return'd  our  prayers, 
His  juftice  now  demands  the  equal  fcales, 
Sedition  is  fupprefs'd,  and  truth  prevails  : 
pate  its  great  ends  by  flow  degrew  attains, 
And  Europe  is  redeem'd,  and  William  reigns. 


HYMN  TO   THE    SUN. 

Set  by  Dr.  H.  Purcell. 

AND  INTENDED  TO  BE  SUNG  BEFORE  THEIR  MA» 
JESTIES  ON  NEW-YEAR'S  PAY,  1693-4. 

i. 

LIGHT  of  the  world,  and  ruler  of  the  year, 
With  happy  fpeed  begin  thy  great  career  ; 
And,  as  thou  doft  thy  radiant  journies  run, 
Through  every  diftant  climate  own 
That  in  fair  Albion  thou  haft  feen 
The  greateft  prince,  the  brighteft  queen, 
That  ever  fav'ft  a  land,  or  bleft  a  throne, 
Since  firft  thy  beams  were  fpread,  or  genial  power 
was  known. 

u. 

So  may  thy  godhead  be  confeft, 
So  the  returning  year  be  bleft, 
As  his  infant  months  beftow 
Springing  wreaths  for  William's  brow: 
As  his  lummer's  youth  fhall  fhed 
Eternal  fweets  around  Maria's  head. 
From  the  bleilings  they  beftow, 

Our  times  are  dated,  and  our  asras  move  : 
They  govern  and  enlighten  all  below, 
AS  thou  doft  all  above, 
in. 

Let  our  hero  in  the  war 
A&ive  and  fierce,  like  thee,  appear  : 
Like  thee,  great  fon  of  Jove,  like  thee 
When,  clad  in  rifing  majefty, 
Thou  marcheft  down  o'er  Dclos"  hill  confeft, 
With  all  thy  arrows  arm'd,  in  all  thy  glory  dreft. 
Like  thee,  the  hero  does  his  arms  employ, 

The  raging  Python  to  deftroy, 
And  give  the  injur'd  nations  peace  and  joy. 

JV. 

From  faireft  years,  and  time's  more  happy  floret, 

Gather  all  the  fmiling  hours; 
Such  as  with  friendly  care  have  guarded 

Patriots  and  kings  in  rightful  wars  ; 
Such  as  with  conqucft  have  rewarded 

Triumphant  vi&ors'  happy  cares; 
Such  as  ftory  has  recorded 
Sacred  to  Naffau's  long  renown, 
For  countries  fav'd,  and  battles  won. 

v. 

March  them  again  in  fair  array, 
And  bid  them  form  the  happy  day, 
The  happy  day  defign'd  to  wait 
On  William's  fame,  and  Europe's  fate. 

Let  the  happy  day  be  crovvn'd 
With  great  event,  and  fair  fuccefs : 

No  brjghtet  in  the  year  be  found, 
But  that  which  brings  the  vidlor  home  in  peac;, 

VI. 

Again  thy  godhead  we  implore, 
Great  in  wildom  as  in  power; 
Again,  for  good  Maria's  fake,  and  ours, 

Choofc  out  other  fmiling  hours ; 
Such  as  with  joyous  wings  have  fled, 
When  happy  couofel*  were  advifmg  j 


Such  as  have  lucky  omens  died 

O'er  forming  laws,  and  empires  rifing; 
Such  as  many  courfes  ran, 
Hand  in  hand  a  goodly  train, 
To  blefs  the  great  Eliza's  reign ; 
And  in  the  rypic  glory  (how 
XVhat  fuller  blifs  Maria  fhall  beftow. 

VH. 

As  the  folemn  hours  advance, 
Mingled  fend  into  the  dance 
Many  fraught  with  all  the  treafures, 

Which  thy  eaftern  travel  views ; 
Many  wing'd  with  all  the  pleafures, 

Man  can  aflc,  or  heaven  diffufe  : 
That  great  Maria  all  thofe  joys  may  know. 
Which,  fr«m  her  cares,  upon  her  fubje&s  flow. 

VIII. 

For  thy  own  glory  fing  our  fovereign's  praifc, 

God  of  verfes  and  of  days  : 
Let  all  thy  tuneful  fons  adorn 

Their  lading  work  with  William's  name  ; 
Let  chofen  mufes  yet  unborn 
Take  great  Maria  for  their  future  theme  : 
Eternal  ftructures  let  them  raife 
©n  William's  and  Maria's  praife  : 
Nor  want  new  fubject  for  the  fong, 

Nor  fear  they  can  exhauft  the  ftore, 
Till  nature's  mufic  lies  unftrung; 
Till  thou,  great  god,  (halt  lofe  thy  double  power, 
And  touch  thy  lyre,  and  (hoot  thy  beams  no  more, 


THE  LADY'S  LOOKING-GLASS. 

IN    IMITATION    OF    A    GREEK    IDYLLIUM. 

CELIA  and  I  the  other  day 
Walk'd  o'er  the  fand-hills  to  the  fea  : 
The  fetting  fun  adorn'd  the  coaft, 
His  beams  entire,  his  fiercenefs  loft  : 
And,  on  the  furface  of  the  deep, 
The  winds  lay  only  not  afleep : 
The  nymph  did  like  the  fcene  appear, 
Serenely  pleafant,  calmly  fair  : 
Soft  fell  her  words,  as  flew  the  air. 
With  fecret  joy  I  heard  her  fay, 
That  fhe  would  never  mifs  one  day 
A  walk  fo  fine,  a  fight  fo  gay. 

But,  oh  the  change  !  the  winds  grow  high ; 
Impending  tempefts  charge  the  fky; 
The  lightning  flies,  the  thunder  roars ; 
And  big  waves  lafh  the  frighten'd  fhores. 
Struck  with  the  horror  of  the  fight, 
bhe  turns  her  head,  and  wings  her  flight : 
And,  trembling,  vows  fhe'll  ne'er  again 
Approach  the  fhore,  or  view  the  main. 

Once  more  at  leaft  look  back,  faid  I, 
Thyfelf  in  that  large  glafs  defcry  :  . 
When  thou  art  in  good-humour  dreft ; 
When  gentle  reafon  rules  thy  breaft ; 
The  fun  upon  the  calmeft  ft  a 
Appears  not  half  fo  bright  as  thee  : 
'  Fis  then  that  with  delight  1  rove 
Upon  the  boundlcfs  depih  of  love  ; 


blefs  my  chain  ;  I  hand  my  oar ; 
Sfor  think  on  all  I  left  on  fhore. 

But  when  vain  doubt  and  groundlefs  fear 
Do  that  dear  foolifh  bofom  tear ; 
When  the  big  lip  and  watery  eye 
Tell  me,  the  rifing  ftorm  is  nigh ; 
'Tis  then,  thou  art  yon'  angry  main, 
Deform'd  by  winds,  and  daih'd  by  raio  ; 
And  the  poor  failor,  that  muft  try 
Its  fury,  labours  lefs  than  I. 

Shipwreck'd,  in  vain  to  land  I  make, 
While  love  and  fate  ftill  drive  me  back  : 
Fprc'd  to  doat  on  thee  thy  own  way, 
I  chide  thee  firft,  and  then  obey. 
Wretched  when  from  thee,  vex'd  when  nigh 
I  with  thee,  or  without  thee,  die. 


LOVE  AND  FRIENDSHIP: 

A  PASTORAL. 

By  Mrs.  Elizabeth  Singer,  afterwards  Ro-we. 

AMARYLLIS. 

WHILE  from  the  fkies  she  ruddy  fun  defcends. 
And  rifing  night  the  evening  (hade  extends ; 
While  pearly  dews  o'erfpread  the  fruitful  field, 
And  clofing  flowers  reviving  odours  yield^: 
Let  us,  beneath  thefe  fpreading  trees,  recite 
What  from  our  hearts  our  mufes  may  indite. 
Nor  need  we,  in  this  clofe  retirement,  fear, 
Left  any  fwain  our  amorous  fecrets  hear. 

SYLVIA. 

To  every  fhepherd  I  would  mine  proclaim ; 
Since  fair  Aminta  is  my  fofteft  theme  : 
A  ftranger  to  the  loofe  delights  of  love, 
My  thoughts  the  nobler  warmth  of  friendlhip  prore; 
And,  while  its  pure  and  facred  fire  I  fing, 
Chafte  goddefs  of  the  groves,  thy  fuccour  bring. 

AMARYLLIS. 

Propitious  god  of  love,  my  breaft  infpire 
With  all  thy  charms,  with  all  thy  pleafing  fire  i 
Propitious  god  o/  love,  thy  fuccour  bring, 
Whilft  I  thy  darling,  thy  Alexis  fing  ; 
Alexis,  as  the  opening  bloflbms  fair, 
Lovely  as  light,  and  foft  as  yielding  air. 
For  him  each  virgin  fighs ;  and  on  the  plains 
The  happy  youth  above  each  rival  reigns. 
Nor  to  the  echoing  groves,  and  whifpering  fprin? 
In  fweeter  drains  does  artful  Conon  fing  ; 
When  loud  applaufes  fill  the  crowded  groves, 
And  Phoebus  the  fuperior  fong  approves. 
SYLVIA. 

Beauteous  Aminta  is  as  early  light, 
Breaking  the  melancholy  ikades  of  night. 
When  (he  is  near,  all  anxious  trouble  flies, 
And  our  reviving  hearts  confefs  her  eyes. 
Young  love,  and  blooming  joy,  and  gay  defires, 
In  every  breaft  the  beauteous  nymph  infpires  ; 
And  on  the  plain  when  fhe  no  more  appears, 
The  plain  a  dark  and  gloomy  profpect  wears. 
In  vain  the  ftreams  roll  on  :  the  eaftern  breeze 
Dances  in  vain  among  the  trembling  trees  : 
In  vain  the  birds  begin  their  cTening  fong, 
And  to  the  filcnt  night  their  notes  prolong  ; 
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j&or  groves,  nor  cryftal  ftrcaaw,  nor  verdant  field, 
Does  wonted  pleafure  in  her  abfence  yield. 

AMARYLLIS. 

And,  in  his  abfence,  all  the  penfive  day 
In  fome  obfcure  retreat  I  lonely  ftray ; 
All  day  to  the  repeating  caves  complain, 
In  mournful  accents,  and  a  dying  {train ; 
Dear  lovely  youth,  I  cry  to  all  around  1 
Dear  lovely  youth,  the  flattering  vales  refound. 

SYLVIA. 

On  flowery  banks,  by  every  murmuring  dream, 
Aminta  is  my  nude's  fofteft  theme  : 
'Tis  (he  that  does  my  artful  notes  refine :       [fliine. 
With  fair  Aminta's  name  my  nobleft  verfc  (hall 

AMARYLLIS. 

I'll  twine  frefli  garlands  for  Alexis'  brows, 
And  confecrate  to  him  eternal  vows  : 
The  charming  youth  fhall  my  Apollo  prove; 
He  fhall  adorn  my  fongs,and  tune  my  voice  to  love. 


TO  THE  AUTHOR  OF  THE  FOREGOING 
PASTORAL. 

BY  Sylvia  if  thy  charming  felf  be  meant ; 

If  friendfhip  be  thy  virgin  vows  extent : 

Oh  !  let  <ne  in  Aminta's  praifes  join  : 

Her's  my  efteem  fhall  be,  my  paffion  thine. 

When  for  thy  head  the  garland  I  prepare, 

A  fecund  wreath  fhall  bind  Aminta's  hair; 

And,  when  thy  choiceft  fongs  thy  worth  proclaim, 

Alternate  verfe  fhall  blefs  Aminta's  name ; 

My  heart  fhall  own  the  juftice  of  her  caufe, 

And  love  himfelf  fubmit  to  friendfhip's  laws. 

But  if,  beneath  thy  number's  foft  difguife, 
Some  favour'd  fwain,  fome  true  Alexis  lies; 
If  Amaryllis  breathes  thy  fecret  pains, 
And  thy  fond  heart  beats  meafure  to  thy  drains ; 
May'ft  thou,  howe'er  I  grieve,  for  ever  find 
The  flame  propitious,  and  the  lover  kind  ! 
May  Venus  long  exert  her  happy  power, 
And  make  thy  beauty,  like  thy  verfe,  endure  I 
May  every  god  his  friendly  aid  afford, 
Pan  guard  thy  flocff,  and  Ceres  blefs  thy  board  '. 

But,  if  by  chance  the  feries  of  thy  joys 
Permit  one  thought  lei's  cheerful  to  arife, 
Piteous  to  transfer  it  to  the  mournful  fwain, 
Who,  loving  much,  who,  not  belov'd  again, 
Feels  an  ill-fated  paffion's  laft  excefs, 
And  dies  in  woe,  that  thou  may'ft  live  in  peace. 


TO  A  LADY  : 

Sbt  rtfujtng  to  continue  a  Difpute  -with  me,  and  leaving 
me  in  the  Argument, 

AN   ODE. 


SPARE,  generous  victor,  fpare  the  flave, 
Who  did  unequal  war  purfue  ; 

That  more  than  triumph  he  might  have, 
la  being  overcome  by  you. 


In  the  difpute  whate'er  I  faid, 

My  heart  was  by  my  tongue  belied  ;• 
And  in  my  looks  you  might  have  read 

How  much  I  argued  on  your  fide. 

in. 
Yon,  far  from  danger  as  from  fear, 

Mi^ht  have  fuftain'd  an  open  fight : 
For  fcidom  your  opinions  err, 

Your  eyes  arc  always  in  the  right. 

IV. 

Why,  fair  one,  would  you  not  rely 

On  reafon's  force  with  beauty's  join'dr? 
Could  I  their  prevalence  deny, 

I  muft  at  once  be  deaf  and  blind. 

v. 
Alas !  not  hoping  to  fubdue, 

I  only  to  the  fight  afpir'd  : 
To  keep  the  beauteous  foe  in  view 

Was  all  the  glory  I  dcfir'd. 

VI. 

But  (he,  howe'er  of  victory  Cure, 

Contemns  the  wreath  too  long  delay'd : 

And,  arm'd  with  more  immediate  power, 
Calls  cruel  filcnce  to  her  aid. 

TH. 

Deeper  to  wound,  fhc  fhuns  the  fight ; 

She  drops  her  arms,  to  gain  the  field ; 
Secures  her  conqueft  by  her  flight ; 

And  triumphs,  when  fhe  fecms  to  yield. 

VIII. 

So  when  the  Parthian  turn'd  his  fteed, 
And  from  the  hoftile  camp  withdrew, 

With  cruel  flcill  the  backward  reed 
He  fent ;  and,  as  he  fled,  he  flew. 


SEEING  THE  DUKE  OF  ORMOND's  PIC 
TURE  AT  SIR  GODFREY  KNELLER'5. 

OUT  from  the  injur'd  canvas,  Kneller,  flrikc 
Thefe  lines  too  faint :  the  picture  is  not  like. 
Exalt  thy  thought,  and  try  thy  toil  again  : 
Dreadful  in  arms,  on  Lamlen's  glorious  plain 
Place  Ormond's  duke :  impendent  in  the  air 
Let  his  keen  fabre,  comet-like  appear, 
Where'er  it  points,  denouncing  death  :  below 
Draw  routed  fquadrons,  and  the  numerous  foe, 
Falling  beneath,  or  flying  from  his  blow  : 
Till,  weak  with  wounds,  and  cover'd  o'er  with 

blood, 

Which  from  the  patriot's  breaft  in  torrents  flow'd, 
He  faints ;  his  fteed  no  longer  feels  the  rein  ; 
But  ftumbles  o'er  the  heap,  his  hand  had  flam. 
And  now  exhaufted,  bleeding,  pale  he  lies; 
Lovely,  fad  object !  in  his  half-clos'd  eyes, 
Stern  vengeance  yet,  and  hoftile  terror  ftand : 
His  front  yet  threatens,  and  his  frowns  command. 
The  Gallic  chiefs  their  troops  around  him  call; 
Fear  to  approach  him,  though  they  fee  him  fall. — 

O  Kneller,  could  thy  (hades  and  lights  exprefa 
The  perfect  hero  in  that  glorious  drcf» ; 
Ages  to  come  might  Ormond's  picture  know, 
And  palms  for  thiee  beneath  hie  laurels  grow  : 
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tn  fpite  of  time,  thy  work  might  ever  fnine  ; 
Nor  Homer's  colours  laft  fo  long  as  thine. 


CEUA  TO  DAMON. 

"  Atque  in  amore  mala  hsec  proprio,  fummeque 

"  fecundo 
"  Inveniuntur.— "  LBCRET.  lib.  iv. 

WHAT  can  I  fay,  what  arguments  can  prove 
My  truth,  what  colours  can  defcribe  my  love, 
If  its  excefs  and  fury  be  not  known, 
In  what  thy  Celia  has  already  done  ? 

Thy  infant  flames,whilft  yet  they  were  conceal'd 
In  timorous  doubts,  with  pity  1  beheld  ; 
"With  eafy  fmiles  difpell'd  the  filent  fear, 
That  durft  not  tell  me  what  I  dy'd  to  hear. 
In  vain  I  ftrove  to  check  my  glowing  flame, 
Or  fhelter  pafiion  under  friendfhjp's  name, 
You  faw  my  heart,  how  it  my  tongue  bcly'd  ; 
And  when  you  prefs'd,  how  faintly  I  deny'd. — 
Ere  guardian  thought  could  bring  its  fcatter'd 

aid, 

Ere  reafon  could  fupport  the  doubting  maid, 
My  foul,  furpris'd,  and  from  herfelf  disjoin'd, 
Left  all  referve,  and  all  the  fex,  behind  : 
From  your  command  her  motions  fhe  receiv'd  ; 
And  not  for  me,  but  you,  fhe  breath'd  and  liv'd. 

But  ever  bleft  be  Cytherea's  fhrine, 
And  fires  eternal  on  her  altars  fhine  '. 
Since  thy  dear  breaft  has  felt  an  equal  wound  ; 
Since  in  thy  kindnefs  my  defircs  are  crown'd. 
By  thy  each  look,  and   tho«^it,  and  care,  'tis 
Thy  joys  are  center'd  all  in  me  alone  ;       [fhown, 
And  fure  I  am,  thou  wouldft  not  change  this  hour 
For  all  the  white  ones  fate  has  in  its  power. — 

Yet  thus  belov'd,  thus  loving  to  excefs, 
Yet  thus  receiving  and  returning  blifs, 
In  this  great  moment,  in  this  golden  now, 
When  every  trace  of  what,  or  when,  or  how, 
fchould  from  my  foul  by  raging  love  be  torn, 
And  far  on  fwelling  feas  of  rapture  borne  ; 
A  melancholy  tear  afflicts  my  eye. 
And  my  heart  labours  with  a  fudden  figh ; 
Invading  fears  repel  my  coward  joy, 
And  ills  forefeen  the  prefent  blefs  deftroy. 
Poor  as  it  is,  this  beauty  was  the  caule, 
That  with  firft  fighs  your  panting  bolom  rofc : 
But  with  no  owner  beauty  long  will  flay, 
Upon  the  wings  of  time  borne  fwift  away  ;  ' 
Pafs  but  fome  fleeting  years,  and  thefe  poor  eyes 
(Where  now  without  a  boaft  fome  luftre  lies) 
No  longer  fhall  their  little  honours  keep; 
ihall  only  be  of  life  to  read  or  weep  : 
And  on  this  forehead,  where  your  verfe  has  faid, 
The  loves  delighted,  and  the  graces  play'd, 
Infulting  age  will  trace  his  cruel  way, 
And  leave  lad  marks  of  his  deftructivc  fway. 
Mov'd  by  my  charms,  with  them  your  lovi 

may  ceafe, 

And  as  the  fuel  finks,  the  flame  decreafe : 
Or  angry  heaven  may  quicker  darts  prepare, 
And  ficjknefs  flrike  what  time  a  while  would  fftn 


Then  will  my  fwain  his  glowing  vows  renew, 
.'hen  will  his  throbbing  heart  to  mine  beat  true; 
When  my  own  face  deters  me  from  my  glafs, 
And  Kneller  only  (hows  what  Celia  was  ? 

Fantaftic  fame  may  found  her  wild  alarms; 
Your  country,   as    you   think,  may  want   your 

arms. 

fou  may  neglect,  or  quench,  or  hate  the  flame, 
Whofe  fmoke  too  long  obfcur'd  your  lifing  name  ; 
And  quickly  cold  indifference  will  enfue, 
When  you  love's  joys  through  honour's  optic  view. 
Then  Celia's  loudeft  prayer  will  prove  too  weak, 
To  this  abandon'd  breaft  to  bring  you  back  ; 
When  my  loft  lover  the  tall  fhip  afcends, 
With  mufic  gay,  and  wet  with  jovial  friends, 
I  he  tender  accent  of  a  woman's  cry 
Will  paf*  unheard,  will  unregarded  die ; 
When  the  rough  (e.imen's  louder  fhouts  prevail, -\ 
When  fair  occafion  fhows  the  fpringing  gale,      / 
And  intereft  guides  the  helm,  and  honour  fwells  Q 
the  fail.  J 

Some  wretched  lines.from  this  neglected  hand,-j 
May  find  my  hero  on  the  foreign  ftrand,  / 

Warm  with  new  fires,  and  pleas'd  with  new  T 
command :  3 

While  fhe  who  wrote  them,  of  all  joy  bereft, 
To  the  rude  cenfure  of  the  world  is  left ; 
Her  mangled  fame  in  barbarous  paftime  loft, 
The  coxcomb's  novel,  and  the  drunkard's  toaft. 

But  nearer  care  (O  pardon  it !)  fupplies 
Sighs  to  my  breaft,  and  forrow  to  my  eyes. 
Love,  love  himfelf  (the  only  friend  I  have) 
May  fcorn  his  triumph,  having  bound  his  Have. 
That  tyrant-god,  that  reftlefs  conqueror, 
May  quit  his  pleafure,  to  aflert  his  power  ; 
Forfake  the  provinces  that  blefs'd  his  fway, 
To  vanquifh  thole  which  will  not  yet  obey. 

Another  nymph  with  fatal  power  may  rife, 
To  damp  the  finking  beams  of  Celia's  eyes; 
With  haughty  pride  may  hear  her  charms  confcft, 
And  fcorn  the  ardent  vows  that  I  have  bleft. 
You  every  night  may  figh  for  her  in  vain, 
And  life  each  morning  to  fome  frefh  difdain  : 
While  Celia's  fofteft  look  may  ceafe  to  charm, 
And  her  embraces  want  the  power  to  warm  : 
While   thefe  fond  arms,  thus  circling  you,  may 

prove 
More  heavy  chains  than  thofe  of  hopelefs  love. 

Juft  gods !  all  other  tilings  their  like  produce  ; 
The  vine  arifes  from  her  mother's  juice: 
When  feeble  plants  or  tender  flowers  decay, 
They  to  their  feed  their  images  convey  : 
Where  the  old  myrtle  her  good  influence  fhcds, 
Sprigs  of  like  leaf  erect  thtir  filial  heads: 
And  when  the  parent  role  decays  and  dies, 
With  a  rtfembling  face  the  daughter-buds  arife. 
That  product  only  which  our  paflions  bear 
Eludes  the  planter's  miferable  care. 
While  blooming  love  affures  us  golden  fruit, 
Some  inborn  poifon  taints  the  fecret  root  : 
Soon  fall  the  flowers  of  joy,  foon  feeds  of  ha 
tred  fhoot. 

Say,  fhepherd,  fay,  are  thefe  reflections  true  ? 
Or  was  it  but  the  woman's  fear  that  drew 
This  cruel  fceue,  unjuft  to  love  and  you  {          J 
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Will  you  be  only  and  for  ever  mine  ? 
Shall  neither  time  nor  age  our  fouls  disjoin  ? 
From  this  dear  bofom  fliall  I  ne'er  be  torn  ? 
Or  you  grow  cold,  refpe<Sful,  and  forefworn  ? 
And  can  you  not  for  her  you  love  do  more 
Than  any  youth  for  any  nymph  before  ? 


PROLOGUE 

Sfotcn  ly  Lord  Bttcklurfl,  in  WeJlm'infler-Scljapl,  at 
a  Jtefrefentat'iM  of  Mr.  Drydtit'i  Cltaaienes,  at 
Cbrijimas  1695. 

J*JSH,  Lord,  I  wifli  this  prologue  was  but  Greek, 
Then  young  Cleonidas  would  boldly  fpeak : 
But  can  Lord  Buckhurft  in  poor  Englifti  fay, 
Gentle  fpedators,  pray  excufe  the  play  ? 
No,  witnefs  all  ye  gods  of  ancient  Greece. 
Rather  than  condefcend  to  terms  like  thefe, 
I'd  go  to  fchool  fix  hours  on  Chriftmas  day1, 
Or  conftrue  Perfius  while  my  comrades  play. 
Such  work  by  hireling  adlors  fhould  be  done, 
Who  tremble  when  they  fee  a  criti.c  frown  ; 
Poor  rogues,  that  fmart  like  fencers   for  their 

bread, 

And,  if  they  are  not  wounded,  are  not  fed. 
But,  Sirs,  our  labour  has  more  noble  ends, 
"We  a&  our  tragedy  to  fee  our  friends : 
Our  generous  fcenes  are  for  pure  love  repeated, 
And  if  you  are  not  pleas'd,  at  leaft  you're  treated. 
The  caudle*  and  the  clothes  ourfelves  we  bought, 
Our  tops  neglected,  and  our  balls  forgot. 
To  learn  our  parts,  we  left  our  midnight-bed, 
Moft  of  you  fnor'd  whilft  Cleomenes  read  : 
Not  that  from  this  confeffion  we  would  fue 
Praife  undeferv'd  ;  we  know  ourfelves  and  you  : 
Refolv'd  to  ftand  or  pcrifh  by  our  caufe, 
We  neither  cenfure  fear,  nor  beg  applaufe, 
For  thefe  are  Weftminfter  and  Sparta's  laws. 
Yet,  if  we  fee  fome  judgment  well-inclin'd, 
To  young  defert,  and  growing  virtue  kind, 
That  critic  by  ten  thoufand  marks  fliould  know, 
That  greateft  fouls  to  goodnefs  only  bow ; 
And  that  your  little  hero  does  inherit 
Not  Cleomenes'  more  than  Dotiet's  fpirit. 


Cn  Us 


AN     ODE, 

PRESENTED  TO    THE    KING, 


*!  arrival  in  Holland  after  tit 
Deutb,   1695. 


Quis  defiderio  fit  pudor  aut  modus 
Tarn  cari  capitis  ?  prascipe  lugubres 
Camus,  Melpomene." 


At  Mary's  tomb  (fad  facred  place  !) 
The  virtues  fliall  their  vigils  keep  : 

And  every  mufe,  and  every  grace, 
In  foleaan  ftate  fhall  evsr  weep.) 


The  future  pious,  mournful  fair, 

Oft  as  the  rolling  years  return, 
With  fragrant  wreaths  and  flowing  half, 

Shall  vifit  her  diftinguifti'd  urn. 

in. 
For  her  the  wife  and  great  (hall  mourn, 

When  late  records  her  deeds  repeat  i 
Ages  to  come,  and  men  unborn, 

Sliall  blefs  her  name,  and  figh  her  fate. 

IV. 

Fair  Albion  (hall,  with  faithful  truft, 

Her  holy  queen's  fad  relicks  guard, 
Till  heaven  awakes  the  precious  duft. 

And  gives  the  faint  her  full  reward. 

v. 
But  let  the  king  difmifs  his  woes, 

Reflecting  on  his  fair  renown  ; 
And  take  the  cyprefs  from  his  brows, 

To  put  his  wonted  laurels  on. 

VI. 

If  preft  by  grief  our  monarch  ftoops, 

In  vain  the  Britifli  lions  roar  : 
If  he,  whofe  hand  fuftain'd  them,  droop*, 

The  Belgic  darts  will  wound  no  more. 

VII. 

Embattled  princes  wait  fhe  chief, 

Whofe  voice  fhould  rule,  whofe  arm  fliould  lead  j 
And,  in  kind  murmurs,  chide  that  grief, 

Which  hinders  Europe  being  freed. 

Till. 

The  great  example  they  demand 

Who  ftill  to  conqueft  led  the  way; 
Wifliing  him  prefent  to  command, 

As  they  ftand  ready  to  obey. 

IX. 

They  feek  that  joy,  which  ns'd  to  glow, 

Expanded  on  the  hero's  face  ; 
When  the  thick  fquadrons  preft  the  foe, 

And  William  led  the  glorious  chafe. 

x. 
To  give  the  mournful  nations  joy, 

Reftore  them  thy  aufpicious  light, 
Great  fun  :   with  radiant  beams  deftroy 

Thofe  clouds,  which  keep  thee  from  our  fight. 

XI. 

Let  thy  fublime  meridian  courfe 

For  Mary's  fetting  rays  atone  : 
Our  luftre,  with  redoubled  force, 

Muft  now  proceed  from  thee  alone. 

xn. 
See,  pious  king,  with  different  ftrife 

Thy  ftruggling  Albion's  bofom  torn  : 
So  much  Ihe  (ears  for  William's  life, 

That  Mary's  fate  ihe  dares  not  mourn. 

XIII. 

Her  beauty,  in  thy  fofter  half 

Bury'd  and  loft,  {he  ought  to  grieve; 

But  let  her  ftrength  in  thee  be  fafe; 
And  let  her  weep ;  but  let  her  live. 

XIV. 

Thou,  guardian  angel,  fave  the  land 
From  thy  own  grief,  her  fierceft  foe  : 

Left  Britain,  refcued  by  tKy  hand, 
Should  bend  and  fruk  becuarii  ihy  woe. 
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Her  former  triumphs  all  are  vain, 

Unlefs  new  trophies  (till  be  fought, 
And  hoary  majefty  fuftain 

The  battles  which  thy  youth  has  fought. 

xvi. 
Where  now  is  all  that  fearful  love, 

Which  made  her  hate  the  war's  alarms  ? 
That  foft  excefs,  with  which  {he  ftrove 

To  keep  her  hero  in  her  arms  ? 

XVII. 

While  ftill  fhe  chid  the  coming  fpring, 
Which  call'd  him  o'er  his  fubject  feas : 

While,  for  the  fafety  of  the  king, 
She  wifh'd  the  victor's  glory  lefs. 

XVIII. 

'Tis  chang'd ;  'tis  gone  :  fad  Britain  now 
Haftens  her  lord  to  foreign  wars : 

Happy,  if  toils  may  break  his  woe, 
Or  danger  may  divert  his  cares. 

XIX. 

In  martial  din  fhe  drowns  her  Cghs, 

Left  he  the  rifmg  grief  fhould  hear  : 
She  pulls  her  helmet  o'er  her  eyes, 

Left  he  fhould  fee  the  falling  tear. 

xx. 
Go,  mighty  prince ;  let  France  be  taught, 

How  conftant  minds  by  grief  are  try'd ; 
How  great  the  land,  that  wept  and  fought, 

When  William  led,  and  Mary  dy'd. 

xxi. 
Fierce  in  the  battle  make  it  known, 

Where  death  with  all  his  darts  is  feen, 
That  he  can  touch  thy  heart  with  none, 

Bat  that  which  ftruck  the  beauteous  queen. 

xxn. 
Belgia  indulg'd  her  open  grief, 

While  yet  her  mafter  was  not  near  : 
With  fullen  pride  refus'd  relief, 

And  fat  obdurate  in  dcfpair. 

XXIII. 

As  waters  from  her  flukes,  flow'd 

Unbounded  forrow  from  her  eyes  : 
To  earth  her  bended  front  fhe  bow'd, 

And  fent  her  waitings  to  the  ikies. 

xxiv. 
But  when  her  anxious  lord  return'd, 

Rais'd  is  her  head,  her  eyes  are  dry'd ; 
She  fmiles,  as  William  ne'er  had  rnourn'd,' 

She  looks,  as  Mary  ne'er  had  dy'd. 

XXV. 

That  freedom  which  all  forrows  claim, 
She  does  for  thy  content  refign  : 

Her  piety  itfelf  would  blame, 

If  her  regrets  fhould  weaken  thine. 

XXVI. 

To  cure  thy  woe,  fhe  fhows  thy  fame : 

Left  the  great  mourner  fhould  forget 
That  all  the  race,  whence  Orange  came, 

Made  virtue  triumph  over  fate. 

xxvn. 
William  his  country's  caufe  could  fight, 

And  with  his  blood  her  freedom  leal  : 
Mavrice  and  Henry  guard  that  right, 

For  which  their  pious  parents  fell, 
VOL.  Vlf. 


XXVIII. 

How  heroes  rife,  how  patriots  fcf, 

Thy  father's  bloom  an'd  death  may  tell : 

Excelling  others,  thcfe  were  great : 
Thou,  greater  ftill,  muft  thefe  excel. 

XXIX. 

The  laft  fair  inftance  thou  muft  give, 
Whence  NafTau's  virtue  can  be  try'd; 

And  (how  the  world  that  thou  canft  live 
Intrepid,  as  thy  confort  dy'd  ; 

XXX. 

Thy  virtue,  whofe  refiftlefs  force 

No  dire  event  could  ever  ftay, 
Muft  carry  on  its  deftin'd  courie, 

Though  death  and  envy  flop  the  way. 

XXXI. 

For  Btitain's  fake,  for  Bclgia's,  live  : 
Picrc'd  by  their  grief,  forget  thy  own; 

New  toils  endure,  new  conqueft  give, 

And  bring  them  cafe,  though  thou  haft  none. 

XXXII. 

Vanquifh  again  ;  though  fhe  be  gone, 

Whofe  garland  crown'd  the  vidlor's  hair  : 

And  reign,  though  fhe  has  left  the  throne, 
Who  made  thy  glory  worth  thy  care. 

XXXIII., 

Fair  Britain  never  yet  before  > 

Breath'd  to  her  king  an  ufelefs  prayer  : 
Fond  Belgia  never  did  implore, 

While  William  turn'd  averfe  his  ear. 

xkxiv. 
But,  fhould  the  weeping  hero  now 

Relentlefs  to  their  wifhes  prove ; 
Should  he  recall,  with  pleafingwoe, 

The  object  of  his  grief  and  love ; 

xxxv. 
Her  face  with  thoufand  beauties  blefl, 

Her  mind  with  thoufand  virtues  ftor'dj 
Her  power  with  boimdlefs  joy  confeft, 

Her  pcrfon  only  not  ador'd  ; 

XXXVI. 

Yet  ought  his  forrow  to  be  checkt ; 

Yet  ought  his  paffions  to  abate ; 
If  the  great  mourner  would  reflect, 

Her  glory  in  her  death  complete. 

XXXVII. 

She  was  inftructed  to  command, 
Great  king,  by  long  obeying  thee; 

Her  fceptre,  guided  by  thy  hand, 
Prefetv'd  the  ifles,  and  rul'd  the  fea. 

XXXV1I1. 

But  oh  !  'twas  little,  that  her  life 

O'er  earth  and  water  bears  thy  fame  : 

In  death,  'twas  worthy  William's  wife, 
Amidft  the  ftars  to  fix  his  name. 

XXXIX. 

Beyond  where  matter  moves,  or  place 
Receives  its  forms,  thy  virtues  roil; 

From  Mary's  glory,  angels  trace 
The  beauty  of  her  partner's  foul. 

XL. 

Wife  fate,  which  does  its  heaven  decree 
To  heroe§,  when  they  yield  their  breath, 

Haftens  thy  triumph.     Half  of  thee 
Is  deify 'd  before  thy  death. 
€c 
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XLI. 
Alone  to  thy  renown  'tis  given, 

Unbounded  through  all  worlds  to  go  : 
While  (he,  great  faint,  rejoices  heaven; 

And  thou  fufiain'ft  the  orb  below. 


IN  IMITATION  OF  ANACREON. 

LET  them  cenfure  :  what  care  I  ? 
The  herd  of  critics  I  defy. 
Let  the  wretches  know,  I  write, 
Regardlefs  of  their  grace  or  fpite. 


No,  no  :  the  fair,  the  gay,  the  young, 
Govern  the  numbers  of  my  fong  ; 
All  that  they  approve  is  fweet ; 
And  all  is  feufc  that  they  repeat. 

Bid  the  warbling  Nine  retire  ; 
Venus,  firing  thy  iervaiit's  lyre  : 
Lfve  fhall  be  my  endlefs  theme ; 
Plrafure  (hall  triumph  over  fame  : 
And,  when  thefe  maxims  1  decline, 
Apollo,  may  thy  fate  b«  mine ! 
May  I  grafp  at  empty  praiie ; 
And  lofe  the  nymph,  to  ^ain  the  bays 


ODE 


AN  ENGLISH  BALLAD, 


SUR  LA  PRISE  DE  NAMUR,  PAR  LES  ARMES  DU  ROI»     ON  THE  TAKING  OF    NAMUR,  BY  THE  KING  OF 
L'ANNEE,  1692.  GREAT  BRITAIN,  1695. 


Par  Munfieur  Boileau  Dcfprcaux. 


"  Dulcc  ejl  dtfiftre  in  loco.'" 


QUELLE  dccle  et  faint  yvrefle 
Aujourdlnu  me  fait  la  loi  ? 
Chaftes  Nymphes  du  Permefle, 
N'eft-ce  pas  vous  que  je  voi  ? 
Accourez,  troupe  fcavante : 
Pes  fon=  que  ma  lyre  enfante; 
Ces  arbres  font  rejouis  : 
Marquez  en  bien  la  cadence  : 
lit  vous,  vents,  faites  filence  : 
Je  vais  parlcr  de  Louis. 


Dans  fes  chanfons  immortelles, 
Comme  un  aigle  audacieux, 
Pindare  ttendant  fts  aifles, 
Riit  loin  dcs  vulgaires  yeux. 
Mais,  6  ma  fidefe  lyre, 
Si,  dans  1'ardeur  qui  m'infpire, 
Tu  peus  fuivre  mes  tranfports : 
Les  chenes  des  monts  de  Thrace 
N'ont  rien  oiii,  que  n'f  fiace 
La  douceur  de  tes  accords. 

in. 

Ift-ce  Apollon  et  Neptune, 
/^ui  fur  ces  rocs  fourcilleux 
Ont,  corr.pagnons  de  Fortune, 
Bafti  ces  murs  orgueilleux  ? 
De  leur  enceinte,  fameufe 
La  Sambre  unie  a  la  Meufe, 
Defend  le  fatal  abord  ; 
T>  par  cens  bouches  horribles 
L'airain  fur  ces  monts  terribles 
Vomita  1  ftr,  ct  k  mort. 


SOME  folks  are  drunk,  yet  do  not  know  it : 

60  might  Dot  Bacchus  give  you  law  ! 
Wa*  it  a  mufe,  O  lofty  poet, 

Or  virgin  of  St.  Cyr,  you  faw  ? 
Why  all  this  fury  ?  what's  the  matter, 

That  oaks  mud  come  from  Thrace  to  dance  ? 
Muft  ftupid  flocks  be  taught  to  flatter  ? 

And  is  there  no  fuch  wood  in  France  ? 
Why  muft  the  winds  all  hold  their  tongue  ? 

If  they  a  little  breath  Ihould  raife, 
Would  that  have  Ipoil'd  the  pi  ct's  fong, 

Or  puff'd  away  the  monarch's  praifc  ? 

11. 
Pindar,  that  eagle,  mounts  the  Ikies, 

While  virtue  leads  the  noble  way  : 
Too  like  a  vulture  Boileau  flies, 

Where  fordid  intereft  (hows  the  prey. 
When  once  the  poet's  honour  ceafe», 

From  reafon  far  his  tran (ports  rove  : 
And  Boileau,  for  eight  hundred  pieces, 

Makes  Louis  take  the  wall  of  Jove. 


Neptune  and  Sol  came  {rom  above, 

Shap'd  like  Megripny  and  Vauban  : 
They  arm'd  thefe  rocks;  then  fhow'd  old  Jcvc 

Of  Marli  wood  the  wondrous  plan. 
Such  walls,  thefe  three  wife  gods  agreed, 

By  human  force  could  ne'er  be  fhaken : 
But  you  and  I  in  Homer  read 

Of  gods,  as  well  as  men,  mi/laken. 
Sambre  and  Maefe  their  waves  may  join  ; 

But  ne'er  can  William's  force  rcftrain  : 
He'll  pafs  them  both,  who  pafs'd  the  Eoyne; 

Remember  this,  and  arm  the  Seine. 
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i«. 

t)ix  mille  villans  Alcides 
Les  bordant  de  toutes  parts, 
DV'clairs  au  loin  homicides 
Font  pct'iller  leurs  remparts : 
Et  dans  Ion  fein  inficlele 
Par  toute  la  terre  y  recele 
Un  feu  pret  ii  s'elnacer, 
Qui  foudain  percant  fon  goufre, 
*)uvre  un  fepulchre  de  foufre, 
A  quiconque  ofe  avanccr. 

v. 

Namur,  devant  tes  murailles 
Jadis  la  Grece  cut  vingt  ans 
Sans  fruit  veu  les  funerailles 
J)e  fes  plus  fiers  combattaus. 
Quelle  effroyable  puiflance 
Aujburd'hui  pourtant  s'avance, 
Prete  a  foudroyer  tes  monts  ? 
Quel  bruit,  quel  feu  1'environne  ? 

g'cft  Jupiter  en  perfonne  ; 
u  c'cft  le  vainqueur  de  Mons. 


N'en  dqute  point :  c'eft  lui-meme. 
Tout  brille  en  lui ;  tout  eft  roi. 
Dans  Bruxelles  Naflau  bleme 
Commence  a  trembler  pour  toi. 
En  vain  il  voit  le  Batave, 
Defbrmais  docile  efclave, 
JR.angc  fous  fes  etendarts  : 
En  vain  du  lion  Belgique 
II  voit  1'  aigle  GermaniquC 
Uni  fous  ies  leopards. 


VII. 

Plein  de  la  frayeur  nouvelle, 
Dont  fes  fens  font  agites, 
A  fon  fecours  il  appelle 
Les  peiiples  les  plus  vantes. 
Ceux-la  viennent  dtl  rivage, 
Ou  s'enorgueillit  le  Tage 
De  Tor,  qui  roule  en  fes  eaux  ; 
Ceux-ti  des  champs,  ou  la  neige 
Des  marais  de  la  Norvege 
Neuf  mois  couvrc  les  rofeaux. 


VIII. 

Mais  qui  fait  enfler  la  Sambre  ? 
Sous  les  Jumeaux  effrayes, 
Des  froids  torrens  de  Decembre 
Les  champs  par  tout  font  noyes. 
Ceres  s'enfuit,  eplorec 
De  voir  en  proyve  a  Boree 
Ses  guerets  d'epics  charges, 
Et  fous  les  urns  fangeufes 
Des  Hyades  orageufes 
Tous  fes  tiefors  fubmergcs. 


Dcployez  toutes  vos  rages, 
Princes,  vents,  pcu'ple«,  frimats; 


Full  fifteen  thoufand  lufty  fellows 

With  fire  and  toord  the  fort  maintain  : 
Each  was  a  Hercules,  you  tell  us  ; 

Yet  out  they  rnarch'd,  like  common  men. 
Cannons  above,  and  mines  below, 

Did  death  'and  tombs  fc-r  foes  contrive: 
Vet  matters  have  been  order'd  fo, 

That  moft  of  us  are  ftill  alive. 


If  Namur  be  corhpar'd  to  Troy; 

Then  Britain's  boys  excell'd  the  Greeks  ; 
Their  fiege  did  ten  long  years  employ ; 

We've  done  oiir  bufmefs  in  ten  weeks. 
What  godhead  does  fo  fad  advance, 

With  dreadftil  power,  thofe  hills  to  gain  ? 
'Tis  little  Will,  the  fcourge  of  France  ; 

No  godhead,  but  the  firft  of  men. 
His  mortal  arm  exerts  the  power 

To  keep  e'en  MoBs's  victor  under: 
And  that  fame  Jupiter  no  more 

Shall  fright  the  world  with  impious  thunder. 

VI. 

Our  king  thus  trembles  at  Namur ; 

Whilfl  Villeroy,  who  ne'er  afraid  is, 
To  Bruxelles  marches  on  fecure, 

To  bomb  the  monks,  and  fcare  the  ladies. 
After  this.glorious  expedition, 

One  battle  makes  the  marftal  great  : 
He  mud  perform  the  king's  comniiflion  : 
.    Who  knows  but  Orange  may  retreat? 
Kings  are  allow 'd  to  feign  the  gout, 

Or  be  prevail'd  with  not  to  fight : 
And  mighty  Louis  hop'd,  no  doubt, 

That  William  would  prefcrve  that  right. 

VII. 

From  Seine  and  Loire,  to  Rhone  and  Po, 

See  every  mother's  fon  appear  : 
In  fuch  a  cafe  ne'er  blame  a  ioe, 

If  he  betrays  fome  little  fear. 
He  comes,  the  mighry  Villeroy  comes ; 

Finds  a  fmall  river  in  his  way  ; 
So  waves  his  colours,  beats  his  drums, 

And  thinks  it  prudent  there  to  (lay. 
The  Gallic  troops  breathe  blood  and  war  ; 

The  marfhal  cares  not  to  march  fafler  : 
Poor  Villeroy  moves  fo  flowly  here, 

We  fancied  all,  it  was  his  matter. 

YHI. 

Will  no  kind  flood,  no  friendly  rain, 

Difguife  the  marfhal's  plain  difgrace  ? 
No  torrents  fweil  the  low  Mehayne  ? 

The  world  will  fay,  he  durft  not  pafs. 
Why  will  no  Hyades  appear, 

Dear  poet,  on  the  banks  of  Sambre  ; 
Juft  as  they  did  that  mighty  year, 

When  you  turn'd  June  into  December  ? 
The  water-nymphs  arc  too  unkind 

To  Villeroy  ;  are  the  land-nymphs  fo  ? 
And  fly  they  all,  at  once  combin'd 

To  fhame  a  general,  and  a  beau  ? 

IX. 

Truth,  juflice,  fenfe,  religion,  fame, 
May  join  to  finifli  William's  ftory  : 
C  c  ij 
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RamafTez  tous  vos  nuages ; 
P.affeinblez  tous  vos  foidats. 
Malgre  vous  N.amur  en  poudrc 
S'en  va  toniber  fous  la  foudrc 
Qui  doiDta  Lille,  Courtray, 
Gand  la  fuperbe  Efpagnole, 
Saint  Omei ,"  Bezan^on,  Dole, 
Ypres,  Maftricht,  et  Cambray, 


Mes  prefaces  s'accomplifient : 
II  commence  a  chanceler  : 
Sous  les  coup*  qui  rttentiffent 
Ses  mum  s'en  vont  s'ecr.-uler. 
Mars  en  feu  qui  les  dotnine, 
Souffle  a  grand  bruit  leur  ruiner 
Et  les  bombes  dans  les  airs 
Allant  chercher  le  tonnef^ 
Semblent  tombant  fur  la  terre, 
Vouloit  s'ouvrir  ies  enfers. 


XI. 

Acconrez,  Naffau,  Bavicre, 
De  ces  murs  1'unique  efpoir : 
A  couvert  d'une  riviere 
Venez  :  vous  pouvez  tout  voir. 
•Goniiderez  ces  afiproches : 
"Voyez  grim  per  fur  ces  roches 
Ces  afhleres  belliqueux  ; 
Et  dans  les  eaux,  dans  la  flame, 
Louis  a  tout  donnant  I'ame, 
Marcher,  counr  avec  eux. 


Contemplez  dans  la  tempete, 
Qui  fort  de  ces  boulevards, 
La  plume  qui  fur  fa  the 
Attire  tous  les  regards. 
A  cet  aftre  redoubtable 
Toujours  un  fort  favorable 
S'attache  dans  les  combats  : 
Et  toujour*  avcc  la  gloire 
Mars  amenant  la  vidloire 
Vole,  et  le  fuit  a  grands  pas. 

XIII. 

Grands  defenfeurs  de  I'Efpagne, 
Montrez-vous  :   il  en  eft  terns  : 
Courage  ;  ven>  la  Mahagne 
Voila  vos  d;apeaux  flottans. 
Jamais  fes  ondes  craintives 
jM'  nt  vu  fur  leurs  foible*  rives 
Tant  de  guerriers  s'amaffer. 
CoureZ  done  :  Qui  vous  retarde  ? 
Tout  i'anivers  vi  us  rtgarde. 
vous  la  traverier  ? 


xiv. 

Loin  de  fermer  le  paffagc 
A  vos  nombrlux  bataillons, 
Luxembourg  a  do  rivagej 
Kecuie  fca  pavilions. 
Quoi  ?  leur  icul  afpeA  vous  glace  ? 
Uu  font  ces  chefs  plcin?  d'audace, 


Nations  fct  free  may  blefs  his  name ; 

And  France  in  fecrct  own  hi"  glory. 
But  Yprcs,  Maftricht,  and  Cambray, 

Bcfancon,  Ghent,  St.  Omers,  Lifle, 
Courtray,  and  Dole         'Ye  critics,  fay, 

How  poor  to  this  was  Pindar's  ftyle  F 
Wi'h  eke's  and  alto's  tack  thy  ftrain, 

Great  bard     and  fing  the  deathlefs  prince, 
Who  loft  Namur  the  fame  campaign 

He  bought  Dixmuyd,  and  plunder'd  Deynfe, 

x. 
I'll  hold  ten  pound  my  dream  is  out : 

I'd  tell  it  you,  but  for  the  rattle 
Of  thofe  confounded  drums ;  no  doubt 

Yon'  bloody  rogues  intend  a  battle. 
Dear  me  '.  a  hundred  thoufand  French 

With  terror  fill  the  neighbouring  field : 
While  William  carries  on  the  trench, 

Till  both  the  town  and  caftle  yield. 
Villeroy  to  Boufflers  fhouid  advance, 

Says  Mars,  through  cannons'  mouths  In  fire; 
Jd  eft,  one  marefchal  of  France 

Tells  t'  other,  he  can  come  no  nigher. 

XI. 

Regain  the  lines  the  fhorteft  way, 

VUIeroy  ;  or  to  Verfailles  take  poft  ; 
For,  having  feen  it,  thou  canft  fay 

The  fteps,  by  which  Namur  was  loft. 
The  fmoke  and  flame  may  vex  thy  fight : 

Look  not  once  back  :  but,  as  thou  goeft, 
Quicken  the  fquadrons  in  their  flight, 

And  bid  the  devil  take  the  flowefL 
Think  not  what  reafon  to  produce, 

From  Louis  to  conceal  thy  fear  . 
He'll  own  the  ftrength  of  thy  excufe ; 

Tell  him  that  ^iiliam  was  but  there. 

XII. 

Now  let  us  look  for  Louis'  feather, 

That  us'd  to  fhine  fo  like  a  ftar : 
The  generals  could  not  get  together, 

Wanting  that  influence,  great  in  war. 
O  poet  !  thou  hadft  been  difcreeter, 

Hanging  the  monarch's  hat  fo  high, 
If  thou  hadft  dubb'd  thy  ftar,  a  meteor, 

That  did  but  blaze,  and  rove,  and  die. 


XIII. 

To  animate  the  doubtful  fight, 

Namur  in  vain  expecls  that  ray; 
In  vain  France  hopes,  the  fickly  light 

Should  fliine  near  William's  fuller  day : 
It  knows  Verfailles,  its  proper  ftation; 

Nor  cares  for  any  foreign  fphcre  : 
Where  you  fee  Boileau's  conftellation, 

Be  fure  no  danger  can  be  near. 


The  French  had  gather'd  all  their  force  ; 

And  William  met  them  in  their  way  : 
Yet  off  they  brufh'd  both  foot  and  horfe, 

What  has  friend  Boileau  left  to  fay  ? 
When  his  high  mufe  is  bent  upon't, 

To  ling  her  king — that  great  commander, 


POEMS. 


Jadis  fi  prompts  a  marcher, 
Qui  dcvoicnt  de  la  Tamifc, 
Et  de  la  Drive  foumife, 
Jufqu'  a  Paris  nous  chercher  ? 


Cependant  1'efFroi  redouble 
Sur  les  remparts  de  Namur. 
Son  ^rouverneur  qui  fe  trouble 
S'enfuit  fous  fon  dernier  mur. 
Deja  jufques  a  fes  portcs 
Te  voi  monter  nos'cohortes, 
La  flame  &  le  for  en  main  : 
Et  fur  les  monceaux  de  piques, 
DC  corps  morts,  de  rocs,  de  briques, 
S'ouvrir  un  large  chemin. 

XVI. 

C'en  eft  fait.    Je  viens  d'entendre 
Sur  cec  rochers  eperdus 
Battre  un  fignal  pour  fe  rendre ; 
JLe  feu  cefle.     Us  font  rendus. 
Depoiiillez  v&tre  arrogance, 
Fiers  ennemies  de  la  France, 
Et  deformais   gracieux, 
Allez  a  Liege,  a  Bruxelles. 
Porter  les  humbles  nouvelles 
De  Namur  pris  a  vos  yeux. 


Or  on  the  ihores  of  Hellefpont, 

Or  in  the  valley >  near  Scamander; 
Would  it  not  fpoil  his  noble  taflc, 

If  any  roohfh  Phrygian  there  is, 
Impertinent  enough  to  afk, 

How  far  Namur  may  be  from  Paris  ? 

xv. 
Two  ftanzas  more  before  we  end, 

Of  death,  pikes,  rocks,  arms,  bricks,  and  £rc ; 
Leave  them  behind  you,  honeft  friend  ; 

And  with  your  countrymen  retire, 
Your  ode  is  fpoilt  :   Namur  is  freed  ; 

For  Dixymud  fomething  yet  is  due  : 
So  good  Count  Guifcard  may  proceed  ; 

But  Boufflers,  Sir,  one  word  with  you— 


'Tis  done.    In  fight  of  thefe  commanders, 

Who  neither  fight,  nor  raife  the  fiege, 
The  foes  of  France  march  fafe  through  Flandert; 

Divide  to  Bruxelles,  or  to  Liege. 
Send,  fame,  this  news  to  Trianon, 

That  Boufflers  may  new  honours  gain  : 
He  the  fame  play  by  land  has  fhown, 

As  Tourville  did  upon  the  main. 
Yet  is  the  marflial  made  a  peer  : 

O  William,  may  thy  arms  advance  1 
That  he  may  lofe  Diriant  next  year, 

And  fo  he  conftable  of  France. 


AN  ODE. 


THE  merchant,  to  fecure  his  treafure, 

Conveys  it  in  a  borrow'd  name  : 
Euphelia  ferves  to  grace  my  meafure; 

But  Cloe  is  rr.y  real  flame. 

n. 
My  fofteft  verfe,  my  darling  lyre, 

Upon  Euphelia's  toilet  lay; 
When  Cloe  noted  her  defire, 

That  I  fhould  fing,  that  I  fhould  play. 

in. 
My  lyre  I  tune,  my  voice  I  raife, 

But  with  my  numbers  mix  my  fighs; 
And,  whilft  I  fing  Euphelia's  praife, 

I  fix  my  foul  on  Clot's  eyes. 

IV. 

Fair  Cloe  blufh'd  :  Euphelia  frown'd  : 
I  fung,  and  gaz'd  :  I  play'd,  and  trembled 

And  Venus  to  the  loves  around 

Rcmark'd,  how  ill  we  all  diffembkd. 


PRESENTED  TO  THE  KING, 

AT  HIS  ARRIVAL    IN    HOLLAND,    AFTER  THE  DIS 
COVERY  Of  THE  CONSPIRACY,  l6o6. 

"  Serus  in  ccelum  redeas,  diuque 
"  Lsetus  interfis  populo  Quirini : 
"  Neve  tc  noftris  vitiis  iniquum 
"  Ocyor  aura 
Tollat. —  HOR.  ad  Auguftum* 

YE  careful  angels,  whom  eternal  fate 
Ordains,  on  earth  and  human  acls  to  wait ; 
Who  turn  with  fecret  power  this  reftlefs  ball, 
And  bid  predeftin'd  empires  rife  and  fall : 
Your  facred  aid  religious  monarchs  own, 
When  firft  they  merit,  then  afcend  the  throne : 
But  tyrants  dread  you,  left  your  juft  decree 
Transfer  the  power,  and  let  the  people  free. 
See  refcued  Britain  at  your  altars  bow  ; 
And  hear  her  hymns  your  happy  care  avow: 
That  ftill  her  axes  and  her  rods  lupport 
The  judge's  frown,  and  grace  the  awful  court  j 
Cc  iij 
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That  law  with  all  her  pompous  terror  ftands, 
To  wreft  the  Dagger  from  the  traitor's  hands  ; 
And^rigid  iuflice  reads  the  fatal  word, 
Poifes  the  balance  firft,  then  draw*  the  fword. 

Britain  her  fafety  to  your  guidance  owns, 
That  fhe  can  lejiarnte  parricides  from  fons ; 
That,  impious  rage  difarm'd,  fhe  lives  and  reigns, 
Her  freedom  kept  by  him,  who  broke  her  chain*. 

And  thou,  great  minifter,  above  the  reft 
Of  guardian  fyirits,  be  thou  for  ever  bleft  ; 
Thou  who  of  old  was  fent  to  IfraeFs  court, 
With  fecret  aid  great  David's*  ftrong  fupport, 
To  mock  the  frantic  rage  of  cruel  Saul, 
And  ftrike  the  ufelefs  javelin  to  the  wall. 
Thy  later  care  o'er  William's,  temples  lielj, 
On  Boy ne's 'propitious  banks,  the  heavenly  fhield  ; 
When  power  divine  did  fovereign  right  declare  ; 
And  cannons  mark'd  whom  they  were  bid  to  fparc. 

Stillj.bkffed  angel,  be  thy  cafe 'the  farne  : 
Be  William's  life  untouch'd  as  is  his  fame  1 
Let  him  own  thine,  as  J3ritair.  owns  his  hand  : 
Save  thou  the  king,  as  he  has  faVd  the  land! 
We  angels'  forms  in  picus  monarch*  view; 
We  reverence  William  ;  for  lie  acls  like  you ; 
Like  you,  commiffion'd  to  clwftife  and  blc-fs, 
He  muft  avenge  the  world,  and  give  it  peace. 
Indulgent  fate  pur  pofent  prayer  receives; 
And  ftill  Britannia  (miles,  and  William  lives. 
The  hero  dear  to  earth,  by  heaven  beiov'd, 
By  troubles  muft  be  vex'd,  by  dangers  prqv'.d  ; 
His  foes  muft  aid,  to  make  his  fame  complete, 
And  fix  his  throne  fecure  en  their  defeat. 

So,  though  with  fudden  rage  the  tempeft  comes ; 
Though  the  winds  roar ;  and  though  the  water 

foams ; 

Imperial  Britain  on  the  fea  looks  down, 
An4  foiling  lees  her  rebel  iubje^s  frown. 
Striking  her  cliff,  the  ftorm  confirms  her  power; 
The  waves  but  whiten  her  triumphant  fh'.re  : 
In  vain  they  would  advance,  in  vain  retreat; 
l3roken  they  dafh,  and  perifh  at  her  feet. 

For  William  ftill  new  wonders  ihall  be  fhown  : 
The    powers,    that   refcucd,    ihall   prefcrve    the 

throne, 

•Safe  en  his  darling  Britain's  joyful  fea, 
Behold,  the  monarch  plows  his  liquid  way  : 
His  fleets  in  thunder  through  the  world  declare, 
Whole  empire  they  obey,  vVhofe  arms  they  bear. 
Blels'd  by  afcpiring  winds,  he  finds  the  ftrand        ^ 
::en'd  \vith  crowds;  he  fees  the  nation  Hand,  > 
j'>  i  ".'.;>;.;  las  l^fcty,  prourl  of  his  command.  j 

'^Aaiyjft'iDys.'torigucs  he  hears  the  captains  dwell 

heir  great  leader's  praife;  by  turns  they  tell, 
Ai',1  liOer.,  ca'ch  with  emulous  glory  fir'd, 
It  onquer'd,  and  How  France  rctir  d; 

^d,  the  hero's  arm  confefs'd, 
iiut  t  :  the  courage  which  fhe  blcft. 

o  Louis,  from  this  great  example  know, 
T<>  be  at  once  a  hero  and  a  fc.e  : 
By  (bunding  trumpets,  hear,  and  rattling  drums, 
\v     n  Wil.iam  to  the  open  vengeance  comes  : 
fee  the  loldier  plcud  the  monarch's  right, 
iliii;;  his  troops,  and  foremoft  in  the  fight. 
I-IKC  turn,  ciiile  ambufli  and  perfidious  \v»r, 
c  to  jour  native  leal*  of  night  icpair. 


And  thou,  Bellopa,  weep  tliy  cruel  pride; 

Reftrain'd,  behinc)  the  victor's  chariot  tied 

In  brazen  knots  and  everlafting  chains 

(So  Europe's  peace,  fo  William's  fate  ordains). 

While  on  the  ivory  chair,  in  happy  ftate, 

He  fits,  fecure  in  innocence,  and" great 

In  regal  clemency;  and  views  beneath 

Averted  darts  of  rage,  and  pointkfs  arms  of  death. 


THE  SECRETARY. 

WRITTEN  AT  THE   HAGUE,  1696. 

WHILE  with  labour  affiduous  due  pleafure  I  mix, 
And  in  one  day  atone  for  the  bufinefs  of  lix, 
In  a  little  Dutch  chaife  on  a  Saturday  night, 
On  my  left  hand  my  Horace,  a  nymph  on  my  right: 
No  memoirs  to  compofe,  and  no  poft-boy  to  move, 
That  on  Sunday  may  hinder  the  foftnel's  of  love; 
For  her,  neither  vifit?,  nor  parties  at  tea, 
Nor  the  long-winded  cant  of  a  dull  refugee. 
This  night  and  the  next  fhall  be  hers,  fhall  be  mine, 
To  good  or  ill-fortune  the  third  we  refign  : 
Thus  fcorning  the  world  and  fuperior  to  fate, 
I  drive  on  my  car  in  proceffional  ftate. 
So  with  Phia  through  Athens  Pififtratus  rode  ; 
Men  thought  her  Minerva,  and  him  a  new  god. 
But  why  fhould  I  ftories  of  Athens  rehearfe,' 
Where  people  knew  love,  and  were  partial  to  verfe  ; 
Since  none  can  with  juftice  my  pleasures  oppule, 
In  Holland  half  drowned  in  intereft  and  profe  ? 
By  Greece  and  paft  ages  wha,t  need.  I  be  tried, 
When  the  Hague  and  the  prcfent  are  both  on  my 

fide  ? 

And  is  it  enough  for  the  joys  of  the  day, 
To  think  what  Anacreon  or  Sappho  would  fay  ? 
When  good  Vandergoes,  and  his,  provident  Vrow, 
As  they  gaze  on  my  triumph,  do  freely  allow,   [is, 
That,  iearch  all  the  province,  you'll  find  no  man  oar 
So  bieit  as  the  Englifhen  Hec'r  SecrtUr'  is. 


TO  CI.OE  WEEPING. 

SEE,  whilft  thou  Wi'ep'ft,  fair  Cloe,  fee 
1  he  world  in  fympathy  with  thee. 
The  cheerful  bird-:  no  longer  fing; 
Each  drops  his  head,  and  hangs  his  wing. 
The  clouds  have  bent  their  bofom  lower, 
And  (lied  their  forrows  in  a  (bower. 
The  brooks  beyond  their  limits  flow; 
And  louder  mucmu,rs  fpeak  their  woe. 
The  nymphs  and  fwains  adopt  thy  cares  ; 
They  heave  thy  ftghs,  and  weep  thy  tears. 
Fantaftic  nymph  !   that  grief  fliould  move 
Thy  hcurt  obdurate  a^ainft  love. 
Strange  tears !   whofe  power  can  foften  al!5 
But  that  dear  breaft  on  which  they  fall. 


TO  MR.  HOWARD. 

AN   ODE. 
I. 

DEAR  Hnvjard,  from  the  (oft  aflaults  of  lovej 
>  and  i  muter*  never  arc  i'ccure  j 


POEMS. 


Can  1  untouch'd  the  fair  one's  paffions  move, 
Or  thou  draw  beauty,  and  not  feel  its  power  ? 

n. 
To  great  Apelles  when  young  Ammon  brought 

The  darling  idol  of  his  captive  heart ; 
And  the  pleas'd  nymph  with  kind  attention  fat, 
To  have  her  charms  recorded  by  his  art : 

in. 

The  amorous  matter  own'd  her  potent  eyes ; 
Sigh'd  when  he  look'd,    and   trembled   as  he 

drew; 

Each  flowing  line  confirm'd  his  firft  furprife, 
And,  as  the  piece  advanc'd,  the  paffion  grew. 

IV. 

While  Philip's  fon,  while  Venus'  fon,  was  near, 

What  different  tortures  does  his  bofom  feel ! 
Great  was  the  rival,  and  the  god  fevere: 

Nor  could  he  hide  his  flame,  nor  durft  reveal. 

v. 
The  prince,  renown'd  in  bounty  as  in  arms, 

With  pity  law  the  ill-conceal'd  diftrefs ; 
Quitted  his  title  to  Campafpe'*  charms, 

And  gave  the  fair  one  to  the  friend's  embrace. 

Vi. 

Thus  the  mure  beauteous  Cloe  fat  to  thee, 
Good  Howard,  emu'ous  of  the  Grecian  art : 

But  happy  thou,  from  Cupid's  arrow  free, 

And  flames  that  pierc'd  thy  predeceffor's  heart ! 

VII. 

Had  thy  poor  breaft  receiv'd  an  equal  pain ; 

Had  1  been  vefted  with  the  monarch's  power; 
Thou  muft  have  figh'd,  unlucky  youth,  in  vain  ; 

Nor  from  my  bounty  hadft  thou  found  a  cure. 

Vlll. 

Though,  to  convince  thee  that  the  friend  did  feel 
A  kind  concern  for  thy  ill-fated  care, 

I  would  have  footh'd  the  flame  I  could  not  heal ; 
Given  thee  the  world;  though  1  withheld  the  fair. 


LOVE  DISARMED. 

BENEATH  a  myrtle's  verdant  (hade 
As  Cloe  half  afleep  was  laid, 
Cupid  perch'd  lightly  on  her  breaft, 
And  in  that  heaven  defir'd  to  reft : 
Over  her  paps  his  wings  he  fpread  ; 
Between  he  found  a  downy  bed, 
And  neftled  in  his  little  head. 

Siill  lay  the  god  :  the  nymph,  furpris'd, 
Yet  miftrefs  of  herfelf,  devis'd 
How  fhe  the  vagrant  might  enthral, 
And  captive  him,  who  captives  all. 

Her  bodice  half-way  fhe  unlac'd  ; 
About  his  arms  (he  ilily  call 
The  filken  bond,  and  held  him  fad. 

The  god  awak  d  ;  and  thrice  in  vain 
He  ftrove  to  break  the  cruel  chain  ; 
And  thrice  in  vain  he  fhook  his  wing, 
Incumber'd  in  the  filken  firing, 

Fluttering  the  god,  and  weeping,  faid, 
Pity  poor  Cupid,  generous  maid, 
Who  happen'd,  being  blind,  to  ftray, 
And  on  thy  bofom  Juft  his  way ; 


Who  ftray'd,  alas !  but  knew  too  well, 
He  never  there  muft  hope  to  dwell ; 
Set  an  unhappy  prifoner  free, 
Who  ne'er  intended  harm  to  thee. 

J'o  me  pertains  not,  fhe  replies, 
To  know  or  care  where  Cupid  flies ; 
What  are  his  haunts,  or  which  his  way; 
Where  he  would  dwell,  or  whither  ftray  : 
Ye:  will  I  never  fet  thee  free ; 
For  harm  was  meant,  and  harm  to  me. 

Vain  fears  that  vex  thy  virgin  heart  I 
I'll  give  thee  up  my  bow  and  dart ; 
Untangle  but  this  cruel  chain, 
And  freely  let  me  fly  again. 

Agreed  :  fecure  my  virgin  heart : 
Inftant  give  up  thy  bow  and  dart : 
The  chain  I'll  in  return  untie ; 
And  freely  thou  again  ihalt  fly. 
Thus  fhe  the  captive  did  deliver  ; 
The  captive  thus  gave  up  his  quiver. 
The  god  difarm'd,  e'er  fince  that  day, 
Paffes  his  life  in  harmlels  play  ; 
Flies  round,  or  fits  upon  her  breaft, 
A  little,  fluttering,  idle  gueft. 

E'er  fmce  that  day,  the  beauteous  maitd 
Governs  the  world  in  Cupid's  ftead ; 
Diredta  his  arrow  as  fhe  wills  ; 
Gives  grief,  or  pleafure ;  fpares,  or  kills. 


CLOE  HUNTING. 

BEHIND  her  neck  her  comely  treffes,  tied, 

Her  ivory  quiver  graceful  by  her  fide, 

A  hunting  Cloe  went :  fhe  loft  her  way, 

And  through  the  woods  uncertain  chanc'd  to  ftray. 

Apollo,  puffing  by,  beheld  the  maid  ; 

And,  filler  dear,  bright  Cynthia,  turn,  he  faid  : 

The  hunted. hind  lies  clofe  in  yonder  brake. 

Laud  Cupid  laugh'd,  to  fee  the  god's  miftake; 

And,  laughing,  cried,  Learn  better,  great  divine, 

To  know  thy  kindred,  and  to  honour  mine. 

Rightly  advis'd  far  hence  thy  filter  feek, 

Or  on  Meander's  bank,  or  Latmus'  peak. 

But  in  this  nymph,  my  friend,  my  fifter  know  : 

She  draws  my  arrows,  and  fhe  bends  my  bow  : 

Fair  Thames  fhe  haunts,  and  every  neighbouring 

grove, 

Sacred  to  foft  recefs,  and  gentle  love. 
Go,  with  thy  Cynthia,  hurl  the  pointed  fpear 
At  the  rough  boar,  or  chafe  the  flying  deer : 
I  and  my  Cloe  take  a  nobler  aim  : 
At  human  hearts  we  fling,  nor  ever  mifs  the  game. 


CUPID  AND  GANYMEDE. 


IN  heaven,  one  holy-day,  you  read 
in  wife  Anacreon,  Ganymede 
Drew  heedlefs  Cupid  in,  to  throw 
A  main,  to  pafs  an  hour,  or  fo. 
The  little.  Trojan,  by  the  way, 
15y  Hermes  taught,  play'd  all  the 
C  c  iiijj 
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•  The  god  unhappily  engag'd, 
By  natnrc  ram,  by  play  enrag'd, 
Complain'd,  and  figh'd,  and  cried  and  fretted; 
JLoft  every  earthly  thing  he  betted  : 
In  ready  money,  all  the  (lore 
Pick'd  up  long  fince  from  Danae's  fliowcr ; 
A  fnuff-box,  fet  with  bleeding  hearts, 
Rubies,  all  pierc'd  with  diamond  darts ; 
His  nine-pins  made  of  myrtle  wood 
(The  tree  in  Ida's  foreft  flood)  ; 
His  bowl  pure  go^d,  the  very  fame 
Which  Paris  gave  the  Cyprian  dame  ; 
Two  table  books  in  (hagreen  covers, 
Pill'd  with  good  verfe  from  real  lovers ; 
Merchandise  rare  !  a  billet-doux, 
Its  matter  paflionate,  yet  true ; 
Heaps  of  hair-rings,  and  cypher'd  feals; 
Rich  trifles  ;  ferious  bagatelles. 

What  fad  diforders  play  begets  ! 
Defperate  and  mad,  at  length  he  fets 
Thofe  darts,  whofc  points  make  gods  adore 
His  might,  and  deprecate  his  power: 
Thofe  darts,  whence  all  our  joy  and  pain 
Arife  :  thofe  daru. — Come,  feven's  the  main, 
Cries  Ganymede  :  the  ufual  truk  : 
Seven,  flur  a  fix  ;  eleven  :  a  nick. 

Ill  news  goes  faft  :  'twas  quickly  known 
That  fimple  Cupid  was  undone. 
Swifter  than  lightning  Venus  flew : 
Too  late  fhe  found  the  thing  too  true. 
Guefs  how  the  goddefs  greets  her  fon  : 
Come  hither,  firrah  ;  no,  begone ; 
And,  hark  ye,  is  it  fo  indeed  ? 
A  comrade  you  for  Ganymede  ? 
An  imp  as  wicked,  for  his  age, 
As  any  earthly  lady's  page; 
A  fcandal  and  a  fcourge  to  Troy; 
A  prince's  fon  ;  a  blackguard  boy  ; 
A  fharper,  that  with  box  and  dice 
Draws  in  young  deities  to  vice. 
All  heaven  is  by  the  ears  together, 
Since  firft  that  little  rogue  came  hither : 
Juno  herfelf  has  had  no  peace  : 
And  truly  I've  been  favour'd  lets : 
For  Jove,  as  fame  reports  (but  fame 
Says  things  not  fit  for  me  to  name), 
Has  adled  ill  for  fuch  a  god, 
And  taken  ways  extremely  odd. 

And  th'.u,  unhappy  child,  fhe  faid, 
(Her  anger  by  her  grief  allay 'd) 
Unhappy  child,  who  thus  haft  loft 
All  the  eftate  we  e'er  could  boafl ; 
Whither,  O  whither  wilt  thou  run, 
Thy  name  defpis'd,  thy  weaknefs  known  ? 
Nor  (hall  thy  fhrine  on  earth  be  crown'd  ; 
Nor  fhall  thy  power  in  heaven  be  own'd; 
When  tht>u  nor  man  nor  god  canll  wound. 

Obedient  Cupid  kneeling  cried, 
Ceafe,  deareft  mother,  ceafe  to  chide  : 
Gany'.s  a  cheat,  and  I'm  a  bubble : 
Yet  why  tin's  great  excefs  of  trouble  ? 
The  dice  were  fal/'e  :  the  darts  are  gone  : 
Yet  how  are  you,  cr  I,  undone  ? 

The  lof*  of  thefe  I  can  '• 
V/ith  kecr.ei  •  b  eye  • 


Fear  not  we  e'er  <^m  be  difgrac  d 
While  that  bright  magazine  {hall  laft  : 
Your  crowded  altars  ftill  fhall  fmoke ; 
And  man  your  friendly  aid  invoke : 
Jove  fhall  again  revere  your  power, 
And  rife  a  fwan,  or  fall  a  ihower. 


CUPID  MISTAKEN. 

i. 

As  after  noon,  one  fummer's  day, 

Venus  flood  bathirg  in  a  river; 
Cupid  a-fhooting  went  that  way, 

New  ftrung  his  bow,  new  fill  d  his  quiver. 

11. 
With  fkill  he  chofe  his  fharpeft  dart, 

With  all  his  might  his  bow  he  drew ; 
Swift  to  his  beauteous  parent's  heart 

The  too-well-guided  arrow  flew. 

in. 
I  faint !   I  die  !  the  goddefs  cried : 

0  cruel,  could'ft  thou  find  none  other, 
To  wreck  thy  fpleen  on  ?  parricide  ! 

Like  Neio,  thou  haft  flain  thy  mother. 

IV. 

Poor  Cupid  fobbing  fcarce  could  fpeak  ; 
Indeed,  Mamma,  I  did  not  know  ye  : 
Alas  !  how  eafy  my  niiflake  '. 

1  took  you  for  your  likenefs  Cloe. 


VENUS  MISTAKEN. 

WHEN  Cloe's  picture  was  to  Venus  fhown, 
Surpris'd,  the  goddefs  took  it  for  her  own. 
And  what,  faid  fhe,  does  this  bold  painter  mean  \ 
When  was  I  bathing  thus,  and  naked  feen  ? 
Pleas'd  Cupid  heard,  and  check'd  his  mother's 

pride : 

And  who's  blind  now,  Mamma?  the  urchin  cried. 
'Tis  Cloe's  eye,  and  cheek,  and  lip,  and  bread  : 
Friend  Howard's  genius  fancied  all  the  reft. 


A    SONG. 

Ir  wine  and  mufic  have  the  power 

To  eafe  the  ficknefs  of  the  foul ; 
Let  Phoebus  every  firing  explore, 

And  Bacchus  fill  the  fprightly  bowl. 
Let  them  their  friendly  aid  employ, 

To  make  iry  Cloe's  abfence  light; 
And  feck  for  pleafure,  to  deftroy 

The  forrows  of  this  live-long  night. 

But  flie  to-morrow  will  return  : 
Venus,  be  thou  to-morrow  great ; 

Thy  myrtles  ftrow,  thy  odours  burn  ; 
And  meet  thy  favourite  nymph  in  flate. 

Kind  goddefs,  tr>  no  other  powers 
Let  us  to-morrow's  bkffjngs  own  : 


POEMS. 


Thy  darling  loves  (hall  guide  the  hour* ; 
And  all  the  day  be  thine  alojie. 


THE  DOVE, 
«  _  Tantxne  animis  coeleftibus  irse  ? 

i. 

IN  Virgil's  facred  verfe  we  find, 

That  paffien  can  deprefs  or  raife 
The  heavenly,  as  the  human  mind  : 
Who  dare  deny  what  Virgil  fays  ? 

n. 

But,  if  they  {hould,  what  our  great  matter 
Has  thu*  laid  down,  my  tale  (hall  prove  : 
Fair  Venus  wept  the  fad  difafter 
Of  having  loft  her  favourite  dove. 

in. 
In  complaifance  poor  Cupid  mourn'd  ; 

His  grief  reliev'd  his  mother's  pain  ; 

He  vow'd  he'd  leave  no  ftone  unturn'd, 

But  flic  (hould  have  her  dove  again. 

IV. 

Though  none,  faid  he,  (hall  yet  be  nam'd, 

I  know  the  felon  well  enough  :  ^ 
But  be  (he  not,  Mamma,  condemn'd 

Without  a  fair  and  legal  proof. 

v. 
With  that,  his  longed  dart  he  took, 

As  conftable  would  take  his  ftaff  : 
That  gods  df  fire  like  men  to  look, 

Would  make  ev'n  Heraclitus  laugh. 

VI. 

Love's  fubalterns,  a  duteous  band, 

Like  watchmen,  round  their  chief  appear 

Each  had  his  lantern  in  his  hand  ; 

And  Vemus  maflc'd  brought  up  the  rear. 

VII. 

Accoutred  thus,  their  eager  ftep 
To  Cloe's  lodging  they  directed  : 

(At  once  I  writ,  alas  !   and  weep, 
That  Cloe  is  of  theft  fufpeded). 


Late  they  fa  out,  had  far  to  go  : 

St.  Dunftan's  as  they  pafs'd  ftruck  one. 

Cloe,  for  reafons  good,  you  know, 
Lives  al  the  fober  end  o'  th'  town. 

IX. 

With  one  great  peal  they  rap  the  door, 

Like  footmen  on  a  vifiting  day. 
Felks  at  her  houfe  at  fuch  an  hour  ! 

Lord  !  what  will  all  the  neighbours  fay  ? 

x. 
The  door  is  open  :  up  they  run  : 

Nor  prayers,  nor  threats,  divert  their  fpeed: 
Thieves  !  thieves  '.   cries  Sufan  ;  we're  undone  ; 

They'll  kill  my  miftrefs  in  her  bed. 

XI. 

In  bed  indeed  the  nymph  had  been 
Three  hours  :  for,  all  hiftorians  fay, 

She  commonly  went  up  at  ten, 
Uolefs  piquet  was  in  the  way. 


Til. 


She  wak'd,  be  fure,  with  ftrange  furprifc  : 

0  Cupid,  is  this  right  or  law, 
Thus  to  difturb  the  brighteft  eyes, 

That  ever  flept,  or  ever  faw  ? 

XIII. 

Have  you  obferv'd  a  fitting  hare, 
Liftening,  and  fearful  of  the  ftorm 

Of  horns  and  hounds,  clap  back  her  ear, 
Afraid  to  keep,  or  leave  her  form  I 

XIV 

Or  have  you  mark'd  a  partridge  quake. 
Viewing  the  towering  falcon  nigh? 

She  cuddles  low  behind  the  brake  : 
Nor  would  {he  ftay,  nor  dares  fhe  fljr. 
xv. 

Then  have  you  feen  the  beauteous  maid  ; 
When  gazing  on  her  midnight  foe*, 

She  turn'd  each  way  her  frighted  head, 
Then  funk  it  deep  beneath  the  clothes. 
xvi. 

Venus  this  while  wa«  in  the  chamber 
Incognito;  for  Sufan  faid, 

It  fmelt  fo  ftrong  of  myrrh  and  amber— 
And  Sufan  is  no  lying  maid. 

XVII. 

But,  fince  we  have  no  prefent  need 

Of  Venus  for  an  cpifode  : 
With  Cupid  let  us  e'en  proceed; 

And  thus  to  Cloe  fpoke  the  god : 

XVIII. 

Hold  up  your  head  :  hold  up  your  hand  : 
Would  it  were  my  kit' to  fliow  ye 

This  cruel  writ,  wherein  you  (land 
Indi&ed  by  the  name  of  Cloe  1 

XIX. 

For  that,  by  fecret  malice  ftirr'd, 

Or  by  an  emulous  pride  invited, 
You  have  purloin'd  the  favourite  bird, 

In  which  my  mother  moft  delighted. 

xx. 
Her  blufliing  face  the  lovely  maid 

Rais'd  juft  above  the  milk-white  fheet ; 
A  rofe-tree  in  a  lilly  bed 

Nor  glows  fo  red,  nor  breathes  fo  fweet. 

XXI. 

Are  you  not  he  whom  virgins  fear, 
And  widows  court  ?  is  not  your  name 

Cupid  ?  If  fo,  pray  come  not  near — 
Fair  maiden,  I'm  the  very  fame. 

XXII. 

Then  what  have  I,  good  Sir,  to  fay, 
Or  do  with  her  you  call  your  mother  ? 

If  I  {hould  meet  her  in  my  way, 
We  hardly  court'fy  to  each  other, 
xxni. 

Diana  chafte,  and  Hebe  fweet, 

Witnefs  that  what  I  fpeak  is  true  : 

1  would  not  give  my  Paraquet 

For  all  the  doves  that  ever  flew. 

XXIV. 

Yet,  to  compofe  this  midnight  noife, 
Go  freely  fearch  where'er  you  pleafe 

(The  rage  that  rais'd,  adorn'd  her  voice)-** 
Upon  you'  toilet  lie  my  keys. 
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KV. 


HT  keys  he  takes;  her  doors  unlocks : 

Through  wardrobe,  and  through  clofet  bounces ; 
Peeps  into  every  cheft  and  box  ; 

Turns  all  her  furbelows  and  flounces. 

xxvi. 
But  dove,  depend  on't,  finds  he  none ; 

So  to  the  bed  returns  again  : 
And  now  the  maiden,  bolder  grown, 

Begins  to  treat  him  with  tlilduin. 

XXVII. 

I  marvel  much,  fhe  fmiling  faid, 

Your  poultry  cannot  yet  be  found  ; 
Lies  he  in  yonder  flipper  dead  ; 

Or,  may  be,  in  the  tea-pot  drown'd  ? 

XXVIII. 

No,  traitor,  angry  Love  replies, 

He's  hid  fomcwhere  about  your  breaft ; 

A  place  nor  god  nor  man  denies, 
For  Venus'  dove  the  proper  ncft. 

XXIX. 

Search  then,  (he  faid,  put  in  your  hand, 
And  Cynthia,  dear  prote&refs,  guard  me  : 

As  guilty  I,  or  free  may  Hand, 
Do  thou  or  punifti  or  reward  me. 

XXX. 

Bat  ah !  what  maid  to  Love  can  truft  ! 

He  fcorns,  and  breaks  all  legal  power : 
Into  her  bread  his  hand  he  thruft ; 

And  in  a  moment  forc'd  it  lower. 

XXXI. 

O,  whither  do  thofe  fingers  rove, 

Cries  Cloe,  treacherous  urchin,  whither  ? 

O  Venus    I  (hall  find  the  dove, 

bays  he  ;  for  lure  I  touch  his  feather. 


A  LOVER'S  ANGER. 

As  Cloe  came  into  the  room  t'  other  day, 

I  peevifh  began  ;  where  1'c  long  c  >u!d  you  flay  ? 
In  your  life  time  you  never  regarded  your  hour; 
You  promis'd  at  two;  and  (pray,  look,  child)  tis 

four. 

A  lady's  watch  needs  neither  figures  nor  wheels  ; 
'Tis  enough  that  'tis  loaded  with  baubles  and  feals. 
A  ttmrvr  So  heedlefs  no. mortal  can  bear — 
Thus  lar  I  went  on  with  a  refolute  air. 

Lord  blefs  me  !  faid  fhe  ;  let  a  body  but  fpeak  ! 
Htre's  an  ugly  hard  rofe-bud  fallen  into  my  neck  : 
It  has  hurt  me,  and  vext  me  to  fuch  a  degree — 
See  here  :   for  you  m  vcr  believe  me  ;  pray  fee, 
On  the  lefr  fide  my  brtait,  what  a  mark  it  has 

made ' 

So  faying,  her  lofom  flic  carelefs  difplay'd  : 
That  fen-  of     c1'   ht  I    -i;h  wondtr  iurvey'd, 
And  lorgoc  cv.'iy  word  I  defign'd  to  have  faid. 


MERCURY  AND  CUPID. 

i 

fullen  humour  one  day  Jove 
:::  Jtkrmes  down  to  Ida'*  grove, 


Commanding  Cupid  to  deliver 
His  ftore  of  darts,  his  total  quiver  ; 
That  Hermes  fhould  the  weapon  break, 
Or  throw  them  into  Lethe's  lake. 

Hermes,  you  know,  muft  do  his  errand  : 
He  found  his  man,  produc'd  his  warrant ; 
Cupid  !  your  darts — this  very  hour — 
There's  no  contending  again  ft  power! 

How  fullen  Jupiter,  juft  now, 
I  think  I  faid  ;  and  you'll  allow 
That  Cupid  was  as  bad  as  he  :  ' 

Hear  but  the  youngfter's  repartee. 

Come  kinfman  (faid  the  little  god), 
Put  off  your  wings,  lay  by  your  rod  ; 
Retire  with  me  to  yonder  bower, 
And  reft  yourfelf  for  half  an  hour  : 
'Tis  far  indeed  from  hence  to  heaven.; 
But  you  fly  faft :  and  'tis  but  feven. 
We'll  take  one  cooling  cup  of  neftar; 
And  drink  to  this  celeftial  Hedlor. 

He  break  my  darts  '.  or  hurt  my  power  ! 
He,  Leda's  fvvan,  and  Danae's  fhower ! 
Go,  bid  him  his  wife  tongue  reftrain, 
And  mind  his  thunder,  and  his  rain. — 
My  darts !  O  certainly  I'll  give  'em  : 
From  Cloe's  eyes  he  fhall  receive  "em. 
There's  one,  the  beft  in  all  my  quiver, 
Twang  !  through  his  very  heart  and  liver; 
He  then  fhall  pine,  and  figh,  and  rave  : 
Good  Lord !  what  buftlc  fhall  we  have  1 
Neptune  muft  ftraight  be  fent  to  fea, 
And  Flora  fummon'd  twice  a-day  : 
One  muft  find  fhells,  t'  other  flowers, 
For  cooling  grots,  and  fragrant  bowers. 
That  Cloe  may  be  ferv'd  in  ftate, 
The  heurs  muft  at  her  toilet  wait : 
Whilft  all  the  reafoning  fools  below 
Wonder  their  watches  go  too  flow. 
Lybs  muft  fly  fouth,  and  Eurus  eaft, 
For  jewels  for  her  hair  and  breaft. 
No  matter,  though  this  cruel  hafte 
Sink  cities,  and  lay  foreft*  wafte. 
No  matter,  though  this  fleet  be  loft ; 
Or  that  lie  wind-bound  on  the  craft. 
What  whifpering  in  my  mother's  ear ! 
VThat  care,  that  Jano  fliouid  not  hear  ! 
What  work  among  you  fcholar  gods  ! 
Phoebus  muft  write  him  amorous  odes. 
And  thou,  poor  coufiu,  muft  compofe 
His  letters  in  fubmifiive  profe  : 
Whilft  haughty  Cloe,  to  fultain  ") 

The  honour  of  my  myftit  reign,  / 

Shall  all  his  gifts  and  v>ws  difdain,  C 

And  laugh  at  your  old  bull,  's  pain.  J 

Dear  couz,  faid  Hermes  :n  a  fright, 
For  heaven's  fake  1  keep  your  darts :    goodnight. 


ON   BEAUTY, 

A  RIDDLE. 

RESOLVE  me, Cloe,  what  wthis: 
Or  forfeit  me  one  precious  kifs. 
3 


POEMS. 


TTis  the  firft  offspring  of  the  graces; 
Bears  different  forms  in  different  places ; 
Acknowledg'd  fine,  where'er  beheld  ; 
Yet  fancied  finer,  when  conceal'd. 
'Twas  Flora's  wealth,  and  Circe's  charm; 
Pandora's  box  of  hood  and  harm; 
'Twas  Mara's  wifh,  Endymion's  dream ; 
Apelles'  draught,  and  Ovid's  theme. 
This  guided  Thefeus  through  the  maze  ; 
And  fent  him  home  with  life  and  praiie  : 
But  this  undid  the  Phrygian  boy  ; 
And  blew  the  flames  that  ruin'd  Troy. 
This  fhow'd  great  kindnefs  to  old  Greece, 
And  help'd  rich  Jafon  to  the  fleece. 
This  through  the  eaft  juft  vengeance  hurl'd, 
And  loft  poor  Anthony  the  world. 
Injur'd,  though  Lucrece  found  her  doom, 
This  banifh'd  tyranny  from  Rome. 
Appeas'd,  though  Lais  gain'd  her  hire ; 
TJus  fet  Perfepolis  op  fire. 
For  this  Alcides  learn'd  to  fpin  : 
His  club  laid  down,  and  lion's  fkin. 
For  this  Apojlo  deign'd  to  keep, 
With  fervile  care  a  mortal's  fheep. 
For  this  the  father  of  the  gods, 
Content  tp  leave  hjs  high  abodes, 
In  borrow'd  figures  loofely  ran, 
Europa's  bull,  and  Leda's  fwan  : 
For  this  he  rcafiumes  the  nod 
(While  Semcle  commands  the  god)  ; 
Launches  the  bolt,  apd  (hakes  the  poles ; 
Though  Momus  laughs,  and  Juno  fcolds. 
'    Here  liftening  Cloe  fmil'd,  and  faid ; 
Your  riddle  is  not  hard  to  read  : 
I  guefs  it — Fair  one,  if  you  do, 
Need  I,  alas  '.  the  theme  purfue  ? 
For  this,  thou  feed,  for  this  I  leave 
Whate'er  the  world  thinks  wife  or  grave, 
Ambition,  bufinefs,  fr iendfhip,  news, 
My  ufcful  books,  and  ferious  mule. 
For  this,  I  willingly  decline 
The  mirth  of  feafts,  and  joys  of  wine ; 
And  choofe-  to  fit  and  talk  with  thee 
(As  thy  great  orders  may  decree) 
Of  cocks,  and  bulls,  and  flutes  andfid.dles, 
Of  idle  tales  and  foolifli  riddles. 


»  THE  QUESTION. 

TO    LISETTA. 

WHAT  Nymph  mould  I  admire,  or  truft. 
But  Cloe  beauteous,  Cloe  juft  ? 
What  Nymph  fhould  I  defire  to  fee, 
But  her  who  leaves  the  plain  for  me  ? 
To  whom  fhould  I  compofe  the  lay, 
But  her  who  liftens  when  I  play  ? 
To  whom  in  fong  repeat  my  cares, 
But  her  who  in  my  1'orrow  fliares  ? 
For  whom  mould  I  the  garland  make, 
But  her  who  joys  the  gift  to  take, 
And  hoaftsihe  wears  it  for  my  fake  ? 
Jn  love  am  I  not  fully  bkft  ? 
Lifetta,  pr'ythee  tell  the  reft, 


LISETTA'S  REPLY, 


SURE  Cloe  juft,  and  Cloe  fair, 
Deferves  to  be  your  only  care  : 
But,  when  you  and  fhe  to-day 
Far  into  the  wood  did  ftray, 
And  I  happen'd  to  pafs  by  ; 
Which  way  did  you  caft  your  eye  ? 
But,  when  your  cares  to  her  you  fing, 
Yet  dare  not  tell  her  whence  they  fpring; 
Does  if  not  more  afflict  your  heart, 
That  in  thofe  cares  fhe  bears  apart  ? 
When  you  the  flowers  for  Cloe  twine, 
Why  do  you  to  her  garland  join 
The  meaneft  bud  that  falls  from  mine  ? 
Simpleft  of  fwains  !  the  world  may  fee, 
Whom  Cloe  loves,  and  who  loves  me. 


THE  GARLAND. 

i. 

THE  pride  of  every  grove  I  chofe, 

The  violet  fweet  and  lily  fair, ' 
The  dappled  pink,  and  blufhmg  rofe, 

To  deck  my  charming  Cloe's  hair. 

n. 
At  morn  the  nymph  vouchfafd  to  place 

Upon  her  brow  the  various  wreath  ; 
The  flowers  lefs  blooming  than  her  face, 

The  fcent  lefs  flagrant  than  her  breath, 

in. 
The  flowers  fhe  wore  along  the  day  : 

And  every  nymph  and  fhepherd  faid, 
That  in  her  hair  they  look'd  more  gay 

Than  glowing  in  their  native  bed. 

IV. 

Undreft  at  e,vening,  when  fhe  found 

Their  odours  loft,  their  colours  paft; 
She  chang'd  her  look,  and  on  the  grouncj 

Her  garland  and  her  eye  fhe  caft. 

v. 
That  eye  dropt  fenfe  diflincS  and  clear, 

As  any  mule's  tongue  could  fpeak, 
When  from  its  lid  a  pearly  tear 

Ran  trickling  down  her  beauteous  cheek. 

VI. 

Diffembling  what  I  knew  too  well, 
My  love,  my  life,  laid  I,  explain 

This  change  of  humour :   pr'ythee  tell : 
That  falling  tear — what  does  it  mean  ? 

VII. 

She  figh'd ;  fhe  fmil'd  :  and  to  the  flowery 
Pointing,  the  lovely  moralift  faid  ; 

See,  friend,  in  fome  few  fleeting  hours, 
See  yonder,  what  a  change  is  made. 

VIII. 

Ah  me  !  the  blooming  pride  of  May, 
And  that  of  Beauty,  are  but  one  : 

At  morn  both  flourifh  bright  and  gay  ; 
Both  fade  at  evening,  pale,  and  gone. 

IX. 

At  dawn  poor  Stella  danc'd  and  fung; 
The  amorous  youth  around  her  bow'd  ; 
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At  night  hef  fatal  kneil  was  rung; 

I  Taw,  and  kii's'd  her  in  her  fhroud. 

x. 
Such  as  (he  is,  who  died  to-day; 

Such  I,  alas !  may  be  to-morrow : 
Go,  Damon, hid  thy  mufe  dilplay 

The  juftice  of  thy  Cloe's  forrow. 


THE  LADY  WHO  OFFERS  HER  LOOKING- 
GLASS  TO  VENUS. 

TAKEN    FROM    AN    EPIGRAM    OF    PLATO. 

VENDS,  take  my  votive  glafs; 
Since  I  am  not  what  I  was ; 
Wnat  fr  -m  this  day  I  {hall  be, 
Venus,  let  me  never  fee. 


CLOE  JEALOUS. 

i. 

FORSEAR  to  aflc  me,  why  I  weep; 

Vex1  Clpe  ro  her  fhephcrd  faid; 
*Tis  for  my  two  poor  ftraggling  fheep, 

Perhaps,  or  for  my  iquirrcl  dead. 

n. 
For  mind  I  whaf  you  late  have  writ  ? 

Your  fubtle  qutftions  and  replies  ? 
Emblems,  to  teach  a  female  wit 

The  ways,  where  changing  Cupid  flies  ? 

in. 
Your  riddle  purpos'd  to  rehearfe 

The  general  power  that  beauty  has  : 
But  why  did  no  peculiar  verfe 

Defcribe  one  charm  of  Cloe's  face  ? 

IV. 

The  glafs,  which  was  at  Venus'  fhrine, 

With  fuch  myfterious  forrow  laid  : 
The  garland  (and  you  call  it  mine) 

Which  fhow'd  how  youth  and  beauty  fade 

v 
Ten  thoufand  trifles  light  as  thefe 

Nor  can  my  rage,  nor  anger,  move : 
She  fhould  be  humble,  who  w#uld  pleafe; 

And  fhe  mult  fuller,  who  can  love. 

VI. 

When  in  my  glafs  I  chaiic'd  to  look ; 

Of  Venus  what  did  I  implore  ? 
That  every  grace,  which  rhence  1  took, 

Should  know  to  charm  my  Damon  more. 

VII. 

Reading  thy  verfe ;  who  heeds,  faid  I, 
If  here  or  the;  e  his  glances  flew  ? 

O,  free  for  ever  bt  his  eye, 

Whofe  heart  to  me  is  always  true  ! 

VIII 

!My  bloom  indeed,  my  little  flower 
Of  beauty  quickly  lofi-  its  pride: 

For,  iever'd  fr-.m  its  nativt  bower, 
It  on  thy  glowing  bolom  dy'd. 


u. 


Yet  car'd  I  not  what  might  prefagc 

Or  withering  wreath,  or  fleeting  youtk ; 
Love  I  efteem'd  more  ftrong  than  age, 

And  time  lefs  permanent  than  truth. 

x 
Why  then  I  weep,  forbear  to  know  : 

Fall  uncontroll'd,  my  tears,  and  free; 
O  Damon  !  'tis  the  only  woe, 

I  ever  yet  conceal'd  from  thee. 

XI. 

The  fecret  wound  with  which  I  bleed 
Shall  lie  wrapt  up,  ev'n  in  my  hearfe; 

But  on  my  tomb-ftone  thou  (halt  read 
My  anlwer  to  thy  dubious  verfe. 


ANSWER  TO  CLOE  JEALOUS, 

IN    THE     SAME    6TVLI ;     THE    AUTHOR    SICK. 
I. 

YES,  faireft  proof  of  beauty's  power, 

Dear  idol  of  my  panting  heart, 
Nature  points  this  my  fatal  hour : 

And  I  have  liv'd ;  and  we  muft  part. 

n. 
While  now  I  take  my  laft  adieu, 

Heave  thou  no  figh,  nor  fhed  a  tear; 
Left  yet  my  half-clos'd  eye  may  view 

On  earth  an  object  worth  its  care. 

in. 
From  jealoufy's  tormenting  ftrife 

For  ever  be  thy  bofom  freed  : 
That  nothing  may  difturb  thy  life, 

Content  I  haften  to  the  dead. 

IV. 

Yet  when  feme  better-fated  youth 

Shall  with  his  amorous  parley  move  thee  ; 

Reflect  one  moment  on  his  truth 

Who,  dying  thus,  perfifts  to  love  thee. 


A  BETTER  ANSWER. 


DEAR  Cloe,  how  blubber'd  is  that  pretty  face  ! 

Thy  cheek  all  on  fire,  and  thy  hair  all  uncurl'd  : 

Pr'ythec  quit  this  caprice;  and  (as  old  Falftaff  fays) 

Let  us  ev'n  talk  a  little  like  folks  of  this  world. 

11. 

How  canft  thou  prefume.thcu  haft  leave  ro  deftroy 
The  beauties,  which  Venus  but  lent  to  thy  keep 
ing  ? 

Thofe  looks  were  defign'd  to  infpire  love  and  joy  : 
More  ordinary  eyes  may  fervc  people  for  weep 
ing. 

in. 
To  be  vext  at  a  trifle  or  two  that  I  writ, 

Your  judgment  at  once,  and  my  paffion  you 

wrong  :  [wit : 

You  take  that  for  fa&,  which  will  fcarce  be  found 

Od's-life !  mi:  11  one  fwear  to  the  truth  of  a  fong  ? 


POEMS. 


What  I  fpeak,  my  fair  Cloe,  and  what  I  write, 

(hows 

The  difference  there  is  betwixt  nature  and  art : 
I  court  others  in  verfe ;  but  I  love  thee  in  profe  : 
And  they  have  my  whimfies,  but  thou  haft  my 
heart. 

v. 
The  god  of  us  verfe-men  (you  know,  child)  the 

fun, 

How  after  his  journeys  he  fets  up  his  reft : 

If  at  morning  o'er  earth  'tis  his  fancy  to  run; 

At  night  he  declines  on  his  Thetis's  breaft. 

VI. 

So  when  I  am  weary'd  with  wandering  all  day, 
To  thec  my  delight  in  the  evening  I  come  : 

No  matter  what  beauties  I  faw  in  my  way; 
They  were  but  my  vifits,but  thou  art  my  home. 

VII. 

Then  finifh,  dear  Cloe,  this  paftoral  war; 

And  let  us  like  Horace  and  Lydia  agree  : 
F»r  thou  art  a  girl  as  much  brighter  than  her, 

As  he  was  a  poet  fublimer  than  me. 


PALLAS  AND  VENUS. 

AN    EPIGRAM. 

THE  Trojan  fwain  had  judg'd  the  great  difpute, 
And  beauty's  power  obtain'd  the  golden  fruit ; 
When  Venus,  loofe  in  all  her  naked  charms, 
Met  Jove's  great  daughter  clad  in  Ihining  arms. 
The  wanton  goddefs  view'd  the  warlike  maid 
From  head  to  foot  and  tauntingly  (he  faid  : 

Yield,  fifter ;  rival,  yield  :  naked,  you  fee, 
I  vanquifh  :  guefs  how  potent  I  mould  be, 
If  to  the  field  I  came  in  armour  dreft  ;          [creft  ! 
Dreadful,  like  thine,  my  fhield,  and  terrible  my 

The  warrior  gnddefs  with  difdain  reply'd  : 
Thy  folly,  child,  is  equal  to  thy  pride  : 
Let  a  brave  enemy  for  once  advife, 
And  Venus  (if  'tis  poffible)  be  wife. 
Thou,  to  be  ftronjr,  mufl  put  off  every  drefs; 
Thy  only  armour  is  thy  nakednrfs  ; 
And  more  than  <mce  (or  thou  art  muchbely'd) 
By  Mars  himfelf  that  armour  ha*  been  try 'd. 


TO  A  YOUNG  GENTLEMAN  IN  LOVE. 


FROM  public  noife  and  factious  ftrife, 
From  all  the  bufy  ills  of  life, 
Take  me,  my  Celia,  to  thy  breaft ; 
And  lull  my  wearied  foul  to  reft. 
For  ever,  in  this  humble  cell, 
Let  thee  and  I,  my  fair  one,  dwell; 
Ni>ne  enter  elfe,  but  love — and  he 
Shall  bar  the  door,  and  keep  the  key. 
To  painted  roof»  and  fhining  fpires 
'Uneafy  feats  of  high  defires) 


Let  the  unthinking  many  crowd, 
That  dare  be  covetous  and  proud : 
In  golden  bondage  let  them  wait, 
And  barter  happinefs  for  ftate. 
But  oh !  my  Celia,  when  thy  fwain 
Dcfires  to  fee  a  court  again, 
May  heaven  around  this  deftin'd  head 
The  choiceft  of  its  curfes  (hed  ! 
To  fum  up  all  the  rage  of  fate 
In  the  two  things  I  dread  and  hate, 
May'ft  thou  be  falfe,  and  I  be  great ! 
Thus,  on  his  Celia's  panting  breaft, 
Fond  Celadon  his.  foul  expreft ; 
While  with  delight  the  lovely  maid 
Receiv'd  the  vows  (he  thus  repaid  : 

Hope  of  my  age,  joy  of  my  youth, 
Bleft  miracle  of  love  and  truth ; 
All  that  could  e'er  be  counted  mine, 
My  love  and  life,  long  fince  are  thine  3 
A  real  joy  I  never  knew, 
Till  I  believ'd  thy  paflion  true  : 
A  real  grief  I  ne'er  can  find, 
Till  thou  prov'ft  perjur'd,  or  unkind. 
Contempt,  and  poverty,  and  care, 
All  we  abhor,  and  all  we  fear, 
Bleft  with  thy  prefence,  I  can  bear. 
Through  waters  and  through  flames  I'll  go, 
Sufferer  and  folace  of  thy  woe  : 
Trace  me  fome  yet  unheard-of  way, 
That  I  thy  ardour  may  repay ; 
And  make  my  conftant  pafiion  known 
By  more  than  woman  yet  has  done. 

Had  I  a  with  that  did  not  bear   - 
The  (lamp  and  image  of  my  deaV ; 
I'd  pierce  my  heart  through  every  vein, 
And  die,  to  let  it  out  again. 
No  :  Venu-  (hall  my  witnefs  be 
(If  Venus  ever  lov'd  like  me), 
That  for  one  hour  I  would  not  quit 
My  fhcpherd's  arms,  and  this  retreat, 
To  be  the  Perfian  monarch's  bride, 
Partner  of  all  his  powtr  and  pride ; 
Or  rule  in  regal  ftate  above, 
Mother  of  gods,  and  wife  of  Jove. 

"  O  happy  thefe  of  human  race !" 
But  foon,  alas  !   our  pleasures  pafs. 
He  thank'd  her  on  his  bended  knee  ; 
Then  drank  a  quart  of  milk  and  tea  ; 
And,  leaving  her  ador'd  embrace, 
Haften'd  to  court,  to  beg  a  place. 
While  (he,  his  abfence  to  bemoan, 
The  very  moment  he  was  gone, 
Call'd  rhyrlis  from  beneath  the  bed  I 
Where  all  this  time  he  had  been  hid. 

M  O  R  A  L. 

WHILE  men  have  thefe  ambitious  fancies; 
And  wanton  wenches  read  romances  ; 
Our  l',x  will — What  ?  Out  with  it.     Lyej 
And  theirs  in  eq-ial  ftrains  reply. 
The  moral  of  the  tale  i  fuig 
^A  j-ofy  fur  a  wedcing  'ing) 
In  this  (hort  verfe  .vili  bv  confin'd  : 
Love  is  a  jeft,  and  vows  are  wind. 


THE    WORKS    OF    PRIOR. 


AN  ENGLISH  PADLOCK. 

Miss  Danac,  when  fair  and  young, 
(As  Horace  has  divinely  fung) 
Could  not  be  kept  from  Jove's  embrace 
By  doors  of  tied,  and  walls  of  brafs. 
The  reafon  of  the  thing  is  clear, 
Would  Jove  the  naked  truth  aver. 
Cupid  was  with  him  of  the  parly; 
And  fhow'd  himfelffincere  and  hearty; 
For,  give  that  whipfter  but  his  errand, 
He  takes  my  lord  chief  juftice'  warrant; 
Dauntlefs  as  death  away  he  walks ; 
Breaks  the  doors  open,  (naps  the  locks  ; 
Searches  the  parlour,  chamber,  ftudy  ; 
Nor  flops  till  he  has  culprit's  body. 

Sine*  this  has  been  authentic  truth, 
By  age  deliver'd  down  to  youth  ; 
Tell  us,  miftaken  hufband,  tell  us, 
Why  fo  myfterious,  why  fo  jealous  ? 
Does  the  reftraint,  the  bolt;  the  bar, 
Make  us  lefs  curious,  her  lefs  fair  ? 
The  fpy,  which  does  this  treafure  keep, 
Does  fhe  ne'er  fay  her  prayers,  nor  fleep  ? 
D»es  fhe  to  no  extefs  incline  ? 
Does  fhe  fly  mufic,  mirth,  and  wine  ? 
Or  have  not  gold  and  flattery  power 
Topurchafe  one  unguarded  hour  ? 

Your  care  does  further  yet  extend  : 
That  fpy  is  guarded  by  your  friend. — 
But  has  this  friend  nor  eye  nor  heart  ? 
May  he  not  feel  the  cruel  dart, 
Which,  foon  or  late,  all  mortals  feel  ? 
May  he  not,  with  too  tender  zeal, 
Give  the  fair  prifoner  caufe  to  fee, 
How  much  he  wifhes  fhe  were  free  ? 
May  he  not  craftily  inftr 
The  rules  of  friendfhip  too  fevere, 
Which  chain  him. to  a  hated  truft  ; 
Which  make  him  wretched,  to  be  juft  ? 
And  may  not  fhe,  this  darling  fhe, 

Youthful  and  healthy,  flefh  and  blood, 
£afy  with  him,  ill  us'd  by  thee, 

Allow  this  logic  to  be  good  ? 

Sir,  will  your  queftions  never  end? 
1  truft  to  neither  fpy  nor  friend. 
In  fhort,  I  keep  her  from  the  fight 
Of  every  human  face. — She'll  write. 
From  pen  and  paper  fhe's  debarr'd. — 
Has  fhe  a  bodkin  and  a  card  ? 
She'll  prick  her  mind*-— She  will,  you  fay : 
But  how  fhall  fhe  that  mind  convey  ? 
1  keep  her  in  one  room  :   I  lock  it : 
The  key  (look  here)  is  in  this  pocket. 
The  key-hole,  is  that  left  ?  Moft  cerrain. 
She'll  thruft  her  letter  through — Sir  Martin. 

Dear  angry  friend,  what  muft  be  done  ? 
Is  there  no  way  ? — There  is  but  one. 
Send  her  abroad  :  and  let  her  fee, 
That  all  this  mingled  mafs,  which  flif , 
Being  forbidden,  longs  to  know, 
Is  a  dull  farce,  an  empty  fhow, 
Powder,  and  pocket-glafs,  and  beau  ; 
A  ftaple  of  romance  and  lies, 
Falfe  tears  and  real  perjuries : 


Where  fighs  and  looks  are  bought  and  fold, 

And  love  is  made  but  to  be  ti/M  : 

Where  the  fat  bawd  and  lavifii  heir 

The  fpoils  of  ruin'd  beauty  mare  ; 

And  youth,  feduc'd  from  friends  and  fame^ 

Muft  give  up  age  to  want  and  fliame. 

Let  her  behold  the  frantic  fcene, 

The  women  wretched,  falfc  the  men  : 

And  when,  thefe  certain  ills  to  fhun, 

She  would  to  thy  embraces  run  ; 

Receive  her  with  extended  arms, 

Seem  more  delighted  with  her  charms; 

Wait  on  her  to  the  park  and  play, 

Put  on  good-humour  ;  make  her  gay ; 

Be  to  her  virtues  very  kind; 

Be  fo  her  faults  a  little  blind ; 

Let  all  her  ways  be  unconfin'ct ; 

And  clap  your  padlock — on  her  mind. 


HANS  CARVEL. 

,HANS  Carvel,  impotent  and  old, 
Married  a  lafs  of  London  mould  : 
Handfome  ?  enough  ;  extremely  ga~y  : 
Lov'd  mufic,  company,  and  play  :       4 
High  flights  file  had,  and  wit  at  will  ; 
And  fo  her  tongue  lay  feldom  ftill : 
For  in  all  vifits  who  but  fhe, 
To  argue,  or  to  repartee? 

She  made  it  plain,  that  human  paffion 
Was  order'd  by  predeftination ; 
That,  if  weak  women  went  aftray, 
Their  ftars  were  more  in  fault  than  they 
Whole  tragedies  fhe  had  by  heart; 
Enter'd  into  Roxana's  part  : 
To  triumph  in  her  rival's  blood, 
The  adlion  certainly  was  good. 
How  like  a  vine  young  Ammon  curl'd  ! 
Oh  that  dear  conqueror  of  the  world  '. 
She  pitied  Betterton  in  age, 
That  ridicul'd  the  god-lik-e  rage. 

She,  firft  of  all  the  town,  was  told-, 
Where  newel!  India  things  were  fold  : 
So  in  a  morning,  without  bodice, 
Slipt  fome  times  out  to  Mrs.  Thody's ; 
To  cheapen  tea,  to  buy  a  fcreen : 
What  elie  could  fo  much  virtue  mean  ? 
For,  to  prevent  the  leaft  reproach, 
Betty  went  with  her  in  the  coach. 

But,  when  no  very  great  affair  >» 
Excited  her  peculiar  care, 
She  without  fail  was  wak'd  at  ten  ; 
Drank  chocolate,  then  flept  again": 
At  twelve  fhe  rofe  ;  with  much  ado 
Her  clothes  were  huddled  on  by  two ; 
Then,  does  my  lady  dine  at  home  ? 
Yes,  fure  ! — But  is  the  Colonel  come  ? 
Next,  how  to  fpend  the  afternoon,* 
And  not  come  home  again  too  foon; 
The  Change,  the  City,  or  the  Play, 
As  each  was  proper  for  the  day  : 
A  turn  in  fummer  to  Hyde- Park,        ^ 
When  it  grew 'tolerably  cUrk. 


POEMS. 


Wife's  pleafure  caufes  hufoand's  pain  : 
Strange  fancies  come  in  Hans' s  brain  : 
He  thought  of  what  he  did  not  name ; 
And  would  reform,  but  durft  not  blame. 
At  firft  he  therefore  preach'd  his  wife 
The  comforts  of  a  pious  life  : 
Told  tier,  how  tranfient  beauty  was; 
That  all  muft  die,  and  flefh  was  grafs  : 
He  bought  her  fermons,  pfalms,  and  graces; 
And  doubled  down  the  ufeful  places. 
But  ftill  the  weight  of  worldly  care 
Allow'd  her  little  time  for  prayer  : 
And  Cle.ipatra  was  read  o'er  ; 
While  Scot,  and  Wake,  and  twenty  more, 
That  teach  one  to  deny  one's  felf, 
Stood  unmolefted  on  the  fheif. 
An  untouch'd  bible  grac'd  her  toilet : 
No  fear  that  thumb  of  hers  fhould  fpoil  it. 
In  fliort,  the  trade  was  flill  the  fame  : 
The  dame  went  out :  the  colonel  came. 

What's  to  be  done  ?  poor  Carvel  cry'd  : 
Another  battery  mu.;  be  try'd  : 
What  if  to  fpells  I  had  recourfe  ? 
'Tis  but  to  hinder  fomething  worfe. 
The  end  muft  juflify  the  means ; 
He  only  fins  who  ill  intends  : 
Since  therefore  'tis  to  combat  evil ; 
'Tis  lawful  to  employ  the  devil. 

Forthwith  the  devil  did  appear 
(For  name  him,  and  he's  always  near) ; 
Not  in  the  fhape  in  which  he  plies 
At  Mifs's  elbow  when  fhe  lies; 
Or  fta'  ds  before  the  nurfery  doors, 
To  take  the  naughty  boy  that  roars : 
But,  witlv>utfawcer-eye  or  claw, 
Like  a  grave  barrifter  at  law. 

Hans  Carvel,  lay  afide  your  grief, 
The  devil  fays ;  I  bring  relief. 
Relief  I  fays  Hans :  pray,  let  me  crave 
Your  name,  Sir — Satan — Sir,  your  flavc; 
I  did  not  look  upon  your  feet : 
You'I!  pardon  me  : — Ay,  now  I  fee't : 
And  pray,  Sir,  when  came  you  from  hell  ? 
Our  friends  there,  did  you  leave  them  well  ? 
All  well ;  but  pr'ythee,  honed  Hans, 
(Says  Satan)  leave  your  complaifance : 
•     The  truth  is  this :   I  cannot  ftay 
Flaring  in  fun-fhine  ail  the  day  : 
TOT,  entrt  nous,  we  hellifh  fprites 
Love  more  the  frefco  of  the  nights ; 
And  oftener  our  receipts  convey 
In  dreams,  than  any  other  way. 
I  tell  you  therefore  as  a  friend, 
Ere  morning  dawns,  your  fears  fhall  end  : 
Go  then  this  evening,  mafter  Carvel, 
Lay  down  your  fowls,  and  broach  your  barrel ; 
Let  friends  and  wine  diffo'.vc  your  care; 
Whilft  I  the  great  receipt  prepare  : 
To-night  I'll  bring  it,  by  my  faith  ! 
Believe  for  once  what  Satan  faith. 

Away  went  Hans;  glad?  not  a  little ; 
Obey'd  the  devil  to  a  title ; 
Invited  friends  fome  half  a  dozen, 
The  colonel  and  my  lady's  coufin. 
The  meat  Was  ferv'd ;  the  bowls  were  crown'd  ; 
Catches  were  fung ;  and  h  eahhs  went  round 


Barbadoes  waters  for  the  clofe" ; 
Till  Hans  had  fairly  got  his  dofe  ; 
The  colonel  toafted  "  to  the  bed  :" 
The  dame  jnov'd  off,  to  be  undreft  : 
The  chimes  went  twelve  :  the  guefts  withdrew : 
But,  when,  or  how,  Hans  hardly  knew. 
Some  modern  anecdotes  aver, 
He  nodded  in  his  elbow  chair  • 
From  thence  was  carried  off  to'  bed  r 
John  held  his  heels,  and  Nan  his  head. 
My.  lady  was  difturb'd  :   new  forrow  .' 
Which  Hans  muft  anfwer  for  to-morrow. 
In  bed  then  view  this  happy  pair  ; 

And  think  how  Hymen  triumph'd  there. 

Hans  fad  afleep  as  foon  as  laid  • 

The  duty  of  the  night  unpaid  ': 

The  waking  dame,  with  thoughts  oppreft 

That  made  her  hate  both  him  and  rat :    ' 

By  fuch  a  hufband.fuch  a  wife  ! 

'Twas  Acme's  and  Septimius'  life  : 

The  lady  figh'd  :  the  lover  fnor'd  : 

The  punctual  devil  kept  his  word  : 

Appear'd  to  honed  Hans  again  ; 

But  not  at  all  by  madam  feen  : 

And  giving  him  a  magic  ring, 

Fit  for  the  finger  of  a  king; 

Dear  Hans,  faid  he,  this  jewel  take 

And  wear  it  long  for  Satan's  fake  :' 

'  Twill  do  your  bufinefs  to  a  hair  : 

For,  long  as  you  this  ring  fhall  wear, 

As  fure  as  I  look  over  Lincoln, 

That  ne'er  fhall  happen  which  you  think  on* 
Hans  took  the  ring  with  joy  extreme 

(All  this  was  only  in  a  dream)  ; 

And,  thrufting  it  beyond  his  joint, 

'Tis  done,  he  cry'd  :  I've  gain'd  my  point 

What  point,  faid  me,  you  ugly  beaft? 
You  neither  give  me  joy  n0r  reft  : 

'  Tis  done.— What's  done,  you  drunken  bear  ? 
You've  thurft  your  finger  God  knows  where. 


A  DUTCH  PROVERB. 

FIRE,  water,  woman,  are  man's  ruin ; 

Says  wife  Profeffor  Vander  Bruin. 

By  flames  a  houi'e  1  hir'd  was  loil 

Laft  year  :  and  I  muft  pay  the  coft. 

This  fpring  the  rains  o'erflow'd  my  ground : 

And  my  beft^Flanders  mare  was  drown *d. 

A  dave  I  am  to  Clara's  eyes  : 

The  gipfy  knows  her  power,  and  flies. 

Fire,  water,  woman,  are  my  ruin  : 

And  great  thy  wifdom,  Vander  Bruin. 


PAULO  PURGANTI  AND  HIS  WIFE; 

AN   HONEST,  BUT  A  SIMPLE   PAIR. 

"  Ed  enim  quiddam,  idque  intelligitur  in  omni 
virtute,quod  deceat  :  quod  cogitatione  magis 
*  a  virtute  poteft  quim  re  feparari." 

Cic.  de  Off.  1.  i. 

BEYOND  the  fix'dand  fettled  rules 
O    f  vice  and  virtue  in  the  fdiools. 
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Beyond  the  letter  of  the  law, 
"Which  keeps  our  men  and  maids  in  awe, 
The  better  fort  fhould  fet  before  'em 
A  grace,  a  manner,  a  decorr.m  ; 
Something,  that  gives  their  afts  a  Kght ; 
Makes  them  not  only  juft,  bur  bright; 
And  fets  them  in  that  open  fame, 
Which  witty  malice  cannot  blame. 

For  'tis  in  life,  as  'tis  in  painting  : 
Much  may  be  right,  yet  much  be  wanting ; 
Prom  lines  drawn  true,  our  eye  may  trace 
A  foot,  a  knee,  a  hand,  a  face; 
May  juP.ly  own  the  picture  wrought 
Exaft  to  rule,  exempt  from  fault : 
Yet,  if  the  colouring  be  not  there,  9 

The  Titian  flroke,  the  Guido  air ; 
To  niceft  judgment  (how  the  piece, 
At  beft  'twill  only  not  difpleafe  : 
It  would  not  gain  on  Jerfey's  eye  ; 
Bradford  would  frown,  and  fet  it  by. 

Thus  in  the  j>i<5tare  of  our  mind 
The  adlion  may  be  well  defign'd; 
Guided  by  law,  and  bound  by  duty ; 
Yet  want  thisjg  nef^ai  quo!  of  beauty  : 
And  though  its  error  may  be  fuch, 

As  Knags  and  Burgefs  cannot  hit ; 
It  yet  may  feel  the  nicer  touch 

Of  Wicherley'sor  Congreve'swit. 

What  is  this  talk  ?  replies  a  friend, 
And  where  will  this  dry  moral  end  ? 
The  truth  of  what  you  here  lay  down 
By  fome  example  fhould  be  mown. — 
With  all  my  heart — for  once ;  read  on. 
An  hone!!:,  but  a  fimple  pair 
(And  twenty  other  I  forbear) 
May  ferve  to  make  this  thefis  clear. 

A  do&or  of  great  fkill  and  fame, 
Paulo  Purganti  was  his  name, 
Had  a  good,  comely,  virtuous  wife ; 
No  wcman  led  a  better  life  : 
She  to  intrigues  was  ev'n  hard-hearted  : 
She  chuckled  when  a  bawd  was  carted  ; 
And  -.nought  the  nation  ne'er  would  thrive, 
Till  all  the  whores  were  burnt  alive. 

On  married  men,  that  dar'd  be  bad, 
She  thought  no  mercy  fhould  be  had ; 
They  (houldbe  hang'd,  01  ftarv'd,or  Head, 
Or  ferv'd  like  Romifli  priefts  in  Swede. — 
111  fhort,  all  lewdnefs  fhe  defied  : 
And  fliff  was  her  parochial  pride.   ' 

Yet,  in  an  honeft  way,  the  damft 
Was  a  great  lover  of  that  fame  ; 
And  could  from  fcripture  fake  her  cue, 
That  hufbands  fhould  give  wives  their  due. 

Her  prudence  did  fo  juflly  fleer 
Between  the  gay  and  the  fevere, 
That  if  in  fome  regards  fhe  chofe 
To  curb  poor  Paulo  in  too  clofe ; 
In  others  fhe  relax'd  again, 
And  govern'd  with  a  loofer  rein. 

Thus  though  flic  ftriclly  did  confine 
The  dciftor  from  cxcefi  of  wine  : 
With  oyfters,  eggs.ai  d  vermicelli, 
She  let  him  almoft  burfc  his  belly  : 
Thus  drying  coffee  was  denied ; 
But  chocolate  that  lofsl'uptiitd  : 
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And  for  tobacco  (who  could  bear  it?) 
Filthy  concomitant  of  claret  : 
(Blcfl  revolution!)  one  might  fee 
Eringo  roots,  and  Bohea  tea. 

She  often  fet  the  doctor's  band, 
Ai;d  ilrok'd  his  beard,  and  fqueez'dhi*  hand : 
Kindly  complain'd,  that  after  noon 
He  went  to  pore  on  books  too  foon  : 
She  held  it  wholefomer  by  much, 
To  reft  a  little  on  the  couch  : 
About  his  wail  in  bed  a-nights 
She  clung  fo  clofe — for  fear  of  fprites. 

The  doctor  underflood  the  call ; 
But  had  not  always  wherewithal. 

The  lion's  fkin  too  fhort,  you  know, 
(As  Plutarch's  morals  finely  fhow) 
Was  lengthen'd  by  the  fox's  tail : 
And  art  fupplies,  where  ftrength  may  fail. 

Unwilling  then  in  arms  to  meet 
The  enemy  he  could  not  beat ; 
H«  ftrovs  to  lengthen  the  campaign, 
And  fave  his  forces  by  chicane. 
Fabius,the  Roman  chief,  who  thus 
By  fair  retreat  grew  Maximus, 
Shows  us,  that  all  that  warrior  can  do, 
With  force  inferior,  is  cunRando. 

One  day  then,  as  the  foe  drew  near, 
With  love,  and  joy, and  life,  and  dear; 
Our  Don,  who  knew  this  tittle-tattle 
Did,  fure  as  trumpet,  call  to  battle, 
Thought  it  extremely  af>rof>or, 
To  ward  againft  the  coming  blow  : 
To   ward :    but    how  ?     Ay,   there's  the  quef« 

tion ; 
Fierce  the  affault,  unarm'd  the  ba'Hon. 

The  doctor  feign'd  a  ftrang?  furprife  : 
He  felt  her  pulfe ;  he  view'd  her  eyes  : 
That  beat  too  faft,  thefe  roll'd  to  quick ; 
She  was,  he  faid,  or  would  be  fick  :  * 
He  judg'd  it  abfolutely  good, 
Tkat  fhe  fhould  purge,  and  cleanfe  her  blood. 
Spa  water*  for  that  end  were  got : 
If  they  paft  cafily  or  not, 
What  matters  it  >  the  lady's  fevsc 
Continued  violent  aa  ever- 
.     For  a  diftemptr  of  rhiskind 
(Blackinore  and  Hans  are  of  my  mind*. 
If  i. nee  it  youthful  blood  infe<5b, 
And  chiefly  of  the  female  fex, 
Is  fcarce  remov'd  by  pill  or  potion ; 
Whate'er  might  be  our  doctor's  notion. 

One  lucklcfs  night  then,  as  in  bed 
The  doctor  and  the  dame  were  laid ; 
Again  this  cruel  fever  came, 
High  pulfc,  fhort  breath,  and  blood  in  flame. 
What  meafures  fhall  poor  Paulo  keep 

With  Madam  in  this' piteous  taking? 
She,  like  Macbeth,  has  murder" J  fleep, 

And  won't  allow  him  reil,  though 
Sad  flate  of  matters  !  when  we  dare 
Nor  afk  for  peace,  nor  offer  war  ; 
Nor  Livy  nor  Comines  have  fhown 
What  in  thi-  juncture  may  be  dene. 
Grotius  might  own,  that  Paula's  cafe  is 
Harder  than  any  which  he  places 
Amongfl  his  HJli  and  his  Pac't. 
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He  ftrove,  alas !  but  ftrove  in  vain, 
By  dint  of  logic  to  maintain 
That  all  the  fex  was  born  to  grieve, 
Down  to  her  ladyfhip  from  Eve. 
He  rang'd  his  tropes,  and  preach'd  up  patience^ 
Back'd  his  opinion  with  quotations, 
Divines  and  moralifls ;  and  run  ye  60 
Quite  through  from  Seneca  to  Bunyan. 
As  much  in  vain  he  bid  her  try 
To  fold  her  arms,  to  clofe  her  eye ; 
Telling  her,  reli  would  do  her  good, 
If  any  thing  in  nature  could  : 
So  held  the  Greeks  quite  down  from  Galen, 
Maftersand  princes  of  the  calling  : 
So  all  our  modern  friends  maintain 
(Though  no  great  Greeks)  in  Warwick-lane. 

Reduce,  my  mufe,  the  wandering  fong  : 
A  tale  ihould  never  be  too  long. 

The  more  he  talk'd,  the  more  (he  burn'd, 
And  figh'd,  and  toft, and  groan'd,  and  turn'd  : 
At  laft,  I  wifh,  faid  {he,  my  dear — 
(And  whifper'd  fomething  in  his  ear) 
You  wi(h  1  wifli  on,  the  doctor  cries  : 
Lord  !  when  will  womankind  be  wife  ? 
What,  in  your  waters  ?  are  you  mad  ? 
Why  poifon  is  not  half  fo  bad. 
I'll  do  it — but  I  give  you  warning  : 
You'll  die  before  to-morrow  morning.—* 
'Tis  kind,  my  dear,  what  you  advife ; 
Th*  lady  with  a  figh  replies ! 
But  life,  you  know,  at  bed  is  pain  ; 
And  death  is  what  we  fhould  difdain. 
So  do  it  therefore,  and  adieu  : 
For  I  will  die  for  love  of  you. — 
Let  wanton  wives  by  death  Be  fcar'd  : 
But,  to  my  comfort,  I'm  prepat  'd. 


THE  LADLE. 

THE  fceptics  think,  'twas  long  ago, 

Since  gods  came  down  incognito, 

To  fee  who  were  their"  friends  or  foes, 

And  how  our  actions  fell  or  rofe  : 

That  fince  they  gave  things  their  beginning-, 

And  fet  this  whirligig  a-fpinning, 

Supine  they  in  their  heaven  remain, 

Exempt  from  pafiion-and  from  pain  : 

And  frankly  leave  us  human  elves, 

To  cut  and  fhuffle  for  ourfelves ; 

To  ftand  or  walk,  to  rife  or  tumble, 

As  matter  and  as  motion  jumble. 

The  poets  now  aad  painters  hold 
This  thefis  both  abfurd  and  bold  : 
And  your  good-natur'd  gods,  they  fay, 
Defcend  fomo1  twice  or  thrice  a-day  : 
Elfe  all  thefe  things  we  toil  fo  hard  in 
Would  not  avail  one  fingle  farthing  : 
For,  when  the  hero  we  rehearie, 
To  grace  his  actions  and  our  verfe  ; 
*  f  is  not  by  dint  of  human  thought, 
That  to  his  Latium  he  is  brought; 
Iris  defcends  by  fate's  command)1, 
7'«  guid<'  his  iteps  through  foreign  land* : 

VOL.  VII. 


And  Amphitrite  clears  the  way 
From  rocks  and  quickfands  in  the  fea. 

And  if  you  fee  him  in  a  (ketch 
(Though  drawn  by  Paulo  or  Carache), 
He  fhows  not  half  his  force  and  firength, 
•  trutting  in  armour,  and  at  length  : 
That  he  may  make  his  proper  figure, 
The  piece  mu1^  yet  be  four  yards  bigger  : 
The  nymphs  conduct  hirri  to  the  field  ; 
One  holds  his  fword,  and  one  his  fhield  ; 
Mars,  (landing  by,  afferts  his  quarrel; 
And  fame  flies  after  with  a  laurel. 

Thefe  points,  I  fay,  of  (peculation 
(As  'twere  to  fave  or  fink  the  nation) 
Men  idly-learned  will  difpute, 
AfTerr,  objedl,  confirm,  refute  : 
Each  mighty  angry,  mighty  right, 
With  equal  arms  fuftains  the  fight  ; 
Till  now  no  umpire  dan  agree  'em  : 
So  both  draw  off,  and  fing  Te  Deum. 

Is  it  in  equilibrio, 
If  deities  defcend  or  no  ? 
Then  let  th'  affirmative  prevail, 
As  requifite  to  form  my  tale  : 
For  by  all  parties  'tis  confeft, 
That  thofe  opinions  are  the  beft, 
Which  in  their  nature  moft  conduce 
To  prefent  ends,  and  private  ufe. 

Two  gods  came  therefore  from  above, 
One  Mercury,  the  other  Jove  : 
The  humour  was  (it  feems)  to  know 
If  all  the  favours  they  beftow 
Could  from  our  own  perverfenefs  cafe  us; 
And  if  our  wifh  enjoy'd  would  pleaTe  us. 
Difcourfing  largely  on  this  theme, 
O'er  hills  and  dales  their  godfliips  came  ; 
Till,  well  nigh  tir'd  at  almoft  night, 
They  thought  it  proper  to  alight. 

Note  here,  that  it  as  true  as  odd  is, 
That  in  difguife  a  god  or  goddefs 
Exerts  ho  fupernatural  powers; 
But  ael:s  on  maxims  much  like  ours. 
They  fpied  at  laft  a  country  farm, 
Where  all  was  fnug,  and  clean,  and  warm  ; 
For  woods  before,  and  hills  behind, 
Secur'd  it  both  from  rain  and  wind  : 
Large  oxen  in  the  field  were  lowing  : 
Good  grain   was  fow'd  :  good  fruit  was 


Of  laft-year's  corn  in  barns  great  (lore  : 

Fat  turkeys  gobbling  at  the  door  : 

And  wealth  (in  fhort)  with  peace  confented 

That  people  here  fhould  live  contented  : 

But  did  they  in  effeA  do  fo  ! 

Have  patience,  friend,  and  thou  (halt  know. 

The  honcft  farmer  and  his  wife, 
To  years  declin'd  from  prime  of  life, 
Had  iiruggled  with  the  marriage  noofe  j 
As  almoft  every  couple  does  : 
Sometimes,  my  plague  !  fometimes,  my  darling  ] 
Kifling  to-day  ,  to-morrow  fnarling; 
Jointly  fubmitting  to  endure 
That  evil,  which  admits  no  cure. 
Our  gods  the  outward  gate  unbarr'd 
Our  farmer  met  them  in  the  yard  ; 
Dd 
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Thought  they  were  felks  that  loft  their  way  ; 
And  afk'd  them  civilly  to  <:ay  : 
Told  them  < for  fupper,  or  for  bed, 
They  might  go  on,  and  be  worfe  fped.— 

So  faid,  fo  done  ;  the  gods  confcnt  : 
AH  three  into  the  parlour  went : 
They  compliment;  they  fit;  they  ch*at; 
Fight  o'er  the  wars ;   reform  the  ftate  : 
A  thoufand  knotty  points  they  clear, 
Till  fuj  per  and  my  wife  appear 

Jove  made  his  leg,  and  kils'd  the  dame  : 
Obfequious  Hermes  did  the  fame 
Jove  kifs'd  the  farmer's  wife,  you  fay  '. 
He  did — hot  in  an  honeft  way 
Oh  !  not  with  half  that  warmth  and  life, 
With  which  he  kifs'd  Amphitryon's  wife.— 

Well  then,  things  handfomely  we.  e  ferv'd  : 
My  miftrefs  for  the  ftrangers  carv'd. 
How  ftrong  the  beer,-  how  good  the  meat, 
How  loud  they  laugh'd,  how  much  they  eat, 
In  epic  fumptuoUs  would  appear  : 
Yet  (hall  be  pafs'd  in  filence  here  : 
For  I  fhould  grieve  fo  have  it  faid, 
That,  by  a  fine  defcription  led, 
I  made  my  epifode  too  long, 
Or  tir'd  my  friend,  to  grace  my  fong. 

The  grace-cup  ferv'd,  the  cloth  away, 
Jove  thought  it  time  to  (how  his  play  : 
Landlord  and  landlady,  he  cried, 
Folly  and  jefling  laid  afide, 
That  ye  thus  hofpitably  live, 
And  i!  rangers  with  good  cheer  receive, 
Is  mighty  grateful  to  your  betters,- 
And  makes  e'en  gods  themfelves  your  debtors. 
To  give  this  thefts'  plainer  proof, 
You  have  to  night  beneath  your  roof 
A  pair  of  gods  (  nay  never  wonder)  : 
This  youth  can  fly,  and  I  can  thunder. 
I'm  Jupiter,, and  he  Mercurius, 
My  page,  my  fon  indeed,  but  fpurious. 
Form  then  three  wifhes,  you  and  Madam ; 
And  fure  as  you  already  had  'em, 
The  things  defir'd,  in  half  an  hour, 
Shall  all  be  here,  and  in  your  power. 

Thank  you,  great  gods,  the  woman  fays : 
Oh  !  may  your  altars  ever  blaze  ! 
A  ladle  fur  our  filver-diih 
li  what  I  want,  is  what  I  wifh— 
A  ladle !  cries  the  man,  a  ladle  ! 
Odzooks,  Corifca,  you  have  pray'd  ill; 
What  (hould  he  great,  you  turn  to  farce  ; 
I  with  the  ladle  in  your  a — . 

With  equal  grief  and  fhame,  my  mufe 
The  fequel  of  the  tale  purfues; 
The  ladle  fell  into  the  room, 
And  (luck  in  old  Corifca's  bum. 
Our  couple  weep  two  wifhes  paft, 
And  kindly  join  to  form  the  laft  ; 
To  cafe  the  woman's  aukward  pain", 
And  gtt  the  ladle  out  again. 

MORAL. 

TBIS  commoner  has  worth  and  parts, 
J«  prais'd  fur  arms,  or  lov'd  for  arts : 


r. 


His  head  aches  for  a  coronet : 

And  who  is  blefs'd  that  is  not  great  ? 

Some  fenfe,  and  more  eftate,  kind  Htavea 
To  this  well  lotted  peer  has  given  : 
What  then  '  he  muft  have  rule  aad  fway  : 
And  all  is  wropg,  till  he's  in  play. 

The  mifer  muft  make  up  his  plumb, 
And  dares  not  touch  the  hoarded  ium ; 
The  fickly  dotard  wants  a  wife, 
To  draw  off  his  laft  dregs  of  life. 

Aga:nft  our  peace  we  arm  our  will  : 
Amidft  our  plenty,  fomething  ftill 
For  horfes,  huufes,  pictures,  planting, 
To  thee,  to  me,  to  him,  is  wanting. 
The  cruel  fomething  unpoflels'd 
Corrodes,  and  leavens  all  the  reft. 
That  fomething,  if  we  could  obtain, 
Would  foon  create  a  future  pain  : 
And  to  the  cofBn,  from  the  cradle, 
'Tie  all  »  Wifli,  and  all  a  Ladle. 


WRITTEN  AT  PARIS,  i;a», 
IN  THE  BEGINNING  er  ROBE'S  GEOGRAPKT. 

OF  all  that  William  rnle«,  or  Robe 
Defcribes,  ?reat  Rhea.  of  thy  globe  ; 
When  or  on  poft-horfe,  or  in  chaife, 
With  much  expence,  and  little  cafe, 
My  deftin'd  miles  I  (hall  have  gone, 
By  Thames  or  Maefe,  by  Po  or  Rhone, 
And  fv^urid  no  foot  of  earth  my  own  ; 
Great  mother,  let  m?  once  be  able 
To  have  a  garden,  houfe,  and  ftable; 
That  I  may  read,  and  ride,  arid  plant, 
Superior  to  defire  or  want ; 
And  as  health  fails,  and  years  increafe, 
Sit  down,  and  think,  and  die,  in  peace. 
Oblige  thy  favourite  undertakers 
To  throw  me  in  but  twenty  acres : 
This  number  fure  they  may  allow  ; 
For  pafture  ten,  and  ten  for  pl»w : 
'Tis  all  that  I  could  wifh  or  hope, 
For  me  and  John,  and  Nell  and  Crop. 

Then,  as  thon  wilt,  difpofe  the  reft. 
(And  let  not  fortune  fpoil  the  jeft) 
To  thofe  who.  at  the  market-rate, 
Can  barter  honour  for  eftate. 

Now,  if  .hou  grant'ft  me  myrequeft, 
To  make  thy  votary  truly  bleft, 
Let  curft  revenge  and  faucy  pride 
To  fome  black  rock  far  off  be  tied ; 
Nor  e'er  approach  my  rural  feat, 
To  tempt  me  to  be  bafe  and  great. 

And,  goddefs,  this  kind  office  done, 
Charge  Venn*  to  command  her  fon 
(Wherever  elfe  (he  lets  him  rove) 
To  (bun  my  houfc,  and  field,  and  grove  : 
Peace  cannot  dwell  with  hate  or  love. 

Hear,  gracious  Rhca,  what  I  fay  ; 
And  thy  petitioner  dull  pray. 


POEMS. 

WRITTEN  IN  THE  BEGINNING  OF  ME 
ZERAY'S  HISrORV  OF  FRANCE. 
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WHATE'ER  thy  countrymen  have  done, 
By  law  and  wit,  by  fword  and  gun, 

In  thee  is  faithfully  recited  : 
And  all  the  living  world,  that  view 
Thy  work,  give  thee  the  praifes  due, 

At  once  intruded  and  delighted. 

ti. 

Yet  for  the  fame  of  all  thefe  deeds 
What  beggar  in  the  invalids, 

"With  lamenefs  broke,  with  blindnefs  fmitten, 
Wiih'd  ever  decently  to  die, 
To  have  been  either  Mezeray, 

Or  any  monarch  he  has  written  ? 

nii 

It's  ftrange,  dear  author,  yet  it  true  i=, 
That,  down  from  Fharamond  to  Louis, 

All  covet  life,  yet  call  it  pain  ; 
All  feel  the  ill,  yet  fhun  the  cure  : 
Can  fenfe  this  paradox  endure  ? 

Refolvc  me,  Cambray  or  Fontaine. 

IV. 

The  man,  in  graver  tragic  known 
{Though  his  beft  part  long  fince  was  dor.e), 

Still  on  the  ftage  deCres  to  tarry  : 
And  he,  who  play'd  the  harlequin, 
After  the  jeft  ftill  loads  the  fcene, 

Unwilling  to  retire,  though  weary. 


WRITTEN  IN  THE  NOUVEAUX  1NTE- 

RETS  DES  PRINCES  DE  L'EUROl'E. 
BLEST  be  the  princes,  who  have  fought 

For  pompous  names,  or  wide  dominion ; 
Since  by  their  error  we  are  taught 
That  happinefs  is  but  opinion ! 


ADRIANI  MOR1ENTIS   AD  ANIMAM 
SUAM. 

ANIMULA  vagula,  blandula, 
Hofpes,  comefquc  corporis, 
Qux  nunc  abibis  in  loca, 
Pallidula,  rigida,  nudula  ? 
Ncc,  ut  foles,  dabis  joca. 


BY  MONSIEUR  FONTENELLE. 

MA  petite  ame,  ma  mignonne, 

Tu  t'en  vas  done,  ma  fille,  et  Dieu  fache  ou  tu  vas ; 

Tu  pars  feulette,  nue,  et  tremblotante,  h'elas  1 

Qvie  deviendra  ton  humeur  folichonne  ! 

Que  dcviendront  tant  de  jolis  ebats  ? 

IMITATED. 

?OOR,  little,  pretty,  fluttering  thing, 

Muft  we  no  longer  live  together  ? 


And  doft  thou  prune  thy  trembling  winpf, 
To  take  thy  flight  thou  know'ft  not  whither  ? 

Thy  humourous  vein,  thy  pleafing  folly, 
Lies  all  negledted,  all  forgot  : 

And,  penfive,  wavering,  melancholy, 

Thou  dread'll  and  hop'fl  thou  kuow'il  not  what. 


A  PASSAGE  IN  THE  MORI^E  ENCOMIUM 
OF  ERASMUS  IMITATED, 

IN  awful  pomp  and  melancholy  (late, 
See  fertled  reafon  on  the  judgment  feat : 
Around  her  crowd  diftruft,  and  dnubt,  and  fear, 
And  thoughtful  foreiight,  and  tormenting  care  : 
Far  from  the  throne,  the  trembling  pleasures  Uandj 
Chain'd  up,  or  exil'd  by  her  flern  command. 
Wretched  her  fubje<5t«,  gloomy  iits  the  queen  ; 
Till  happy  chance  reverts  the  cruel  fcene  ; 
And  apifh  folly,  with  her  wild  rcfort 
Of  wit  and  jell,  difturbs  the  folemo  court. 

See  the  fantaftic  minftrelfy  advance, 
To  breathe  the  fong,  and  animate  the  dance. 
Bleft  the  ufurper  !   happy  the  furprife  ! 
Her  mimic  pofn;res  catch  our  eager  eyes  ; 
Her  jingling  bells  affc6t  our  captive  ear  ; 
And  in  the  fights  we  fee.  and  founds  we  hen.r, 
Againft  our  judgment,  (he  our  fenfe  employs  ; 
The  laws  of  troubled  reafon  fhe  deflroys, 
And  in  their  place  rejoices  to  indite 
Wild  fchenies  of  mirth,  and  plans  of  loofe  delight. 


TO  DR.  SHERLOCK, 

ON  HIS  PRACTICAL  DISCOURSE  CONCERNING 
DEATH. 

FORGIVE  the  mufe,  who,  in  unhallow'd  (trains, 
The  faint  one  moment  from  his  god  detains  : 
For  Cure,  whate'er  you  do,  where'er  you  are, 
'Tis  all  but  one  good  work,  one  conftant  prayer  '. 
Forgive  her  ;  and  entreat  that  God,  to  whom 
Thy  favour'd  vows  with  kind  acceptance  come, 
To  raife  her  notes  to  that  fublime  degree, 
Which  fuits  a  fong  of  piety  and  thee. 

Wondrous  good  man  1  whofe  labours  may  repej 
The  force  of  fin,  may  flop  the  rage  of  hell ; 
Thou,  like  the  Baptift,  from  thy  God  waft  lent, 
The  crying  voice;  to  bid  the  world  rep'ent. 

The  youth  (hall  ftudy,  and  no  more  engage 
Their  flattering  wifhes  for  uncertain  age; 
No  more,  with  fruitlefs  cafe  and  cheated  ftrife, 
Chafe  fleeting  pleafure  through  this  maze  of  lifa^ 
Finding  the  wretched  all  they  here  can  have, 
But  prefent  food,  and  but  a  future  grave  : 
Each,  great  as  Philip's  vidlor  fon,  ihall  vieiv 
This  abject  world,  and,  weeping,  afk  a  new. 
Decrepit  age  fliall  read  thee,  and  confcis 
Thy  labours  can  affuage,  where  medicines  crafe; 
Shall  blcfs  thy  words,  their  wc-undtd  foul's  rtlirf^ 
The  drops  that  fweeten  their  laft  dregs  of  life  ; 
Shall  look  to  Heaven,  and  laugh  at  all  beneath  ;  ~i 
Own  riches  gather'd,  trouble  ;  fame,  a  breath  ;    > 
And  life  an  :!1;  whofe  cr.ly  cure  is  de,;'.h.  J 

]  J 
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Thy  even  thoughts  with  fo  much  plainnefs  flow, 
Their  fenfe  untutor'd  infancy  may  know  : 
Yet  to  fuch  height  is  all  that  plainnefs  wrought, 
"Wit  may  admire,  and  letter'd  pride  be  taught. 
Eafy  in  words  thy  ftyle,  in  fenfe  fublime, 

On  its  bleft  ftcps  each  age  and  fex  may  rife ; 
'Tis  like  the  ladder  in  the  Patriarch's  dream, 

Its  foot  on  earth,  its  height  above  the  ikies  : 
Diffus'd  its  virtue,  boundlefs  is  its  power; 
'Tis  public  health,  and  univerfal  cure  : 
Of  heavenly  manna  'tis  a  fecond  feaft ; 
A  nation's  food,  and  all  to  every  tafte. 

To  its  laft  height  mad  Britain's  guilt  was  rear'd ; 
And  various  death  for  various  crimes  flic  fear'd. 
With  your  kind  work  her  drooping  hopes  revive ; 
You  bid  her  read,  repent,  adore,  and  live  : 
You  wreft  the  bolt  from  Heaven's  avenging  hand ; 
Stop  ready  death,  and  fave  a  finking  land. 

O  !  fave  us  ftill :  (till  blefs  us  with  thy  ftay : 
O  '.  want  thy  heaven,  till  we  have  learnt  the  way  : 
Refufe  to  leave  thy  deftin'd  charge  too  foon  ; 
And,  for  the  church's  good,  defer  thy  own. 
O  !  live  ;  and  let  thy  works  urge  our  belief; 
Live  to  explain  thy  doctrine  by  thy  life  ; 
Till  future  infancy,  baptis'd  by  thee, 
Grow  ripe  in  years,  and  old  in  p-iety ; 
Till  Chriftians,  yet  unborn,  be  taught  to  die. 

Then,  in  full  age  and  hoary  holinefs, 
Retire,  great  teacher  !  to  thy  prcmis'd  blifs : 
Untouch'd  thy  tomb,  uninjur'd  be  thy  duft, 
As  thy  own  fame  among  the  future  jnft  ; 
Till  in  laft  founds  the  dreadful  trumpet  fpeaks; 
Till  judgment  calls,  and  qaicken'd  nature  wakes; 
Till,  through  the  utmoft  earth,  and  deepeft  lea, 
Our  fcatter'd  atoms  find  their  deftin'd  way, 
In  hafte  to  clothe  their  kindred  fouls  again, 
Perfect  our  ftate,  and  build  immortal  man  : 
Then  fearlefs  thou,  who  well  fuftaind'ft  the  fight, 
To  paths  of  joy,  or  traces  of  endlefs  light, 
Lead  up  all  thofe  who  heard  thee,  and  believ'd;"} 
'Midft  thy  own  flock,  great  fliepherd !  be  re-  f 
ceiv'd ;  [fav'd.  T 

And  glad  all  heaven  with  millions  thou  haft  J 


CARMEN  SECULARE, 

TOR  THE  TEAR   I7OO. 

TO  THE  KING. 

•'  Afpice,  venture  Iretentur  ut  omnia  feailo  : 
••  O  mihi  tarn  longae  maneat  pars  ultima  vitae, 
"  Spiritus,  et  quantum  fat  crit  tua  dicere  facia  !" 

VIRG.  Eclog.  iv. 


THY  elder  look,  great  Janus,  caft 
Into  the  long  records  of  agjcs  paft : 
Review  the  years  in  faireft  action  dreft 
With  noted  white,  fuperior  to  the  reft ; 
jEras  deriv'd,  and  chronicles  begun, 
From  empires  founded,  and  from  battles  won  ; 
Show  all  the  fpoils  by  valiant  kings  atchiev'd, 
3roaning  nations  by  their  arms  rcliev'd  ; 


nn  a  age 

i  race ;  / 

ctor's  temples  f 


The  wounds  of  patriots  in  their  cotmtry's  canfc 
And  happy  power  fuftain'd  by  wholefome  laws  j 
In  comely  rank  call  every  merit  forth, 
Imprint  on  every  act  its  ftandard- worth; 
The  glorious  parallels  then  downward  bring 
To  modern  wonders,  and  to  Britain's  king ; 
With  equal  juftice,  and  hiftoric  care, 
Their  laws,  their  toils,  their  arms,  with  his  com* 

pare  ; 

Confefs  the  various  attributes  of  fame 
Collected  and  complete  in  William's  name  j 

To  all  the  liftening  world  relate 
(As  thou  doft  his  ftory  read) 

That  nothing  went  before  fo  great, 
And  nothing  greater  can  fucceed. 

n. 

Thy  native  Latium  was  thy  darling  care, 
Prudent  in  peace,  and  terrible  in  war  : 
The  boldeft  virtues  that  have  govern'd  earth 
From  Latium's  fruitful  womb  derive  their  birth* 

Then  turn  to  her  fair-written  page  ; 
From  dawning  childhood  to  eftablifh'd  age 

The  glories  of  her  empire  trace ; 
Confront  the  heroes  of  thy  Roman 
And  let  the  jufteft  palm  the  victor's  temple 
grace. 

in. 

The  fon  of  Mars  reduc'd  the  trembling  fwains, 
And  fpread  his  empire  o'er  the  diftant  plains  ; 
But  yet  the  Sabins  violated  charms 
Obfcur'd  the  glory  of  his  rifing  arms. 
Numa  the  rights  of  ftrict  religion  knew; 
On  every  altar  laid  the  incenfe  due ; 
Unlkil'd  to  dart  the  pointed  fpear, 
Or  lead  the  forward  youth  to  noble  war. 
Stern  Brutus  was  with  too  much  horror  good. 
Holding  his  fafces  ftain'd  with  filial  blood. 
Fabius  was  wife,  but  with  excefs  of  care 
He  fav'd  his  country,  but  prolong'd  the  war. 
While  Decius,  Paulus,  Curius,  greatly  fought, 

And  by  their  ftrict  examples  taught 

How  wild  defires  fliould  be  controll'd, 
And  how  much  brighter  virtue  was  than  gold ; 
They  fcarce  their  fwelling  thirft  of  fame  could  hide  ; 
And  boafted  poverty  with  too  much  pride. 
Excefs  in  youth  made  Scipio  lefs  rever'd  ; 
And  Cato,  dying,  feem'd  to  own  he  fear'd. 
Julius  with  honour  tam'd  Rome's  foreign  foes; 
But  patriots  fell,  ere  the  dictator  rofe  : 
And,  while  with  clemency  Auguftus  reign'd, 
The  monarch  was  adorM  ;  thc'city  chain'd. 

iv. 
With  jufteft  honour  be  their  merits  dreft ; 

But  be  their  failings  too  confeft  : 

Their  virtue  like  their  Tyber's  flood 
Rolling,  it^courfe  defign'd  their  country's  good. 
But  oft*  the  torrent's  too  impetuous  fpeed 
From  the  low  earth  tore  fome  polluting  weed; 
And  with  the  blond  of  Jove  there  always  ran 
Some  viler  part,  fome  tincture  of  die  man. 

v. 

Few  virtues  afrer  thefe  fo  far  prevail, 
But  that  their  vices  more  than  turn  the  fcale  : 
Valour,  grown  wild  by  pride,  and  power  by  rage, 
Did  the  true  charms  of  majefty  impair; 


POEMS. 


Rome  by  degrees,  advancing  more  In  age, 

Shcw'd  fad  remains  of  what  had  once  been  fair  ; 
Till  Heaven  a  better  race  of  men  fupplies  : 
And  glory  flioots  n«w  beams  from  weftern  Ikies. 

VI. 

Turn  then  to  Pharamond  and  Charlemain, 
And  the  long  heroes  of  the  Gallic  {train  ; 
Experienc'd  chiefs,  for  hardy  prowefs  known, 
And  bloody  wreaths  in  venturous  battles  won. 
From  the  firft  William,  our  great  Norman  king, 
The  bold  Plantagenets  and  Tudors  bring; 
Illuftrious  virtues,  who  by  turns  have  rofe 
In  foreign  fields  to  check  Britannia's  foes ; 
With  happy  laws  her  empire  to  fuftain, 
And  with  full  power  affert  her  ambient  main. 
But  fometimes,  too  induftrious  to  be  great, 
Nor  patient  to  expect  the  turns  of  fate, 
They  opeu'd  camps,  deform'd  by  civil  fight, 
And  made  proud  conqueft  trample  over  right : 
Difparted  Britain  mourn'd  their  doubtful  fway, 
And  dreaded  both,  when  neither  would  obey. 

VII. 

From  Didier  and  imperial  Adolph  trace 
The  glorious  offspring  of  the  Naflau  race, 
Devoted  lives  to  public  liberty ; 
The  chief  ftill  dying,  or  the  country  free. 
Then  fee  the  kindred  blood  of  Orange  flow, 
From  warlike  Cornet,  through  the  lines  of  Bean ; 
Through  Chalon  next,  and  there  with  Naffau  join, 
From  Rhone's  fair  banks  tranfplanted  to  the  Rhine. 
Bring  next  the  royal  lift  of  Stuarts  forth, 
Undaunted  minds,  that  rul'd  the  rugged  north  : 
Till   Heaven's  decrees  by  ripening  times  are") 
fhown  ;  / 

Till  Scotland's  kings  afcend  the  Englifli  throne ;  i" 
And  the  fair  rivals  live  for  ever  oae.  3 

VIII. 

Janus,  mighty  deity, 

Be  kind ;  and,  as  thy  fearching  eye 

Does  our  modern  ftory  trace, 

Finding  fome  of  Stuart's  race 

Unhappy,  pafs  their  annals  by : 
No  harfn  reflection  let  remembrance  raife  : 
Forbear  to  mention  what  thou  canft  not  praife  : 
But,  as  thou  dwell'ft  upon  that  heavenly  name  *, 
To  grief  for  ever  facred,  as  to  fame, 
Oh  !  read  it  to  thyfelf ;  in  filence  weep ; 
Aud  thy  convulfive  forrows  inward  keep  : 
Left  Britain's  grief  (hould  wajcen  at  the  found, 
And  blood  gufh  frelh  from  her  eternal  wound. 

IX. 

Whither  wouldft  thou  further  look  ? 
Read  William's  ads,  and  clofe  the  ample  book  : 
Perufe  the  wonders  of  his  dawning  life  : 

How,  like  Alcides,  he  began ; 
With  infant  patience  calm'd  (editious  ftrife,     [ran. 

And  quell' d  the  fnakes  which  round  his  cradle 

x. 

Defcribe  his  youth,  attentive  to  alarms, 
By  dangers  form'd,  and  perfected  in  arms  rgrac'd  ; 
When  conquering,  mild;  when  conquer 'd,  not  dif- 
Ey  wrongs  not  leflen'd,  nor  by  triumphs  rais'J ; 

Superior  to  the  blind  events 

Of  little  human  accidents; 
*  Mary. 


And  conftant  to  his  firft  decree, 
To  curb  the  proud,  to  fet  the  injur'd  free 
To  bow  the  haughty  neck,  and  raife  the  fuppl 
ant  knee* 


T~  -w 

fuppli- 1 


His  opening  years  to  riper  manhood  bring ; 
And  fee  the  hero  perfect  in  the  king  : 
Imperious  arms  by  manly  reafon  fway'd, 
And  power  fupreme  by  free  confent  obey'd  ; 
With  how  much  hafte  his  mercy  meets  his  foes, 
And  how  unbounded  his  lorgivenefs  flows; 
With  what  defire  he  makes  his  fubjects  blefs'd, 
His  favours  granted  ere  his  throne  addrefs'd  : 
What  trophies  o'er  our  captiv'd  hearts  he  rears, 
By  arts  of  peace  more  potent  than  by  wars  : 
How  o'er  himlelf  as  o'er  the  world  he  reigns, 
His  morals  (lengthening  what  his  law  ordains* 

XII. 

Through  all  his  thread  of  life  already  fpun, 
Becoming  grace  and  proper  action  run  : 
The  piece  by  virtue's  equal  hand  is  wrought, 
Mixt  with  no  crime,  and  (haded  with  no  fault ; 

No  footfteps  of  the  victor's  rage 
Left  in  the  camp  where  William  did  engage  : 

No  tincture  of  the  monarch's  pride 

Upon  the  royal  purple  fpy'd  : 

His  fame,  like  gold,  the  more  'tis  try'd, 
The  more  (hall  its  intrinfic  worth  proclaim  ; 
Shall  pafs  the  combat  of  the  fearching  flame, 
And  triumph  o'er  the  vanquifti'd  heat, 

For  ever  coming  out  the  fame, 
And  lofing  nor  its  luftre  nor  its  weight. 

XIII. 

Janus,  be  to  William  juft  ; 
To  faithful  hiftory  his  actions  truft  : 

Command  her,  with  peculiar  care 
To  trace  each  toil,  and  comment  every  war: 

His  faving  wonders  bid  her  write 

In  characters  diftinctly  bright ; 

That  each  revolving  age  may  read 
The  patriot's  pie'ty,  the  hero's  deed  : 
And  ftill  the  fire  inculcate  to  his  fon 
Tranfmiflive  leflons  of  the  king's  renown  ; 

That  William's  'glory  ftill  may  live; 

When  all  thatprefent  art  can  give, 
The  pillar'd  marble,  and  the  tablet  brafs, 

Mouldering,  drop  the  victor's  praife  : 

When  the  great  monuments  of  his  power 

Shall  now  be  vifible  no  more; 
When  Sambre  (hall    have  chang'd  her  winding 
flood  ; 

And  children  a(k,  where  Namur  flood. 

XIV. 

Namur,  proud  city,  how  her  towers  were  arm'd ! 

How  (he  contemn'd  th' approaching  foe! 
Till  (he  by  William's  trumpets  was  afarm'd, 
And  (hook,  and  funk,  and  fell  beneath  his  blow. 

Jove  and  Pallas,  mighty  powers, 
Guided  the  hero  to  the  hoftile  towers. 

Perfeus  feeni'd  lefs  fwift  in  war, 

When,  wiiig'd  with  fpeed,  he  flew  through  air. 

Embattled  nations  (hive  in  vain 

The  hero's  glory  to  reftrain  :  [fire, 

Streams  ai  m'd  with  rocks,  and  mountains  red  with 

In  vain  againfl  his  force  confpire. 
Dd  iij 
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Behold  him  from  the  dreadful  height  appear  ! 
And  lo  !  Britannia's  lions  waging  there. 


,1 


Europe  freed,  and  France  rrpcli'd, 

The  hero  from  the  height  beheld  : 
He  fpake  the  word,  tjia'  wur  and  rage  fhonld  ccafe  ; 
He  bid  the  Maefe  and  Rhine  in  i'afcty  flow; 

And  diclattd  a  lafling  peace 

To  the  rejoicing  world  below. 
To  refcued  flate?,  and  vindicated  crown*. 
Hi*  equal  hand  prefcrib'd  their  ancient  hounds; 
Ordain'd,  whom  every  province  fliould  obey  ; 
How  far  each  monarch  fhould  extend  his  fway  ; 
Taught  them  how  clemency  made  power  revcr'd, 
And  that  the  prince  belov'd  was  truly  fear'd. 
Firm  by  hie  fide  unfpotted  honour  flood, 
Pleas'd  to  confrfs  him  not  fo  great  as  good  : 
His  head  with  brighter  beams  fair  virtue  deck'd, 
Than   thofe   which  all  his  numerous  crowns  re- 

fledr.: 

5lftablilh'd  freedom  clapp'd  her  joyful  wings; 
iProdaim'd  the  firft  of  men,  and  beft  of  kings. 

XVI. 

Whither  would  the  mufe  afpire 

With  Pindar's  rage,  without  his  fire  ? 

Pardon  me,  Janus,  'twas  a  fault, 

Created  by  too  great  a  thought : 

Mindlefs  of  the  god  and  day, 

1  fiom  thy  altars,  Janus,  ftray, 
From  thee,  and  from  myfelf;  borne  far  away 

The  fiery  Pegafus  difdains 
To  mind  the  rider's  voice,  or  bear  the  reins: 
When  glorious  fields  and  opening  can.j'S  he  views, 

He  runs  with  an  unbounded  loolc  : 
Hardly,  the  mufe  can  fit  the  headftrong  horfe; 
Nor  would  fhe,  if  Ihe  could,  check  his  impetuous 

force  ; 

With  the  gUd  noifa  the  cliffs  and  vallies  ring, 
While  fhe  through  earth  and  air  purfues  the  king. 

XVII. 

She  row  beholds  him  on  the  Belgic  (bore, 
Whilft  Britain's  tears  his  ready  help  implore  : 
Diflembling  for  her  fnke  his  rifmg  cares, 
And  with  wife  filence  pondering  vengeful  wars, 

She  through  the  raging  ocean  now 
Views  him  advancing  his  aufpicious  prow; 
Combating  adverfe  winds  ard  winter  feas, 
Kighing  the  moments  that  defer  our  eafe  : 
Daring  to  weild  the  fcep-re's  dangerous  weight, 
And  taking  the  command,  to  fave  the  ftate  ; 
Though,  ere  the  doubtful  gift  can  be  fecur'd, 
New  wars  mud  be  iuftain'd,  new  wounds  endur'd. 

xvni. 

Through  rough  lerne's  camps  flie  founds  alarms, 
And  kingdoms  yet  to  be  redeeni'd  by  arms; 
In  the  dank  marflies  finds  her  glorious  theme, 
Ai.d  plunges  after  him   through    Boyne's   fierce 

flream. 

She  bids  the  Nereids  run  with  trembling  hafle, 
To  tell  old  oa.au  how  the  hero  part. 
The  pod  rebukes  their  fear,  and  owns  the  praife 
Worthy  that  arm,  vhofe  empire  he  obeys. 

x  ix 

Back  to  Jm  Albion  fhe  delights  to  bring 
The  liutr.bkil  vivlor,  and  the  kindeft  Linr. 


Albion  with  open  triumph  would  reccivtf 

Her  hcio,  nor  obtains  his  leave  : 
Firm  he  rejects  the  altars  fhi?  would  raife ; 
And  thanks  the  zeal,  while  he  Declines  the  praife. 
Again  flic  follows  him  throngh  Belgia's  land, 
And  countries  often  fav'd  by  William's  hand  ; 
Hears  joyful  nations  hlefs  thofe  happy  toils, 
Which  freed  the  people,  but  return'd  the  fpoiis. 
In  various  views  fhe  tries  her  conflant  theme; 
Finds  him  in  councils,  and  in  arms  the  fame; 
When  certain  to  o'ercome,  inclin'd  to  fave, 
Tardy  to  vengeance,  and  with  mircy  brave. 

xx. 

Sudden  another  fcene  employ*  her  fight ; 
She  ftts  her  Hero  in  another  light ; 
Paints  his  great  mind  fupcrior  to  fuccef?, 
Declining  conqueft,  to  eflabjifh  peace  : 
She  brings  Aftraea  down  to  earth  again  ; 
And  quiet,  brooding  o'er  his  future  reign. 

xxl. 

Then  with  nnwtary  wing  the  goddefs  foars 
Eaft,  over  Danube  and  Propontis'  fh<  res; 
Where  jarring  empires,  ready  to  engage, 
Retard  their  armies,  and  fu(j>end  their  rage; 
Till  William's  word,  like  that  of  fate,  dtciarjs, 
If  they  fhall  fludy  peace,  or  lengthen  wars. 
How  facred  his  renown  for  equal  laws, 
To  whom  the  world  defers  its  common  caufe  ! 
How  fair  his  friendfhips,  and  his  leagues  how  jtift, 
Whom    every  nation  courts,  whora  all  icligions 
truft: 

xxn. 
From  the  Macotis  to  the  Northern  fea, 

The  goddefs  wings  her  defperate  way ; 
Sees  the  yi.ung  Muscovite,  the  mighty  head, 
Whofe  fuvereign  terror  forty  nations  dread, 
Inamour'd  with  a  greater  monarch's  praife, 
And  pafiing  half  the  earth  to  his  embrace  : 
hhe  in  his  rule  beholds  his  Volga's  toice, 
O'er  precipices  with  impetuous  fway 
Breaking,  and,  as  he  rolls  his  rapid  courfe,    [way. 
Drowning,  or  bearing  down,  whatever  meet*  his 
But  her  own  king  ftie  likens  to  his  Thames, 
With  gentle  courfe  devolving  fruitful  dreams; 
Serene  yet  flrong,  majeftic  yet  ftdate, 
Swift  without  violence,  without  terror  great- 
Each  ardent  nyn:ph  the  rifing  current  craves; 
Each  fhepherd's  prayer  retards  the  parting  waves; 
The  vales  along  the  bank  their  fwcets  dilclole  ; 
Frefh   flowers  for  ever  rile;   and  fruitful  harveft 
grows. 

xxin. 

Yet  whither  would  th'  adventurous  goddefs  go  ? 
Sees  fhe  not  clouds,  and  earth,  and  main,  below  ? 
Minds  (he  the  dangers  of  the  Lycian  coaft, 
And  fields,  where  mad  Bellerophon  was  loll  ? 

Oi  is  her  towering  flight  rcciaim'd 
By  feas  from  Icarus's  downfall  nam'd  ? 
Vain  is  the  call,  and  nfckfi  the  advice  : 
To  wife  perfuafion  deaf,  and  human  eric?, 

Yet  upward  Ihe  intdT.Tt  fiies; 
Rcfnlv'd  to  reach  the  high  empyrean  f|  here, 
And  tell  great  Jove,  fhe  fir.g^  his  ;:na«e  hue  ; 
To  afk  for  William  an  Olympic  cro\\n,    jki>owr>: 
To  C'hiotnius*  flix'iijjth,  acu   ihtien'a  fjxcd  un- 
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fight; 
ting  flight,  J 


Till,  loft  in  tracklefs  fields  of  mining  day, 

Unable  to  difcern  the  way, 
Which  Nallau's  virtue  only  could  explore, 
Untouch'd,  unknown,  to  any  mule  before; 
She,  from  the  noble  precipices  thrown, 
Comes  rufhing  with  uncommon  ruin  down. 

Glorious  attempt !  unhappy  fate  ! 
The  long  too  daring,  and  the  theme  too  great  1 

Yet  rather  thus  (he  wills  to  die, 
Than  in  continued  annals  live,  to  fing 
A  fecond  hero,  or  a  vulgar  king ; 

And  with  ignoble  fafety  fly 
In  fight  of  earth,  along  a  middle  Iky. 

xxlv. 
To  Janus*  altars,  and  the  numerous  throng 

That  round  his  myftic  temple  prefs, 

For  William's  life  and  Albion's  peace, 
Ambitious  mufe,  reduce  the  roving  fotig, 

Janus,  caft  thy  forward  eye 
Future,  into  great  Rhea's  pregnant  womb; 
Where  young  ideas  brooding  lie, 
And  tender  images  of  things  to  come  : 

Till,  by  thy  high  commands  releas'd, 
Till,  by  thy  hand  in  proper  atoms  drefs'd, 
In  decent  order  they  advance  to  light  j 
"fet  then  too  fwiftly  fleet  by  human 
And  meditate  too  foon  their  everlafting  flight, 

xxv. 

Nor  beaks  of  (hips  in  naval  triumph  borne, 
Nor  (landards  from  the  holtile  ramparts  torn, 

Nor  trophies  brought  from  battles  won, 
Nor  oaken  wreath,  nor  mural  crown, 

Can  any  future  honoius  give 

To  the  victorious  monarch's  name  : 

The  plenitude  of  William's  fame 
Can  no  accumulated  (lores  receive. 
Shut  then,  auipicious  God,  thy  facred  gate, 
And  make  us  happy,  as  our  king  is  great. 

Be  kind,  and  with  a  milder  hand 
Clofing  the  volume  of  the  finiih'd  age 

(Though  noble,  'twas  an  iron  page), 

A  more  delightful  leaf  expand, 
Free  from  alarms,  and  fierce  Bellona's  rage  ; 
Bid  the  great  months  begin  their  joyful  round, 
By  Flora  fome,  and  fome  by  Ceres  crown'd  : 
Teach  the  glad  hours  to  fcatter,  as  they  fly, 
Soft  quiet,  gentle  love,  and  endlefs.  joy  ; 
Lead  forth  the  years  for  peace  and  plenty  fam'd, 
from  Saturn's  rule  and  better  metal  nam'd. 

XXVI. 

Secure  by  William's  care  let  Britain  ftand; 

Nor  dread  the  bold  invader's  hand  : 
From  adverfe  fhores  in  fafety  let  -her  hear  "p 

Foreign  calamity,  and  diftant  war  ;  >• 

Of  which  let  her,  great  heaven,  no  portion  bear  !  j 
Uetwixt  the  nations  ict  her  hold  her  (cale, 
And,  as  flie  wil's,  let  either  part  pievail : 
Let  her  glad  vallies  fniile  with  wavy  corn  j 
Let  fleecy  flocks  her  rifing  hills  adorn  ; 
Around  her  coail  let  ftrong  defence  be  fpread  ;   ~) 
Let  fair  abundance  on  herUreaft-be  fhed  ,  [head  :  C 
And  heavenly  fwcets  bloom  round  the  goddefsj 

XXVll. 

Where  the  whire  towers  and  ancient  rocf-  did  ftand, 
Remains  of  Woifey's  or  great  Henry '*  hand, 


To  age  now  yielding,  «r  devour  "d  by  flame, 
Let  a  young  phcenix  raife  her  towering  head ; 
Her  wings  with  lengthen'd  honour  let  her  fpread^ 
"And  by  her  greatnefs  fhow  her  builder's  fame : 
Auguft  and  open  as  the  hero's  mind, 

Be  her  capacious  courts  defign'd  : 

Let  every  facred  pillar  bear 
Trophies  of  arms,  and  monuments  of  war. 
The  king  (hall  there  in  Parian  marble  breathe, 
His  moulder  bleeding  frefh  :  and  at  his  feet 

Difarm'd  (hall  lie  the  threatening  death 
(For  fo  was  faving  Jove's  decree  complete). 
Behind,  that  angel  mall  be  pJac'd,  whofe  flu'eld 

Sav'd  Europe,  in  the  blow  repell'd  : 
On  the  firm  bads,  from  his  oozy  bed, 

Boyne  (hall  raife  his  laurel'd  head ; 

And  his  immortal  dream  be  known, 
Artfully  waving  through  the  wounded  (lone. 

-       XXVIII. 

And  thou,  imperial  Windfor,  ftand  enlarg'd, 
With  all  the  monarch's  trophies  charg'd  : 
Thou,  the  fair  heaven,  that  doft  the  ftars  enclofe, 
Which  William's  bofom  wears,  or  hand  bcflows 
On  the  great  champions  who  fupport  his  throne, 
And  virtues  neareft  to  his  own. 

XXIX. 

Round    Ormond's    knee,    thou   ty'ft   the   myftic 

firing, 

That  makes  the  knight  companion  to  the  king. 
Ff  om  glorious  camps  return'd,  and  foreign  fields, 
Bowing  before  thy  fain  red  warrior's  flmhe, 
Faft  by  his  great  forefather's  coats,  and  fhields 
JBlazon'd  from  Bohun's  or  from  Buder's  line, 
He  hangs  his  arms ;  nor  feats  thofe  arms  fliould 

fhine 
With  an  unequal  ray  ;  or  that  his  deed 

With  paler  glory  fhould  recede, 
Eclips'd  by  theirs,  or  lejTcn'd  by  the  fame 
Ev'n  of  his  own  maternal  NafTau's  name. 

xxx. 

Thou  fmiling  feeft  great  Dorfet's  worth  confcft. 
The  ray  diflinguiftung  the  patriot's  bread  ; 
Born  to  protedt  and  love,  to  help  and  pleafe  ; 
Sovereign  of  wit,  and  ornament  of  peace. 
O  !  long  as  breath  informs  this  fleeting  frame, 
Ne'er  let  me  pafs  in  filence  Dorfet's  name; 
Ne'er  ceafe  to  mention  the  continued  debt,         -\ 
Which  the  great  patron  only  would  forget,         £ 
And  duty,  long  as  life,  muft  ftudy  to  acquit.       $ 

XXXI. 

Renown'd  in  thy  records  fhall  Ca'ndifti  ftand, 
Aflerting  legal  power  and  juft  command  : 
To  the  great  houfe  thy  favour  (hall  be  (hown, 
The  father's  ftar  tranfmiffive  to  the  (on. 
From  thee  the  Taloot's  and  the  Seymour's  race 
Inform'd,  their  fire's  immortal  fteps  (hall  trace. 

Happy,  may  their  fons  receive 
The  bright  reward,  which  thou  alone  canft  give! 

XXXII. 

And  if  a  God  thefe  lucky  numbers  guide  ; 
[f  fure  Ap  llo  o'er  the  verfe  prefide , 
Jerfey,  belov'd  by  all  (for  all  muft  feel 

The  influence  cf  a  Icrm  and  mind, 
Where  comely  grace  and  conftanr  virtue  dwell, 
Like  minglcdtftreams,  more  forcible  when  join'd)— • 
D  J  iiij 
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Jerfey  fliall  at  thy  altars  (land : 

Shall  there  receive  the  azure  hand. 
That  faireft  mark  of  favour  and  of  fame, 

Familiar  to  the  Villiers'  name, 
xxxm. 


Science  to  raife,  and  knowledge  to  enlarge, 

Be  our  great  matter's  future  charge ; 
To  write  his  own  memoirs,  and  leave  his  heirs 
High  fchemes  of  government,  and  plans  of  wars ; 
By  fair  rewards  our  noble  youth  to  raife 
To  emulous  merit,  and  to  third  of  praife  ; 
To  lead  them  out  from  cafe  ere  opening  dawn 
Through  the  thick  foreft  and  the  diftant  lawn, 
Where  the  fleet  ftag  employs  their  ardent  care, 
And  chaces  give  them  images  of  war ; 
To  teach  them  vigilance  by  falfe  alarms, 
Inure  them  in  ftign'd  camps  to  real  alarms; 
Pra&ife  them  now  to  curb  the  turning  fteed, 
Mocking  the  foe  ;  now  to  his  rapid  fpeed 
To  give  the  rein,  and  in  the  full  career 
To  dfaw  the  certain  fword,  or  fend  the  pointed 
fpear. 

xxxiv. 

Let  him  unite  his  fubje<5ts  hearts, 
Planting  focieties  for  peaceful  arts  ; 
Some  that  in  nature  (hall  true  knowledge  found, 
And  by  experiment  make  precept  found ; 
Some  that  to  morals  fliall  recal  the  age, 
And  purge  from  vicious  drofs  the  finking  (lage ; 
Some  that  with  care  true  eloquence  fhall  teach, 
And  to  juft  idioms  fix  our  doubtful  fpeech ; 
That  from  our  writers  diftant  realms  may  know 

The  thanks  we  to  our  monarch  owe ; 
.And  fchools  profcfs  o'ur  tongue  through  every  land, 
That  has  invok'd  his  aid,  or  bleft  his  hand. 

XXXV.  » 

Let  his  high  power  the  drooping  mufes  rear; 

The  mufus  only  can  reward  his  care  : 

'Tis  they  that  guard  the  great  Atrides'  fpoils  •,    • 

Tis  they  that  (till  renew  Ulyffes'  toils ; 

To  them  by  fmilipg  Jove  'twas  given  to  fave 

Uiftinguifh'd  patriots  from  the  common  grave  $ 

To  them,  great  William's  glory  to  recal, 

"When  ftatues  moulder,  and  when  arches  fall. 

Nor  let  the  mufes,  with  ungrateful  pride, 

The  fources  of  thejr  treafure  hide  : 
The  hero's  virtue  does  the  firing  infpire, 
When  with  big  joy  they  ftrike  the  living  lyre. 

On  William's  fame  their  fate  depends  ; 
With  him  the  fong  begins  ;  with  him  it  end}. 
From  the  bright  effluence  of  his  deed 
They  borrow  that  reflected  light, 
With  which  the  lading  lamp  they  feed, 
"Whofe  beams  difpel  the  damps  of  envious  night. 

xxxvi. 

Through  various  clime?,  and  to  each  diftant  polc; 
In  happy  tides  let  aftivc  commerce  roll: 
Let  Britain's  fhips  export  an  annual  fleece, 
Richer  than  Argos  brought  to  ancient  Greece  : 
Returning  lo-jden  with  the  fhining  {lores, 
Which  lie  profufe  on  either  India's  (bores. 
As  our  high  veffels  pafs  their  wattry  way, 
Let  all  the  naval  world  due  homage  pay  : 
With  hafty  reverence  their  top-honours  lower, 
Confeffing  the  afferted  power, 


To  whom  by  fate  'twas  given,  with  happy  fvrayj 
To  calm  the  earth,  and  vindicate  the  fea. 

XXXVII. 

Our  prayers  are  heard  ;  our  matter's  fleets  fhall  go 
As  far  as  winds  can  bear,  or  waters  flow, 
'Jew  lands  to  make,  new  Indias  to  explore, 
n  worlds  unknown  to  plant  Britannia's  power  ; 
Nations  yet  wild  by  precept  to  reclaim, 
And  teach  them  arms  and  arts  in  William's  name. 

XXXVIII. 

With  humble  joy,  and  -with  refpe&ful  fear, 
The  liftening  people  (hall  his  (lory  hear, 
The  wounds  he  bore,  the  dangers  he  fuftain'd, 
How  far  he  conquer'd,  and  how  well  he  reign *d ; 
Shall  own  his  mercy  equal  to  his  fame,  ~l 

And  form  their  children's  accents  to  his  name,  > 
Inquiring  how,  and  when,  frdm  heaven  he  came,  j 
Their  regal  tyrants  (hall  with  blufties  hide. 
Their  little  lufts  of  arbitrary  pride, 
Nor  bear  to  fee  their  vaflals  ty'd; 
When  William's  virtues  raife  their  opening 

thought, 
His  forty  years  for  public  freedom  fought, 

Europe  by  his  hand  fuftain'd,  T| 

His  conqueft  by  his  piety  reftrain'd, 
And  o'er  himfelf  the  laft  great  triumph  gain'd.  j 

xxxix. 
No  longer  fhall  their  wretched  zeal  adore          T 

Ideas  of  deftrudlive  power, 

Spirits  thai^hurt,  and  godheads  that  devour  :       j 
New  inccnfe  they  (hall  bring,  new  altars  raife, 
And  fill  their  temples  with  a  ftranger's  praife  ; 
When  rhe  great  father's  character  they  find 
Vifibly  flampt  upon  the  hero's  mind; 
And  own  a  prefent  Deity  confeft, 
In  valour  uiat  preferv'd  and  power  that  blcft- 

XL. 

Through  the  large  convex  of  the  azure  (ky 
(For  thither  nature  cafts  our  common  eye) 
Fierce  meteors  (hoot  their  arbitrary  light ; 
And  comets  march  with  1  a wlefs  horror  bright ; 
Thefe  hear  no  rule,  no  righteous  order  own ; 
Their  influence  dreaded  as  their  ways  unknown; 
Thrpugh  threaten'd  lands  they  wild  dcftiudion 

throw, 

Till  ardent  prayer  averts  the  public  woe. 
But  the  bright  orb  that  blefles  all  above, 
The  facred  fire,  the  real  fon  of  Jove, 
Rules  not  his  actions  by  capricious  will ; 
Nor  by  ungovern'd  power  declines  to  ill : 
Fix'd  by  juft  laws,  he  goes  for  ever  right ; 
Man  knows  his  courle,  and  thence  adores  his  light. 

XLI. 

O  Janus !  would  entreated  fate  confpire 
To  grant  what  Britain's  wifhes  could  require  ; 
Above,  that  fun  fhould  ceafe  his  way  to  go, 
Ere  William  ceafe  to  rule,  and  blefs  below  : 
But  a  relentlefs  deftiny 

Urges  all  that  e'er  was  born:  [mourn 

Snatch'd    from  her  arms,    Britannia    once   muit 
The  demi-god  ;  the  earthly  half  mutt  die. 
Vcc  if  our  .ncenfe  can  your  wrath  remove; 
If  human  prayers  avail  on  minds  above  ; 
Exert,  great  God  !  thy  intereft  in  the  (ky, 
Gain  each  kind  power,  each  guardian  Deity  j 
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That,  conquer'd  l»y  the  public  vow, 
They  bear  the  difmaj  mifchief  far  away  ! 
O  !  long  as  utmoft  nature  may  allow, 

Let  them  retard  the  threaten'd  day  '. 
Still  be  our  matter's  life  thy  happy  care  : 
Still  let  his  bleffings  with  his  years  increafe  : 
To  his  laborious  youth,  confum'd  in  war, 
Add  lading  age,  adorn'd  and  crown'd  with  peace: 
Let  twifted  olives  bind  thofe  laurels  faft, 

Whofe  verdure  muft  for  ever  laft  ? 

XLII. 

Long  let  this  growing  sera  blefs  his  fway ; 
And  let  our  fonshisprefcnt  rule  «>bey  : 
On  his  fure  virtue  long  let  earth  rely,  "} 

And  late  let  the  imperial  eagle  fly, 
"To  bear  the  hero  through  his  father's  (Icy,  j 

To  Leda's  twins,  or  he  whofe  glorious  fpeed 
On  foot-prevail'd,  cr  he  who  tam'd  the  fteed; 
To  Hercules,  at  length  abfolv'd  by  fate 
From  earthly  toil,  and  above  envy  great ; 
To  Virgil's  theme,  bright  Cytherea's  fon, 
Sire  of  the  Latian  and  the  Britifh  throne  :    . 

To  all  the  radiant  names  above. 

Rever'd  by  men,  and  dear  to  Jove  ; 

Late,  Janus,  let  the  Naffau-ftar 
New-born,  in  rifing  majefty  appear, 

To  triumph  over  vanquifh'd  night, 

And  guide  the  profperous  mariner 
With  everlafling  beams  of  friendly  light. 


THE  REMEDY  WORSE  THAN  THE  DIS 
EASE. 

I  SENT  for  Ratcliffe;  was  fo  ill, 
That  other  doctors  gave  me  over  : 

He  felt  my  pulfe,  prefcrib'd  his  pill, 
And  I  was  likely  to  recover. 

But,  when  the  wit  began  to  wheeze, 
And  wine  had  warm'd  the  politician, 

Cur'd  yefterday  of  my  difeafe, 
I  dy'd  laft  night  of  my  phySciaq. 


AN  ODE, 

Infcribed  to  the  Memory  of 
VHE  HON.  COL.  GEORGE 
PROWNED  IN  THE  RIVER  PIAVA,  1703. 
In  Imitation  ef  Horaee,  B.  I.  Od.  xxviii. 

"  Te  maris  et  terrre  numeroque  carentis  arenas 
"  Menforem  cohibent,  Archyta,  &c." 

SAY,  deareft  Villiers,  poor  departed  friend 
(Since  fleeting  life  thus  fuddenly  muft  end)  : 
Say,  what  did  all  thy  bufy  hopes  avail, 
That  anxious  thou  from  pole  to  pole  didft  fail, 
Ere  on  thy  chin  the  ipringing  beard  began 
To  fpreada  doubtful  down,  andpromife  man  ? 
Vi  hat  profited  thy  thoughts,  and  toils,  and  cares, 
In  vigour  more  confirm'd,  and  riper  years, 


tny  country  sioes; 
hy  fide  engage;"^ 
3cllona's  rage ;  / 
foldier's  hoary  i" 
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To  wake,  ere  morning  dawn,  to  loud  alarms, 

And  march  till  clofe  of  night  in  heavy  arms; 

To  fcorn  the  rummer's  funs  and  WMiter's  fnows, 

And  fearch  through  every  clime  thy  country's  foes; 

That  thou  miglu'ft  fortune  to  thy  fide  engage;' 

That  gentle  peace  might  quell  Be 

And  Anna's  bounty  crown  her 

age  ? 
In  vain  we  think  that  free-wiil'd  man  has  power, 

To  haften  or  protract  th'  appointed  hour. 

Our  term  of  life  depends  not  on  our  deed : 

Before  our  birth  our  funeral  was  decreed.  , 

Nor  aw'd  by  fort-fight,  nor  mifled  by  chance,     "V 
Imperious  death  directs  his  ebon  lance  ;  / 

Peoples  great    Henry's  tombs,   and   leads   upr" 
Holben's  dance.  J 

Alike  muft  every  ftate  and  every  age 
Suftain  the  univerfal  tyrant's  rage  : 
For  neither  William's  power,  nor  Mary's  charms, 
Could  or  repel  or  pacify  his  armi 
Young  Churchill  fell,  as  life  began  to  bloom; 
And  Bradford's  trembling  age  expects  the  tomb  : 
Wifdom  and  eloquence  in  vain  would  plead 
One  moment's  refpite  for  the  learned  head  : 
Judges  of  writings  and  of  men  have  dy'd  ; 
Mascenas,  Sackville,  Socrates,  and  Hyde  : 
And  in  their  various  turns  the  fons  muft  tread 
Thofe  gloomy  journies  which  their  fires  have  led. 

The  ancient  fage,  who  did  fo  long  maintain 
That  bodies  die,  but  fouls  return  again, 
With  all  the  births  and  deaths  he  had  in  (lore, 
Went  out  Pythagoras,  and  came  no  more. 
And  modern  Afgyll,  whofe  capricious  thought 
Is  yet  with  ftores  of  wilder  notions  fraught, 
Too  foon  convinc'd  fhall  yield  that  fleeting  breath, 
Which  play'd  fo  idly  with  the  darts  of  death. 

Some  from  the  ftranded  veffel  force  their  way; 
Fearful  of  fate,  they  meet  it  in  the  fea : 
Some,  who  efcape  the  fury  of  the  wave, 
Sicken  on  earth,  and  fink  into  a  grave  : 
In  journies  or  at  home,  in  war  or  peace, 
By  hardfhips  many,  many  fall  by  eafe. 
Each  changing  fealon  does  its  poifon  bring; 
Rheums  chill  the  winter,  agues  blaft  the  fpring; 
Wet,  dry,  cold,  hot,  at  the  appointed  hour, 
All  act  fubfervient  to  the  tyrant's  power: 
And,  when  obedient  nature  knows  his  will, 
A  fly,  a  grape. ftone,  or  a  hair,  can  kill. 
For  reftlefs  Froferpine  for  ever  treads 
In  paths  unleen,  o'er  our  devoted  heads  ; 
And  r>n  the  fpacious  land,  and  liquid  main,         •> 
Spreads  flow  difeafe,  or  darts  afflictive  pain :      C 
Variety  of  deaths  confirm  her  endlefs  reign.       3 

On  curft  Piava's  banks  the  goddefs  flood, 
Shew'd  her  dire  warrant  to  the  rifing  flood; 
When  what  1  long  muft  love,  and  long  muft  mourn, 
With  fatal  fpeed  was  urging  his  return 
In  his  dear  country,  to  difperfe  his  care, 
And  arm  himfelfby  reft  for  future  war; 
To  chide  his  anxious  friends  officious  fears, 
And  promife  to  their  joys  his  elder  years  : 

Oh  !  deftin'd  head  !  and  oh  '.  fevere  decree  '. 
Nor  native  country  thou,  nor  friend,  flialt  fee; 
Nor  war  haft  thou  to  wage  ;  nor  year  to  .come  : 
Impending  death  is  thine,  and  inftaut  doom. 
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Hark  !  the  Itnperiou*  goddefs  is  obey'd  : 
Winds    murmur  ;    Inovvs    defcend ;    and  waters 

fpread. 

Oh  !  kinfman,  friend — Oh  !  vain  are  all  the  cries 
Of  human  voice,  ftrong  deftiny  replies : 
"Weep,  you  on  earth  ;  for  he  (hall  flee-p  below  : 
Thence  none  return,  and  thither  all  muft  go. 

Whoe'er  thoo  art,  whom  choice  or  bufinefs  leads 
To  this  fad  river,  or  the  neighbouring  meads; 
If  thou  may'ft  happen  on  the  dreary  fhores 
To  find  the  <>bje<5t  which  this  verfe  deplores, 
Cleanfe  the  pale  corpft  with  a  religious  hand 
¥ r<-m  the  polluting  weed  and  common  fand  : 
.Lay  the  dead  hero  graceful  in  a  grave 
(The  only  honour  he  can  now  receive), 
.And  fragrant  .mould  U|  on  his  body  throw, 
And  plant  the  warrior- laurel  o'er  his  brow 
Light  lie  the  earth,  and  flourifti  green  the  boi 

So  may  juft  heaven  fecure  thy  future  life 
From  foreign  dangers  and  domeftic  ftrife  ! 
And,  when  th'  infernal  judge's  difmal  power 
from  the  dark  urn  (hall  throw  thy  deflin'd  hour; 
When,  yielding  to  the  fentence,  breatblefs  thou 
And  pale  fhatt  lie,  as  what  thou  burieft  now; 
Jtfay  fome  kind  friend  the  piteous  object  fee, 
And  equal  rites  perform  to  that  which  once  was 
thee  1 


•-   I 

3'igh.  j 


PROLOGUE. 

JPOKEN    AT    COURT    BEFORE    T.HE    QUEEN, 

On  Her  Majejly'i  Birth-day,  I ;  04. 

SHINE  forth,  ye  planets,  with  diflinguiftTd  light, 
As  when  ye  haliow'd  firft  this  happy  night  : 
Again  tranfmit  yotfr  friendly  beam*  ro  earth, 
As  when  Britannia  joy 'd  for  Anna's  birth. 
And  thou,  propitious  ftar,  whofe  facred  power 
Prcfided  o'er  the  monarch's  natal  hour, 
Thy  radiant  voyages  for  ever  run, 
Yielding  to  none  but  Cynthia  and  the  Sun  ; 
"With  thy  fair  afped  fliil  illuftrate  heaven  ; 
Kindly  preferve  what  thou  haft  greatly  given ; 
Thy  influence  for  thy  Anna  we  implore  : 
Prolong  one  life  ;  and  Britain  aiks  no  more. 
For  virtue^  can  no  ampler  power  exprefs, 
Than  to  be  great  in  «  ar,  and  good  in  peace  ! 
For  thought  no  higher  wi(h  of  blifs  can  frame, 
Than  to  enjoy  that  virtue  ftill  the  fame. 
Entire  and  lute  the  monarch's  rule  muft  prove, 
Who  founds  her  greatnels  on  her  fubje&s  love  ; 
Who  does  our  homage  for  our  good  rcqaire  ; 
And  orders  that  which  we  ftioulu  firft  deu're  : 
Our  vanquifh'd  wills  that  pleafmg  force  obey,    ~) 
Her  gocdnefs  takes  our  liberty  away, 
And  haughty  Britain  yields  to  arbitrary  fway.    J 
.Let  the  young  Auftrian  then  her  terrors  bear, 
•Great  as  he  is,  her  delegate  in  war  : 
J.et  him  in  thunder  fpcak  to  both  his  Spains, 
That  in  thefe  dreadful  ifles  a  woman  reigns  : 
While  the  bright  queen  does  on  herfubjccts  Ihovver, 
'ihe  gentle  bkilbg*  of  her  loiter  power ; 


Gives  facred  morals  to  a  vicious  age, 
To  temples  zeal,  and  manners  to  the  flag* ; 
Bids  the  chafte  mufe  without  a  blufh  appear; 
And  wit  be  that  which  heaven  and  fhr  may  hear* 

Minerva  thus  to  Perleus  lent  her  fhield; 
Secure  of  conqueft,  fent  him  to  the  field  : 
The  hero  acted  what  the  queen  ordain'd ; 
So  was  his  fame  complete,  and  Andromede  un- 
chain'd. 

Mean  time,  amidft  her  native  temple's  fate 
The  goddefs,  ftmiious  of  her  Grecian  *  fate, 
Taught  them  in  laws  and  letters  to  excel, 
In  acting  juftly,  and  in  writing  well. 
Thus  whilft  (he  did  her  various  power  difpofe, 
The  world  was  freed  from  tyrants, 


Virtue  was  taught  in  verfe,  and  Athen 


»er  diipofe,  ^ 
,  wars,  and  / 
[rofe.f 
:hen's  glory  j 


A  LETTER 

TO    MONSIEUR    BO1LEAU    DESPREAUX; 
Occasioned  by  the  viflory  at  JBUnheim,  1 7*4. 

"  — Cupidum,  Pater  optime,  vires 
"  Deficiunt :  neque  enim  quivis  horrentia  pilis 
"  Agmina,  nee  fi  a<5ta  pcrtuiucs  cufpide  Galloa."— 

Ho&.  Sat.  I. 

SINCE,  hir'd  for  life,  thy  fcrvile  mufe  muft  Cng 

Succeflive  conquefts,  and  a  glorious  king; 

Muft  of  a  man  immortal  vainly  bo<tft, 

And  bring  him  laurels,  whatfoe'er  they  coft  : 

What  turn  wilt  thou  employ,  what  colours  lay 

On  the  event  of  that  fupcrior  day. 

In  which  one  Engliih  lubjcd's  profperous  hand 

(^bo  Jove  did  will;  fo  Anna  did  command) 

Broke  the  proud  column  of  thy  mailer's  praife, 

Which  Cxty  winters  had  confpir'd  to  raife  ? 

From  the  loft  field  a  hundred  ftandards  .brought 
Muft  be  the  work  of  chance,  and  fortune's  fault : 
Bavaria's  ilars  muft  be  acius'd,  which  ihonc, 
That  iatal  day  the  mighty  work  was  done 
With  rays  oblique  upon  the  Gallic  fun  : 
Son.e  daemon,  envying  France,  milled  the  fight; 
And  Mars  miltook,  though  Louis  ordcr'd  right. 

When   thy   f  young  mufe  invok'd  the  tune 
ful  nine, 

To  fay  how  Louis  did  not  pafs  the  Rhine  ; 
What  work  had  we  with  Wageninghcn,  Arnheim, 
Places  that  could  not  be  reduc'd  to  rhyme  1 
And,  though  the  poet  made  his  laft  efforts, 
Wurts— wh-  coukl  mention  in  heroic — Wuits? 
But,  tell  me,  hadft  thou  reafon  to  complain 
Ol  the  rough  triumphs  of  the  laft  campaign  ? 
The  Danube  refcued,  and  the  empire  lav'd, 
Say,  is  the  majefty  of  verfe  retriev'd  ? 
And  would  it  prejudice  thy  fofter  vein, 
To  ling  the  princes,  Louis  apd  Jiugene  ? 
Is  it  too  hard  in  happy  verle  to  place 
The  Vans  and  Vanders  of  the  Rhine  and  Maefe  ? 
Her  warriors  Anna  fends  from  Tweed  and  Thames, 
That  i'rance  may  fall  by  more  harmonious  names  £ 

f  "  En  vain,  pour  te  Icnier,"  i-c,  Ep.  4- 


POEM    S. 


Canft  then  not  Hamilton  or  Lumley  bear  ? 
Would  Ingoldfby  or  Palmes  offend  thy  ear  ? 
And  is  there   not   a  found  in    Maryborough's"} 
name,  [claim  Y 

Which  thou   and   all   thy  brethren    ought   tof 
Sacred  to  verfe,  and  Cure  of  endltfsfame  ?  J 

Cutts  is  in  metre  fomething  harfh  to  read  ; 
Place  me  the  valiant  Gouran  in  his  ftead  : 
.Let  the  intention  make  the  number  good  : 
.Let  generous  Sylvius  fpeak  for  honeft  Wood. 
And  though  rough  Churchill  fcarce  in  verfe  will 

ftand, 

So  as  to  have  one  rhyme  at  his  command  , 
With  eafe  the  bard,  reciting  Blenheim's  plain, 
May  clofe  the  verfe,  remembering  but  the  Dane. 

I  grant,  old  friend,  old  foe  (for  fuch  we  are 
Alternate  as  the  chance  of  peace  and  war), 
That  we  poetic  folks,  who  muft  reftrain 
Our  meafur'd  fayings  in  an  equal  chain, 
Have  troubles  utterly  unknown  to  thofe, 
Who  let  their  fancy  loofe  in  rambling  profe. 

For  inftance  now,  how  hard  is  it  for  ma 
To  make  my  matter  and  my  verfe  agree ! 
"  In  one  great  day  on  Hochftet's  fatal  plain, 
"   French  and  Bavarians  twenty  thoufvmd  {lain  : 
"  Pufh'd  through  the  Danabe  to  the  flioresof  Styx 
"  Squadrons  eighteen,  battalions  twenty-fix  : 
tl  Officers  captive  made,  and  private  men, 
"  Of  thefe  twelve  hundred,  of  thofe  thoufands  ten. 
"  Tents,  ammunition,  colours,  carriages,     [thefe  ! 
"  Cannon,  and  kettle  drums!" — fweet  numbers 
But  is  it  thus  you  Englifh  bards  compofe  ? 
With  Runic  lays  thus  tag  infipid  profe  ? 
And,  when  you  fhould  your  hero's  deeds  rehearfe, 
Give  us  a  commiHary's  lift  in  verfe  ? 

Why,  faith !  Dcfpereaux,  there's  fenfe  in  what 

you  fay ; 

I  told  you  where  my  difficulty  lay  : 
So  vaft,  fo  numerous,  were  great  Blenheim's  fpoils, 
They  fcorn  the  bounds  of  verfe,  and  mocks  the 

mufe's  toils. 

To  make  the  rough  recital  aptly  chime, 
Or  bring  the  fum  of  Galiia's  lofs  to  rhyme, 
'  Fis  mighty  hard  :  whac  poet  would  effay 
To  count  the  ftreamers  of  my  lord  mayor's  day  ? 
To  number  all  the  feveral  difhes  dreft 
By  honed  Lamb,  laft  coronation  feaft  ? 
Or  make  arithmetic  and  epic  meet, 
And  Newton's  thoughts  in  Dryden's  ftyle  repeat  ? 

O  poet,  had  it  been  Apollo's  will, 
That  I  had  fliar'd  a  portion  of  thy  (kill; 
Had  this  poor  breaft  receiv'd  the  heavenly  beam ; 
Or  could  1  hope  my  verfe  might  reach  my  theme  ; 
Yet,  Boileau,  yet  the  labouring  mufe  fhould  ftrive 
Beneath   the   fliades    of  Marlborough's    wreath* 

to  live ; 

Should  call  afpiring  gods  to  blefs  her  choice, 
And  to  their  favourite  drains  exalt  her  voice, 
Arms  and  a  queen  to  fing ;  who,  great  and  good, 
From  peaceful  Thames   to  Danube's  wondering 

flood 

Sent  forth  the  terror  of  her  high  commands. 
To  fave  the  nations  from  invading  hands, 
To  prop  fair  liberty's  declining  caufe, 
And  fix  the  jarring  world-  v.  ith  equal  lav.", 


The  queen  fhoald  fit  in  Windfor's  facred  grove, 
Attended  by  the  gods  of  war  and  love : 
Both  fhould  with  equal  zeal  her  fmiles  implore, 
To  fix  her  joys,  or  to  extend  her  power. 

Sudden,  the  Nymphs  and  Tritons  fhould  appear; 
And,  as  great  Anna's  fmiles  defpel  their  fear, 
With  adive  dance  fhould  her  observance  claim ; 
With  vocal  fhell  fhould  found  her  happy  name  ; 
Their  mafter  Thames  fhould  leave  the  neighbour 
ing  fhore, 

By  his  ftrong  anchor  known,  and  filver  oar ; 
Should  lay  his  enfigns  at  his  fovereign's  feet ; 
And  audience  mild  with  humble  grace  entreat. 

To  her,  his  dear  defence,  he  fhould  complain, 
That,  while  he  blefles  her  indulgent  reign, 
Whilft  funheft  feas  are  by  his  fleeti  furvey'd, 
And  on  his  happy  banks  each  India  laid  ;      [Saar, 
His  brethren  Macfe,  and  Waal,  and  Rhine,  ami 
Feel  the  hard  burthen  of  oppreflive  war; 
That  Danube  fcarce  retains  his  rightful  courfs 
Againft  two  rebel  armies  neighbouring  force ; 
And  all  muft  weep  fad  captives  to  the  Seine, 
Unlefs  unchain'd  and  freed  by  Britain's  queen. 

The  valiant  fovereign  calls  her  general  forth  j 
Neither  recites  her  bounty,  nor  his  worth  : 
She  tells  htm,  he  muft  Europe's  fate  redeem, 
And  by  that  labour  merit  her  eftcem  : 
She  bids  him  wait  her  to  the  facred  hall ; 
Shows  him  prince   Edward,  and   the  conquer* J 

Gaul ; 

Fixing  the  bloody  crofs  upon  his  breaft, 
Says,  he  muft  die,  or  fuccour  the  diftrefs'd ; 
Placing  the  faint  an  emblem  by  his  fide,      [pride. 
She  tells  him,   virtue  arm'd  muft  conquer  lavvlefs 

The  hero  bows  obedient,  and  retires  : 
The  queen's  commands  exalt  the  warrior's  fires; 
His  fteps  are  to  the  filcnt  woods  inclin'd, 
The  great  defign  revolving  in  his  mind ; 
When  to  his  fight  a  heavenly  form  appears  : 
Her  hand  a  palm,  her  head  a  laurel  wears. 

Me,  file  begins,  the  faireft  child  of  Jove, 
Below  for  ever  fought,  and  blefs'd  above ; 
Me,  the  bright  fourcc  of  wealth,  and  power4 

and  fame 

(Nor  need  I  fay,  Victoria  is  my  name)  ; 
Me  the  great  father  down  to  thee  has  lent : 
He  bids  me  wait  at  thy  diftinguifh'd  tent, 
To  execute  what  Anna's  wifh  would  have  : 
Her  fubjedl  thou,  I  only  am  her  fLve. 

Dare  then,  thou  much  belov'd  by  fmiling  fate, 
For  Anna's  fake,  and  in  her  name  be  great : 
Go  forth,  and  be  to  diftant  nations  known 
My  future  favourite,  and  my  darling  Son  : 
At  Schellenbcrgh  I'll  manifeft  fuftain         [again  ~y 
Thy    glorious    caufe ;    and   fpread   my  wings  C 
Confpicuous  o'er  thy  helm,  in  Blenheim's  plain,  j 
The  goddefs  faid,  nor  would  admit  reply; 
But  cut  the  liquid  air,  and  gain'd  the  iky. 

His  high  commiffion  is  through  Britain  known, 
And  thronging  armies  to  his  ftandard  run  ; 
He  marches  thoughtful,  and  he  fpeedy  fails: 
(Blefs  him,  ye  feas  !  and  profper  him,  ye  gales  !) 
-Belgia  receives  him  welcome  to  her  mores  ; 
And    William's  death   with   leficn'd   grief   de 
plores  : 
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His  prefence  only  muft  retrieve  that  lofs ; 
Marlborough  to  her  muft  be  what  William  was. 
So  when  great  Atlas,  from  thefe  low  abodes 
Recall'd,  was  gather'd  to  his  kindred  gods; 
Alcidcs,  refpited  by  prudent  fate,  [weight. 

Suftain'd    the    ball,    nor    droop'd    beneath   the 

Secret  and  fwift  behold  the  chief  advance  ; 
Sees  half  the  empire  join'd  and  friend  to  France  : 
The  Britifh  general  dooms  the  fight ;  his  fword 
Dreadful  he  draws ;  the  captains  wait  the  word. 
Anne  and  St.  George  the  charging  hero  cries  : 
Shrill  echo  from  the  neighbouring  wood  replies 
Anne  and  St.  George. — At  that  aufpicious  fign 
The  ftandards  move ;  the  adverfe  armies  join. 
Of  eight  great  hours,  time  meafures  out  the  fands ; 
And  Europe's  fate  in  doubtful  balance  ftands : 
The  ninth,    Victoria    comes:— o'er    Marlbo-") 

rough's  head  / 

Confefs'd  fee  fits;  the  hoftile  troops  recede  :        (" 
Triumphs  the  goddefs,  from  her  promifc  freed.  3 

The  eagle,  by  the  Britifh  lion's  might 
Unchang'd  and  free,  directs  her  upward  flight : 
Nor  did  fhe  e'er  with  ftronger  pinions  foar 
Frrnn  Tyber's  bank,  than  now  from  Danube's  fhore. 
Fir'd  with  the  thoughts  which  thefe  ideas  raife, 
And  great  ambitron  of  my  country's  praife  ; 
The  Englifh  mufe  fhould  like  the  Mantuan  rife,~J 
Scornful  of  earth  and  clouds,  fhould  reach  the  I 

fkres,  I 

With  wonder  (though  with  envy  flill)  purfued  I 

by  human  eyes. 

But  we  muft  change  the  ftyle — juft  now  I  faid, 
I  ne'er  was  matter  of  the  tuneful  trade  ; 
0r  the  fmnll  genius  which  my  youth  could  boaft, 
In  profe  and  bufinefs  lies  extinct  and  loft  : 
Blcfs'd,  if  I  may  fcmie  younger  mufe  excite ; 
Point  out  the  game,  and  animate  the  flight ; 
That,  from   Marfeilles  to  Calais,  France  may"} 

know,  / 

As  we  have  conquerors,  we  have  poets  too ;       f 
And  either  laurel  does  in  Britain  grow;  3 

That,  though  among  ourfelves,  with  teo  much  heat, 
"We  fometimes  wrangle,  when  we  fhould  debate 
(A  confequential  ill  which  freedom  draws; 
A  bad  effect,  but  from  a  noble  caufe)  ; 
We  can  with  univerfa!  zeal  advance, 
To  curb  the  faithlefs  arrogance  of  France  ; 
Nor  ever  fhall  Britannia's  fons  refufe 
To  anfwer  to  thy  mafter  or  thy  mufe; 
Nor  want  juft  fubject  for  victorious  ftrains,        ~\ 
While  Marlborough's  arm  eternal  laurels  gains;  / 
And  where  old  Spenfer   fung,  a  new  Eliza  f 

reigns.  3 


UPON  THIS  PASSAGE   IN  THE  SCALI- 

GERIANA. 

61  J-.es  Allemans  ne  ce  foucient  pas  quel  Vin  ils 
*  boiyent  pourveau  que  ce  foit  Vin,  ni  que{ 
"  Latin  ils  parlent  pourveau  que  cc  foit  Latin.' 

WHEN  you  with  High-Dutch  Heeren  dine, 
Expect  falfe  Latin,  and  ftumm'd  wine  : 
They  never  tafte,  who  always  drink; 
Vhcy  always  talk,  who  never  think. 


TO  A  CHILD  OF  QUALITY, 

FIVE    YEARS    OLD,    1704; 
Tie  Author  tben  Forty. 

I. 

LORDS,  knights,  and  'fquires,  the  numerous  band, 

That  wear  the  fair  Mifs  Mary's  fetters, 
Were  fummon'd  by  her  high  command, 

To  fliow  their  paffions  by  their  letters. 

Ji. 
My  pen  amongft  the  reft  I  took, 

Left  thofe  bright  eyes  that  cannot  read 
Should  dart  their  kindling  fires,  and  look. 

The  power  they  have  to  be  obey 'd. 

in. 
Nor  quality,  nor  reputation, 

Forbid  me  yet  my  flame  to  tell ; 
Dear  five  years  old  befriends  my  pafllon, 

And  I  may  write  till  fhe  can  fpeli. 

IV. 

For,  while  fhe  makes  her  filk-worms  beds 

With  all  the  tender  things  I  fwear ; 
Whilft  all  the  houfe  my  yaffion  reads, 

In  papers  round  her  baby's  hair ; 

v. 
She  may  receive  and  own  my  flame, 

For,  though  the  ftricteft  prudes  fhould  know  it, 
She'll  pafs  for  a  moft  virtuous  dame, 

And  I  for  an  unhappy  poet. 

VI. 

Then,  too,  alas  !  when  fhe  fhall  tear 

The  lines  fome  younger  rival  fends; 
She'll  give  me  leave  to  write,  I  fear, 

And  we  fhall  full  continue  friends. 

vu. 
For,  as  our  different  ages  move, 

'Tis  fo  ordain'd,  (would  fate  but  mend  it !) 
That  I  fhall  be  paft  making  love, 

When  Ihe  begins  to  comprehend  it. 


PARTIAL  FAME. 


THE  fturdy  man,  if  he  in  love  obtains, 
In  open  pomp  and  triumph  reigns  : 
The  fubiile  woman,  if  (lie  fhould  fucceed, 
Difowns  the  honour  of  the  deed. 

ii. 

Though  he,  for  all  his  boaft,  is  forc'd  to  yield, 
Though  flie  can  always  keep  the  field  : 
He  vaunts  his  conqueits,  fhe  conceals  her  ihame  ; 
How  partial  is  the  voice  of  fame  ! 


FOR  THE  PLAN  OF  A  FOUNTAIN. 

ON   WHICH    ARE 

The  Effigies  of  tie  Queen  on  a  Tri umpb ..  I A rcb  ; 

The  figure  of  the  Duke  of  Marlborovgb  keneatb  ; 

And  the  chief  Rivers  of  the  World  round  the  -whole  Work, 

YE  active  ftreams,  where'er  your  waters  flow, 
JLet  diflant  climes  and  furthclt  nations  know 


P    O    E 

Wh»t  ye  from  Thames  and  Dafiube  have  been 

taught,  [fought, 

How  Anne  commanded,  and  how  Marlborougb 

Quocunque  aeterno  properatis,  flumina,  lapfu, 
Diviiis  late  terris,  populifque  remotis, 
Dicite,  nam  vobis  Tamefis  narravit  et  Ifter, 
Anna  quid  imperils  potuit,  quid  Murlburus  armis. 


M     S. 
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THE  CAMELEON, 

As  the  Cameleon,  who  is  known 

To  have  no  colours  of  his  own  ; 

But  borrows  from  his  neighbours  hue 

His  white  or  black,  his  green  or  blue ; 

And  ftruts  as  much  in  ready  light, 

Which  credit  gives  him  upon  fight, 

As  if  the  rainbow  were  in  tail 

Settled  on  him  and  his  heirs  male ; 

So  the  young  "fquire,  when  firft  he  comes 

From  country  fchool  to  Will's  or  Tom's, 

And  equally,  in  truth,  is  fit 

To  be  a  ftatefman,  or  a  wit ; 

Without  one  nation  of  his  own, 

He  faunters  wildly  up  and  down, 

Till  fome  acquaintance,  good  or  bad, 

Takes  notice  of  a  flaring  lad, 

Admits  him  in  among  the  gang; 

They  jeft,  reply,  difpute,  harangue : 

He  acts  and  talks,  as  they  befriend  him, 

Smear'd  with  the  colours  which  they  lend  him. 

Thus,  merely  as  his  fortune  chances, 
His  merit  or  his  vice  advances. 

If  haply  he  the  feet  purfues, 
That  read  and  comment  upon  news; 
He  takes  up  their  myfterious  face ; 
He  drinks  his  coffee  without  lace ; 
This  week  his  mimic  tongue  runs  o'er 
What  they  have  faid  the  week  before ; 
His  wifdom  fets  all  Europe  right, 
And  teaches  Marlborough  when  to  fight. 

Or  if  it  be  his  fate  to  meet 
With  folks  who  have  more  wealth  than  wit ; 
He  loves  cheap  port,  and  double  bub; 
And  fettles  in  the  Hum-drum  club  : 
He  learns  how  ftocks  will  fall  or  rife ; 
Holds  poverty  the  greateft  vice; 
Thinks  wit  the  bane  of  conversation  ; 
And  fays  that  learning  fpoils  a  nation. 

But  if,  at  firft,  he  minds  his  hits, 
And  drinks  champaign  among  the  wits; 
Five  deep  he  toads  the  towering  lafles ; 
Repeats  you  verfes  wrote  on  glades  ; 
Is  in  the  chair  ;  prefcribes  the  law  ; 
And  lies  with  thofe  he  never  faw. 


MERRY  ANDREW. 

ELY  Merry  Andrew,  the  laft  Southwark  fair 
(At  BarthoPmew  he  did  not  much  appear, 
So  peevifli  was  the  edict  of  the  mayor) ; 


At  Southwark,  therefore,  as  his  tricks  he  mow'd, 
To  pleafe  our  mailers,  and  his  friends  the  crowd ; 
A  huge  neat's-tongue  he  in  his  right-hand  held, 
His  left  was  with  a  good  black-pudding  fill'd. 
With  a  grave  look,  in  this  odd  equipage, 
The  clownifh  mimic  traverfes  the  ftage. 
Why  how  now,  Andrew  !  cries  his  brother  droll* 
To-day's  conceit,  methiuks,  is  fomething  dull ; 
Come  on,  fir,  to  our  worthy  friends  explain, 
What  does  your  emblematic  worfliip  mean  ? 
Quoth  Andrew,  honeft  Englifh  let  us  fpeak  : 
Your  emble  (what  d'ye  call  *t)  is  heathen  Greek* 
To  tongue  or  pudding  thou  haft  no  preteuce  : 
Learning  thy  talent  is,  but  mine  is  fenfe. 
That  bufy  fool  I  was,  which  thou  art  now  ; 
Defirous  to  correct,  not  knowing  how ; 
With  very  good  defign,  but  little  wit, 
Blaming  or  praifing  things,  as  I  thought  fife, 
I  for  this  conduct  had  what  I  deferv'd ; 
And,  dealing  honeftly,  was  almoft  ftarv'd. 
But,  thanks  to  my  indulgent  ftars,  I  eat ; 
Since  I  have  found  the  lecret  to  be  great. 
O,  deareft  Andrew,  fays  the  humble  drolf, 
Henceforth  may  I  obey,  and  thou  control ; 
Provided  thou  impart  thy  ufeful  ikill.— 
Bow  then,  fays  Andrew ;  and,  for  once,  I  will..,, 
Be  of  your  patron's  mind,  whate'er  he  iays ; 
Sleep  very  much ;  think  little ;  and  talk  lefs  : 
Mind  neither  good  nor  bad,  nor  right  nor  wrong  •• 
But  eat  your  pudding,  flave;  and  hold  your  tongue^ 

A  reverend  prelate  ftopt  his  coach  and  fix, 
To  laugh  a  little  at  our  Andrew's  tricks.  » 
But,  when  he  heard  him  give  this  golden  rule* 
Drive  on  (he  cried)  ;  this  fellow  is  no  fooL 


A  SIMILE. 

DEAR  Thomas,  didft  thou  never  pop 
Thy  head  into  a  tinman's  fhop? 
There,  Thomas,  didft  thou  never  fee 
('Tis  but  by  way  of  fimile) 
A  fquirrel  fpend  his  little  rage, 
In  jumping  round  a  rolling  cage ; 
The  cage,  as  either  fide  turn'd  up, 
Striking  a  ring  of  bells  at  top  ? — 

Mov'd  in  the  orb,  pleas'd  with  the  chimes, 
The  foolifh  creature  thinks  he  climbs  : 
But  here  or  there,  turn  wood  or  wire, 
He  never  gets  two  inches  higher. 

So  fares  it  with  thofe  merry  blades, 
That  frilk  it  under  Pindus'  fliades. 
In  noble  fong,  and  lofty  odes, 
They  tread  on  ftars,  and  talk  with  gods ; 
Still  dancing  in  an  airy  round, 
Still  pleas'd  with  their  own  verfes'  found  • 
Brought  back,  how  faft  foe'er  they  go, 
Always  afpiring,  always  low. 


THE  FLIES. 

SAY,  fire  of  infects,  mighty  Sol, 
(A  fly  upon  the  chariot-pole 
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Cries  out)  what  blue-bottle  alive 
Did  ever  wirh  luch  fury  drive  ? 
Tell,  Beelzebub,  great  father,  tell, 
(Says  t'other,  perch'd  upon  the  wheel) 
Did  ever  any  mortal  fly 
Raife  fuch  a  cloud  of  dufl  as  I? 

My  judgment  turn'd  the  whole  debate  : 
My  valour  fav'd  the  finking  ftate, 
So  talk  two  idle  buzzing  things; 
Tofs  up  their  heads,  and  ftretch  their  wings. 
But,  let  the  truth  to  light  be  brought, 
This  neither  ipoke,  nor  t'other  fought  : 
Ho  merit  in  their  own  behaviour  : 
Both  rai»'<l,  but  by  their  party's  favour. 


A  PARAPHRASE  FROM  THE  FRENCH. 

IN  grey-hair'd  Celia's  wither'd  arms 

As  mighty  Lewis  lay, 
She  cry'd,  "  If  I  have  any  charms, 

My  deareft,  let's  away  ! 
For  you,  my  love,  is  all  my  fear, 

Hark  how  the  drums  do  rattle ; 
Alas,  fir !  what  fliould  you  do  here 

In  dreadful  day  of  battle  ? 
X,et  little  Orange  ftay  and  fight, 

For  danger's  his  diverfion ; 
The  wife  will  think  you  in  the  right, 

Not  to  expofe  your  perfon  : 
Nor  vex  your  thoughts  how  to  repair 

The  ruins  of  your  glory  : 
You  ou^ht  to  leave  fo  mean  a  care 

To  thofe  who  pen  your  ftory. 
Are  not  Boileau  and  Corneille  paid 

For  panegyric  writing 
They  know  how  heroes  may  be  made, 

Without  the  help  of  fighting. 
When  foes  too  faucily  approach, 

'Tis  beft  to  leave  them  fairly  ; 
Put  fix  good  horfes  in  your  coach, 

And  carry  me  to  Marly. 
Let  Botifiers,  to  fecure  your  fame, 

Go  take  fome  town,  or  buy  it  ; 
Whilft  you, great  fir,  at  Noftiedame, 

Te  Deum  fing  in  quiet  1" 


FROM  THE  GREEK. 

•  RE  AT  Bacchus,  born  in  thunder  and  in  fire, 
By  native  heat  aflerts  his  dreadful  fire. 
Xourifh'd  near  fhady  rills  and  cooling  ftreams, 
He  to  the  nymphs  avows  his  amorous  flames.     . 
To  all  the  brethren  at  the  Bell  and  Vine, 
The  moral  fays ;  mix  water  with  your  wine. 


EPIGRAM. 

carves  very  ill,  yet  will  palm  all  the  meats; 
He  eats  more  than  fix,  and  drinks  more  than  he 
pats. 


Four  pipes  after  dinner  he  conftamly  fmokes  j 
And  leafons  his  whiffs  with  impertinent  johcs. 
Yet  fighing,  he  fays,  we  muft  certainly  break  ; 
And  my  cruel  unkindnefs  compels  him  to  fpeak  ; 
For  of  late  I  invite  him — but  four  times  a  week. 


ANOTHER. 

To  John  I  ow'd  great  obligation  ; 

But  John  unhappily  thought  fit 
To  publifh  it  to  all  the  natron  : 

Sure  John  and  1  are  more  than  quit. 


ANOTHER. 

YES,  every  poet  is  a  fool, 

By  demonftration  Ned  can  fhow  it. 
Happy,  could  Ned's  inverted  rule 

Prove  every  fool  to  be  a  poet. 


ANOTHER. 

THY  nags,  the  leaned  things  alive  ! 

So  very  hard  thou  lov'ft  to  drive  ; 
I  heard  thy  anxious  coachman  fay, 

It  co ft  thee  more  in  whips  than  haf. 


TO   A  PERSON  WHO  WROTE  ILL, 
SPOKE  WORSE  AGAINST  ME. 


LYE,  Philo,  untouch'd,  on  my  peaceable  flielf  ; 

Nor  take  it  amifs,  that  fo  little  I  heed  thee  : 
I've  no  envy  to  thee,  and  fome  love  to  myfelf  : 

Then  why  fhould  I  anfwer  ;  fincc  firft  I  muft 
read  thee  ? 

Drunk  with  Helicon's  waters  and  dmble-brew'd 
Be  a  linguift,  a  poet,  a  critic,  a  wag  ;        [bub, 

To  the  folid  delight  of  thy  well-judging  club, 
To  the  damage  alone  of  thy  bookfeller  Brag. 

Purfue  me  with  fatire  :  what  harm  is  there  in't  ? 

But  from  all  vi-.a  wee  reflexion  forbear  : 
There  can  be  no  danger  from  what  thou  (halt 
print  :  [fwear. 

There  may  be  a  little  from  what  thou  may'ft 


ON  THE  SAME  PERSON. 

WHILE,  fafter  than  his  coflive  brain  indite*, 
Philo's  quick  hand  in  flowing  letters  writes  : 
His  cafe  appears  to  me  like  honcft  Teague's, 
When  he  was  run  away  with  by  hjs  legs. 
Phoebus,  give  Philo  o'er  himfelf  command  j 
Quicken  his  fenfes,  or  reftrain  his  hand  ; 


POEM*. 


Let  him  be  kept  from  paper,  pen,  and  ink : 
£o  may  he  ceafe  to  write,  and  learn  to  think. 


«  QUID  SIT  FUTURUM  CRAS  FUGE 
QUAERE  RE— " 

FOR  what  to-morrow  fliall  difclofe 
May  fpoil  what  you  to-night  pr<  pofe  : 
England  may  change ;  or  Cloe  ftray  : 
l.ovc  and  life  are  for  to-day. 


A  BALLAD 

OF  THE 

NOT  BROWNE,  MAYDE. 

VfR.lTTS.ti   THREE   HUNDRED   YEARS   SINCE. 

A. 

BE  it  ryght,  or  wrong,  thefe  men  among  on  wo 
men  do  complayne  ;  [vayne, 
AfFyrmynge  this,  how  that  it  is  a  labour  fpent  in 
To  love  them  wele  ;  for  never  a  dele  they  love  a 

man  agayne  :  [attayne, 

JFor  late  z  man   do  what  he  can,  theyr  favour  to 
Yet,  yf  a  newe  do   them  purfue,  theyr  fyrft  true 

lover  ihan 
Laboureth  for  nought ;  for  from  her  thought  he 

is  a  banyfhed  man. 
B. 
I  fay  nat,  nay,  but  that  all  day  it  is  bothe  writ  and 

fayd,  [decayed  : 

That  womens  fayth  is,  as  who  fayth,  all  utterly 
But,  neverthcleffe,  ryght    good  wytneffe  in  this 

cafe  might  be  layed, 
That  they   love  true,  and  continue ;  record  the 

notbrowne  mayde; 
Which,  when  her  love  came,  her  to  prove,  to  her 

to  make  his  mone, 
Wolde  nat  depart ;  for  in  her  hart  (he  loved   but 

hymn  alone. 

A. 
Than  betwaync  us  late  us  dyfcus  what  was  all  the 

manere 
Betwayne  them  two;  we  wyll   alfo  tell  all  the 

payne,and  fere 
That  fbe  was  in  :  nowe  I  begyn,  fo  that  ye  me 

anfwere ; —  [aa  ere  :— 

Wherfore,  all  ye,  that  prefent  be,  I  pray  you  gyve 
1  am  the  knyght ;  I  come  by  nyght,  as  fecret    as  I 

can ;  [nyfhed  man. 

Sayinge,  Alas,  thus  ftandeth  the  cafe,  I  am  a  ba- 

B. 
And  I  your  wyll  for  to  fulfyll  in  this  wyll  nat  re- 

fufe  ;  [an  yll  ufe 

Truftyng  to  fhewe  in  wordes  fewe,  that  men  have 
(To  theyr  own  fhame)   women   to  blame,  and 

caufeleffe  them  accufc  :  ("cufe  ; — 

Therfore  to  you  I  anfwere  nowe,  all  women  to  ex- 
Myne  owne  hart  dere,  with  you  what  chere  ?  I 

pray  you,  tell  anone  ;  [)'ou  a'on  e 

Par,  ia  my  mynde,  of  all  mankyndc  I  love  but 


It  ftandeth  fo  ;  a  dede  is  do,  whereof  grete  harmc 

fhall  growe ; 

My  deftiny  is  for  to  dy  a  fhamefull  deth,  I  trow  : 
Or  elles  to  fie  :  the  one  muft  be  ,  none  other  way 

I  knowe,  [my  bowe. 

But  to  withdrawe  as  an  outlawe,  and  take  me  to 
Wherfore,  adue,  my  owne  hart  true  !  none  other 

rede  I  can  ;  [ed  man. 

For  I  muft  to  the  grene  wode  go,  alone,  a  banyfh- 
B. 

0  Lorde,  what  is  this  worldys  blyffe,  that  chaung- 

eth  as  the  mone  !  [n<;nc, 

The  fomers  day  in  lufty  May  is  derked  before  the 

1  here  you  fay,  farewell ,  nay,  nay,  we  depart  not 

fo  fone  : 
Why  fay  ye  fo  ?  wheder  wyll  ye  go  :  alas,  what 

have  ye  done  ? 
All  my  welfare  to  forcwe  and  care  fholde  chaunge, 

yf  ye  were  gone  ; 
For,  in  my  mynde,  of  all  mankynde  I  love  but 

you  alone. 

A. 
I  can  belcve,  it  fhall  you  greve,  and  fomtwhat  you 

dyftrayne : 
But,  aftyrwarde,  your  paynes  harde  within  a  day 

or  twayne 
Shall  fone  ailake  ;  and  ye  fhall  take  comfort  to  you 

agayne. 
Why  fholde  ye  ought  ?  for,  to  make  thought,  your 

labour  were  in  vayne. 
And  thus  I  do ;  and  pray  you  to,  as  hartely  as  f 

can ;  [ed  man. 

For  I  mult  to  the  grene  wode  go,  alone,  a  banjfh- 

B. 
Now,  fyth  that  ye  have  {hewed  to  me  the  fecret 

of  your  mynde,  [fynde  r 

I  fhall  be  playne  to  you  agayne,  lyke  as  yc  fhall  rre 
Syth  it  is  fo  that  ye  wyll  go,  I  wolle  not  levc  be- 

hynde ; 
Shall  it  never  be  fayd,  the  notbrowne  mayd  wus 

to  her  love  unkynde  :  [anone  ; 

Make  you  redy' ;  for  fo  am  I,  although  it  were 
For,  in  my  mynde,  of  all  mankynde  I  love  but  you 

alone. 

A. 
Yet  I  you  rede  to  take  good  hede  what  men  wyll 

thynke  and  fay  : 
Of  yonge  and  olde  it  fhall  be   tolde,  that  ye  be 

gone  away:  [r°play; 

Your  wanton  wyll  for  to  fulfill,  in  grene  wode  you 
And  that  ye  myght  from  your  deiyghc  no  lenger 

make  delay  : 
Rather  than  ye  fholde  thus  for  me  be  called  an 

yll  woman,  [ed  man. 

Yet  wolde  1  to  the  grene  wode  go,  alone,  a  banyfh- 

B. 
Though  it  be  fonge  <>f  olde  and  yonge,  that  I 

fhould  be  to  blame, 
Theyrs  be  the  charge  that  fpeke  fo  large  in  hurt- 

ynge  oflhy  name : 
For  I  wyll  prove,  that  faytiifull  love  it  is  devoyd 

of  fhame ; 
In  your  dyftrtffe,  and  hev)r.°fle,to  part  with- yoir, 

thefair.cj 
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To  fliewe  all  tho  that  do  nat  fo,  true  lovers  are 

they  none  :  [you  alone 

For,  in  my  mynde,  of  all  mankynde  I  love  but 

A. 

I  counceyle  you,  remember  howe  it  is  no  maydens 

lawe,  [an  outlawe  : 

Nothynge  to  dout,  but  to  renne  out  to  wode  with 

For  ye  muft  there  in  your  hand  bere  a  bowe,  redy 

to  drawe  ;  [and  awe ; 

And,  as  a  thefe,  thiis  muft  you  lyve,  ever  in  drede 

Wherby  to  you  grete  harme  myght  growe  :  yet 

had  1  lever  than,  [ed  man. 

That  I  had  to  the  grene  wode  go,  alone,  a  banyfh- 

B. 

1  fay  nat,  nay,  but  as  he  fay,  it  is  no  maydens  lore: 
But  love  may  make  me,  for  your  fake,  as  I  have 

fayd  before, 

To  come  on  fotc,  to  hunt,  and  (note,  to  get  us  mete 

in  (lore ;  [no  more  : 

For  fo  that  I   your  company  may  have,  I  afke 

From  which  to  part,  it  maketh  my  hart  as  colde  as 

ony  ftone ;  [alone, 

For  in  my  mynde,  of  all  mankynde,!  love  but  you 

A. 

For  an  outlawe,  this  is  the  lawe,— that  men  hymn 

take  and  bynde ;  [wynde. 

Without  pyte,  hanged  to  be,  and  waver  with  the 

Yf  I  had  neede,  (as  God  forbede  !)  what  focours 

coude  ye  fynde  ?  [drawe  behynde  : 

For  fothe  1  trowe,  ye  and  your  bowe  for  fere  wolde 

And  no  mervayle  ;  for  lyteli  avayle  were  in  your 

counceyle  than :  [ed  man. 

Wherfore  I'll  to  the  grene  wode  go,alone,  a  banyfh- 

B. 

Right  wele  knowe  ye,  that  women  be  but  feble  for 

to  fyght ;  [knyght : 

No   womanhede   it   is,  indede,  to  he  bolde  as  a 

Yet,  in  fUch  fere  yf  that  ye  were  with  enemyes 

day  and  night, 
I  wolde  withftande,  with  bow  in  hande,  to  helpe 

you  with  my  myght, 

And  you  to  fave ;  as  women  have  from  deth  ma 
ny  a  cne ;  [you  alone. 
For,  in  my  mynde,  of  all  mankynde  I  love  but 

A. 
Yet  take  good  hede ;  forever  I  drede  that  ye  coude 

nat  fuftayne 
The  thornie  wayes,  the  depe  valeie»,  the  fnowe, 

the  froft,  the  rayne, 

The  colde,  the  hete  :  for,  dry,  or  wete,  we  muft 

lodge  on  the  pUyne  ;  [or  twayne : 

And,  HS  above,  none  other  rofe  but  a  brake,  bufh, 

Which  fone  fhold  greve   you,   I  belcve;  and  ye 

wolde  gladly  than  [ed  man. 

That  I  had  to  the  grene  wode  go,  alone,  a  banyfh- 

B.  , 

Syth  I  have  here  been  partynere  with  you  of  joy 

and  blyffe, 

I  muft  alfo  parte  of  your  wo  endure,  as  refon  is  : 

Yet  am  I  fure  of  one  plcfure ;  and,  fhortcly,  it  is 

this, —  [fare  amyffe. 

That,  where  ye  be,  me  fcmeth,  parde,  I  coude  not 

Without  more  fpeche,  I  you  tjcfcche  that  we  were 

fhortely  gone ;  [you  alone. 

Fcr,  in  my  mynde,  of  all  mankynde  I  love  but 


A. 


Yf  ye  goo  thyder,  ye  muft  confider, — whan  ye  hare 

luft  to  dyne, 

There  fhall  no  mete,  be  for  to  gcte,  neyther  bere, 

ale,  ne  wine;  [and  twyne  ; 

Ne  fhetes  clene  to  lye  betwene,  maden  of  thr'ede 

None  other  houfe,  but  leves  and  bowes,  to  cover 

your  hed  and  myne  : 

O  myne  hart  fwete,  this  evyll  dyete  fholde   make 

you^  pale  and  wan  ;  [nyflied  man. 

Wherfore  I'll  to  the  grene  wode  go,  alone,  a  ba- 

B. 

Amonge  the  wylde  dere,  fuch  an  archere  as  men 

fay  that  ye  be,  [plente  : 

May  ye  nat  fayle  of  good  vitayle,  where  is  fo  grete 

And  water  clere  of  the  ryvere  fliall  be  full  fwetc 

to  me  : 

With  which  in  hele  I  fliall  ryght  wele  endure,  as 

ye  (hall  fee  :  [none ; 

And,  or  we  go,  a  bedde  or  two  I  can  provyde  a- 

For,  in  my  mynde,  of  all  mankynde  I  love  but  you 

alone. 

A. 

Lo  yet,  before,  ye  muft  do  more,  yf  ye  wyll  go 
with  me  :  [the  knee  : 

As  cut  your  here  above  y  our  ere,  your  kyrtel  above 
With  bowe  in  hande,  for  to  withftande  your  ene 
myes,  yf  nede  be  : 
And,  this  fame  nyght,  before  day-lyght,  to  wode- 

warde  wyll  I  fle. 

Yf  that  ye  wyll  all  this  fulfill,  do  it  fhortly  as  ye 

can;  [ed  man. 

Els  wyll  I  to  the  grene  wode  go,  alone,  a  banyd- 

B. 

I  fliall  as  nowe  do  more  for  you  than  longeth  to 

womanhede  ;  [of  nede  : — 

To  fhorte  my  here,  a  bow  to  bere,  to  fhote  in  tyn-  e 

O  my  fwete  mother,  before  all  other  for  you  I  have 

moft  drede.— 

But  nowe,  adue  '.  I  muft  enfue  where  fortune  doth 

me  lede. —  [faft  upor5 ; 

All  this  make  ye  :  nowe  let  us  fle ;  the  day  cometh 

For,  in  my  mynde,  of  all  maukyude  I  love  but  you 

alone. 

A. 
Nay,  nay,  nat  fo ;  ye  fhal  nat  go,  and  I  fhall  ti?ll 

you  why,^ 

Your  appetyght  is  to  be  lyght  of  love,  I  wele  efpy1 : 
For,  lykc  as  ye  have  fayed  to  me,  in  lyke  wyfe 
hardely  [company. 

Ye  wolde  anfwere,  whofoever  it  were,  in  way  of 
It  is  fayd  of  olde, — fone  hote,  fone  colde ;  and  fo  is 
a  woiruii  :  [man. 

For  I  muft  to  the  grene  wode  go,  alone,  a  banyfhed 

V  *' 

Yf .  ye  take  hede,  it  is  no  nede  fuch  wordes  to  fay 

by  me  ;  [pardc" : 

For  oft  ye" prayed,  and  longe  eflayed.or  I  you  loved 
And  though  that  I  of  aunceftry  a  baron's  daughter 

be, 
Yet  have  you  proved  howe  I  you  loved,  a  fquyer 

of  lowe  dcgre  ;  [none ; 

And  ever  fliall,  wnatfo  befall ;  to  dy  therefore  a- 
ror,  in  my  mynde,  of  all  mankynde  I  love  but  you 

alone. 
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A. 


A.  baron's  chylde  to  te  bcgylde  !  it  were  a  curfed 

dede  :  [bede  ! 

To  be  felawe  with  an  outlawe  !  Almighty  God  for- 
Yea,  better  were,  the  pore  fquyere  alone  to  foreft 

yede,  [dede 

Than  ye  fliolde  fay  another  day,  that  by  that  curfed 
Ye  were  betrayed  :  wherfore,  good  niayd,  the  beft 

rede  that  I  can,  [man. 

Is,  that  I  to  the  grene  wode  go,  alone,  a  banyfhed 

B. 
Whatever  befall,  I  never  (hall  of  this  thyng  you 

upbrayd :  [trayed. 

But  yf  ye  go,  and  leve  me  fo,  than  have  ye  me  be- 
Remember  you  wele  howe  that  ye  dele  ;  for,  yf  ye 

be  as  ye  fayd, 
Ve  were  unkynde,  to  leve  behynde,  your  love,  the 

not-browne  mayd.  [gone ; 

Truft  me  truly',  that  I  fhall  dy  fone  after  ye  be- 
For,  in  my  mynde,  of  all  mankynde  I  love  but  you 

alone, 

A. 
Yf  that  y«  went,  ye  fholde  repent :    for  in  the 

foreft  uowe  [than  you  ; 

I  have  purvayed  me  of  a  mayd,  whom  I  love  more 
Another  fayrere  than  ever  ye  were,  I  derc  it  wele 

avowe ; 
And  of  you  bothe  eche  fholde  be  wrothe  with  o- 

ther,  as  I  trowe  :  [can ; 

It  were  myne  efe,  to  lyve  in  pefe  ;  fo  wyll  I,  yf  I 
Wherfore  I  to  the  wode  wyll  go,  alone,  a  banyfh- 

ed  man. 

B. 

Though  in  the  wode  I  undyrflode  ye  had  a  para 
mour, 
All  this  may  nought  remove  my  thought,  but  that 

1  will  be  your  : 
And  (he  fhall  fynde  me  foft,  and  kynde,  and  cour- 

teys  every  hour ; 
Glad  to  fulfyll  all  that  fhe  wyll  commaunde  me,  to 

my  power  . 
For  had  ye,  lo,  an  hundred  mo,  yet  wolde  I  be 

that  one  ;  [you  alone. 

For,  in  my  mynde,  of  all  mankynde  I  love  but 

A. 
Myne  own  dere  love,   I  fe  the  prove  that  ye  be 

kynde  and  true ; 
Of  mayde,  and  wyfe,  in  all  my  lyfe,  the  beft  that 

ever  1  knewe. 
Be  mery  and  glad,  be  no  more  fad,  the  cafe  is 

chaunged  newe ; 
For  it  were  rurhe,  that,  for  your  truthe,  ye  fholde 

have  caufe  to  rewe: 
Be  nat  difmayed ;  whatfoever  I  fayd  to  you,  whan 

I  began, 
I  wyll  not  to  the  grcne  wode  go,  I  am  no  banyfii- 

ed  man. 

B. 
Thefe  tydings  be  more  gladder  to  me  than  to  be 

made  a  quene.  [iene, 

Yf  .1  were  fure  they  fholde  endure  :  but  it  is  often 
Whan  men  wyll  breke  promyle,   they  fpeke  the 

wordes  on  the  Iplene  : 
Ye  fha-pe  fome  wyle,  me  to  begyle,  and  ftele  from 

me  I  wene  ; 
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Than  were  the  cafe  worfe  than  it  was,  and  I  more 

wo-begone ;  [alone. 

For,  in  my  mynde,  of  all  mankynde  I  love  but  you 

A. 
Ye  (hall  nat  ncde  farther  to  drede ;  I  will  not  dyf- 

parage  [a  lynage. 

You,  (God  defende  !)  fyth  you  defcend  of  fo  grete: 
Nowe   underftande — to  Weftmarlaude,    which   is 

myne  herytage,  [maryage 

I  wyll  you  bringe  ;  and  with  a  rynge,  by   way  of 
I  wyll  you  take,  and  lady  make,  as  fhortly  as  £ 

can :  [ed  man. 

Thus  have  ye  won  an  erlys  fon,  and  not  a  banyfh- 

B. 
Here  may  ye  fe,  that  women  be,  in  love,   meke 

kynde,  and  ftable : 

Late  never  man  reprove  them  than, 

But,  rather,  pray  God,  that  we  may  to  them  be 

comfortable, 
Which  fometyme  proved  fuch  as  he  loved,  yf  they 

be  charytable- 
Forfoth,  men  wolde  that  women  fholde  be  meke 

to  them  ech  one ; 
Moche  more  ought  they  to  God  obey,  and  ferve 

buc  hym  alone. 


HENRY  AND  EMMA. 

A    POEM, 

Vfon  tie  Model  of  the  Nut-Brown  Maid. 
TO   CLOE. 

THOU,  to  whofe  eyes  I  bend,  at  whofe  command 
(Though  low  my  voice,  though  artlefs  be  my  hand) 
I  take  the  fprightly  reed,  and  fing,  and  phy  ; 
Carclefs  of  what  the  ccnfuring  world  may  fay  : 
Bright  Cloe,  object  of  my  conftant  vow, 
Wilt  thou  awhile  unbend  thy  ferious  brow  ? 
Wilt  thou  with  pleafure  hear  thy  lover's  drains, 
And  with  one  heavenly  fmile  o'erpay  his  paing  ? 
No  longer  fhall  the  nut-brown  maid  be  old  ; 
Though  fince  her  youth  three  hundred  years  have 

roil'd : 

At  thy  defire,  (he  fhall  again  be  rais'd ; 
And  her  reviving  charms  in  lading  verfe  be  prais'd. 

No  longer  man  of  woman  fhall  complain, 
That  he  may  love,  and  not  be  lov'd  again  : 
That  we  in  vain  the  fickle  fex  purfue, 
Who  ch?nge  the  con !t ant  lover  for  the  new. 
Whatever  ha*  been  writ,  whatever  faid, 
Of  female  paffion  feign'd,  or  faith  decay'd  : 
Henceforth  fhall  in  my  verfe  refuted  {land, 
Be  faid  to  winds,  or  writ  upon  the  fand. 
And,  while  my  notes  to  future  times  proclaim 
Unconquer'd  love  and  ever-during  flame; 
O  faireft  of  the  fex  !  be  thou  my  mufe  : 
Deign  on  ray  work  thy  influence  to  diffufe. 
Let  me  partake  the  bleflings  I  rehearfe, 
And  grant  me,  love,  the  juft  reward  of  verfe  ! 

As  beauty's  potent  queen,  with  every  grace 
That  once  was  Emma's,  has  adoru'd  thy  face ; 
E  e 
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And  as  her  fon  has  to  ray  bofoni  dealt 
That  con   ant  flamt,  which  faithful  Hemy  felt 
O  let  the  (lory  with  thy  1  f e  agree  :  *) 

i,et  men  once  more  the  bright  example  fee ;        > 
What  Emma  was  to  him,  be  tht«u  to  me  j 

Nor  fend  me  by  thy  frown  from  her  I  love, 
Diftant  and  fad,  a  banifli'd  msn  to  rove. 
But  oh  !  with  pity  long-entreated  crown  °*\ 

My  pains  and  hopes ;  and  when  thou  fay 'ft  that  ( 
one  [alone,  f 

Of  all  mankind  thou  lov'ft,  oh!  think  on  mej 

WHERE  beauteous  His  and  her  hufbandTame 
With  mingled  waves  for  ever  flow  the  fame, 
In  times  of  yore  an  ancient  baron  liv'd  ; 
Great  gifts  beftow'd,  and  great  refpedl  receiv'd. 

When  dreadful  Edward  with  fuccekful  care 
I>«d  his  free  Britons  to  the  Gallic  war ; 
This  I'.rd  had  headed  his  appointed  bands, 
In  firm  allegiance  to  his  king's  commands ; 
And  ^all  due  honours  faithfully  difeharg'd) 
Had  brought  back  his  paternal  coat  enlarg'd 
With  a  new  mark,  the  witnef«  of  his  toil, 
And  no  inglorious  part  of  foreign  fpoil. 

From  the  loud  camp  retir'd  and  noify  court, 
In  h;>n<'urable  eafe  and  rural  f'port, 
The  remnant  of  his  days  he  fafely  paft ; 
Nor  found  they  lagg'd  too  flow,  and  flew  too  faft. 
He  made  his  wifli  with  his  eftate  comply, 
Joyful  to  live,  yet  not  afraid  to  die. 

One  child  he  had,  a  daughter  chafle  and  fair, 
His  age's  comfort,  and  his  fortune's  heir. 
They  ea-ll'd  her  Emma  ;  for  the  beauteous  dame, 
Who  gave  the  virgin  birth,  had  borne  the  name  : 
The  name  th'  indulgent  father  doubly  lov'd  ; 
Tor  in  the  child  the  mother's  charms  improv'd. 
Yet  as.  when  little  round  his  knees  flie  p.ay'd, 
3ie  cail'd  her  oft"  in  fport  his  nut-brown  maid, 
The  friends  and  tenants  took  the  fondling  word 
(As  ftill  they  pleafe,  who  imitate  their  lord)  ; 
Ufage  confirm'd  what  fancy  had  begun  ;  "^ 

The  mutual  terms  around  the  land^-  were  known ;  > 
And  Emma  and  the  nut-br  wn  maid  were  one.  j 
As  with  her  ftature,  ftill  her  charms  increas'd  ; 
Through  all  the  ifle  her  beauty  was  confefs'd. 
Oh  '   what  perfections  muft  that  virgin  (hare, 
Who  faire     is  efteem'd,  where  all  are  fair ! 
ITOIII  diftant  (hires  repair  the  n<>f>le  youth, 
And  find  report  for  once  had  leilen'd  truth. 
By  wonder  lirft,  and  then  by  paiiion  mov'd 
They  came  ;  they  faw ;  they  marvel'd ;  and  they 

lov'd. 

By  public  praifes,  and  by  fecret  fighs, 
Each  own'd  the  general  power  of  Emma's  eyes. 
In  tilts  and  tournaments  the  valiant  itrove 
By  glorious  deeds  to  purchafe  Emma's  love. 
In  gentle  verfe  the  wjfy  told  their  flame, 
And   grac'd    their    choiceft    fongs  with  Emma's 

name. 

In  vain  they  combated,  in  vain  they  writ : 
Ufclefs  their  ftrength,  and  impotent  their  wit. 
Great  Venus  only  muft  direift  the  dart,  ~\ 

Which  elfe  will  »cver  reach  the  fair  one's  heart,/ 
Spite  of  the  attempts  of  force,  and  foft  cficvis  off 
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Great  Venus  muft  prefer  the  happy  one  : 
In  Henry's  caule  her  favour  muft  be  fhoWn  : 
AndEmma,of  mankind,  muft  love  but  him  alone. 

While  thefe  in  public  to  the  the  caftle  came, 
And  by  their  grandeur  juftified  their  flame  ; 
More  fccret  ways  the  careful  Henry  takes ; 
His  fquires,  his  arms,  and  equipage  forfakcs  : 
In  borr^w'd  name  and  falfe  attire  array'd, 
Oft'  he  finds  means  to  fee  the  beauteous  maid. 

When  Emma  hunts,  in  huntfman's  habit  dreft, 
Henry  on  foot  purfues  the  bounding  bead. 
In  his  right  hand  his  beechen  pole  he  bears : 
And  graceful  at  his  fide  his  horn  he  wears. 
Still  to  the  glade,  where  flie  has  bent  her  way, 
With  knowing  (kill  he  drives  the  future  prey  ; 
Bid-  her  decline  the  hill,  and  fliun  the  biake  ; 
And  fliows  the  path  her  fteed  may  fafeft  t .ike  ; 
Directs  her  fpear  to  fix  the  glorious  wound  ;        ~% 
Pleas'd  in  hi*  toils  to  have  her  triumph  crowu'd  :  > 
And  blows  her  praifes  in  no  common  found.       J 

A  falconer  Henry  is,  when  Emma  hawks : 
With  her  of  tarfels  and  of  lures  he  talks. 
Upon  his  wrift  the  towering  merlin  (lands, 
Praclis'd  to  rife,  and  (loop  at  her  commands. 
And  when  fuperior  now  the  bird  has  flown, 
And  headlong  brought  the  tumbling  quarry  down  ; 
With  humble  reverence  he  accofts  the  fair, 
And  with  the  honour'd  feather  decks  her  hair. 
Yet  ftill,  as  from  the  fportive  field  flie  goes, 
His  downlead  eye  reveal*  his  inward  woes ; 
And  by  his  look  and  fofrow  is  exprefl, 
A  nobler  game  purlued  than  bird  or  heart. 

A  flier  herd  now  along  the  plain  he  roves  : 
And,  with  his  jolly  pipe,  delights  the  groves. 
The  neighbouring  fwains  around  the  llranget 

throng, 

Or  to  admire,  or  emulate  his  fong  : 
While  with  foft  forrow  he  renews  his  lays, 
Nor  heedful  of  their  envy,  nor  their  praile. 
But,  foou  as  Emma's  eyes  adorn  the  plain, 
His  notes  he  raifes  to  a  nobler  drain, 
With  dutiful  refpcdt  and  ftudions  fear  ; 
Left  any  carelef«  found  offend  her  ear. 

A  frantic  gipfy  now,  the  h<<ufe  he  haunts, 
And  in  wild  phrafes  fpeaks  diflembled  wants. 
With  the  fond  maids  in  palmiury  he  deals : 
They  tell  the  fecret  firft,  which  he  reveals  ; 
Says  who  fliail  wed,  and  who  (hall  be  bcguil'd  ; 
What  groom  (hall  get,   and   fquire  maintain  the 

child. 

But,  when  bright  Emma  would  her  fortune  know, 
A  fofter  look  unbends  his  opening  brow  ; 
With  trembling  awe  he  gazes  on  her  eye, 
And  in  foft  accent*  forms  the  kind  reply ; 
L'hat  flie  (hall  prove  as  fortunate  as  fair  ; 
And  Hymen's  choiceft  gifts  are  all  referv'd  for 
her. 

Now  oft'  had  Henry  chang'd  his  fly  difguifc, 
Unmark'd  by  ail  but  beauteous  Emma'-  eyes : 
Oft'  had  found  means  alone  to  fee  the  dame, 
And  at  her  feet  to  breathe  his  amorous  flame; 
•  And  oft'  the  pangs  of  abfence  to  remove 
By  letters,  loft  interpreters  of  love  : 
Till  time  and  induilry  (the  mighty  two 
That  brir.g  our  wiihc»  nearer  to  our  view} 
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Made  bifti  perceive,  that  the  inclining  fair 
Receiv'd  his  vows  with  no  relu&ant  ear  ; 
That  Venus  had  confirm'd  her  equal  reign,    [pain 
And   dealt  to  Emma's  heart   a  flure  of  Henry' 

While  Cupid  fmil'd,  by  kind  occaflon  blefs'd, 
And,  with  the  fecret  kept,  the  love  increas'd  ; 
The  amorous  youth  frequents  the  filent  groves ; 
And  much  he  meditates,  for  much  he  love*. 
He  loves,  'tis  true ;  and  is  belov'd  again  : 
Great  are  his  joys  :  but  will  they  long  remain  ? 
Emma  with  fmiles  receives  his  prcfent  flame ; 
But,  fmiling,  will  fhe  ever  be  the  fame  ? 
Beautiful  looks  are  rul'd  by  fickle  minds; 
And  fummer  fcas  are  turn'd  by  fudden  winds. 
Another  love  may  gain  her  eafy  youth  : 
Time  changes  thought;  and  flattery  conquers<truth. 

O  impotent  eftate  of  human  life! 
Where  hope  and  fear  maintain  eternal  ftrife  ; 
Where  fleeting  joy  does  lading  doubt  infpire  ; 
And  moft  we  qudtion,  what  we  moft  deiire  ! 
Amongft  thy  various  gifts,  great  Heaven,  beftow 
Our  cup  of  love  unmix'd  ;  ferbear  to  throw- 
Hitter  ingredients  in  ;  nor  pall  the  draught 
With  naufeous  grief:  for  our  ill-judging  thought 
Hardly  enjoys  the  pleafurable  tafte ; 
Or  deems  it  not  fmcere  ;  or  fears  it  cannot  lad. 

With  wifhes  rais'd,  with  jealoufies  oppreft, 
(Alternate  tyrants  of  the  human  breaft; 
By  one  great  trial  he  refolves  to  prove 
The  faith  of  woman,  and  the  force  of  lore. 
If  fcanning  Emma's  virtues  he  may  find 
That  beauteous  frame  enclofe  a  fteady  mind, 
He'll  fix  his  hope,  of  future  joy  fecure ; 
And  live  a  {lave  to  Hymen's  happy  power. 
But  if  the  fair-one,  as  he  fears,  is  frail ; 
If,  pois'd  aright  in  reafon's  equal  fcale, 
Light  fly  her  merit,  and  her  faults  prevail ; 
His  mind  he  vows  to  free  from  amorous  care,      } 
The  latent  mifchief  from  his  heart  to  tear, 
Refume  his  azure  arms,  and  fliine  again  in  war.  j 

South  of  the  caftle  in  a  verdant  glade 
A  fpreading  beech  extends  her  friendly  fhade1 : 
Here  oft*  the  nymph  his  breathing  vows  had  heard ; 
Here  oft'  her  filence  had  her  heart  declar'd. 
As  active  fpring  awak'd  her  infant  buds, 
And  genial  life  inform'd  the  verdant  woods ; 
Henry  in  knots  involving  Emma's  name, 
Had  half  exprefs'd  and  half  conceal'd  his  flame 
Upon  this  tree  :  and,  as  ths  tender  mark 
Grew  with  the  year,  and  widen'd  with  the  bark, 
Venus  had  heard  the  virgin's  foft  addrefs, 
That,  as  the  wound,  the  pallion  might  increafe. 
As  potent  nature  fhed  her  kindly  mowers, 
And  deck'd  the  various  mead  with  opening  flowers, 
Upon  this  tree  the  nymph's  obliging  care 
Had  left  a  frequent  wreath  for  Henry's  hair  ; 
Which  as  with  gay  delight  the  lover  found, 
Pleas'd  with  hisconqueft,  with  her  prefent  crown'd, 
Glorious  through  all  the  plains  ho  oft'  had  gone, 
And  to  each  fwain  the  myftic  honour  mown 
The  gift  ftill  prais'd,  the  giver  ftill  unknown 
His  fecret  not  the  troubled  Henry  writes : 
To  the  known  tree  the  lovely  maid  unites  : 
Imperfect  words  and  dubious  terms  exprefs, 
TJuc  untorcfeen  mii'chance  difturb'd  his  peace ; 


gone.T 
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That  he  muft  fomething  to  her  ear  commend, 
On  which  her  conduct  and  his  life  depend. 

Soon  as  the  fair-one  had  the  note  receiv'd, 
The  remnant  of  the  day  alone  fhe  griev'd  : 
For  different  this  from  every  former  note, 
Which  Venus  dictated,  and  Henry  wrote  ; 
Which  told  her  all  his  future  hopes  were  laid 
On  the  dear  bofom  of  his  nut-brown  maid  ; 
Which  always  blefs'd  her  eyes,  and  own'd  hef 

power  ; 

And  bid  her  oft*  adieu,  yet  added  more.        [laid  ; 
Now  night  advanc'd.     The  houfe  in  fleep  were 
The  nurfe  experienc'd,  and  the  prying  maid  ; 
And,  lall,  that  fprite,  which  does  inceflent  hauofr 
The  lover's  fteps,  the  ancient  maiden-aunt. 
To  her  dear  Henry  Emma  wings  her  way, 
With  quicken'd  pace  repairing  forc'd  delay  ; 
For  Jove,  fanullic  power,  that  is  afraid 
To  ftir  abroad  till  warchfulnefs  be  laid, 
Undaunted  then  o'er  cliffs  and  valleys  ftrays, 
And  leads 'his  votaries  fafe  through  pathlefs  ways, 
Not  Argus  with  his  hundred  eyes  lhall  find 
Where  Cupid  goes ,  though  he,  poor  guide !  is  blind 

The  maiden  firft  arriving,  fent  her  eye 
To  aik,  if  yet  its  chief  delight  were  nigh  : 
With  fear  and  with  defire,  with  joy  and  pain, 
She  fees,  and  runs  to  meet  him  on  the  plain. 
But  rth  1  his  fteps  proclaim  no  lover's  hafte  : 
On  the  low  ground  hiss  fix'd  regards  are  cafl ; 
His  artful  bofom  heaves  diffembled  fighs  ; 
And  tears  fuborn'd  fall  copious  from  his  eyes. 
With  eafe,  alas !  we  credit  what  we  love : 
His  painted  grief  does  real  forrow  move 
(n  the  afflicted  fair  ;  adown  her  cheek 
Trickling  the  genuine  tears  their  current  break ; 
Attentive  ftood  the  mournful  nymph :  the  man 
Broke  filence  firft  :  the  tale  alternate  ran. 

HENRY. 

SINCERE,  O  tell  me,  hail  thou  felt  a  pain, 
Emma,  beyond  what  woman  knows  to  feign  ? 
Has  thy  uncertain  bofom  ever  ftrove 
With  the  firft  tumults  of  a  real  love  ? 
-laft  thou  now  dreaded,  and  now  bleft  his  fway, 
3y  turns  averfe,  and  joyful  to  obey  ? 
Thy  virgin  foftnefs  haft  thou  e'er  bewail'd; 
As  reafon  yielded,  and  as  love  prevail'd  ? 
And  wept  the  patent  god's  refiftlcf!>  dart,  "\\ 

-lis  killing  pleaiure,  his  eeftatic  fmart, 
•\nd  heavenly  poifon  thrilling  through  thy  heart?  J| 
f  fo,  with  pity  view  my  wretched  ftate  ; 
At  lead  deplore,  and  then  forget  my  fate  : 
To  fome  more  happy  knight  referve  thy  charms  j 
Jy  fortune  favour'd,  and  fuccefsfui  arms  : 
And  only,  as  the  fun's  revolving  ray 
Jrings  back  each  year  this  melancholy  day, 
Permit  one  figh.  and  fet  apart  one  tear, 
To  an  abandon'd  exile's  endlefs  care, 
or  me,  alas  !  out-caft  of  human  race, 
Cove's  anger  only  waits,  and  dire  dilgrace  ; 
7or  lo  !  thefe  hands  in  murther  are  imbrued  j 
I'hefe  trembling  feet  by  juftice  are  purfued : 
'ale  calls  aloud,  and  haftens  me  away  ; 
A  (hamcful  death  attends  my  longer  ftay  ; 
And  I  this  night  muft  fly  from  thce  and  love, 
"ondenan'd  in  lonely  woods,*  baniik'd  nun,to  rove- 
JE  e  ij 
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SMMA. 

What  is  our  blifs,  that  changeth  with  the  moon; 
And  day  of  life,  that  darkens  ere  'tis  noon  ? 
What  is  true  paffion,  if  unbleft  it  dies  ? 
And  where  is  Emma's  joy,  if  Henry  flies  ? 
If  love,  alas  1  be  pain  ;  the  pain  I  bear 
No  thought  can  figure,  and  no  tongue  declare. 
Ne'er  faithful  woman  feh,nor  falfe  one  feign'd, 
The  flames  which  long  have  in  my  bofom  reign'd  : 
The  god  of  love  himfelf  inhabits  there, 
"With  all  his  rage,  and  dread,  and  grief,  and  care, 
His  complement  of  {lores,  and  total  war. 

O  !  ceafc  then  coldly  to  fufpect  my  love ; 
And  let  my  deed  at  leaft  my  faith  approve. 
Alas  !  no  youth  {hall  my  endearments  {hare 
Nor  day  nor  night  {hall  interrupt  my  care ; 
No  future  ftory  {hall  with  truth  upbraid 
The  cold  indifference  of  the  nut-brown  maid  ; 
INor  to  hard  banifliment  {hall  Henry  run  ; 
"While  carelefs  Emma  fleeps  on  beds  of  down. 
View  me  refolv'd,  whcre-e'er  thou  lead'ft,  to  go, 
Triend  to  thy  pain,  and  partner  of  thy  woe  ; 
lor  1  atteft  fair  Venus  and  her  fon, 
That  I,  of  all  mankind,  will  love  but  thee  alone. 

HENRY. 

Let  prudence  yet  obftru£  thy  venturous  way ; 
And  take  good  heed,  what  men  will  think  and  lay: 
That  beauteous  Emma  vagrant  courfes  took; 
Her  father's  houfe  and  civil  life  forfook; 
That,  full  of  youthful  blood,  and  fond  of  man, 
She  to  the  wood-land  with  an  exile  ran. 
^Reflect;  that  leffen'd  fame  is  ne'er  regain'd  ; 
A.nd  virgin  honour,  once,  is  always  itain'd  : 
Timely  advis'd,  the  coming  evil  ihun  : 
letter  not  do  the  deed,  than  weep  it  done. 

No  penance  can  abfolve  our  guilty  fame  ; 

3>Jor  tears,  that  wafh  out  fin,  can  wafli  outfliame. 

Then  fly  the  fad  effects  of  defperate  love  ;     [rove. 

And  leave  a  baniih'd  man  through  lonely  woods  to 

EMMA. 

Let  Emma's  haplefs  cafe  be  falfely  told 
35y  the  rafli  young,  or  the  ill-namr'd  old  : 

Lit  every  tongue  its  various  cenfures  choofe  ; 

Ablolve  with  coldnefs,  or  with  fpite  accufe: 

Pair  truth  at  laft  her  radiant  beams  will  raife  ; 

And  malice  vanquifli'd  heightens  virtue's  praife. 

Let  then  thy  favour  but  indulge  my  flight; 

O  !  let  my  prefence  make  thy  travels  light ; 

And  potent  Venus  fhall  exalt  my  name 

Above  the  rumours  of  cenforious  fame  ; 

Nor  from  that  bufy  demon's  reftlefs  power 

"Will  ever  Emma  other  grace  implore, 

Than  that  this  truth  fliould  to  the  world  be  known, 

That  I,  of  all  mankind,  have  lov'd  but  thee  alone. 

HENRT. 

But  canft  thou  wield  the  fword,  and  bend  the 
With  a\5tive  force  repel  the  flurdy  foe  ?       [bow  ? 
When  the  loud  tumult  fpeaks  the  battle  nigh, 
And  winged  deaths  in  whittling  arrows  fly  ; 
Wilt  thou,  though  wounded,  yet  undaunted  ftay, 
Perform  thy  part,  and  {hare  the  dangerous  day  ? 
Thtn,  a-  thy  ftrength  decays,  thy  heart  will  fail, 
Thy  limbs  all  trembling,  and  thy  checks  all  pale  ; 
With  fruitltfs  ibrrovv,  thou,  inglorious  maid, 
Wilt  Tvei-p  thy  fafety  by  thy  love  betray 'd  : 


Then  to  thy  friend,  by  foes  o'er-criarg'd, 

Thy  little  ufelefs  aid,  and  coward  fly  : 

Then  wilt  thou  curfc  the  chance  that  made  thes 

love 
A  baniih'd  man,  condemn'd  in  lonely  woods  tt 

rove. 

EMMA. 

With  fatal  certainty  Thaleftri*  knew 
To  fend  the  arrow  from  the  twanging  yew  ; 
And,  great  in  arms,  and  foremod  in  the  war, 
Bondnca  brandiib'd  high  the  Britifh  fpear. 
Gould  thirft  of  vengeance  and  defire  of  fame 
Excite  the  female  breatl  with  martial  flame  ? 
And  fhall  not  love's  diviner  power  infpire 
More  hardy  virtue,  and  more  generous  fire  ? 

Near  thee,  miftruft  not,  conftant  I'll  abide. 
And  fall,  or  vanquifh,  fighting  by  thy  fide. 
Though  my  inferior  ftrength  may  not  allow 
That  I  fliould  bear  or  draw  the  warrior  bow  ; 
With  ready  hand  1  will  the  {haft  fupply, 
And  joy  to  fee  thy  victor  arrows  fly. 
Touch'd  in  the  battle  by  the  hoftile  reed, 
Should'ft  thou  (but  Heaven  avert  it :)  {hould'ftthou 

bleed  ; 

To  ftop  the  wounds,  my  fineft  lawn  I'd  tear, 
Waflx  them  with  tears,  and  wipe  them  with  my 

hair; 

Bleft,  when  my  dangers  and  my  toil*  have  fhown 
That  I,  of  all  mankind,  could  love  but  thee  alone. 

HINRY. 

But  canft  thou,  tender  maid,  canft  thou  fuftain 
Affli&ive  want,  or  hunger's  preflmg  pain  ? 
Thofc  limbs,  in  lawn  and  fofteft  filk  array'd, 
From  fun-beams  guarded,  and  of  winds  afraid  ; 
Can  they  bear  angry  Jove  ?  can  they  refift 
The  parching  dog-ftar,  and  the  bleak  north-cad  ? 
When,  chill'd  by  adverfe  inows  and  beating  rain, 
We  tread  with  weary  fteps  the  longfomc  plain  ; 
When  with  hard  toil  we  feek  our  evening  food, 
Berries  and  acorns  from  the  neighbouring  wood ; 
And  find  among  the  cliffs  no  other  houfe. 
But  the  thin  covert  of  fome  gather'd  boughs; 
Wilt  thou  sot  then  reludant  fend  thine  eye 
Around  the  dreary  wafte  :  and  weeping  try 
(Though  then,  alas  !  that  trial  be  too  late) 
To  find  thy  father's  holpitahle  gate, 
And  feats,  where  cafe  and  plenty  brooding  fate  ? 
Thofc   feats,  whence   long   excluded   thou    muft 

mourn; 

That  gate,  for  ever  barr'd  to  thy  return  : 
Wilt  thou  not  then  bewail  ill-fated  lore. 
And  hate  a  banifli'd  man,  condemn'd  in  weodj 
to  rove  ? 

EMMA. 

Thy  rife  of  fortune  did  I  only  wed, 
From  its  decline  dctermin'd  to  recede; 
Did  I  but  purpofe  to  embark  with  thee 
On  the  fmooth  furfacc  of  a  fummcr'slea; 
While  gentle  Zephyrs  play  in  profperous  gales, 
And  fortune's  favour  fills  the  fwelling  fails; 
But  would  forfake  the  ihip,  and  make  the  {hore, 
When  the  winds  whiltle,  and  the  tempefti  roar  ? 
No,  Henry,  no  :  one  facred  oath  has  tied 
Our  loves;  one  deftiny  our  life  fhall  guide; 
Nor  wild  nor  deep  our  common  -.vay  divide. 
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When  from  the  care  thou  rlfeft  with  the  day, 
To  beat  the  woods,  and  roufe  the  bounding  prey  ; 
The  cave  with  mofs  and  branches  I'll  adorn, 
And  cheerful  fit,  to  wait  my  lord's  return  : 
And,  when  thou  frequent  bring'ft  the  fmitten  deer 
(For  feldom,  archers  fay,  thy  arrows  err), 
111  fetch  quick  fuel  from  the  neighbouring  wood, 
And  ftrike  the  fparkling  flint,  and  drcfs  the  food  ; 
With  humble  duty,  and  officious  hafte, 
I'll  cull  the  furtheft  mead  for  thy  repaft  ; 
The  choiceft  herbi  I  to  thy  board  will  bring, 
And  draw  thy  water  from  the  frcfheft  fpring  : 
And,  when  at  night  with  weary  toil  oppreft, 
Soft  flumbers  thou  enjoy'ft,  and  wholefome  reft  ; 
Watchful  I'll  guard  thee,and  with  midnight  prayer 
Weary  the  gods  to  keep  thee  in  their  care  ; 
And  joyous  aflc,  at  morn's  returning  ray, 
If  thou  haft  health,  and  I  may  blefs  the  day. 
Aly  thoughts  fhall  fix,  my  lateft  wifh  depend, 
On  thee,  guide,  guardian,  kinfman,  father,  friend  • 
By  all  thefe  facred  names  be  Henry  known         "J 
To  Emma's  heart  ;  and  grateful  let  him  own     / 
That  (he,  of  all  mankind,  could  love  but  him  r 
alone  !  3 


Vainly  thou  tell'ft  me,  what  the  woman's  care 
Shall  in  the  wildnefs  of  the  wood  prepare  : 
Thou,  ere  thou  goeft,  unhappieft  of  thy  kind, 
Muft  leave  the  habit  and  the  fex  behind. 
No  longer  flivill  thy  comely  treffes  break 
In  flowing  ringlets  on  thy  fnowy  neck  ; 
Or  fit  behind  thy  head,  an  ample  round, 
In  graceful  braids  with  various  ribbon  bound  : 
No  longer  fliall  the  bodice  aptly  lac'd, 
From  thy  full  bofom  to  thy  flender  waift, 
That  air  and  harmony  of  ihape  exprefs, 
Fine  by  degrees,  and  beautifully  lefs  : 
Nor  fhall  thy  lower  garments  artful  plait, 
From  thy  fair  fide  dependent  to  thy  feet, 
Arm  their  chafte  beauties  with  a  modeft  pride, 
And  double  every  charm  they  feek  to  hide. 
Th'  ambrofial  plenty  of  thy  fhining  air, 
Crept  off  and  loft,  fcarce  lower  than  thy  ear 
Shall  fland  uncouth  :  a  horfeman's  coat  fhall  hide 
Thy  taper  fhape,  and  comelinefs  of  fide  : 
The  fhort  trunk-hofe  (hall  fhew  thy  foot  and  knee 
Licentious,  and  to  common  eye-fight  free  : 
And,  with  a  bolder  ftride  and  looler  air, 
JVfinglcd  with  men,  a  man  thou  muft  appear. 

Nor  folitude,  nor  gentle  peace  of  mind, 
Miftaken  maid,  (halt  thou  in  forefts  find  : 
Tis  long  fince  Cynthia  and  her  train  were  there, 
Or  guardian  gods  made  innocence  their  care. 
Vagrants  and  outlaws  (hall  offend  thy  view  : 
For  fuch  muft  be  my  friends,  a  hideous  crew 
By  adverfe  fortune  mix'd  in  focial  ill, 
Train'd  to  affault,  and  difciplin'd  to  kill  : 
Their  common  loves,  a  lewd  abandon'd  pack, 
The  beadle's  lafh  ftill  flagrant  on  their  back  : 
By  floth  corrupted,  by  disorder  fed, 
Made  bold  by  want,  and  proflitute  for  bread  : 
With  fuch  muft  Emma  hunt  the  tedious  day, 
Aflift  their  violence,  and  divide  their  prey  : 
\\'itli  fuch  fhe^muft  return  at  fetting  light, 

Though  not  partaker,  witaefs  gf.  their  ni^ht.] 


Thy  ear,  inur'd  to  charitable  founds 

And  pitying  love,  muft  feel  the  hateful  wounds 

Of  jeft  obfcene  and  vulgar  ribaldry, 

The  ill-bred  queftion,  and  the  lewd  reply  ; 

Brought  by  long  habitude  from  bad  to  worfe, 

Muft  hear  the  frequent  oath,  the  direful  curie, 

That  lateft  weapon  of  the  wretches'  war, 

And  blafphemy,  fad  comrade  of  defpair. 

Now,  Emma,  now  the  laft  reflection  make, 
What  thou  would'ft  follow,  what  thou  muft  for* 

fake: 

By  our  ill-omen'd  ftars,  and  adverfe  heaven, 
No  middle  obje<5t  to  thy  choice  is  given. 
Or  yield  thy  virtne,  to  attain  thy  love ; 
Or  leave  a  hanifh'd  man,  condemn'd  in  woods  t<i 

rove. 

EMMA. 

O  grief  of  heart !  that  our  unhappy  fates 
Force  thee  to  ftiffer  what  thy  honour  hates : 
Mix  thee  amongft  the  bad :  or  make  thee  run 
Too  near  the  paths  which  virtue  bids  thee  fhun« 
Yet  with  her  Henry  ftill  let  Emma  go  ; 
With  him  abhor  the  vice,  but  fhare  the  woe  : 
And  furc  my  little  heart  can  never  err 
Amidft  the  worft,  if  Henry  ftill  be  there. 

Our  outward  a£t  is  prompted  from  within  ; 
And  from  the  finner's  mind  proceeds  rhc  fia  : 
By  her  own  choice  free  virtue  is  appr   \  M ; 
Nor  by  the  force  of  outward  objects  mov'il. 
Who  has  affay'd  no  danger,  gains  no  praife. 
In  a  fmall  iflc,  amidft  the  wideft  feas, 
Triumphant  conitancy  has  fix'd  her  feat : 
In  vain  the  Syrens  fing,  the  teiiipefts  beat  • 
Their  flattery  fhe  rejects,  nor  fears  their  threat. 

For  thee  alone  thefe  little  charms  I  dreii  : 
Condemn'd  them,  or  abfolv'd  them  by  thy  teft. 
In  comely  figure  rang'd  my  jewels  fhone, 
Or  negligently  plac'd  for  thee  alone  : 
For  thee  again  they  fhall  be  lairl  afu!e; 
The  woman,  Henry,,  fhall  pur  off  her  pride 
For  thee:  my  clothes,  my  fex,  exchang'd  for 

thee, 

I'll  mingle  with  the  people's  wretched  lee  ; 
O  line  extreme  of  human  infamy  ! 
Wanting  the  fciflbrs,  with  thefe  hands  I'll  tear 
(If  that  obftrudls  my  flight)  this  load  of  hair. 
Black  foot,  or  yellow  walnut,  fhall  difgtace 
This  little  red  and  white  of  Emma's  lace. 
Thefe  nails   with  1'cratches    fhall  deform 

breaf, 

Left  by  my  look  or  colour  be  exprefs'd  " 
The  mark  of  aught  high-born,  or  ever  better 

drefs'd. 

Yet  in  this  commerce,  under  this  difgiu'fe, 
Let  me  be  grateful  ftill  to  Henry's  eyes  ; 
Loft  to  the  world,  let  me  to  him  be  known  : 
My  fate  I  can  abfolve,  if  he  fliall  own 
That,  leaving  all  mankind,  1  love  but  him  alone.  J 

HENRY. 

O  wildeft  thought  of  an  abandon'd  mind  ? 
Name,  habit,  parents,  woman,  left  behind, 
Ev'n  honour  dubious,  thou  preferr'ft  to  go 
Wild  to  the  woods  with  me  :  faid  Emma  lo  J 
Or  did  I  dream  what  Emma  never  faid  ? 
O  guilty  error  I  a»d  O  wretched  maid  L 
£  C  iij 


my 
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Whofe  roving  fancy  would  rcfolve  the  fame       "} 
With  him,  who  next  fhould  tempt  her«afy  fame;/ 
And  blow  with  empty  words  the  fufceptible  f 
flame.  J 

Now  why  fhruld  doubtful  terms  thy  mind  perplex 
Confefs  thy  frailty,  and  avow  thq  fcx  : 
JJo  longer  loofe  defire  for  conftant  love     [to  rove. 
JMiftake  ;  but  fay,  'tis  man  with  whom  thop  long'it 

EMMA. 

Are  there  not  poifoiis,  racks,  and  flames,  and 

fwords  , 

That  Emma  thus  muft  die  by  Henry's  words  ? 
Yet  what  could  (words  or  puifon,  racks  or  flame,"} 
But  mangle  and  disjoint  this  brittle  frame!          I 
^ylorc  fatal  Henry's  words;  they  murder  Em   f 
ma's  fame.  J 

And  fall  thefe  fayings  from  that  gentle  tongue» 
"Where  civil  fpeech  and  (eft  perfuafion  hung; 
Whofe  artful  fweetnefs  and  harmonii  us  iirain, 
Courting  my  grace,  yet  courting  it  in  vain, 
Call'd  fighs,  and  tears,  and  wifhcs,  to  its  aid  ;     "> 
Arc1.  whilft  it  Henry's  glowing  flame  convey'd,  \ 
Still  blam'd  the  coldnefs  of  the  nut-  brown  maid  ?  ) 

Let  envious  jealoufy  and  canker'd  fpite 
Produce  my  actions  to  fevereft  light, 
And  tax  my  open  day,  or  fecret  nighf.. 
I)id  e'er  my  tongue  fpeak  my  unguarded  heart 
The  leaft  incijn'd  to  play  the  wanton's  part  ? 
Did  e'er  my  iye  one  inward  thought  reveal, 
Which  angels  might  not  hear,  ind  virgins  tell  ! 
And  haft  th>  u,  Henry,  in  my  conduct  known 
One  fault,  but  that  which  I  muft  never  own, 
That  I,  of  all  mankind,  have  lov'd  but  thee 
alone  ? 


Vainly  thou  falk'ft  of  loving  ire  alone  : 
Bach  man  is  man  ;  and  all  our  fex  is  one. 
Falfe  are  our  words,  and  fickle  is  our  mind  : 
Nor  in  love's  ritual  ^an  we  ever  find 
Vows  made  to  left,  or  promises  to  bind. 

By  nature  prompted,  and  for  empire  made, 
Alike  by  ftrength  or  cunning  we  invade  : 
When  arm'd  with  rage  we  march  againft  the  foe, 
We  lift  the  tattle-  axe,  and  draw  the  bow  : 
When,  fir'd  with  paffion,  we  attack  the  fair, 
l)elufive  fighs  and  brittle  vows  we  bear  ; 
Our  falsehood  and  our  arms  have  equal-ufe  ; 
As  they  our  conqueft  or  delight  produce. 
The  foolifh  heart  thou  gavlft,  again  receive, 
The  c'nly  boon  departing  love  can  give. 
To  be  lefs  wretched,  be  no  longer  true  ;  ~l 

What  firives  to  fly  thee,    why  fhould'ft  thouf 
purfue  ?  f 

Forget  the  prefent  flapie,  indulge  a  new  ;  J 

Single  tHe  lovelieft  of  the  amorous  youth  ; 
Aflc  for  his  vow  ;  but  hope  not  for  his  truth- 
The  next  man  (and  the  next  thou  ftialt  believe)  1 
Will  pawn  his  gods,  intending  to  deceive  ; 
Will  kneel,  implore,  perfift,  o'trcome,  and  leave.  J 
Hence  let  thy  Cupn'  aim  his  arrows  right  ;          ") 
J5e  wife  and  falle,  fhun  trouble,  ieck  dc.ight;      ( 
(Change  thou  the  iirft,  nor  wait  thy  lover's  flight,  j 

\Vl.y  fhould'ft  thou  weep  ?  let  nature  judge  our 

eafc  : 
i  faw  thcc  young  and  fsir  ;  purfucd  the  chafe 


Of  youth  and  beauty  :  I  another  faw 

Fairer  and  younger  :  yielding  to  the  law 
Of  our  all-ruling  mother,  I  purfucd 
More  youth,  more  beauty  :  bleft  viciffitude  \ 
My  active  heart  ftill  keeps  its  priftine  flame  ; 
The  i  bje<ft  alrer'd,  the  defire  tiie  fume. 

This  younger,  fairer, pleads  her  rightful  charmsf 
With  prelent  power  compels  me  to  her  arms. 
And  much  I  fear,  from  my  lubje&ed  mind 
(If  beauty's  foice  to  conftai  t  love  can  bind), 
That  years  may  roll,  ere  in  her  turn  the  maid 
Shall  wetp  the  fury  of  my  love  decay 'd ; 
And  weeping  follow  me,  as  thou  deft  now, 
With  idle  clamours  of  a  broken  vow. 

Nor  can  the  wiklpefs  of  thy  wifhfs  err 
So  wide,  to  hope  that  thou  may'ft  Jive  with  her.J 
Love,  well  thou  know'ft,  no  partnerfhip  allows : 
Cupid  averfe  rejects  divided  vows  : 
Then  from  thy  foolifh  heart,  vain  maid,  remove 
An  ufelefs  forrow,  and  an  ill-ftarr'd  love  ; 
And  leave  me,  with  the  fair,  at  large  in  woods 
to  rove. 

ZMMA. 

Are  we  in  life  through  one  great  error  led  ? 
Is  each  man  perjur'd,  and  each  nymph  betray 'd  ? 
Of  the  fuperii-r  fex  art  thou  the  woift  r" 
Am  I  of  mine  the  moft  completely  curft  ? 
Yet  Jpt  me  go  with  thee :  and  going  prove, 
From  what  I  will  endure,  how  much  1  love. 

This  potent  beauty,  this  ttiumphant  fair, 
This  happy  object  of  our  different  care, 
Her  let  me  follow  ;  her  Itt  me  attend 
A  ffrvapt  (fhe  may  fcorn  the  name  of  friend). 
What  fhe  demands,  inceffant  I'll  prepare  : 
I'll  weave  her  garlands ;  and  I'll  plait  her  hair  : 
My  bufy  diligence  fhall  deck  her  board 
(For  there  at  leaft  I  may  approach  my  lord); 
And,  when  her  Henry's  fofter  hours  advife 
His  fervant's  abience,  with  dejected  eyes 
Far  I'll  recede,  and  fighs  forbid  to  rife. 

Yet,  when  increafmg  grief  brings  flow  difeafe  ; 
And  ebbing  life,  on  terms  fevere  as  thefc, 
Will  have  its  little  lamp  no  longer  fed  ; 
When  Henry's  miftrefs  fhows  him  Emma  dead  ; 
Refcue  my  poor  remains  irom  vile  neglect: 
With  virgin  honours  let  my  hcarfe  be  deckt, 
And  decent  emblem ;  and  at  leaft  perfuade 
This  happy  nymph,  that  Emma  may  be  laid 
Where  thou,  dear  author  of  my  death,  where  fhe, 
With  frequent  eye  my  fepulchre  may  fee. 
The  nymph  amidfl  her  joys  may  haply  breathe 
One  pious  Cgh,  reflecting  on  my  death, 
And  the  fad  fate  which  fhe  may  one  day  prove, 
Who  hopes  from  Henry's  vows  eternal  love. 
And  thou  forfworn,  thou  cruel,  as  thou  art, 
If  Emma's  image  ever  touch'd  thy  heart ; 
Thou  lure  muft  give  one  thought,  and  drop  one 

tear 

To  her,  whom  love  abandon'd  to  dcfpair; 
To  her,  who,  dying,  on  the  wounded  ftone 
Bid  it  in  lafting  characters  be  known, 
1  hat,  of  mankind,  Ihe  lov'd  but  thee  alone. 

HENRY. 

Hear,  foltmn  Jove  ;  and  confcious  Venus,  hear ; 
And  thoa,  bright  maid,  believe  me  whilil  1  ^ 
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time,  no  change,  no  future  flame,  fliall  move 
The  well-plac'd  bafis  of  my  lafting  love. 
O  powerful  virtue  .  O  victorious  fair!  ~) 

At  lead  excufe  a  trial  too  fevere  : 
Receive  the  triumph,  and  forget  the  war.  j 

No  batiifh'd  man,  condemn 'd  in  woods  to  rove, 
Entreats  thy  pardon,  and  implores  thy  love  : 
No  ptrjur'd  knight  defires  to  quit  thy  arms, 
Faireft  collection  of  thy  fex's  charms, 
Crown  of  my  love,  and  honour  of  my  youth ! 
Henry,  thy  Henry,  with  eternal  truth, 
As  thou  may'ft  wifh,  (hall  all  his  life  employ, 
And  found  his  glory  in  his  Emma's  joy. 

In  me  behold  the  potert  Edgar's  heir, 
Illuftrious  earl :  him  terrible  in  war 
Let  Loyre  confefs,  for  (he  has  felt  his  fword, 
And  trembling  fled  before  the  Britifh  lord. 
Him  great  in  peace  and  wealth  fair  Deva  knows; 
For  fhe  amidft  his  fpactous  meadows  flows  ; 
Inclines  her  urn  upon  his  fatten'd  lands ; 
And  fees  his  numerous  herds  imprint  her  fands. 

And  thou,  my  fair,  my  dove,  fhak  raife  thy 

thought 

To  greatnefs  next  to  empire :  fhalt  be  brought 
With  folemn  pomp  to  my  paternal  feat ; 
Where  peace  and  plenty  on  thy  word  (hall  wait. 
Mufic  and  fong  (hail  wake  the  marriage-day  : 
And,  whilft  the  priefts  accufe  the  bride's  delay, 
Myrtles  and  rofes  (hall  obftruct  her  way. 

Friendfhip  (hall  flill  thy  evening  feafts  adorn  ; 
And  blooming  peace  (hall  ever  blefs  thy  morn. 
Succeeding  year*  their  happy  race  (hall  run, 
And  age  unheeded  by  delight  come  on  : 
While  yetfuperior  love  (hall  mock  his  power: 
And  when  old  time  (hall  turn  the  fated  hour, 
Which  only  can  our  well-tied  knot  unfold  ; 
What  reds  of  both,  one  fepulchre  (hall  hold. 

Hence  then  for  ever  from  my  Emma's  bread 
(That  heaven  of  foftnefs,  and  that  feat  of  reft) 
Ye  doubts  and  fears,  and  all  that  know  to  move" 
Tormenting  grief,  and  all  that  trouble  love, 
Scatter'd  by  winds  r&ced? ,  and  wild  in  forefU 
rove. 

EMMA. 

O  day  the  laired  fure  that  ever  rofe  ! 
Period  and  end  of  anxious  Emma's  woes! 
Sire  of  her  joy,  and  fource  of  her  delight ; 
O  i   wing'd  with  pleafure,  take  thy  happy  fli 
And  give   each  future  n;orn  a  tin&ure 

white. 

Yet  tell  thy  votary,  potent  queen  of  love, 
Henry,  my  Henry,  will  he  never  rove  ? 
Will  he  be  ever  kind,  and  juft,  and  good  ? 
And  is  there  yet  no  miftrefs  in  the  wood  ? 
"None,  none  there  is;  the  thought  was  rafh  and 

vain  ; 

A  falfe  idea,  and  a  fancy'd  pain. 
Doubt  (hall  for  ever  quit  my  ftrengthen'd  heart, 
And  anxious  jealoufy's  corroding  fmart ; 
Nor  other  inmate  (hall  inhabit  there, 
But  fott  belief,  young  joy,  and  pleafing  care. 

Hence  let  the  tides  of  plenty  ebb  and  flow, 
And  fortune's  various  gale  unheeded  blow. 
}i'  at  my  feet  the  fuppliant  goddefs  (lands, 
And  (beds  ha  treaiure  with  unweary'd  hands ; 
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Her  prefent  favour  cautious  I'll  embrace,    , 
And  not  unthankful  ufe  the  p.-offerM  grace : 
If  fhe  reclaims  the  temporary  boon. 
And  tries  her  pinions,  fluttering  to  be  gone ; 
Secure  of  mind,  I'll  obviate  her  intent, 
And  unconcern'd  return  the  goods  fhe  lent. 
Nor  happinefs  can  I,  n<  r  mifery  feel, 
prom  any  turn  of  her  fantadic  wheel : 
Friendfhip's  great  laws,  and  love's  fupcrior  powers, 
Muft  mark  the  colour  of  my  future  hours. 
From  the  events  which  thy  commands  create 
I  muft  my  bieffings  or  my  forrows  date  ; 
And  Henry's  wilj  muft  dictate  Emma's  fate. 

Yet  while  with  clofe  delight  and  inwaid  pride 
(Which  from  the  world  my  careful  foul  (hall  hide) 
I  fee  thee,  lord  and  end  of  my  defire, 
Exalted  high  a^  virtue  can  require  ; 
With  power  invefted,  and  with  pleafure  cheer'dj 
Sought  by  the  go^d,  by  the  opprcffor  fear'd; 
Loaded  and  bled  with  all  the  affl  ent  ftore, 
Which  human  vows  at  fmoking  (hrines  implore  ; 
Grateful  and  humble  grant  me  to  employ 
My  life  fubfervient  only  to  thy  joy ; 
And  at  my  death  to  blefs  thy  kindnefs  mown 
To  her,  who  of  mankind  could  love  but  thee  alone,' 

While  thus  the  conftant  pair  alternate  faid, 
Joyful  above  them  and  around  thtm  play'd 
Angels  and  fportive  loves,  a  numerous  crowd  ; 
Smiling  they  clapt  their  wings, and  low  they  bow'di 
They  tumbled  all  their  little  quivers  o'er, 
To  choofe  propitious  fhafts,  a  precious  ftore; 
That,  when  their  god  fhould  take  his  future  darts, 
To  ftrike  (however  rarely)  conftant  hearts, 
His  happy  (kill  might  proper  arms  employ, 
All  tint  with  pleafure,  and  all  wing'd  with  joy : 
And  thofe,  truy  vow'd,  whofe  lives  fhould  imitate 
Thefe  lovers'  conftancy,  fhould  (hare  their  fate. 

The  queen  of  beauty  ftopt  her  bridled  doves; 
Approv'd  the  little  labour  of  the  Loves; 
Was  proud  and  pleas'd  the  mutual  vow  to  hear  >  "> 
And  to  the  triumph  call'd  the  god  of  war  : 
Soon  as  fhe  calls,  the  god  is  always  near.  j» 

Now,  Mars,  fhe  faid.  let  fame  exalt  her  voice  : 
Nor  let  thy  conquefts  only  be  her  choice  : 
But,  when  (he  fmgs  great  Edward  from  the  field*}  ' 
Return'd,  the  hoftile  fpear  and  captive  (hield      f 
In  concord's  temple  hung,  and  Gallia  taught  to  C 
yield  ;  J 

And  when,  as  prudent  Saturn  fliall  complete 
The  years  defign'd  to  perfect  Britain's  date, 
The  fwift-wing'd  power  (hall  take  her  trump  again, 
To  fing  her  favourite  Anna's  wondrous  reign  ; 
To  recolledt  unweary'd  Marlborough's  toils, 
Old  Rufus'  hall  unequal  to  his  fpoils ; 
The  Britifh  foldier  from  his  high  command 
Glorious,  and  Gaul  thrice  vanquifh'd  by  his  hands 
Let  her  at  leaft  perform  what  1  delire ; 
With  fecond  breath  the  vocal  brafs  infpire  ; 
And  tell  the  nations,  in  no  vulgar  drain, 
What  wars  I  manage,  and  what  wreaths  I  gain. 
And,  when  thy  tumults  and  thy  fights  are  paft; 
And  when  thy  laurels  at  my  feet  are  caft; 
Faithful  m:=y'(l  thou,  like  Britifh  Hen-y,  pr^ve  : 
And,  Lrnma-Uke,  let  me  return  thy  love. 
E  e  iiii 
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Renown'dfor  truth,  let  all  thy  fons  appear; 
And  conftant  beauty  fhall  reward  their  care. 

Mars  fmil'd,  and  bow'd :  the  Cyprian  deity 
Turn'd  eo  the  glorious  ruler  of  the  fky  ; 
And  thou,  (he  fmiling  faid,  great  God  of  days 
Andverfe,  behold  my  deed,  and  fing  mypraife; 
As  on  the  Britifh  earth,  my  favourite  ifle,    . 
Thy  gentle  rays  and  kindeft  influence  fmile, 
Through  all  her  laughing  fields  and  verdant  groves 
Proclaim  with  joy  thcfe  memorable  loves. 
From  every  annual  cnurfe  let  one  great  day 
To  celebrated  fports  and  floral  play 
Be  fit  afide ;  and,  in  the  foftefl  lays 
Of  thy  poetic  fons,  he  folemn  praifc 
And  everlafling  marks  of  honour  paid 
To  the  true  lover,  and  the  nut-brown  maid. 


AN    ODE, 

HUMBLY  INSCRIBED  TO  THE  QJJEEN, 
On  the  glorious  fucceft  of  btr  Majejlyt  Arms,  1706. 
WRITTEN  IN  IMITATION  OF  SPENSER'S  STYLE. 

"  Te  non  paventis  funera  Galliae, 
"  Durzque  tellus  audit  Iberise  : 
"  Te  czde  gaudentes  Sicambri 

"  Compofitis  venerantur  armis."     HOR. 

PREFACE. 

WHEN  I  firft  thought  of  writing  upon  this  occa- 
fion,  I  found  the  ideas  fo  great  and  numerous,  that 
1  judged  them  more  proper  for  the  warmth  of  an 
ode,  than  for  any  other  fort  of  poetry  :  I  therefore 
fet  Horace  before  me  for  a  pattern,  and  particu 
larly  his  famous  ode,  the  fourth  of  the  fourth 
book, 

"  Qualem  miniftrum  fulminis  alitem,"  &c. 

•which  he  wrote  in  praife  of  Drufus  after  his  expe 
dition  into  Germany,  and  of  Auguftus  upon  his 
liappy  choice  of  that  general.  And  in  the  fol 
lowing  poem,  though  I  have  endeavoured  to  imi 
tate  all  the  great  ftrokes  of  that  ode,  I  have  taken 
the  liberty  to  go  off  from  it,  and  to  add  varioufly, 
as  the  fubjeft  and  my  own  imagination  carried  me. 
As  to  the  ftyle,  the  choke  I  made  of  following  the 
ode  in  Latin,  determined  me  in  Englifh  to  the 
ftanza;  and  herein  it  wasimpoffible  not  to  have  a 
mind  to  follow  our  great  countryman  Spenfer ; 
which  I  have  done  (as  well  nt  leaft  as  I  could)  in 
the  manner  of  my  expreffion,  and  the  turn  of  my 
number :  having  only  added  one  vcrfe  to  his 
ftanza,  which  {  th(  u«ht  made  the  number  more 
harmonious;  and  avoided  fuch  of  his  words  as  I 
found  too  obfolete.  I  have,  however,  retained 
fome  few  of  them,  to  make  the  colouring  look 
more  like  Spenfer's.  lid^/l,  a nr  ./  nr. 

my  ;  prf!i;f,,  :*rength  ;  I  «.-,-/,  I  know  ;  I  tvc.,:,  \ 
think  ;  -wLilcm,  heretofore  ;  :ird  two  or  three  more 
of  that  kind,  which  1  hope  the  ladies  will  pardon 
me,  and  not  judge  my  mufe  Icfj  haadfoine,  though 
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for  once  fhe  appears  in  a  farthingale.  1  fcare  alfdi 
in  Spenfer's  manner,  uled  Ca-far  for  the  emperor, 
Boya  for  Bavaria,  Bavara  for  that  prince,  Ifter  for 
Danube,  Jbtria  for  Spain,  &c. 

That  noble  part  of  the  ode  which  I  juft  now 
mentioned, 

"  Gens,  qrx  cremato  fortis  ab  Ilio 
"  Ja&ata  T ufcis  aquoribus,  &c. 

where  Horace  praifcs  the  Romans  as  being  d»- 
fccnded  from  JEatas,  I  have  turned  to  the  honour 
of  the.  Britifh  nation,  defcended  from  Brute,  like- 
wife  a  Tr.tj«ui.  That  this  Brute,  fourth  or  fifth 
from  T^n^,  fettled  in  England,  and  built  Lon 
don,  which  it  called  Troja  Nova,  or  Troynovante, 
is  a  ftory  which  (I  think)  ewes  its  original,  if  not 
to  Geoffry  of  Monmouth,  at  Icaft  to  the  Monkifh 
writers ;  yet  it  not  rejected  by  our  great  Cam- 
den  ;  and  is  told  by  Milton,  as  if  (at  leaft)  he  waa 
pleafed  with  it,  though  poffibly  he  does  not  believe 
it  :  however,  it  carries  a  poetical  authority,  which 
is  fufficient  for  our  purpofe.  It  is  as  certain  that 
Brute  came  into  England,  as  that  jEneas  went  into 
Italy;  arid,  upon  the  fuppofition  of  thefe  facts, 
Virgil  wrote  the  beft  potm  that  the  world  ever 
read,  and  Spenfer  paid  Quten  Elizabeth  the  great- 
ell  compliment. 

I  need  not  obviate  one  piece  of  criticifm,  that  i 
bring  my  hero 

"  From  burning  Troy,and  Xanthus  red  with  blood : 

whereas  he  was  not  born  when  that  city  was  de, 
ftrpyed.  Virgil,  in  the  cafe  of  his  own  j£«ea»  re 
lating  to  Dido,  will  ftand  as  a  fufficient  proof", 
that  a  man  in  his  poetical  capacity  is  not  account 
able  for  a  little  fault  in  chronology. 

My  two  great  examples,  Horace  and  Spenfer, 
in  many  things  refemble  each  other  :  both  have  a 
height  of  imagination,  and  a  majeftyof  expreffion, 
in  ciefcribir.g  the  fublime  ;  and  both  know  to  tem 
per  thofe  talents,  and  fweeten  the  defcription,  fo 
as  to  make,  it  lovely  as  well  as  pompous :  both, 
have  equally  tbat  agreeable  manner  of  mixir.g 
morality  with  their  ftory,  and  that  Curi'  fc  Felici- 
tas  in  the  choice  of  thtir  diction,  which  every 
writer  aims  at,  and  fo  very  few  have  reached  : 
both  are  particularly  fine  in  their  images,  and 
knowing  in  their  numbers.  Leaving  therefore 
our  two  matters  to  the  confideration  and  ftudy  oi 
thofe  who  defign  to  excel  in  poetry,  I  only  beg 
leave  to  add,  that  it  is  long  fince  1  have  (or  at  leaft 
ought  to  have)  quitted  i'arnaffus,  and  all  the 
flowery  roads  <  n  that  fide  the  country;  though  I 
thought  n.yfelf  indiipenfably  obliged,  upon  the 
prefent  occafion,  to  take  a  little  journey  iiuo  thofe 
p^rts. 


WHEN  great  Auguftus  govern'd  ancient  Rome, 
And  fent  his  conquering  bands  to  foreign  wars; 
Abroad  when  dreadtd,  and  belov'd  at  home, 
Hefaw  his  fcnjc  incrcafirg  with  his  year*; 


POEM   s. 


Horace,  great  bard  !  (fo  fate  ordain'd)  arofe, 
And,  bold  as  were  his  countrymen  in  tight, 
Snatch'd  their  fair  actions  from  degrading  profe, 
And  fet  their  battles  in  eternal  light  : 
High  as  their  trumpets  tune  his  lyre  he  fining, 
And  with  his  prince's  arms  he  moraliz'd  his  fong. 
n. 

When  brijrht  Eliza  rul'd  Britannia's  (late, 
Widely  diftributing  her  high  commands, 
And  boldly  wile,  and  fortunately  great, 
Freed  the  glad  nations  from  tyrannic  bands; 
An  equal  genius  was  in  Spenfer  found ; 
To  the  high  theme  he  nvatch'd  his  noble  lays  : 
He  travel'd  England  o'er  on  fairy  ground, 
In  myftic  notes  to  fing  his  monarch's  praife : 
Reciting  wondrous  truths  in  pleafing  dreams, 
He  deck'd  Eliza's  head  with  Gloriana's  beams, 
in. 

But,  greateft  Anna  !  while  thy  arms  purfue 
Paths  of  renown,  and  climb  afcents  of  fame, 
Which  nor  Atiguftus,  nor  Eliza  knew  ; 
What  poet  (hall  be  found  to  fing  thy  name  ? 
What  numbers  (hall  record,  what  tongue  (hall  fay, 
Thy  wars  on  land,  thy  triumphs  on  the  main  ? 
O  faireft  model  of  imperial  fway  ! 
What  equal  pen  fhall  write  thy  wondrous  reign  ? 
Who  (hall  attempts  and  feats  of  arms  rehearle, 
Hor  yet  by  (lory  told,  nor  parallel'd  by  verfe  ? 

IV. 

Me  all  too  mean  for  fuch  a  talk  I  weet  : 
Yet,  if  the  Sovereign  lady  deigns  to  fmile, 
J'll  follow  Horace  with  impetuous  heat, 
And  clothe  the  verfe  in  Spenfer's  native  ftyle. 
By  thefe  examples  rightly  taught  to  fing, 
And  fmit  with  pleafure  of  my  country's  praife, 
Stretching  the  plumes  of  an  uncommon  wing, 
High  as  Olympus  I  my  flight  will  raife  ; 
And  lateft  times  (hall  in  my  numbers  read     [deed. 
Anna's  immortal  fame,  and  Marlborough's  hardy 
v. 

As  the  flrong  eagle  in  the  filent  wood, 
Mindlefs  of  warlike  rage  and  hoftile  care, 
Plays  round  the  rocky  cliff  or  cryftal  flood, 
Till  by  Jove's  high  behefts  calPd  out  to  war, 
And  charg'd  with  thunder  of  his  angry  king, 
His  bofom  with  the  vengeful  meffage  glows; 
Upward  the  noble  bird  directs  his  wing, 
And,  towering  round  his  matter's  earth-born  foes, 
Swift  he  collects  his  fatal  (lock  of  ire, 
Lifts  his  fierce  talon  high,  and  darts  the  forked  fire. 

VI. 

Sedate  and  calm  thus  victor  Marlborough  fate, 
Shaded  with  laurels,  in  his  native  land, 
Till  Anna  calls  him  from  his  foft  retreat, 
And  gives  her  fecond  thunder  to  his  hand. 
Then,  leaving  fweet  repofc  and  gentle  cafe, 
With  ardent  fpeed  he  feeks  the  diftant  foe  ; 
Marching  o'er  hills  and  vales,  o'er  rocks  and  feas, 
He  meditates,  and  ftrikes  the  wondrous  blow. 
Our  thought  flies  flower  than  our  general's  fame  : 
Grafps  he  the  holt  ?  we  aflc — when  he  has  hurl'd 
the  flame. 

VII. 

When  fierce  Bavar  on  Judoign's  fpacious  plain 

Did  from  afar  the  BritiJU  chief  behold, 


Betwixt  defpair,  and  rage ,  and  hope,  and  pain, 
Something  within  his  warring  bolom  roll'd  : 
He  views  that  favourite  of  indulgent  fame, 
Whom  whilom  he  had  met  on  liter's  ftore ; 
Too  well,  alas!  the  man  he  knows  the  fame, 
Whofc  prowefs  there  repdl'd  the  Boyan  power, 
And   fent  them  trembling  through  the  frighted 
lands,  [land*. 

Swifc  as  the  whirlwind  drives  Arabia's  fcattcr'd 

vni. 

His  former  lofles  he  forgets  to  grieve  : 
Abfolves  his  fate,  if  with  a  kinder  ray 
It  now  would  fliin?,  and  only  give  him  leave 
To  balance  the  account  of  Blenheim's  day. 
So  the  fell  lion  in  the  lonely  glade, 
His  fide  (till  fmaiting  with  the  hunter's  fpear, 
Though  deeply  wounded,  no  way  yet  difmay'd, 
Roars  terrible,  and  meditates  new  war; 
In  fullen  fury  traverfes  the  plain, 
To  find  the  venturous  foe,  and  battle  him  again. 

IX.  t 

Mifguided  prince,  no  longer  urge  thy  fate, 
Nor  tempt  the  hero  to  unequal  war  ; 
Fam'd  in  misfortune,  and  in  ruin  great, 
Confefs  the  force  of  Marlborough's  ilronger  (tar, 
Thofe  laurel  groves  (the  merits  of  thy  youth), 
Which  thou  from  Mahomet  didft  greatly  gain, 
While,  bold  affertor  of  refifllcfs  truth, 
Thy  (word  did  godlike  liberty  maintain, 
Muft  from  thy  brow  their  falling  honours  fhed, 
And  their  traufplanted  wreaths  muft  deck  a  \vor-. 
thier  head. 

r. 

Yet  ceafe  the  ways  of  Providence  to  blame. 
And  human  faults  with  human  grief  confefs ; 
'Tis  thou  art  chang'd,  while  Heaven  is  ftill  the 

fame ; 

From  thy  ill  councils  date  thy  ill  fuccefs. 
Impartial  jultice  holds  her  equal  fcales, 
Till  fhonger  virtue  does  the  weight  incline: 
It  over  thee  thy  glorious  foe  prevails, 
He  now  defends  the  caufe  that  once  was  thine. 
Righteous  the  war,  tde  champion  (hall  iubdue; 
For  Jove's  great  handmaid  Power  muft  Jove's  de 
crees  purfue. 

XI. 

Hark1,  the  dire  trumpets  found  their  (brill  alarms! 
Auvcrquerque,.bianch'd  from  the  renown'd  Naf- 

>     faus, 

Hoary  in  war,  and  bent  beneath  his  arms, 
His  glorious  fword  with  dauntlefs  courage  draws. 
When  auxious  Britain  mourn'd  her  parting  lord, 
And  all  of  William  that  was  moital  died; 
The  faithful  hero  had  receiv'd  this  fword 
From  his  expiring  rr.after'i.  much-lov'd  fide. 
Ot't'  from  his  fatal  ire  ha*  Louis  flown, 
Where'er  great  William  led,  or  Macfe  and  Sambro 


But  brandifh'd  high,  in  an  ill-omen'd  hour 
To  thee,  proud  Gaul,  behold  thy  juflelt  fear, 
The  mafter-fword,  difpofer  of  thy  power  : 
'Tis  that  which  Csefar  gave  the  Britifh  peer. 
He  took  the  gift :  Nor  ever  will  I  iheathe 
This  deed  (fo  Anna's  high  behtfts  ordain) 


THE   WORKS   OF   FRIOR; 


The  general  faid,  urflefs  by  glorious  death 
Abfolv'd,  till  conqueft  has  confirm'd  your  reign. 
Returns  like  thefe  our  miftrefs  bids  us  make, 
When  from  a  foreign  prince  a  gift  her  Britons  take 

XIII. 

And  now  fierce  Gallia  rufties  en  her  foes, 
Her  force  augmented  by  the  Buyan  bands; 
So  Volga's  ftream,  incrtas'd  by  mountain  fnow*, 
Rolls  with  new  fury  down  through  Ruflia's  lauds 
Like  two  great  rocks  againft  the  raging  tide 
(If  virtue's  force  with  nature'?  we  compare), 
XJnmov'd  the  two  united  chiefs  abide, 
Suflain  the  impulfe,  and  receive  the  war. 
Round  their  firm  fides  in  vain  the  tempeft  heats , 
And  ftill  the  foaming  wave  with  leffen'd  power 
retreats. 

xiv. 

The  rage  difpers'd,  the  glorious  pair  advance, 
With  mingled  anger  and  collected  might, 
To  turn  the  war,  and  tell  aggreflkig  trance, 
How  Britain's  fons  and  Britain's  friends  can  fight. 
On  c<  uqueit  fix'd,  and  covetous  of  fame, 
Beh<  Ki  thim  rufhing  through  the  Gallic  hoft  : 
Through  ftandii  g  corn  fo  runs  the  fudden  flame, 
Or  <eafterii  winds  aljng  Sicilia's  coaft. 
T>h(.y  deal  their  terrors  to  the  adverfe  nation  : 
Pale  death  attends  their  arms,  and  ghaitly  defola- 
tioru 

IV, 

But  while  with  fierceft  ire  Bdlona  glows, 
And  Europe  rather  hopes  than  fears  her  fate; 
While  Britain  preffes  her  afflicted  foes; 
What  horror  damps  the  ftn.ng,  and  quells  the  great! 
Whence  loi  k  the  ioidiers'  checks  difmay'd  ajiid 

pale  ? 

Jrft  ever  dreadful,  know  they  now  to  dread? 
The  holtile  troops,  I  ween,  atmoft  prevail ; 
And  the  purfucrs  unly  not  recede. 
Alas  .  their  Icflen'd  rage  proclaims  their  grief  ! 
Fur,  anxious,  lo  .  they  cruwd  around  their  falling 
chief. 

XVI, 

I  thank  thee,  fate,  exclaims  the  fieree  Bavar; 
lirt  Boya's  trumpet  grateful  16's found  : 
I  faw  him  fall,  their  thunderbolt  of  war  :— 
JLvt  r  to  vengeance  (acred  be  the  ground  — 
Ysin  wifh  .   flioit  joy  !  the  hero  mounts  again 
In  g-eater  glory,  anu  with  fuller  light : 
The  evening  ftar  lo  falls  into  the  main, 
T.  rife  at  morn  more  prevalently  bright. 
He  riles  lafe,  but  near,  too  neaj  his  fide, 
A  good  man's  grievous  loft,  a  faithful  fervant  died, 
xvii 

Propitious  Mars     the  battle  is  regain'd  : 
The  <oe  with  It-fleii'd  wrath  difputes  the  field  : 
The  Bri.cn  fight*,  by  favouring  god*  fufiain'd  : 
Jxcedi  m  mult  live;  and  lawkls power  mult  yield. 
Vain  ii'. w  the  rales  whici    tabling  poets  tell, 
Thai  wavering  c<.i;queft  Ihll  udires  to  rove! 
In   Mailborongh't   tamp    the    goddcis   knows  to 

dwell  : 

J^oup  as>  the  hem's  life  remains  her  love. 
Agaii    friaiice  flits,  again  the  duke  purfues, 
And  on  Ramuia's  plains  he  JJlcnhtiai's  lame  re- 


XVITT. 


Great  thanks,  O  captain  great  in  arms !  receive 
From  thy  triumphant  country's  public  voice  : 
Thy  country  greater  thanks  can  only  give 
To  Anne,  to  her  who  made  thofe  arm*  her  choice. 
Recording  Schellenberg's  and  Blenheim's  toils, 
We  dreaded  left  thuu  fhould'ft  thofe  toils  repeat  : 
We  view'd  the  palace  charg'd  with  Gallic  fpoiU, 
And  in  thofe  fpoils  we  thought  thy  praife  complete. 
For  never  Greek  we  deem'd,  nor  Roman  knight, 
In  chara&eiB  like  thele  did  e'er  bis  ads  indite. 

zix. 

Yet,,  mindkfs  /till  of  eafe,  thy  virtue  flies 
A  pitch  to  old  and  modern  times  .unknown  : 
Thofe  goodly  deeds  which  we  fo  highly  prize 
Impcrfed  feem,  great  chief,  to  thee  alone,     [ftaid, 
Thofe  heights,  where  William's  virtue  might  have 
And  on  the  fubjedt  world  look'd  lafely  down, 
By  Majlborough  pafs'd,  the  props  and  fteps  were 

-    made 

Sublimer  yet  to  raife  his  queen's  renown  : 
Still  gaining  more,  ftill  flighting  what  he  gain'd, 
Nought  done  the  hero  deenj'd  while  aught  undone 
reniain'd. 

xs. 

Whenfwift-wing'd  rumour  told  the  mighty  Gaul,, 
How  leffen'd  from  the  field  Bavar  was  fled  ; 
He  vrept  the  fwiftnefs  of  the  champion's  fall  j 
And  thus  the  royal  treaty-breaker  laid  : 
And  live*  he  yet,  the  greut,  the  loft  Bavar, 
Ruin  to  Gallia  in  the  name  of  friend  ? 
fell  me,  how  far  has  fortune  been  fcvere  ? 
Has  the  foe's  glory,  or  our  grief,  an  end  ? 
Remains  there,  of  the  fifty  thouland  loft,     [coaft  ? 
I'o  lave  our  threatened  realm,  or  guard  our  Qiatter'4 

XXI. 

To  the  clofe  rock  the  frighted  raven  flies, 
Six>n  as  the  riling  eagle  cuts  the  air: 
The  fhaggy  wolf  unleen  and  trembling  lies, 
When  the  hoarfe  roar  proclaims  the  lion  near. 
11-ftarr'd  did  we  our  foxts  and  line*  forfake, 
I'o  dare  our  Britifh  foes  to  open  fight : 
Our  concjueft  we  by  ftratagem  (hould  make  : 
)ur  triumph  had  been  founded  in  our  flight. 
Tis  ours  by  craft  and  by  furprife  to  gain  : 
Tis  theirs,  to  meet  in  arms,  and  battle  in  the  plain, 

xxi  i. 

The  ancient  father  of  this  hoftile  brood, 
Their  boalted  Brute,  undaunted  fnatch'd  his  gods 
"rooi  burning  Troy,  and  Xanthus  red  with  blood, 
And  fix'd  on  filver  Thames  his  dire  abodes  : 
And  this  be  Troynovante,  he  faid,  the  feat 
ly  Heaven  ordain'd,  my  fons,  your  lading  place  : 
uptrior  here  t<   all  the  bolts  of  late 
-ive,  mindful  of  the  author  of  your  race. 
Whom  neither  Gteece,  nor  war,  nor  want,  nor 
flame,  [tame, 

jr  great  Pelides'  arm,  nor  Juno's  rage,  could 

XX1I1. 

Their  Tudor»  hence,  and  Stuarts  offspring  flow: 
ience  Edward,  dreadful  with  his  luble  ihicld, 
'albot  to  Gallia's  power  eternal  foe, 

nd  Seymour,  fam'd  in  council  or  in  field  : 
ience  Nevil,  great  to  fettle  or  dethrone, 

iid  Prakc,  apd  Ca'adifh,  terrors  d  the  fea  : 


POEMS. 


Hence  Butler's  fon«,  o'er  land  and  ocean  known, 
Herbert's  and  Churchill's  warring  progeny  : 
Hence  the  long  roll  which  Gallia  mould  conceal  : 
For,  oh  !  who,  vanquifh'd,  loves  the  vitilor'»  fame 
to  tell? 

xxiy. 

Envy'd  Britannia,  fturdy  as  the  oak, 
Which  on  her  mountain  top  ftie  proudly  bears, 
Eludes  the  ax,  and  fprout?  againft  the  ftrr,ke ; 
Strong  from  her  wounds,  and  greater  by  her  wars. 
And   as   thofe   teeth,    which   Cadmus   fow'd   in 

earth, 

Produc'd  new  youth,  and  furnifti'd  frefh  fupplies  : 
So  with  young  vigour,  arid  Succeeding  birth, 
Her  loffes  more  than  recompens'd  anfe  ; 
And  every  age  fhc  with  a  race  is  crpwn'd, 
Tor  letters  more  polite,  in  battles  more  ren.own'd. 
xxv. 

Obftinate  power,  whom  nothing  can  repel; 
Not  the  fierce  Saxon,  nor  the  cruel  Pane, 
Nor  deep  imprefiion  of  the  Norman  fleel, 
Nor  Europe's  force  amals'd  by  envious  Spain. 
Nor  France  on  univerfai  fway  intent, 
Oft'  breaking  leagues,  and  oft"  renewing  wars; 
Nor  (frequent  bane  of  weaken'd  government) 
Their  own  intestine  ftuds  and  mutual  jars  : 
Thofe  feuds  and  jars,  m  which  1  truiled  more, 
Thau  in  my  troops,  and  fleets,  and  all  the  Gallic 
power. 

xxvj. 

To  fruitful  Rheims,  or  fair  Lutetia's  gate, 
What  tkliiigs  fhaii  the  meffenger  convey  ? 
Shall  the  loud  herald  our  fuccels  relate, 
Or  mitred  pneft  appoint  the  folem.i  day  ? 
Alas     my  praifes  they  no  more  muft  fing ; 
They  to  my  ftatue  now  muft  bow  no  more  : 
Broken,  repuls'd  is  their  immortal  king  : 
Ifaii'u,  fall'ii  for  ever,  is  the  Gallic  power. — • 
The  woman  chief  is  matter  of  the  war  : 
Earth  Ihe  has  freed  by  arms,  and  vauquifh'd  Hca^ 
ven  by  prayer. 

XXVII. 

While  thus  the  ruin'd  foe's  defpair  commends 
Thy  council  and  thy  deed,  victorious  queen, 
What  fhall  thy  fubjc&s  fay,  and  what  thy  friends? 
How  fhall  thy  triumphs  in  our  joy  be  feen  ? 
Oh  !  deign  to  let  the  eldeft  of  the  nine 
Recite  Britannia  great,  and  Gallia  free  : 
Oh  !  with  her  fifter  Sculpture  let  her  jojn 
To  raife,  great  Anne,  the  monument  to  thee ; 
To  thec,  of  all  our  good  the  facred  fpring  ; 
To  thee,  our  deareft  dread;    to  thee,  our  fofter 
king. 

xxvm. 

Let  Europe  fav'd  the  column  high  ere6t, 
Than  Trojan's  higher,  or  than  Antonine's  ; 
Where  fernbiing  art  may  carve  the  fair  effc& 
And  full  atchipvement  of  ihy  great  dcfigns. 
In  a  calm  heaven,  and  a  ferener  air, 
Sublime  the  queen  (hall  on  the  fummit  ftand, 
From  danger  far,  as  far  remov'd  from  fear, 
And  pointing  down  to  earth  her  dread  command. 
All  winds,  all  florms,  that  threaten  human  woe, 
$hall  fink  beneath  her  feet,  and  fpread  their  rage 
below. 


XXIX. 


Their  fleets  fhall  drive,  by  winds  and  waters  toft, 
Till  the  young  Auftrian  on  Iberia's  ttrand, 
Great  as  .^Eneas  ou  the  l.atian  coaft, 
Shall  fix  his  foot :  and  this,  be  this  rhe  land, 
Great  Jove,  where  1  for  ever  will  remain, 
(The  empire's  other  hope  fhall  fay)  and  here 
Vanquifh'd,  intomb'd   I'll  lie;    or,  crown'd,  F]j 

reign — 

O  virtue  to  thy  Britifh  mother  dear ! 
Like  the  fam'd  Trojan  iuffcr  and  abide ; 
For  Anne  is  thine,  I  ^veeii,  as  Venus  was  his  guide, 

XXX. 

There,  in  eternal  characters  engrav'd, 
Vigo,  and  Gibraltar,  and  Barcelosie, 
Their  f-jice  do   roy'c,  their  privileges  fav'd, 
Shall  Anna's  terrors  and  her  mercies  own  : 
Spain,  from  th'  ul'urper  Bourbon's  a;-ms  retriev*<L 
Shall  with  new  life  and  grateful  joy  ai  pear, 
Numbering  the  wonder*  which  that  yoiuhatchiev'd. 
Whom  Anna  clad  in  arms,  and  let  to  war; 
Whom  Anna  lent  to  claim  Iberia's  throne  ; 
And  made  him  more  than  king,  jn  calling  him 


her  fon. 


XXXI- 


There  Ifter,  pleas'd  by  Blenheim's  glorious  field. 
Rolling  (hall  bid  his  eaftern  waves  declare 
Gtrmania  I'.v'd  by  Britain's  ample  ihic.d, 
And  bleeding  Gaul  afflicted  by  her  fpear ; 
Shall  bid  them  mention  Marlborough  on  that  fhore 
Leading  his  iflauders,  renown'o  in  arms, 
Tim  ugh  climes,  where  never  Britifh  chief  before 
Or  pitch'd  his  camp,  or  founded  his  alarms ; 
Shall   bid  them  blcfs  the  queen,  who  made  his 

ftreams  [  Thames. 

Glorious  as  thofe  of  Boyne,  and  fafe  as  thofe  of 

xxxn. 
Brabantia,  dad  with  fields,  and  crown'd  with 

towers, 

With  decent  joy  fhall  her  deliverer  nic-et;  \ 
Shall  own  thy  arms,  great  queen,  and  blefs  thy 

pmvtrs, 

Laying  the  keys  beneath  thy  iubje&'s  feet. 
Fiandria,  by  plenty  made  the  home  of  war, 
Shall  weep  her  crime,  and  bow  to  Charles  reftor'd  j 
With  double  vows  fliall  blefs  thy  happy  care, 
In  having  drawn,  aiU  having  fhcath'd  the  fword  ; 
From  thefe  their  filler  provinces  lhali  know, 
How  Anne  fupporu  a   friend,  and  how  forgive* 

a  foe. 

XXXIII. 

Bright  fwords,  and  crefted  helms,  and  pointed 

fpears, 

In  artful  piles  around  the  work  fball  lie ; 
And  fhields  indented  deep  in  ancient  war*, 
Blazon'd  with  figns  of  Gallic  heraldry  ; 
And  ftandards  with  diftinguiuVd  honours  bright. 
Murks  of  high  power  and  national  command, 
Which  Valois'  fons,  and  Bourbon's,  bo^-e  in  fight, 
Or  gave  to  Foix',  or  Montmorancy's  hand  : 
Great  fpoils,  which  Gallia  muft  to  Britain  yield, 
From  Crefly's  battle  fav'd  to  grace  Ramilia's  field* 

XXXIV. 

And,  as  fine  art  the  Ipaces  may  difpofe, 
The  knowing  ;hought  and.  cw:iou»  eye  fhall  ft* 
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Thy  emblem,  gracious  queen,  the  Britifli  rofe, 
Type  of  fweet  rule  and  gentle  majefty  : 
The  northern  thiftle,  whom  no  hoftile  hand 
Unhurt  too  rudely  may  provoke,  I  ween ; 
Hibernia's  harp,  device  of  her  command, 
And  parent  of  her  mirth,  fliatl  there  be  feen  : 
Thy  vanquifh'd  lilies,  France,  dccay'd  and  torn, 
6hail  with  diforder'd  pomp  the  lafting  work  adorn. 

xxxv. 

Beneath,  great  queen,  oh  !  very  far  beneath, 
Next  to  the  ground  and  on  the  humble  bafe, 
To  fave  herfelf  from  darknefs  and  from  death, 
That  mufe  defires  the  laft,  the  loweft  place ; 
Who,  though  unmeet,  yet  touch'd  the  trembling 

firing, 

for  the  fair  fame  of  Anne  and  Albion's  land, 
Who  durft  of  war  and  martial  fury  fing; 
And  when  thy  will,  and  when  thy  fubjeft's  hand, 
Had  quell'd  thofe  wars,  and  bid  that  fury  ceafe, 
Hangs  up  her  grateful  harp  to  conqneft,  and  to 
pepce. 


HER  RIGHT  NAME. 

As  Nancy  at  her  toilet  fat, 
Admiring  this,  and  blaming  that, 
Tell  me,  fhefaid;  but  tell  me  true; 
The  nymph  who  could  your  heart  fubdue. 
What  fort  ef  charms  does  fhe  poffefs  ? 
Abfolve  me,  fair-one ;  I'll  confefs 
With  pleafure,  I  reply'd.     Her  hair, 
In  ringlets  rather  dark  than  fair, 
J)oes  down  her  ivory  bofom  roll, 
And,  hiding  half,  adorns  the  whole. 
In  her  high  forehead's  fair  half  round 
Love  fits  in  open  triumph  crown'd  : 
He  in  the  dimple  of  her  chin, 
In  private  {late,  by  friends  is  feen. 
Her  eyes  are  neither  black  nor  gray ; 
Nor  fierce  nor  feeble  is  their  ray  ; 
Their  dubious  luftre  feems  to  (how 
Something  that  fpeaks  nor  yes,  nor  no. 
Her  lips  no  living  bard,  I  vveet, 
May  fay,  how  red,  how  round,  how  fweet ; 
Old  Homer  only  could  indite 
Their  vagrant  grace  and  foft  delight : 
They  (land  recorded  in  his  book, 
When  Helen  fmil'd,  and  Hebe  (poke— 
The  gipfey,  turning  to  her  glafs, 
Too  plainly  fhow'd  flie  knew  the  face ; 
And  which  am  I  moil  like,  fhe  faid, 
Your  Cloe,  or  your  nut-brown  maid  ? 


CANTATA. 

SET    BY    MONSIEUR    GALt.IARD. 
RECIT. 

BENEATH  a  verdant  laurel's  ample  (hade, 
His  lyre  to  mournful  numbers  ftrung, 
Horace,  immortal  bard,  fupinely  laid, 
To  Venus  thus  addrels'd  the  fong  ; 


Ten  thoufand  little  Lores  around, 
Liftcning,  dwelt  on  every  found. 

AR1ET. 

Potent  Venus,  bid  thy  fon 

Sound  no  more  his  dire  alarms. 
Youth  on  filent  wings  is  flown  : 
Graver  years  come  rolling  on. 
Spare  my  age,  unfit  for  arms : 
Safe  and  humble  let  me  reft, 
From  all  amorous  care  releas'd. 
Potent  Venus,  bid  thy  fon 

Sound  no  more  his  dire  alarm;. 

RECIT. 

Yet,  Venus,  why  do  I  each  morn  prepare 
The  fragrant  wreath  for  doe's  hair  ? 
Why  do  I  all  day  lament  and  figh, 
Unlefs  the  beauteous  maid  be  nigh  ? 
And  why  all  night  purfue  her  in  my  dreams, 
Through  flowery  meads  and  cryflal  (1  reams  ? 
Thus  fung  Uie  bard;  and  thus  the  goddefs  fpoke  $ 
Submiffive  bow  to  love's  imperious  yoke: 

Every  ftate,  and  every  age, 
Shall  own  my  rule,  and  fear  my  rage  : 
Compell'd  by  me,  thy  mufe  (hall  prove, 
That  ill  the  world  was  born  to  love. 

ARIET. 

Bid  thy  deflin'd  lyre  difcover 

Soft  defire  and  gentle  pain  : 
Often  praife,  and  always  love  her  : 

Through  her  ear,  her  heart  obtain. 
Verfe  {hall  pleafe,  and  fighs  (hall  move  her; 

Cupid  does  with  Phabus  reign. 


LINES  WRITTEN  IN  AN  OVID : 

A    TRANSLATION    FROM    TUB    FRENCH. 

OVID  is  the  fureft  guide 

You  can  name,  to  (how  the  way 
To  any  woman,  maid,  or  bride, 

Who  refolyes  to  go  aftray. 


v         A  TRUE  MAID. 

No,  no  ;  for  my  virginity, 

When  I  lofe  that,  lays.  Rofe,  I'll  die  ; 
Behind  the  elms,  laft  night,  cry'd  Dick, 

Rofe,  were  you  not  extremely  fick  ? 


ANOTHER. 

TEN  months  after  Florimel  happened  to  wed, 
And  was  brought  in  a  laudable  manner  to  bed, 
iihc  warbl'd  her  groans  with  fo  charming  a  voice, 
That  one  half  u(  the  parilh  was  ftunu'd  with  the 

noife. 

But,  when  Florimel  deign'd  to  lie  privately  in, 
Ten  mouths  before  fhe  ur.d  her  Jpoule  werca-kin; 


POEMS, 
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She  chofc  with  fuch  prudence  her  pangs  to  conceal, 
That  her  nurfe,  nay   her  midwife,  fcarce  heard 

her  once  fqueal. 
Learn,  hufbands,  from   hence,  for   the  peace   of 

your  lives,  [wives. 

That  maids  make   not   half  fuch   a    tumult    as 


A  REASONABLE  AFFLICTION. 

ON  his  death-bed  poor  Lubin  lies; 

His  fpoufe  is  in  defpair  : 
With  frequent  fobs,  and  mutual  cries, 

They  both  exprefs  their  care. 

A  different  caufe,  fays  parfon  Sly, 
The  fame  effect  may  give  : 

Poor  Lubin  fears  that  he  fliall  die; 
His  wife,  that  he  may  live. 


ANOTHER.  REASONABLE  AFFLICTION. 

FROM  her  own  native  France  as  old  Alifon  paft, 
t>he  reproach'd  Englifh  Nell  with  neglect  or  with 

malice, 

That  the  flattern  had  left,  in  the  hurry  and  hafte, 
Her  lady's  complexion  and  eye-brbws  at  Calais. 


ANOTHER. 

HER  eye-hrow-box  one  morning  loft, 
(The  beft  of  folks  are  oftenefl.  croft) 
Sad  Helen  thus  to  Jenny  laid 
(Her  carelefs  but  afflidled  maid), 
Put  me  to  bed  then,  wretched  Jane ; 
Alas !  when  fhall  I  rife  again  ? 
I  can  behold  no  mortal  now : 
For  what's  an  eye  without  a  brow  ? 


ON  THE  SAME  SUBJECT. 

IN  a  dark  corner  of  the  houfe 

Poor  Helen  fits,  and  fobs,  and  cries  ; 
She  will  not  fee  her  loving  fpoufe, 
Nor  her  more  dear  picquet  allies  : 
Unlefs  flie  find  her  eye  brows, 
fchc'll  e'en  weep  out  her  eyes. 


ON  THE  SAME. 

HELEN  was  juft  flipt  into  bed  : 
Her  eye-brows  on  the  toilet  lay ; 

Away  the  kitten  with  them  fled, 
As  fees  belonging  to  her  prey. 

For 'this  misfortune  carelefs  Jane, 
Aflure  yourfelf,  was  lowdly  rated  : 

And  madam  getting  up  again, 
With  her  own  hand  the  moufc-trap  baitedt 


On  little  things,  as  fages  write, 
Depends-our  human  joy  or  forrow ' 

If  we  don't  catch  a  moufe  to-night, 
Alas!  n»  eye-brows  for  to-morrow. 


PHYLLIS'S  AGE. 

i 

How  old  may  Phyllis  be,  you  alk, 
Whofe  beauty  thus  all  hearts  engage* 

To  aniwer  is  no  eafy  talk : 
For  QIC  has  really  two  ages. 

Stiff  in  brocade,  and  pinch'd  in  ftays, 
Her  patches,  paint,  and  jewels  on  j 

All  day  let  envy  view  her  face, 
And  Phyllis  is  but  twenty-one. 

Paint,  patches,  jewels  laid  afide, 
At  night  aftronomers  agree, 

The  evening  has  the  day  bely'd ; 
And  Phyllis  is  fome  forty-three, 


FORMA  BONUM  FRAGILE. 

WHAT  a  frail  thing  is  beauty  !    fays  Baron  Id 

Cras, 
Perceiving  his  miftrefs  had  one  eye  of  glafs  : 

And  fcarcely  had  he  fpoke  it, 
When  fhe  more  confus'd,  as  more  angry  me  grew, 
By  a  negligent  rage  prov'd  the  maxim  too  true  ; 

She  dropt  the  eye,  and  broke  it. 


AN  EPIGRAM. 

WRITTEN    TO    THE    DUKE    DE    NOAILLE3. 

VAIN  the  concern  which  you  exprefs, 
That  uncall'd  Alard  will  poffefs 

Your  houfe  and  coach,  both  day  and  night. 
And  that  Macbeth  was  haunted  lefs 

By  Banquo's  reftlefs  fpright. 

With  fifteen  thoufand  pounds  a-year, 
Do  you  complain,  you  cannot  bear 

An  ill,  you  may  fo  foon  retrieve  ? 
Good  Alard,  faith,  is  modefter 

By  much  than  you  believe. 

Lend  him  but  fifty  Louis-d'or  ; 
And  yuu  fhall  never  fee  him  more  : 

Take  the  advice  ;  probation  efl. 
Why  do  the  gods  indulge  our  ftore, 

But  to  fccure  our  reft  ? 


EPILOGUE 
TO  SMITH'S  PHJEDRA  AND  UIFPOLYTU*, 

Spuken  by  Mrs.  OltlfielJ,    who  ailed  Jfmena, 

LADIES,  to-night  your  pity  I  implore 
For  one,  who  never  troubled  you  before,; 
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An  Oxford  matij  extremely  read  !n  Greek, 
Who  from  Euripides  makes  PhseJra  fpeak; 
And  comes  to  t»wn  to  l<,t  u«  iri-c'er.s  know, 
How  women  lov'd  two  th(<ul«.nO  yeirs  ago. 

If  that  be  all,  faid  1,  e'tu  burn  your  |.lay  : 
Egad  !   we  know  all  tha?  as  \\eli  as  rhey  • 
Shew  ns  the  youthful,  handforne  charioteer, 
Firm  in  his  feat,  and  running:  his  career; 
Our  fouls  would  kindle  with  as  generous  flames, 
As  e'er  infpir'd  the  aricicnt  Grecian  dames : 
Every  Ilmeria  would  refign  her  bread  ; 
And  every  dear  H'ippolytus  be  bleft. 

But.  as  it  is,  fix  flouncing  Flanders  mares 
Are  e'en  as  go'>d  as  any  two  of  theirs  : 
And.  if  Hippolytus  can  but  contrive 
To  buy  the  gilded  chariot,  John. can  drive. 

Now  of  the  hurtle  you  have  feen  to-day, 
And  Phsedra's  morals  in  this  fcholar's  play, 
Something  at  leaft  in  juflice  fli-mld  be  faid; 
But  this  Hippolytus  fo  fills  one's  head — 
Well !   Phadra  llv'd  as  chaflely  as  <he  cou'd ; 
For  flie  was  father  Jove's  own  flefh  and  blood. 
Her  aukwark  love  indeed  was  oddly  fated  ; 
She  and  her  Poly  were  t"o  near  related  ; 
And  yet  that  fcruple  had  been  laid  afidc, 
If  honeft   ('.hefeus  had  but  fairly  died  : 
But  when  he  came,  what  needed  he  to  know, 
But  that  all  matters  ftood  injlatu  quo  ? 
There  was  no  harmj  ycu  ftc ;  or, grant  there  were, 
She  might  want  condudt;  but  he  wanted  care. 
'Tvvas  in  a  hufband  little  lefs  than  rude, 
Upon  his  wife's  retirement  to  intrude — 
He  fhould  have  fent  a  night  or  two  before, 
That  he  would  come  exa&  at  fuch  an  hour ; 
Then  he  had  turn'd  all  tragedy  to  jell ; 
Found  every  thing  contribute  to  his  reft  ;"  . 
T-he  picquet  friend  difmifs'd,  the  coail  all  clear, 
And  fpuufe  alone  impatient  for  her  dear. 

But,  if  thefe  gay  reflections  come  too  latej 
To  keep  the  guilty  Phxdra  from  her  fate; 
If  your  more  terinus  judgment  muft  condemn 
The  dire  effedls  of  her  unhappy  flame  : 
Yet,  ye  chafte  matrons,  and  ye  tender  fair, 
JLet  love  and  innocence  engage  your  care  . 
My  fpotlels  flames  to  your  protection  take; 
Aud  ipare  poor  Phxdra  for  Ifmena's  fake. 


A  CRITICAL  MOMENT. 

How  capticiou*  were  nature  and  art  to  poor  Neli! 
She  was  painting  her  cheeks  at  the  time  her  nofe 
fell. 


EPILOGUE 
TO  MRS.  MANLEY'S  LUCIUS. 

THE  female  author  who  recites  to-day, 
Trufts  to  her  fex  the  merit  of  her  play. 
Like  father  Bayes  fecurely  fhe  fits  down  : 
Fitjbcx.aud  gallery,  'gad:  all'i  our  own. 


In  ancient  Greece,  (he  fays,  when  Sappho  wr!r< 
By  their  a^plaufe  the  critics  fhow'd  their  wit, 
They  tun'd  their  voices  to  her  Lyric  firing  ; 
Though  they  could  alldofomething  more  than  fing. 
But  one  exception  to  this  faft  we  find  ;  ^ 

That  booby  Phaon  only  was  unkind, 
An  ill-bred  boat. -man,  rough  as  waves  and  wind.  3 
From  Sappho  down  through  all  fucceeding  ages, 
And  now  on  French  or  on  Italian  ftages, 
Rough  fatyrs,  fly  remarks,  ill-natur'd  fpeeches, 
Are  always  aim'd  at  poets  that  wear  breeches. 
Arm'd  wiih  Longinus,  or  with  Rapin,  no  man 
Drew  a  (harp  pen  upon  a  naked  woman. 
The  bluflering  bully  in  our  neighbouring  flreets 
Scorns  to  attack  the  female  that  he  meets  : 
Fearlefs  the  petticoat  contemns  his  frowns : 
The  hoop  fecure s  whatever  it  furrounds. 
The  many-coloured  gentry  there  above, 
By  turns  are  rul'd  by  tumult  and  by  love  : 
And,  while  their  fweetheaits  their  attention  fir, 
Sufpend  the  din  of  their  damn'd  clattering  flicks, 

Now^  Sirs 

To  you  our  author  makes  her  foft  requeft, 
Who  fpeak  the  kindeft,  and  who  write  the  beft, 
Your  fympathetic  hearts  fhe  hopes  to  move, 
From  tender  friendship,  and  endearing  love. 
If  Petrarch's  mufe  did  Laura's  wit  rehearfc; 
And  Cowley  flatfer'd  dear  Orinda's  verfe ; 
She  hopes  from  you — Pox    take   her  hopes  and 

fear.-, ; 

I  plead  herfex's  claim;  what  matters  hers? 
By  our  full  power  of  beauty  we  think  fit 
To  damn  the  Salique  law  impos'd  on  wit  : 
We'll  try  the  empire  who  fo  long  have  bo.ifr.ed ; 
And,  if  we  are  not  prais'd,  we'll  not  be  toafled. 
Approve  what  one  of  us  prefents  to-night, 
Or  every  mortal  woman  here  fhall  write  : 
Rural,  pathetic,  narrative,  fublime,        [  rhyme  O 
We'll  write  to   you,    and  make   you  write   in  > 
Female  remarks  fhall  take  up  all  your  time.        3 
Your   time,    poor  fouls !    we'll  take   your  very 

money ; 

Female  third-days  fhall  come  fo  thick  upon  ye, 
As  long  as  we  have  eyes,  or  hands,  or  breath, 
We'll  look,  or  write,  or  talk  you  all  to  death. 
Unlefs  you  yield  for  better  and  for  worle  :  T 

Then  the  fhe-Pegafus  fhall  gain  the  courfe.          >• 
And  the  grey  mare  will  prove  the  better  horfe.   j 


THE  THIEF  AND  THE  CORDELIER, 

A    BALLAD. 

To  tie  fant  of  King  John  and  the  Allot  of  Canterbury, 

WHO  has  e'er  been  at  Paris,  mufl  needs   know 

the  Greve, 

The  fatal  retreat  of  th'  unfortunate  brave; 
Where  honour  and  juflice  moll  oddly  contribute 
To  cafe  heroes.'  pains  by  a  halter  and  gibbet. 
Derry  down,  down,  hey  derry  down. 

There  death  breaks  the  fhackels  which  force 

had  put  on,  [begun  ; 

And  the  hangman  completes  what  the  judge  bu: 


O    B    M    S. 


There  the  'fquire  of  the  pad,  and  the  knight  of 

the  po  r, 
Find  their  pains  no  more  balk'd,  and  their  hopes 

no  more  croft 
Derry  down,  &c. 

Great  claims  are  there  made,  and  great  fecrets 
are  known  ;  .  [own  : 

And  the  king,  and  the  law,  and  the  thief,  has  his 
Bat  my  hearers  cry  out,  What  a  duce  doft  thou  ail  ? 
Cut  off  thy  reflections,  and  give  us  thy  tale. 
Derry  down,  &c. 

'Twas  there  then,  in  civil  refpeft  to  harfh  laws, 
And  for  want  of  falfe  witnefs  to  back  a  bad  caufe, 
A  Norman,  though  late,  was  oblig'd  to  appear : 
And  who  to  aflift,  but  a  grave  Cordelier  ? 
Derry  down,  &c. 

The  'fquire,  whofe  good  grace  was  to  open  the 
fcene,  [begin : 

Seem'd  not  in  great  hafte  that  the  fhow  fliould 
Now  fitted  the  halter,  now  travers'd  the  cart ; 
And  often  took  leave,  but  was  loth  to  depart. 
Derry  down,  &c. 

What  frightens  you  thus,  my  good  fon  ?  fays 

the  prieft  ? 

You  murder'd,  are  forry,  and  have  been  conffft. 
O  father  my  forrow  will  fcarce  fave  my  bacon  ; 
For  'twas  not  that  I  murder'd,  but  that  I  was 

taken. 
Derry  down,  &c. 

Pough  !  pr'ythee  ne'er  trouble  thy  head  with 

fuch  fancies ; 

Rely  on  the  aid  you  fhall  have  from  Saint  Francis  : 
If  the  money  you  promis'd  be  brought  to  the  cheft, 
You  have  only  to  die  :  let  the  church  do  the  reft. 
Derry  down,  &c. 

And  what  will  folks  fay,  if  they  fee  you  afraid  ? 
k  reflects  upon  me,  as  I  knew  not  my  trade  : 
Courage,  friend;  for  to-day  is  your  period  of  for 
row  :  [row. 
And  things  will  go  better,  believe  me,  to-mor- 
Derry  down,  &c. 

To-morrow  !  our  hero  replied  in  a  fright : 
He  that's  hang'd  before  noon,  ought  to  think  of 
to-night  [trufs'd  up 

Tell  your  beads,  quoth  the  prieft,  and  be  fairly 
For  you  furely  to-night  fhall  in  paradifc  fup. 
Derry  down,  &c. 

Alas !  quoth   the  'fquire,   howe'cr   fumptuous 

the  treat, 

Parbleu  !   I  fhall  have  little  ftomach  to  eat ; 
I  fhould  therefore  efteem  it  great  favour  and  grace, 
Would  you  be  fo  kind  as  to  go  in  my  place. 
Derry  down,  &c. 

That   I   would,  quoth  the  father,  and  thank 

you  to  boot;  [fuit. 

Jlufc  our  a&ions,  you  know,  with  our  duty  aiuft 


The  feaft  I  propos'd  to  you,  I  cannot  -tafte;. 
For  this  night,  by  our  order,  is  mark'd  for  a  faft. 
Derry  down,  &c. 

Then,  turning  about  to  the  hangman,  Jie  faid, 
Difpatch  me,  I  pr'ythee,  this  troublefome  blade  } 
For  thy  cord  and  my  cord  both  equally  tie, 
And  we  live  by  th«  gold  for  which  other  men  dirt 
Derry  down,  &c. 


TO  CHLOE. 

WHILST  I  am  fcorch'd  with  hot  defire, 
In  vain  cold  friendihip  you  return ; 

Your  drops  of  pity  on  my  fire, 
Alas  '.  but  make  it  fiercer  burn. 

Ah  !  would  you  have  the  flame  fuppreftj 
That  kills  the  heart  it  heats  too  faft, 

Take  half  my  paffion  to  your  brcaft  ; 
The  reft  in  mine  ihall  ever  laft. 


AN  EPITAPH. 

"  Stet  quicunque  volet  potens 
"  Aulas  culmine  lubrico,  &c." 


INTERR'D  beneath  this  marble  ftone 

Lie  fauntering  Jack  and  idle  Joan. 

While  rolling  threefcore  years  and  one 

Did  round  this  globe  their  courfes  run  ; 

If  human  things  went  ill  or  well, 

If  changing  empires  rofe  or  fell, 

The  morning  paft,  the  evening  came, 

And  found  this  couple  Hill  the  fame. 

They  walk'd,  and  eat,  good  folks :  what  then| 

Why  then  they  walk'd  and  eat  again  : 

They  foundly  flept  the  night  away  ; 

They  did  juft  nothing  all  the  day  : 

And,  having  bury'd  children  four, 

Would  not  take  pains  to  try  for  more. 

Nor  fifter  either  had  nor  brother; 

They  feem'd  juft  tally'd  for  each  other. 

Their  moral  and  oeconomy 
Moft  perfedtiy  they  made  agree  : 
Each  virtue  kept  its  proper  bound, 
Ner  trefpaf»'d  on  the  other's  ground. 
Nor  fame  nor  ccnfure  they  regarded  ; 
They  neither  punifti'd  nor  rewarded. 
He  car'd  not  what  the  footman  did  ; 
Her  maids  fhe  neither  prais'd  nor  chid  : 
So  every  fervant  took  hiscourfe; 
And,  bad  at  firft,  they  all  grew  worfe. 
Slothful  diforder  fill'd  his  ftable, 
And  flurtifh  plenty  deck'd  her  rable. 
Their  beer  was  (trong ;  their  wine  was  port ; 
Thei,  meal  was  large  ;  their  grace  was  Ihoru 
They  gave  the  poor  the  remnant  meat, 
Juft  when  it  grew  not  fit  to  eat. 

They  paid  the  church  ana  panfh  ratCj 
And  took,  but  read  not,  the  receipt ; 
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For  which  they  claimM  their  Sunday's  due, 
Of  flumbering  in  an  upper  pew. 

No  man's  defects  fought  they  to  know; 
So  never  made  themfelves  a  foe. 
No  man's  good  deeds  did  they  commend ; 
So  never  rais'd  themfelves  a  friend. 
Nor  cherifh'd  they  relations  poor; 
That  might  decreafe  their  prefent  (lore  : 
Nor  barn  nor  houfe  did  they  repair ; 
That  might  oblige  their  future  heir. 

They  neither  added  nor  confounded; 
They  neither  wanted  nor  abounded, 
lach  Chriftmas  they  accounts  did  clear, 
And  wound  their  bottom  round  the  year. 
JJor  tear  ner  ftnile  did  they  employ 
At  news  of  public  grief  or  joy. 
"When  bells  were  rung  and  bonfires  made, 
If  alk'd,  they  ne'er  deny'd  their  aid  : 
Their  jug  was  to  the  ringers  carried, 
Whoevsr  either  died  or  married. 
Their  billet  at  the  fire  was  found, 
Whoever  wasdepos'd  or  crown'd. 

Nor  good,  nor  bad,  nor  fools,  nor  wife  ; 
They  would  not  learn,  nor  could  advife : 
Without  love,  hatred,  joy,  or  fear, 
They  led — a  kind  of— as  it  were  : 
Nor  wifti'd,  nor  car'd,  nor  laugh'd,  nor  cried 
And  fo  they  liv'd,  and  fo  they  died. 


WRITTEN  IN  MONTAIGNE'S  ESSAYS, 

Givtn  to  tie  Date  of  Sbrevflury  in  Frame,  after  tie 

Pcaif,  1713. 

DICTATE,  O  mighty  judge,  what  thou  haflfeen, 
Of  cities  and  of  courts,  of  books  and  men  ; 
deign  to  let  thy  fervant  hold  the  pen. 


Througfi  ages  thus  I  may  prefume  to  live, 
And  from  the  tranfcript  of  thy  prole  receive 
What  my  own  fliort-liv'd  verle  can  never  give. 

Thus  fhall  fair  Britain  with  a,  gracious  fmile 
Accept  the  work  ;  and  the  intruded  Me, 
For  more  than  treaties  made,  {hall  blefs  my  toil. 

Nor  longer  hence  the  Gallic  ftyle  preferr'd, 
Wifdom  in  Engliih  idiom  fhall  he  heard,      [err'd. 
While  Talbot  tells  the  world,  where  Montaigne 


AN    EPISTLE, 

DESIRING  THE  QJJEEN's  PICTURE  : 

Written  at  Paris,  1 7 14?    ***  left^nfiaijltd,  ly  tie 
fudden  news  of  ler  Majejty'i  death. 

THE  train  of  equipage  and  pomp  of  ftate, 
The  flunirg  fide-board,  and  the  burnifh'd  plate, 
Let  other  minifters,  great  Anne,  require  ; 
And  partial  fall  thy  gift  to  their  defire. 
To  the  fair  portrait  of  my  fovereign  dame, 
To  that  alone,  eternal  be  my  claim. 


My  bright  defender,  and  my  cfread  o!eL'ghtj 
If  ever  I  found  favour  in  thy  fight ; 
If  all  the  pains  that  for  thy  Britain's  fake 
My  paft  has  took,  or  future  life  niay  take, 
Be  grateful  to  my  queen;  permit  my  prayer, 
And  with  this  gift  reward  my  total  care. 

Will  thy  indulgent  hand,  fair  faint,  allow 
The  boon  ?  and  will  thy  ear  accept  the  vow  ? 
That,  in  defpite  of  age,  of  impious  flame, 
And  eating  time,  thy  picture,  like  thy  fame, 
Entire  may  laft  ;  that,  as  their  eyes  fnrvey 
The  femblant  {hade,  men  yet  unborn  may  fay, 
Thus  great,  thus  gracious,  look'd  Britannia's  queen; 
Her  brow  thus  fmooth,  her  look  was  thus  ferene ; 
When  to  a  low,  but  to  a  loyal  hand 
The  mighty  emprefs  gave  her  high  command, 
That  he  to  hoftilc  camps  and  kings  fhould  hafte, 
To  fpeak  her  vengeance,  as  their  danger,  paft  ; 
To  fay,  ftie  wills  detefted  wars  ta  ceafe  ; 
She  checks  her  conqtieft,  for  her  fubjects  cafe, 
And  bids  the  world  attend  her  terms  of  peace. 

Thee,  gracious  Anne,  thee  prefent  I  adore, 
Thee,  queen  of  peace — If  time  and  fate  havept>wcf 
Higher  to  raife  the  glories  of  thy  reign, 
In  words  fublimer,  and  a  nobler  ftrain, 
May  future  bards  the  mighty  theme  rehearfe  : 
Here,  Stator  Jove,  and  Phoebus  king  of  verfe, 
The  votive  tablet  I  fufpend  *  *  *  * 


To  the  Right  Honourable  the 
COUNTESS  DOWAGER  OF  DEVONSHIRE  ; 

ON  A  PIECE  OF  WIESSEN'S, 
Whereon  -were  all  her  Grandfons  falnteJ* 

WIESSEN  and  nature  held  a  long  conteft, 

If  the  created,  or  he  painted  beft ; 

With  pleafing  thought  the  wondrous  combat  grew, 

She  ftill  form'd  fairer;  he  ftiil  liker  drew. 

In  thefe  feven  brethren  they  contended  laft, 

With  art  increas'd,  their  utmoft  (kill  they  tried, 
And,  both  well  pleas'd  they  had  themfelves  iur- 
pafs'd, 

The  goddefs  triumph'd,  and  the  painter  dy'd. 
That  both  their  {kill  to  this  vaft  height  did  raifc, 
Be  ours  the  wonder,  and  be  yours  the  praile  : 
For  here,  as  in  fome  glafs,  is  well  defcry'd 
Only  yourfelf  thus  often  multiply'd. 
When  Heaven  had  you  and  gracious  Anna 
What  more  exalted  beauty  could  it  add? 
Having  no  nobler  images  in  ftore, 
It  but  kept  up  to  thefe,  nor  could  do  mere 
Than  copy  well  what  it  had  fram'd  before. 
If  in  dear  Burghley's  generous  face  we  fee 
Obliging  truth  and  handfome  honefty, 
With  all  that  world  of  charms,  which  foon  will 
Reverence  in  men,  and  in  the  fair-ones  love; 
His  very  grace  his  fair  dcfcent  aflures, 
He  has  his  mother's  beauty,  Ihe  has  yours. 
If  every  Cecil's  face  had  every  charm, 
That  thought  can  fancy,  or  that  heaven  can  form 
Their  beauties  all  become  your  beauty's  due,. 
They  are  all  fair,  bccaufc  they're  all  like  you. 
*  fcl  JeU  daughter  of  the  Counted. 


'  made, 


[move 
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If  every  Ca'ndifh  great  and  charming  look  ; 
From  you  that  air,  from  you  the  charms  they  took 
In  their  each  limb  your  image  is  expreft, 
But  on  their  brow  firm  courage  (lands  confefl ; 
There,  their  great  father,  hy  a  ftrong  increafe, 
Adds  ftrength  to  beauty,  and  completes  the  piece 
Thus  ftill  your  beauty,  in  your  tons,  we  view, 
Wieffcn  feven  times  one  great  perfection  drew  : 
Whoever  fat,  the  picture  ftill  is  you. 

So  when  the  parent-fun,  with  genial  beams, 
Has  animated  many  goodly  gems, 
He  fees  himfelf  improv'd,  while  every  (lone, 
With  a  refembling  light,  reflects  a  fun. 

So  when  great  Rhca  many  births  had  given, 
Such  as  might  govern  earth,  and  people  heaven  ; 
Her  glory;  grew  diffus'd,  and,  fuller  known, 
She  faw  the  Deity  in  every  fon  : 
And  to  what  god  foe'er  men  altar*  rais'd, 
Honouring  the  offspring,  they  the  mother  prais'd. 

In  fhort-Iiv'd  charms  let  others  place  their  joys, 
Which  ficknefs  blafts,  and  certain  age  deftroys  : 
Your  (Ironger  beauty  time  can  ne'er  deface, 
Tis  ftill  renew'd,  and  ft:»mp'd  in  all  your  race. 

Ah  !   Wieffen,  had  thy  art  been  fo  refin'd, 
As  with  their  beauty  to  have  drawn  their  mind, 
Through  circling  years  thy  labours  would  furO 
And  living  rules  to  faireft  virtue  give,         vive,  > 
To  men  unborn  and  ages  yet  to  live :  j 

'.Twould  ftill  be  wonderful,  and  ftill  be  new, 
Agaiuft  what  time,  or  fpite,  or  fate,  could  do  ; 
Till  thine  corfus'd  with  nature's  pieces  lie, 
And  Cavendifh's  name  and  Cecil's  honour  die. 


A      FABLE, 

FROM  PHJCDRUS. 
To  the  Autlor  of  tie  Medley,  1716. 

THE  fox  an  a&or's  vizard  found, 

And  pcer'd,  and  felt,  and  turn'd  it  round ; 

Then  threw  it  in  contempt  away, 

And  thus  old  Phzdrus  heard  him  fay  : 

"   What  noble  part  canft  thou  fuftain, 

"  Thou  fpecious  head  without  a  brain  ?" 


•  TO  THE  RIGHT  HON.  MR.  HARLEY. 

HORACE,  I.  EP.  IX.  IMITATED. 

"  Septimius,  Claudi,  nimirum  inteliigit  unus, 
"  Quanti  me  facias,"  &c. 

DEAR  Dick*,  howe'er  it  comes  into  his  head, 
•Believes  as  firmly  as  he  does  his  creed, 
That  you  and  I,  Sir,  are  extremely  great ; 
Though  I  pisin  Mat,  you  minifter  of  (late  : 
One  word  from  me,  without,  all  doubt,  he  fays, 
Would  fix  his  fortune  in  feme  littl-   place, 
Thus  better  than  n.yfrlf,  it  fcems,  he  knows, 
How  far  my  intereft  with  my  patron  goes; 

•*  Richard  SUelton,  Efq. 
VOL.  VII, 


And,  anfwcring  all  objections  t  can  make, 
Still  plunges  deeper  in  his  dear  miftake. 

From  this  wild  fancy,  Sir,  there  may  proceed 
One  wilder  yet,  which  I  forefee  and  dread ; 
That  1,  in  fa&,  a  real  intereft  have, 
Which  to  my  own  advantage  I  would  fave, 
And,  with  the  ufual  courtier's  trick,  intend 
To  ferve  mylelf,  forgetful  of  my  friend. 

To  fhun  this  cenfure,  I  all  fhame  lay  by, 
And  make  my  reafon  with  his  will  c.omply; 
Hoping,  for  my  exenfe,  'twill  be  confeft, 
That  of  two  evils  I  have  chofe  the  leaft. 
So,  Sir,  with  this  epiftolary  fcroll, 
Receive  the  partner  of  my  inmoft  foul : 
Him  you  will  find  in  letters  and  in  la>vs 
Not  untxpert,  firm  to  his  country's  canfe, 
Warm  in  the  glorious  intereft  you  i-urfue, 
And,  in  one  word,  a  good  man  and  a  true. 


TO  MR    HARLEY, 

WOUNDED  BY   GUISCARD, 

"  Ab  ipfo 
Ducit  opes  animumque  fcrro."  HO  a. 

i. 

IN  one  great  now,  fuperior  to  an  age, 

The  full  extremes  of  nature's  force  we  find  : 
How  heavenly  virtue  can  exalt,  or  rage 

Infernal  how  degrade  the  human  mind. 

n. 
While  the  fierce  monk  does  at  his  trial  ftan  d 

He  chews  revenge,  abjuring  his  offence  : 
Guile  in  his  tongue,  and  murder  in  his  hand, 

He  (tabs  his  judge,  to  prove  his  innocence. 

in.  ., 

The  guilty  ftroke  and  torture  of  the  fteel 

Intix'd,  our  dauntlefs  Bricon  fcarce  perceives : 
The  wounds  his  country  from  his  death  muft  feel, 

The  patriot  views;  for  thofe  alone  he  grieves. 

IV. 

The  barbarous  rage  that  durft  attempt  thy  life, 
Harley,  great  counfellor,  extends  thy  fame ; 
And  the  fharp  point  of  cruel  Guifcard's  knife, 
In  brafs  and  marble  carves  thy  deathlefs  name. 

v. 
Faithful  affertor  of  thy  c-  untry's  canfe, 

Britain  with  tears  fhall  bathe  thy  glorious  wound: 
She  for  thy  fafety  fhall  enlarge  her  laws, 

And  in  her  llatutes  fhall  thy  worth  be  found. 

Vi. 
Yet  'midft  her  fighs  fhe  triumphs,  on  the  hand 

Refit  cling,  that  diffus'd  the  public  woe  ; 
A  ftranger  to  her  altars,  and  her  land; 
No  ion  of  hers  could  meditate  this  blow. 

vn. 
Meantime  thy  pain  is  gracious  Anna's  care  : 

Our  queen,  our  faint,  with  facrificing  breath, 
Softens  thy  anguifh  :   in  her  powerful  prayer 
She  pleads  thy  fervice,  and  forbids  thy  death. 

Till. 

Great  as  thou  art,  thou  canft  demand  no  more, 
O  brtaft  bcwail'd  by  earth,  prefcrv'd  by  Heaven? 
Ff 
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No  higher  can  afpiring  virtue  foar  : 

Enough  to  thee  of  grief  and  fame  is  given. 


AN  EXTEMPORE  INVITATION 

TO  THE 

EARL  OF  OXFORD, 

LORD  HIGH  TREASURER,  J7I2. 
MY  LORD, 

OUR  wetkly  friends  to-morrow  meet 

At  Matthew's  palace,  in  Duke-ftreet, 

To  try  fof  once  it'  they  can  dine 

On  bacon-ham  and  mutton-chine. 

If,  weary'cl  with  the  great 'affairs 

Which  Britain  trtifts  to  Harley's  cares, 

Thou,  humhle  ftaufman,  may'ft  defcend 

Thy  mind  ore  moment  to  unbend, 

To  fee  thy  fervant  from  his  foul 

Crown  with  thy  heal'h  the  fprightly  bown  ; 

Amorg  the  guefb  which  e'er  my  houfe 

Receiv'd,  it  never  can  produce 

Of  honour  &  more  glorious  proof — 

Though  Dorfet  us'd  to  blcfs  the  roof. 


ERLE  ROBERT'S  MICE. 
IN  CHAUCER'S  STYLE. 

TWAY  mice,  full  blythc  and  amkabJe, 
Baten  befide  Erie  Robert's  table. 
Lies  there  ne  trap  their  necks  to  catch, 
Ne  old  black  cat  their  fteps  to  watch, 
Their  fill  they  eat  of  fowl  and  fifh  ; 
Feaft  lyche  as  heart  of  moufe  mote  wifh. 

As  guefts  lat  jovial  at  the  board, 
Forth  leap'd  our  mice  :  eftfoons  the  lord 
Of  Boling,  whilome  John  the  Saint, 
Who  maketh  oft'  propos  full  queint, 
Laugh'd  jocund,  and  aloud  he  cried, 
To  Matthew  feated  on  t'oth'  fide  ; 
To  thee,  lean  Bard,  it  doth  partain 
To  underftand  thefe  creatures  twcine. 
Come  frame  us  now  fome  clean  device, 
Or  plcafant  rhyme  on  yonder  mice  : 
They  feern,  God  fiiieid  me  !  Mat  and  Charles. 

Bad  as  Sir  Topas,  or  Squire  Quarks, 
(Matthew  did  for  the  nonce  reply) 
At  emblem,  or  device  am  I  : 
But,  could  I  chaunt,  or  rhyme,  pardie, 
Clear  as  Dan  Chaucer,  or  as  thee, 
Ne  verfe  from  me  (fo  God  me  fhrive) 
On  moufe,  or  other  beaft  alive. 
Certes  I  have  this  many  days 
Sent  myne  poetic  herd  to  graze. 
Ne  armed  knight  ydrad  in  war 
With  lion  fierce  will  I  compare  ; 
Ne  judge  unjuft,  with  furred  fox, 
Harming  in  fcCret  jjuifc  the  flocks; 
Ne  prieft  unworth  of  goddi  is  coat, 
To  {wine  ydrunk,  or  filthy  ftoat : 


Elk  fimile  farewell  for  aye, 
From  elephant,  I  trowe,  to  flea. 

Reply'd  the  friendlike  peer,  1  weeie 
Matthew  is  angred  on  the  fpleen. 
Ne  fo,  quoth  Mat,  ne  fhall  be  e'er, 
With  wit  that  falleth  all  fo  fair  : 
Eftfoons,  well  weet  ye,  mine  intent 
Boweth  to  your  commaundtment. 
If  by  thefe -creatures  ye  have  feen, 
Pourtrayed  Charles  and  Matthew  been; 
Behoveth  neet  to  wreck  my  brain, 
The  reft  in  order  to  explain. 

That  cup  b"ard,  where  the  mice  difport, 
I  liken  to  St  Stephen's  Court  :* 
Therein  is  (pace  enough,  I  trow, 
For  elke  comrade  to  come  and  go  : 
And  therein  eke  may  both  be  fed 
With  fhiver  of  the  wheaten  bread. 
And  when,  as  thefe  mine  eyne  furvey, 
They  ceafc  to  flcip,  and  fqueak,  and  play ; 
Return  they  may  to  different  cells. 
Auditing  one,  whilft  t'i  ther  tells. 

Dear  Robert,  quoth  the  Saint,  whole  mini 
In  bounteous  deed  no  mean  can  bind  ; 
Now,  as  I  hope  to  grow  devout, 
I  deem  this  matter  well  made  out. 
Laugh  I,  whiiiit  thus  I  ferious  pray  ? 
Let  that  be  wrought  which  Mat  doth  fay : 
Yea,  quoth  the  ERLE,  but  not  to-day. 


IN  THE   SAME  STYLE. 

FULL  oft'  doth  Mat  with  Topaz  -f  dine, 
Eateth  hak'd  meats,  dri-  keth  Greek  wine ; 
But  Topaz  his  own  werke  rehearfeth, 
And  Mat  mote  praife  what  Topaz  verftth. 
Now,  fure  as  prieft.  did  e'er  fhrive  finner. 
Full  hardly  earneth  Mat  his  dinner. 


'      IN  THE   SAME   STYLE. 

FAIR  Sufan  did  her  wife-hede  well  menteine, 
Algates  affaulted  fore  by  letchonrs  tweine  : 
Now,  and  I  read  aright  that  auncient  f<>njr, 
Olde  were'  rhe  paramours,  the  dame  full  yofig. 

Had  thilke  fame  tale  in  other  guife  been  tolde  ; 
Had  they  been  young  (pardie)  and  fhe  been  olde  ; 
That,  by  St.  Kit,  had  wrought  much  forer  trial; 
Full  marveillous,  I  vote,  were  filk  denyal. 


A  FLOWER  PAINTED  BY  SIMON  VARELST. 

WHEN  fam'd  Varelft  this  little  wonder  drew, 
Flora  vouchfaf  'd  the  growing  work  to  view  : 
Finding  the  painter's  fcience  at  a  (tainl, 
The  goddeis  fnatch'd  the  pencil  from  his  hand; 
And,  finifhing  the  piece,  fhe  fmiling  faid, 
Behold  one  work  of  mine,  that  ne'er  fhall  fade. 

*  The  Exchequer,         -f  Sir  Richard  BUckmercJ 


POEM*. 


TO  THE  LADY  ELIZABETH  HARLEY, 

AFTERWABDS  MARCHIONESS  OF  CARMARTHEN. 
On  a  Column  of  ler  Drawing. 

WHEN  future  ages  fhall  with  wonder  view 
Thefe  glorious  lines, which  Harley's  daughter  drew, 
They  fhall  confefg,  that  Britain  could  not  raife 
A  fairer  column  to  the  father's  praife, 


PROTOGENES  AND  APELLES. 

WHEN  poets  wrote,  and  painters  drew, 
As  nature  pointed  out  the  view  ; 
Ere  Gothic  forms  were  known  in  Greece 
To  fpoil  the  well-proportion'd  piece  ; 
And  in  our  verfe  ere  monkifh  rhymes 
Had  jangled  their  fantaftic  chimes  ! 
Ere  on  the  flowery  lands  of  Rhodes 
Thofe  knights  had  fix'd  their  dull  abodes, 
"Who  knew  not  much  to  paint  or  write, 
Nor  car'd  to  pray,  nor  dar'd  to  fight  : 
Protogenes,  hiftorians  note, 
Liv'd  there,  a  burgefs,  fcot  and  lot ; 
And,  as  old  Pliny's  writings  {how, 
Apelles  did  the  fame  at  Co. 
Agreed  thefe  points  of  time  and  place. 
Proceed  we  in  the  prefent  cafe. 

Piqu'd  by  Protogenes's  famej 
From  Co  to  Rhodes  Apelles  came, 
To  fee  a  rival  and  a  friend, 
Prepar'd  to  cenfure,  or  commend ; 
Here  to  abfolve,  and  there  object,    . 
As  art  with  condour  might  direcl. 
He  fails,  he  lands,  he  comes,  he  ring*; 
His  fervants  follow  with  the  things  : 
Appears  the  governante  of  th'  houfe  ; 
For  fuch  in  Greece  were' much  in  ufe: 
If  young  or  handfnme,  yea  or  no, 
Concerns  not  me  or  thee  to  know. 

Does  Squire  Protogenes  live  here  ? 
Yes,  Sir,  fays  {he,  with  gracious  air, 
And  court'fey  low,  but  juft  call'd  oat 
By  lords  peculiarly  devout, 
Who  came  on  purpofe,  Sir,  to  borrow 
Our  Venus  for  the  feaft  to-morrow, 
To  grace  the  church  ;  'tis  Venus'  day  : 
I  hope,  Sir,  you  intend  to  fUy, 
To  fee  our  Venus ;   'tis  the  piece 
The  moft  renown'd  throughout  all  Greece ; 
So  like  th'  original,  they  iay  : 
But  I  have  no  great  {kill  that  way. 
But,  Sir,  at  fix  ('tis  now  paft  three) 
Dromo  muft  make  my  mafter's  tea  : 
At  fix,  Sir,  if  you  pleafe  to  come, 
You'll  find  my  matter,  Sir,  at  home. 

Tea,  fays  a  critic  big  with  laughter, 
Was. found  fome  twenty  ages  after; 
Authors,  before  they  write,  fhnuld  read- 
*Tis  very  true;  but  we'll  proceed,' 


And,  Sir,  at  prefent  would  you  pleafe 
To  leave  your  name — Fair  maiden,  yes. 
Pveach  me  that  board.     No  fooner  fpokc 
But  done.     With  one  judicious  ftroke, 
On  the  plain  ground  Apelles  drew 
A  circle  regularly  true  '. 
And  will  you  pleafe,  fweet-heart,  fajd  hfc 
To  {how  your  mafter  this  from  me  ? 
By  it  he  prefently  will  know 
How  painters  write  their  names  at  Co. 

He  gave  the  pannel  to  the  maid. 
Smiling  and  court'fying,  Sir,  {he  faidt 
I  fhall  not  fail  to  tell  my  mafter  : 
And,  Sir,  for  fear  of  all  difafter, 
I'll  keep  it  my  ownfelf :  fafe  bind, 
Says  the  old  proverb,  and  fafe  find. 
So,  Sir,  as  ftire  as  key  or  lock — 
Your  fervant,  Sir, — at  fix  o'clock. 

Again  at  fix  Apelles  came, 
Found  the  fame  prating  civil  dame. 
Sir,  that  my  mafter  has  beeft  here, 
Will  by  thf  board  itfelf  appear. 
If  from  the  perfect  line  be  found 
He  has  prefum'd  to  fwell  the  round, 
Or  colours  on  the  draught  to  lay, 
"Tis  thus  (he  order'd  me  to  fay), 
Thus  write  the  painters  of  this  ifle  ; 
Let  thofe  of  Co  remark  the  ftyle. 

She  faid  ;  and  to  his  hand  reftor'd 
The  rival  pledge,  the  miflive  board, 
Upon  the  happy  line  were  laid 
Such  obvious  light,  and  eafy  fhadej 
That  Paris'  apple  ftood  confeft, 
Or  Leda's  egg,  or  Cloe's  breaft. 
Apelles  view'd  the  finifh'd  piece  : 
And  live,  faid  he,  the  arts  of  Greece ! 
Howe'er  Protogenes  and  I 
May  in  our  rival  talents  v?e  ; 
Howe'er  our  works  may  have  exprefs'd 
Who  trtieft  drew,  or  colour'd  beft, 
When  he  beheld  my  flowing  line, 
He  foiind  at  leaft  I  could  defign  : 
And  from  his  artful  round,  I  grant 
That  he  with  perfect  {kill  can  paint. 

The  du,lleft  genius  cannot  fail 
To  find  the  moral  of  my  tale} 
That  the  diftinguifh'd  part  of  men, 
With  compafs,  pencil,  fword,  or  penj 
Should  in  life's  tifit  leave  their  name, 
In  characters  which  may  proclaim 
That  the/ with  ardour  Grove  to  raife 
At  once  th'eir  arts,  and  country's  pfaifej 
And  in  their  working  tc'ok  great  care, 
That  all  was  full,  and  round,  and  fair. 


DEMOCRITUS  AND  HERACLITtJS. 

DF.MOCRITXJS,  dear  dfnll,  rcvifit  earth, 
And  with  our  follies  glut  thy  heighten'd  mirth 
Sad  Hefaclitus,  ferious  wretch,  return, 
In  louder  grief  our  greater  crimes  to  mourn» 
Between  you  both  I  unconcem'd  {land  by: 
Hurt,  can  I  laugh?  and  horicfc,  need  I  cry  J 
f  f  ij 


THE    WORKS    OF    PRIOR. 


ON  MY  BIRTH-DAY,  JULY  ai. 

i. 

I,  MY  dear,  was  born  to-day, 

So  all  my  jolly  cosnradesfay  ; 

They  bring  me  mufic,  wreaths,  and  mirth, 

And  alk  to  celebrate  my  biith  : 

Little,  alas  !   my  comrades  know 

That  I  was  born  to  pain  and  woe; 

Better  I  had  ne'er  been  born  : 

I  wifh  to  dk  ev'n  whilft  I  fay, 

I,  my  dear,  was  born  to-day. 

n. 

I,  tny  dear,  was  born  to-day ; 
Shall  I  falute  the  rifing  ray  ? 
"Well-fpring  of  all  my  joy  and  woe, 
Clotilda,  *  thou  alone  deft  know  : 
Shall  the  wreath furround  my  hair? 
Or  fhall  the  mufic  pleafe  roy  ear  ? 
Shall  I  my  comrades  mirth  receive, 
And  blefs  my  birth,  and  wifli  to  live  ? 
Then  let  me  fee  great  Venus  chafe 
Imperious  anger  from  thy  face  ; 
Then  let  me  hear  thee  fmiling  fay, 
Thou,  my  dear,  wert  born  to-day. 


EPITAPH,  EXTEMPORE. 

NOBLES  and  heralds,  by  your  leave, 

Here  lies  what  once  was  Matthew  Prior, 

The  fon  of  Adam  and  of  Eve  ; 

Can  Bourbon  or  Naflau  claim  higher  ? 


FOR  MY  OWN  TOMBSTONE. 

To  me  "twa*  given  to  die  :  to  thee  'tis  given 
To  hve  :  alas !  one  moment  fets  us  even. 
Mark  !  how  impartial  is  the  will  of  heaven  '. 


FOR  MY  OWN  MONUMENT. 

i. 

As  doctors  give  phyfic  by  way  of  prevention, 
Mat,  alive  and  in  health,  01  his  tombftone  took 


For  delays  are  unfafe,  and  his  pious  intention 
May  haply  be  never  fulfill'd  by  his  heir. 

n. 

Then  take  Mat's  word  for  it,  the  fculptor  i<s  paid  ; 
That  the  figure  is  fine,  pray  believe  your  own 

eye; 

Yet  credit  but  lightly  \vhat  more  may  be  faid, 
For  we  flatter  ourfelves,  and  teacli  marble  to  lie. 

in. 
Yet,  counting  as  far  as  to  fifty  his  years, 

His  virtues  and  \ices  were  as  other  men's  are; 
H^gh  hopes  he  conctiv'd,  and  he  fmother'd  great 

fears, 
In  a  life  party-colour'd,  half  pleafure,  half  care. 

*  Airs.  Anne  Durham- 


Nor  to  bufinefs  a  drudge,  nor  to  faction  a  flave. 

He  ftrovc  to  make  intereft  and  freedom  agree ; 
In  public  employments  induitrious  and  grave, 
And  alone  with   his  friends,  lord,  how  merry 
was  he ! 

v. 

Now  in  equipage  {lately,  now  humbly  on  foot, 
Both  fortunes  he  try'd,  but  to  neither  would 
truft;  [bout, 

And  whirl'd  in  the  round,  as  the  wheel  turn'd  a- 
He  found  riches  had  wings,  and  knew  man  was 
but  duft. 

VI. 

This  verfe  little  polifli'd,  though  mighty  fincere, 
Sets  neither  his  titles  nor  merit  to  view  ; 

It  fays  that  his  relicks  collected  lie  here,  [true. 
And  no  mortal  yet  knows  too  if  this  may  be 

VII. 

Fierce  robbers  there  are  that  infeft  the  highway, 
So  Mat  may  be  kill'd,  and  his  bones  never  found ; 

Falfe  witnefs  at  court,  and  fierce  tempefts  at  fea, 
So  Mat  may  yet  chance  to  be  hang'd,  or  be 
drown'd. 

VIII. 

If  his  bones  lie  in  earth,  roll  in  fea,  fly  in  air, 
To  fate  we  muft  yield,  and  the  thing  is  the  fame. 

And  if  pafling  thou  giv'ft  him  a  fmile,  or  a  tear, 
He  cares  not — yet  pr'ythee  be  kind  to  his  fame. 


GUALTERUS  DANISTONUS  AD  AMICO5. 

DOM  ftudeo  fungi  fallentis  munere  vitas, 

Adfecloque  viam  fedibus  Elyfiis, 
Ar<5toa  fiorens  fophia.  Samifque  fuperbus 

Difcipulis,  anima^  morte  carere  cano. 
Has  ego  corporibus  profugas  ad  fidera  mitto; 

Sideraque  ingreffis  otia  blanda  dico  ; 
Qualia  convenium  Divi%  queis  fata  volebant 

Vitae  faciles  molliter  ire  vias  : 
Vinaque  Coelicoiis  media  inter  guadia  libo; 

Et  me  quid  majus  fufpicor  effe  viro. 
Std  futrint  nulli  forfan,  quos  fpondeo,  cceli ; 

Nullacpe  fint  Diiis  numina,  nulla  Jovis: 
Fabula  fu  terris  agitur  qux  vita  reliciis; 

Qiiique  fuperfles,  Homo  ;  qui  nihil,  efto  Deus. 
Attiiiiicn  clfe  hilares,  et  inanes  mittere  curas 

Proderit,  ac  vitK  commoditatc  frui, 
Et  feflos  agitafTe  oies,  svique  fugacis 

Tempera  perpetuis  detinuifle  jocis. 
His  me  parentem  prseceptis  occupit  Orcus. 

Et  Mors ;  feu  Divum,  feu  nihil,  efle  velit : 
Nam  fophia  ars  ilia  eft,  qua  fallere  fuaviter  hora« 

Admonet,  atque  Orci  non  timuifle  minas. 


I  M  I  T  A  T  E  D. 

STUDIOUS  the  bufy  moments  to  deceive, 
That  fleet  between  the  cradle  and  the  grave, 
I  credit  what  the  Grecian  dictates  fay, 
And  ijamiaii  founds  o'er  Scotia'*  hills  convey. 


POEMS. 


45  S 


When  mortal  man  refigns  his  tranfient  breath, 
The  body  only  I  give  o'er  to  death ; 
The  parts  diffolv'd  and  broken  frame  I  mourn  : 
What  came  from  earth  I  fee  to  earth  return. 
The  immaterial  part,  th*  xthereal  foul, 
Nor  can  change  vanquifh,  nor  can  death  control. 
Glad  I  releafe  it  from  its  partner's  cares, 
And  bid  good  angels  waft  it  to  the  ftars. 
Then  in  the  flowing  bowl  I  drown  thofe  figbs, 
Which,  fpite  ef  wifdom,  from  our  weakncfs  rife. 
The  draught  to  the  dead's  memory  I  commend, 
And  offer  to  thee  now,  immortal  friend. 
But  if,  oppos'd  to  what  my  thoughts  approve, 
Nor  Pluto's  rage  there  be,  nor  power  of  Jove ; 
On  its  dark  fide  if  thou  the  profpect  take  ; 
Grant  all  forgot  beyond  black  Lethe's  lake  ; 
In  total  death  fuppofe  the  mortal  lie, 
No  new  hereafter,  nor  a  future  fky  : 
Yet  bear  thy  lot  content ;  yet  ceafe  to  grieve  : 
Why,  ere  death  conies,  doft  thou  forbear  to  live  ? 
The  little  time  thou  haft,  "twixt  inftant  now 
And  fate's  approach,  is  all  the  gods  allow  : 
And  of  thi?  little  haft  thou  aught  to  fpare 
To  fad  reflection,  and  corroding  care  ? 
The  moments  paft,  if  thou  art  wife,  retrieve 
With  pleafant  memory  of  the  blifs  they  gave. 
The  prefent  hours  in  prefent  mirth  employ, 
And  bribe  the  future  with  the  hopes  of  joy  : 
The  future  (few  or  more,  howe'er  they  be)        ^ 
Were  deflin'd  erft  ;  nor  can  by  fate's  decree         > 
Be  now  cut  off  betwixt  the  grave  and  thee.         j 


THE  FIRST  HYMN  OF  CALLIMACKUS. 

TO  JUPITER. 

WIITLE  we  to  Jove  felecft  the  holy  victim, 

Whom  apter  fhall  we  fing,  than  Jove  himfelf, 

The  god  for  ever  great,  for  ever  king, 

Who  flew  the  earth»born  race,  and  meafures  right 

To  heaven's  great  habitants  r  Diclxan  hear'ii  thou 

More  joyful,  or  Lycnean,  long  difputc 

And  various  thought  has  trac'tl.     D.n  Ida's  mount, 

Or  Didte,  ftudiotis  of  his  country's  praiAf, 

The  Cretan  b<  afts  thy  natal  place  :   but  oft' 

He  meets  reproof  deferv'.d  :   for  he  prtfumptuous 

Has  built  a  tomb  for  thee,  who  never  know'ft 

To  die,  but  liv'it  the  fame  to-day  and  ever. 

Arcadian  therefore  be  thy  birth  :  Great  Khea, 

Pregnant  to  high  Parrhafia's  cliffs  retir'd, 

And  wild  Lycseus,  black  with  finding  pines  : 

Holy  retreat !  fithence  no  female  hither, 

Confcious  of  focial  love  and  nature's  rites, 

Muft  dare  approach,  from  the  inferior  reptile 

To  woman,  form  divine.     There  the  bleft  parent 

Ungirt  her  fpaciuus  bofom,  and  difcharg'd 

The  ponderous  birth ;  fhe  fought  a  neighbouring 

fpring 

To  wafh  the  recent  babe ;  in  vain  :  Arcadia, 
(However  (beamy)  now  aduft  and  dry, 
Deny'd  the  goeldefs  water;  where  deep  Melas 
And  rocky  Gratis  flow,  the  chario:  fmok'd, 
Obfcurc  with  riling  duft  :  the  thirfty  traveller 


In  vain  requir'd  the  current,  then  imprifon'd     „ 
In  fubterraneous  caverns  :  forefts  grew 
Upon  the  barren  hollows,  high  o'erfhading 
The  haunts  of  favage  beafts,  where  now  laon 
And  Erimanth  incline  their  friendlyurns. 

Thou  too,  O  earth,  great  Rhea  faid,  bring  forth  ; 
And  fhort  fhall  he  thy  pangs.     She  faid  ;  and  high 
She  rear'd  her  arm,  ana  with  her  fceptre  (truck 
1  he  yawning  cliff :  from  its  difparted  height 
Adown  the  mount  the  gufhing  torrent  ran, 
And  cheer'd  the  vallies :  there  the  heavenly  mother 
Bath'd,  mighty  king,  thy  tender  limbs :  fhe  wrapt 

them 

In  purple  bunds  :  fhe  gave  the  precious  pledge 
To  prudent  Neda,  charging  her  to  guard  thee, 
Careful  and  fecret;  Neda,  of  the  nymphs 
That  tender  the  great  birth,  next  Philyre 
And  Styx,  the  elded.     Smiling,  fhe  receiv'd  thee, 
And,  confciotis  of  the  grace,  abfolv'd  her  truft  : 
Not  unrewarded ;  fince  the  river  bore 
The  favourite  virgin's  name ;  fair  Neda  rolls 
By  Leprion's  ancient  walls,  a  fruitful  ftream. 
Faft  by  her  flowery  bank  the  fons  of  Areas, 
Favourites  of  Heaven,  with  happy  care  protect 
Their  fleecy  charge  ;  and  joyous  drink  her  wave. 

Thee-,    god,   to   Cnoffus    Neda    brought ;    the 

nymphs 

And  Corybantes  thee,  their  facred  charge, 
Receiv'd  :  Adrafte  rock'd  thy  golden  cradle  : 
The  goat,  now  bright  amidit  her  fellow-ftars, 
Kind  Amalthea,  reach'd  her  teat  diftent 
With  milk,  thy  early  food  :  the  fedulous  bee, 
Diilill'd  her  honey  on  thy  purple  lips. 

Around,  the  fierce  Curetes  (order  folemn 
To  thy  fore-knowing  mothei  \)  trod  tumultuous 
Their  niyftic  dance,  and  clang'd  their  founding 

arm*, 

Induflrious  with  the  warlike  din  to  quell 
Thy  infant  cries,  and  mock  the  ear  of  Saturn  : 
Swift  growth  and  wondrous  grace,  O  heavenly  Jove, 
Waited  thy  blooming  years  :  inventive  wit, 
And  j'crfecl  judgment,  crown'd  thy  youthful  adt. 
That  Saturn's  fons  receiv'd  the  three-fold  empire 
Of  heaven,  of  ocean,  and  deep  hell  beneath, 
As  the  dark  urn  and  chance  of  lot  determin'd, 
Old  poets  mention,  fabling.     Things  of  moment, 
Well  nigh  equivalent  and  neighbouring  value, 
15y  lot  are  parted  :   but  high  heaven,  thy  fhare, 
In  equal  balance  laid  'gaiuft  fea  or  hell, 
h lings  up  the  advetfe  fcale,  and  fhuns  proportion. 
Wherefore    not   chance,    but    pow^r    above   thy 

brethren, 

Exalted  thee  their  king.     Wherf  thy  great  will 
Commands  thy  chariot  forth,  impetuous  ftrength 
And  fiery  fwiftncfs  wing  the  rapid  wheels, 
Inceffant;  high  the  eagle  flies  before  thee. 
And  oh  !  as  I  and  mine  confult  thy  aijgur, 
Grant  the  glad  omen;  let  thy  favourite  rife 
Propitious,  ever  foaring  from  the  right. 

Thou  to  the  leffer  gods  haft  well  affign'd 
Their  proper  fhares  of  power  :  thy  own,  great  Jove, 
Boundlefs  and  univerfal.     Thofe  who  iabour 
The  fweaty  forge,  who  edge  the  crooked  fcythe, 
Bend  ftubborn  Heel,  and  harden  gleening  armour, 
Acknowledge  Vulcan's  aid.     The  early  hunter 
Ff  iij 


THE    WORKS    OF   PRIOR. 


^Blefles  Diana's  hand,  who  leads  him  fafe 
p'er  hanging  cliffs,  who  fpreads  his  net  fuccefsful, 
And  guides  the  arrow  through  the  panther's  heart. 
The  foldier,  from  fuccefsful  camps  returning 
"With  laurel  wreath'd,  and  rich  with  hoftiie  fpoil, 
Severs  the  bull  to  Mars.     The  ikilful  bard, 
Striking  the  Thracian  harp,  invokes  Apollo, 
To  make  his  hero  and  himfelf  immortal. 
Thofe,  mighty  Jove,  mean  time,  thy  glorious  care, 
Who  model  nations,  publifti  laws,  announce 
Or  life  or  death,  and  found  or  change  the  empire. 
JMan  owns  the  power  of  kings;  and  kings  of  Jove. 

And,  as  their  aftions  tend  fubordinate 
To  what  thy  will  defigns,  thou  giv'ft  the  means 
Proportion'd  to  the  work;  thou  feed  impartial 
How  they  thpfe  means  employ.  Each  monarch  rules 
His  different  realm,  accountable  to  thce, 
fireat  ruler  of  the  world  :  thefe  only  have 
To  fpeak  and  be  obcy'd  ;  to  thofe  are  given 
AfFiftant  days  to  ripen  the  defign  ; 
To  fonje  whole  months,  revolving  years  to  fome  ; 
<0thers,  ill-fated,  are  condemn'd  to  toil 
Their  tedious  life,  and  mourn  their  purpofe  blafted 
,%Vith  fruitlefs  adt,  and  impotence  of  council. 

Hail !  greateft  fon  of  Saturn,  wife  difpofer 
jpf  every  good  :  thy  praife  what  man  yet  born 
Has  fung  ?  or  who  that  may  be  born  fhall  fing  ? 
Again,  and  often  hail !  indulge  our  prayer, 
<ireat  father  !  grant  us  virtue,  grant  u<  wealth  : 
Jor,  without  virtue,  wealth  no  man  avails  not ; 
And  virtue  without  wealth  exerts  lefs  power, 
And  lefs  diffufes  good.     Then  grant  us,  gracious, 
jVirtue  and  wealth  j  for  both -are  of  thy  gift ! 


.THE  SECOND  HYMN  OF  CALLIMACHUS. 

TO   ATOLLO. 

HA  '.  how  the  laurel,  great  Apollo's  free, 
And  all  the  cavern  fhakes  1  far  off,  far  offj 
1-he  man  that  is  unhallow'd  :  for  the  god, 
The  god  approaches.    Hark  !  he  knocks;  the  gates 
Feel  the  glad  impulfe ;  and  the  fever'd  bars 
Sjibmiffive  clink  againft  their  brazen  portals. 
"Why  do  the  Deliau  palms  incline  their  boughs, 
ik-jf-mov'd  ?  and  hovering  {wans,  their  throats  re- 

leas'd 
Prom  native  filence,  carol  founds  harmonious  ? 

Begin,  young  men,  the  hymn  :  let  all  your  harps 
."Break  thtir  inglorious  filence  ;  and  the  dance, 
In  myftic  numbers'  trod,  explain  the  mufic. 
liut  firft,  by  ardent  prayer,  ai.d  clear  luilration, 
purge^the  contagious  fpots  of  human  wcaknefg  ; 
Impure  no  mortal  can  behold  Apollo. 
So  may  ye  fiourifh,  favour'd  by  the  god, 
In  youth  with  happy  nuptials;  and  in  age 
"With  filver  hair,  and  fair  defcent  of  children  '. 
£>o  lay  foundations  for  afpiring  cities, 
And  bid's  ycur  fpreading  colonies  increafe  ! 

Pay  fncrcd  reverence  to  Apollo'*  fong  ; 
!Left  wrathful  the  far-ihooting  god  emit 
His  fatal  arrows.     Silent  nature  Ihmdf. ; 
Jlnd,  feas  fubdde,  obedient  to  the  found' 


Of  Id,  16  Pean  !  nor  dares  Theti» 
Longer  bewail  her  lov'd  Achilles'  death ; 
For  Phoebus  was  his  foe.     Nor  muft  fad  Nicbe 
In  fruitiefs  forrow  perfevere,  or  weep 
Ev'n  through  the  Phrygian  maible.     Haplefs  mo 
ther  ! 

Whofe  fondnefs  could  compare  her  mortal  offspring 
To  thofe  which  fair  Latcna  bore  to  Jove. 
16  !  again  repeat  ye,  16  Pean  ! 

Againft  the  Deity  'tis  hard  to  ftrivc. 
He,  that  refifts  the  power  of  Ptolemy,. 
Refifts  the  power  of  heaven;  for  power  from  heaven 
Derives  ;  and  monarchs  rule  by  gods  appointed. 

Recite  Apollo's  praife,  till  night  draws  on, 
The  ditty  ftill  unfinifti'd  ;  and  the  day 
Unequal  to  the  godhead's  attributes 
Various,  and  matter  copious  of  your  fongs. 

Sublime  at  Jove's  right-hand  Apollo  fits, 
And  thence  dillributes  honour,  gracious  king, 
And  theme  of  verfe  perpetual.     From  his  robe 
Flows  light  ineffable  :  his  harp,  his  quiver, 
And  Liclian  bow,  are  gold  :  with  golden  fandals 
His  feet  are  fhod  ;  how  rich  :  how  beautiful ! 
Beneath  his  fteps  the  yellow  mineral  rifes, 
And  earth  reve'als  her  treafures.  Youth  and  beauty. 
Eternal  deck  his  checks  :  from  his  fair  head 
Perfumes  diftill  their  fvveets  ;  and  cheerful  health, 
His  duteous  handmaid,  through  the  air  improv'd, 
With  lavifh  hand  diffufes  fcents  ambrofial. 

The  fpearman'sarm  by  tb.ee,  great  god,  directed, 
Sends  forth  a  certain  wound.     The  laurel'd  Laid, 
Infpir'd  by  thee,  compofes  verfe  immortal. 
Tanght  by  thy  art  divine,  the  fage  phyfician 
Eludes  the  urn  ;  and  chains  or  exiles  death. 

Thee,  Nomian,  we  adore  ;  for  that,  from  heavem 
Defcending,  thou  on  fair  Amphryfus'  banks 
Didft  guard  Admetus"  herds.     Sithence  the  cow 
Produc'd  an  ampler  (lore  of  milk  ;  the  (he-goat 
Not  without  pain  dragg'd  her  diftended  udder; 
And  ewes,  that  erft  brought  forth  but  fingle  lambs. 
Now  dropp'd  their  two-fold  burthens.     Bitft  the 

cattle, 
On  which  Apollo  caft  his  favouring  eye  ! 

B'.it,  Phoebus,  thou  to  man  bent  iicent, 
Delight'ft  in  building  cities.     Bright  Diana, 
Kind  fifter  to  thy  infant  deity, 
New-wean'd,  and  juft  arifing  from  the  ciadle, 
Brought  hunted  wild-goats  heads,  and  branching 

antlers 

Of  flags,  the  fruit  and  honour  of  her  toil. 
Thefe  with  difccrning  hand  thou  knew'ft  to  range 
(Young  as  thcu  waft),   aud  in  the   well-fram'd 

models, 

With  emblematic  flcill,  and  my  flic  order, 
Thou  fhow'It  where  towers  or  battlements  fhoi:Id 
rile,  [compafs  i 

Where  gates  fhould  open,  or  where  walls  fhuuld 
While  from  thy  childifh  paftime  man  receiv'd 
The  future  flrcngth  and  ornament  of  nations. 

Buttus,  our  great  progenitor,  nowtouch'd 
Thy  J^,ibyan  ftrand  ;  when  the  foreboding  crow 
Flew  on  the  right  before  the  people,  marking 
The  country  dtftin'd  the  aufp>cious  feat 
Of  future  kings,  and  favour  of  the  god, 
Whole  oa:h  is  lure,  aod.  promife  flauds  eternal. 


P    O     E     M 


•r  Boedromian  hear'd  thou  pleas'd,  or  Clarian 
Phoebus,  great  king  ?  for  different  are  thy  names, 
As  thy  kind  hand  has  founded  many  cities, 
Or  dealt  benign  thy  various  gifts  to  man. 
Carnean  let  me  call  thee ;  for  my  country 
Calls  thee  Carnean  ;  the  fair  colony 
Thrice  by  thy  gracious  guidance  was  tranfported, ' 
Ere  fettled  in  Cryene  ;  there  w'  appointed 
Thy  annual  feafts,  kind  god,  and  blefs  thy  altars 
Smoking  wit1?  hecatombs  of  flaughter'd  bulls, 
As  Carnus,  thy  high  pried  and  favour'd  friend, 
Had  erft  ordain'd;  and  with  myderious  rites, 
Our  great  forefathers  taught  their  fons  to  worfhip. 
16  Carnean  Phojbus  1   16  Pean  ! 

The  yellow  corocus  there  and  fair  narciffus 
Referve  the  honours  of  their  winter-dore, 
To  deck  thy  temple;  till  returning  fpring 
Diffufes  Nature's  various  pride  ;  and  flowers 
Innumerable,  by  the  foft  fouth-weft 
Open'd,  and  gather'd  by  religious  hands, 
Rebound  their  fweets  from  th'  odoriferous  pave 
ment. 

Perpetual  fires  mine  hallow'd  on  thy  altars, 
When  annual  the  Carnean  feaft  is  held ; 
The  warlike  Libyans,  clad  in  armour,  load    [beat 
The  dance  ;  with  clanging  fwords  and  fhields  they 
The  dreadful  meafure  :  in  the  chorus  join 
Their  women,  brown  but  beautiful :  fuch  rites 
To  thee  well  pleaGng.     Nor  had  yet  thy  votaries, 
From  Greece  tranfplanted,  touch'd  Cyrene's  banks, 
And  lands  detcrmin'd  for  their  lad  abodes ; 
But  wander'd  through  Azilis'  horrid  foreft 
Difpers'd;  when  from  Myrtufa's  craggy  brow, 
Fond  of  the  maid,  aufpicious  to  the  city, 
Which  mud  hereafter  bear  her  favour'd  name, 
Thou  gracious  deign'ft  to  let  the  fair  one  view 
Her  typic  people  ;  thou  with  pleafure  taught'ft  her 
To  draw  the  bow,  to  flay  the  fhaggy  lion, 
And  flop  the  fpreading  ruin  of  the  plains, 
Happy  the  nymph,  who,  honour'd  by  thy  paffion, 
Was  aided  by  thy  power  '.  The  monftrous  Python 
Durd  tempt  thy  wrath  in  vain  :  for  dead  he  fell, 
To  thy  great  drength  and  golden  arms  unequal. 

lo  !  while  thy  unerring  hand  elanc'd 
Another,  and  another  dart;  the  people 
Joyfully  repeated  16  !   16  Pean  1 
Elance  the  dart,  Apollo :  for  the  fafety . 
And  health  of  man,  gracious  thy  mother  bore  thee. 

Envy,  thy  lateft  foe,  fuggefted  thus  : 
Like  thee  I  am  a  power  immortal ;  therefore 
To  thee  dare  Ipeak.  How  cand  thou  favour  partial 
Thofe  poets  who  write  little  ?  Vaft  and  great 
Is  what  I  love  :  the  far-extended  ocean 
To  a  fmall  rivulet  I  prefer.     Apollo 
Spurn'd  Envy  with  his  foot ;  and  thus  the  god  : 
Daemon,  the  head-long  current  of  Euphrates, 
Affyrian  river,  copious  runs,  but  muddy ; 
And  carries  forward  with  his  ftupid  force 
Polluting  dirt ;  his  torrent  ftill  augmenting, 
His  wave  ftill  more  defil'd  :  meanwhile  the  nymphs 
Meliffan,  facred  and  reclufe  to  Ceres, 
Studious  to  have  their  offerings  wtll  receiv'd, 
And  fit  for  heavenly  ufe,  from  little  urns 
Pour  ftreams  fckcl,  and  purity  of  waters. 
Jo  ;  Apollo,  mighty  king,  let;  tnvy 


Ill-judging  and  verbofe,  from  Lethe's  lake 
Draw  tuns  unmeafurable ;  while  thy  favour 
Adminiders  to  my  ambitious  third 
The  wholefome  draught  from  Aganippe's  fpring 
Genuine,  and  with  foft  murmurs  gently  rilling 
Adown  the  mountains  where  thy  daughters  haunt* 


CHARITY. 

A  PARAPHRASE    ON    THE  THIRTEENTH  CHAPTER 
OF  THE  FIRST  EPISTLE  TO  THE  CORINTHIANS. 

DID  fweeter  founds  adorn  my  flowing  tongue^ 
Than  ever  man  pronounc'd,  or  angels  fung ; 
Had  I  all  knowledge,  human  ami  divine, 
That  thought  can  reach,  or  fcience  can  define ; 
And  had  I  power  to  give  that  knowledge  birth, 
In  all  the  fpeeches  of  the  babbling  earth  ; 
Did  Shadrach's  zeal  my  glowing  bread  infpire, 
To  weary  tortures,  and  rejoice  in  fire  ; 
Or  had  I  faith  like  that  which  Ifrael  favv 
When  Mofes  gave  them  miracles  and  law  : 
Yet,  gracious  Charity  '.  indulgent  gued, 
Were  not  thy  power  exerted  in  my  bread, 
rhufe  fpeeches  would  fend  up  unheeded  prayer j 
That  fcorn  of  life  would  be  but  wild  defpair ; 
A  tymbal's  found  were  better  than  my  voice; 
My  faith  were  form,  my  eloquence  were  noife. 

Charity,  decent,  moded,  eafy,  kind, 
Softens  the  high,  and  rears  the  abject  mind, 
Knows  with  jud  reins  and  gentle  hand  to  guide 
Betwixt  vile  fhame  and  arbitrary  pride. 
Not  foon  provok'd,  fhe  eafily  forgives; 
And  much  fhe  fuffers,  as  fhe  much  believes. 
Soft  peace  fhe  brings  wherever  fhe  arrives  ; 
She  builds  our  quiet,  as  fhe  forms  our  lives ; 
Lays  the  rough  paths  of  peevifh  nature  even, 
And  opens  in  each  heart  a  little  heaven. 

Each  other  gift,  which  God  on  man  bedows, 
Its  proper  bound  and  due  redriction  knows ; 
To  one  fixt  purpote  dedicates  its  power, 
And,  finifhing  its  act,  exidsno  more. 
Thus,  in  obedience  t»  what  Heaven  decrees, 
Knowledge  (hall  fail,  and  prophecy  fhall  ceafe; 
But  lading  Charity's  more  ample  fway, 
Nor  bound  by  time,  nor  fubject  to  decay, 
In  happy  triumph  fhall  for  ever  live,  [ceire. 

And  endlefs  good  diffufe,  and  endlefa  praiCc  re- 

As,  through  the  artid's  intervening  glafs, 
Our  eye  obferves  the  didant  planets  pafs, 
A  little  we  difcover,  but  allow 
That  more  remains  unfeen,  than  art  can  (how  : 
So,  whild  our  mind  its  knowledge  would  irapro\j6 
(Its  feeble  eye  intent  on  thing*  above), 
High  as  we  may,  we  lift  our  reafon  up, 
By  faith  directed,  and  confirm'd  by  hope  : 
Yet  we  are  able  only  to  furvey 
Dawning  of  beam*,  and  promifes  of  day. 
Heaven's  fuller  effluence  mocks  our  dazzled  fight ; 
Too  great  its  fwiftnefs,  and  too  drong  its  light. 

But  foon  the  mediate  clouds  fhall  be  difpeli'dj 
The  fun  fhall  foon  be  face  to  face  beheld, 
In  all  his  robes,  with  all  his  glory  on, 
Seated  iublim;  ou  his  meridian  ihronj,, 
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Then  conftant  faith  and  holy  hope  (hall  die, 
One  loft  in  certainty,  and  one  in  joy  : 
Whilft  thou,  mo'C  happy  power,  fair  Charity, 
Triumphant  fifter,  greateft  of  the  three, 
Thy  office  and  thy  nature  Aill  the  fame, 
Lading  thy  lamp,  and  unconfum'd  thy  flame, 
Shalt  ftill  furvive — 

(Shalt  ftand  before  the  hod  of  heaven  confeft, 
For  ever  bleffing,  'and  for  ever  bleft. 


CUPID  IN  AMBUSH. 
IT  oft'  tn  many  hasfuccefsful  been, 
Upon  his  arm  to  let  his  miftrefs  lean, 
Or  with  her  airy  fan  to  cool  her  heat, 
Or  gently  fqueeze  her  knees,  or  prefs  her  feet. 
All  public  fporrs,  to  favour  young  defire, 
With  opportunities  like  this  confpire. 
Ev'n  where  his  fldll  the  gladiator  fhows, 
With  human  blood  where  the  Arena  flows; 
There  oftentimes  love's  quiver-bearing  boy 
Prepares  his  bow  and  arrows  to.  deftry  : 
While  the  f-eftator  gazes  on  the  fight, 
And  fees  them  wound  each  other  with  delight  i 
While  he  his  pretty  mi.'1  refs  entertains, 
And  wagers  with  her  who  theconqueft  gaius  ; 
Slily  the  God  takes  aim,  and  hits  his  heart, 
And  in  the  wounds  he  fees  he  bears  his  part. 


ENGRAVED  ON  A  COLUMN 

IN   THE 

CHURCH  OF  HALLSTEAD  IN  ESSEX; 
Vbe  "Spire  of  ivbicl,,  burnt  ifoivn  by  Lightning,  -was  rc~ 

built  at  the  ex  fine,-  of  Mr.  Samuel  Fi/k  -,  1 717. 
VIEW  not  this  fpire  by  meafure  given 

To  buildings  rais'd  by  common  hands : 
That  fabric  riies  high  as  heaven, 

Whofe  bafis  on  devotion  ftahds. 
While  yet,we  draw  this  vital  breath, 

We  can  our  faith  and  hope  declare ; 
Put  charity  beyond  our  death 

Will  ever  in  our  works  appear. 
Eefl  be  he  call'd  among  good  men, 

Who  to  his  God  this  column  rais.'d  : 
Though  lightning  ftrike  the  dome  again, 

Tlic  man,  who  built  it,  fhall  be  prais'd : 
Yet  fpires  and  towers  in  duft  fliall  lie 

The  weak  efforts  of  human  pains; 
And  faith  and  hope  themfelyes  fuall  die, 

While  deathltfs  charity  remains. 


A  L  M  A  : 

OR, 

THE  /£<?£££&  OF  THE  MIND. 

IN    TI.'liEE   CANTOS. 


. 

Inccrt.  ap   btobaeum. 
CANTO     I. 

MATTHEW  *  met  Richard  f,  when  or  were 
From  ftory  is  not  mighty  cle;,:-  : 

*  l!l  •  t  Mr.  Shelter]. 


OF    PRIOR. 

Of  many  knotty  points  they  fpokc, 
And  pro  and  <on  by  turns  they  took. 
Rats  half  the  manufcript  have  eat  : 
Dire  hunger  !  which  we  ftill  regret. 
O  !   may  they  ne'er  again  digcft 
The  horrors  of  fo  fad  a  feaft  ! 
Yet  lefs  our  grief,  if  what  remains, 
Dear  Jacob  || .  by  thy  care  and  pains 
Shall  be  to  future  times  convey'd. 
It  thus  begins: 

•  *  *  "         Here  Matthew  faid, 
Alma  in  verfe,  in  profe  the  mind, 
By  Ariftotie's  pen  defin'd, 
Throughout  the  body  fquat  or  tall, 
Is,  bonajtde,  all  in  all. 
And  yet,  flap-dafh,  is  all  again 
In  every  finew,  nerve,  and  vein  : 
Runs  here  and  there,  like  Hamlet's  ghoft  ; 
While  every  where  fhe  rules  the  roaft. 

Thisfyjlem,  Richard,  we  are  told, 
The  mtn  of  Oxford  firmly  hold. 
The  Cambridge  wirs,  you  know,  deny 
With  ipfe  dixit  to  comply. 
They  lay  (for  in  good  truth  they  fpcak 
With  fmall  refpe<5t  of  that  old  Greek), 
That,  putting  all  his  words  together, 
'Tis  three  blue  beans  in  one  blue  bladder. 

Alma,  they  ftrenuoufly  maintain, 
Sits  cock-horfe  on  her  throne  the  brain  ; 
And  from  that  feat  of  thought  difpenfes 
Her  fovereign  pleafure  to  the  fenfes. 
Two  optic  nerves,  they  fay,  fhe  ties, 
Like  fpcctacje.s  acrofs  the  eyes; 
By  which  the  fpirits  bring  her  word, 
Whene'er  the  balls  are  fix'd  or  flirr'd, 
How  quick  at  park  and  play  they  ftrike  : 
The  duke  they  court ;  the  toaft  they  like ; 
And  at  5t.  James's  turn  their  grace 
From  former  friends  now  out  of  place. 

Without  thefe  aids,  to  be  more  ferious, 
Her  power,  they  hold,  had  been  precarious : 
The  eyes  might  have  confpir'd  her  ruin, 
And  fhe  not  known  what  they  were  doing. 
Foolifh  it  had  been,  and  unkind, 
That  they  fhould  fee,  and  flie  be  blind. 

Wife  nature  likewife,  they  fuppofe, 
Has  drawn  two  conduits  down  our  nofe  : 
Could  Alma  elfe,  with  judgment  tell 
When  caLhige  ftinks,  or  rofa  fmell.? 
Or  who  would  aflc  for  her  opinion 
Between  an  oyjtcr  and  an  onion  ? 
For  from  molt  bodies,  Dick,  you  know, 
acme  little  bits  afk  leave  to  flow  ; 
And,  as  through  thefe  canals  thty  roll, 
Crii  g  up  a  fample  of  the  whole  ; 
Like  footmen  running  before  coaches, 
i"o  tell  the  Inn,  what  lord  approaches. 

By  netves  about  our  palate  plac'd, 
he  likewife  judges  of  the  tafle. 
life  (diim.il  thought  !)  our  warlike  men 
Wight  dri;ik   thick/'!.;/  for  fine  champagne } 
And  cur  ill-judging  wives  and  daughters 
Viiliake  imaii-lietr  fcr  e  inn- waters. 


ij  Tonfcn, 


POEMS. 


Hence  'oo,  that  flie  might  better  hear, 
She  fets  a  drum  at  either  ear : 
And,  loud  or  gentle,  harfh  or  fweet, 
Are  but  th'  alarums  which  they  beat. 

JLaft,  to  enjoy  her  fenfe  of  feeling 
(A  thing  {he  much  delights  to  deal  in), 
A  thouiand  little  nerves  flic  fends 
Qiute  to  our  toes,  and  fingers'  ends ; 
And  thefe  in  gratitude  again 
Return  their  fpirits  to  the  brain  ; 
In  which  their  figure  being  printed 
(As  juft  before,  I  think,  I  hinted), 
Alma  inform'd  can  try  the  cafe, 
As  Ihe  had  been  upon  the  place. 

Thus,  while  the  judge  gives  different  journle* 
To  country  council  and  attornies, 
He  on  the  bench  in  quiet  fits, 
Deciding,  as  they  bring  the  writs. 
The  Pope  thus  prays  and  fleeps  at  Rome] 
And  very  feldom  ftirs  from  home  : 
Yet,  fending  forth  his  holy  fpies, 
And  having  heard  what  they  advife, 
He  rules  the  church's  bleft  dominions, 
And  fets  men's  faith  by  his  opinions. 

The  fcholars  of  the  Stagyrite, 
Who  for  the  old  opinion  fight, 
Would  make  their  modern  friends  confefs 
The  difference  but  from  more  to  lefs. 
The  mind,  fay  they,  while  you  fuftain 
To  hold  her  ftation  in  the  brain  ; 
You  grant,  at  leaft,  fhe  is  extended : 
Ergo  the  whole  difpute  is  ended. 
For  till  to-morrow  fliould  you  plead, 
From  form  and  ftru&ure  of  the  head, 
The  mind  as  vifibly  is  feen 
Extended  through  the  -whole  machine. 
Why  mould  all  honour  then  be  ta'en 
From  lower  parrs  to  load  the  brain, 
When  other  limbs  we  plainly  fee, 
Each  in  his  way,  as  briik  as  he  ? 
For  mufic,  grant  the  head  receive  it, 
It  is  the  artift's  hand  that  gave  it ; 
And,  though  the  fkull  may  wear  the  Jaurel, 
The  foldier's  arm  fuftains  the  quarrel. 
Befides,  the  noftrils,  ears,  and  eyes, 
Are  nut  his  parts, but  his  allies; 
Ev'n  what  you  hear  the  tongue  proclaim 
Comes  ab  engine  from  them. 
What  could  the  head  perform  alone, 
If  all  their  friendly  aids  were  gone  ? 
A  foolifh  figure  he  muft  make; 
Do  nothing  elfe  but  fleep  and  ake. 

Nor  matters  it,  that  you  can  fnow 
How  to  the  head  the  fpirits  go; 
Thofe  fpirits  ftarted  from  fome  goal, 
Before  they  through  the  veins  could  roll. 
Now,  we  mould  hold  them  much  to  blame, 
If  they  went  back,  before  they  came. 

If  therefore,  as  we  muft  fuppofe, 
They  came  from  fingers,  and  from  toes ; 
Or  toes,  or  fingers,  in  this  cafe, 
Of  Num-fculft  felf  Ihould  take  the  place  ; 
Difputing  fair,  you  giant  thus  much, 
That  all  fenfation  i<>  but  touch. 
Dip  but  your  toes  into  cold  water, 

cir  coriclpondeat  teeth  will  chatter: 


And,  ftrike  the  bottom  of  your  feet, 
You  fet  your  head  into  a  heat. 
The  bully  beat,  and  happy  lover, 
Confefs  that  feeling  lies  all  over. 

Note  here,  Lucretius  dares  to  teach 
(As  all  our  youth  may  learn  from  Creech) 
That  eyes  were  made,  but  could  not  view, 
Nor  hands  embrace,  nor  feet  purfue : 
But  heedlefs  nature  did  produce 
The  members  firft,  and  then  the  ufe. 
What  each  muft  a<St  was  yet  unknown, 
Till  all  is  mov'd  by  chance  alone. 

A  man  firft  builds  a  country-feat, 
Then  finds  the  walls  not  good  to  eat. 
Another  plants,  and  wondering  fees 
Nor  books  nor  medals  on  his  trees. 
Yet  poet  and  philofopher 
Was  he,  who  durft  fuch  whims  aver. 
Bleft,  for  his  fake,  be  human  reafon, 
That  came  at  all,  though  late  in  feafon. 
But  no  man  fure  e'er  left  his  houfe, 

And  faddled  Ball,  with  thoughts  fo  wild, 
To  bring  a  midwife  to  his  fpoufe, 

Before  he  knew  fhe  was  with-child. 
And  no  man  ever  reapt  his  corn, 

Or  from  the  oven  drew  his  bread, 
Ere  hinds  and  bakers  yet  were  born, 

That  taught  them  both  to  fow  and  knead. 
Before  they're  afk'd,  can  maids  refufe  ? 
Can — Pray,  fays  Dick,  hold  in  your  mufe. 
While  you  Pindaric  truths  rehearfe, 
She  hobbles  in  alternate  verfe. 
Verfe  !  Mat  reply'd ;  is  that  my  care  ? 
Go  on,  quoth  Richard,  foft  and  fair. 

This  looks,  friend  Dick,  as  nature  had 
But  exercis'd  thefa/efman't  trade ; 
As  if  fhe  haply  had  fat  down, 
And  cut  out  clothes  for  all  the  town ; 
Then  fent  them  out  to  Monmouth-flreet, 
To  try  what  perfons  they  would  fit. 
But  every  free  and  licens'd  taylor 
Would  in  this  thefts  find  a  failure. 
Should  whims  like  thefe  his  head  perplex, 
How  could  he  work  for  either  fex  ? 
His' clothes,  as  atoms  might  prevail, 
Might  fit  a  pifmire,  or  a  whale. 
No,  no  :  he  views  with  ftudinus  pleafure 
Your  mape,  before  he  takes  your  meafurc. 
For  real  Kate  he  made  the  boddice, 
And  not  for  an  ideal  goddefs. 
No  error  near  his  {hop-board  lurk'd  : 
He  kntw  the  folks  for  whom  he  vvork'd ; 
Still  to  their  fize  he  aim'd  his  {kill  : 
Elfe,  pr'ythec,  who  would  pay  his  bill  ? 

Next,  Dick,  if  chance  herfelf  fhould  vary, 
Obferve,  how  matters  would  mifcarry  : 
Acrofs  your  eyes,  friend,  place  your  ihoes; 
Your  fpectacles  upon  your  toes  : 
Then  you  and  Memmius  fhall  agree 
How  nicely  men  would  walk,  or  fee. 

But  wifdom,  peevifti  and  crofs-grain'd, 
Muft  be  oppos'd,  to  be  fuftain'd ; 
And  ftiil  your  knowledge  will  increafe, 
As  you  make  other  people's  lefs. 
In  arms  and  fcience  'tis  the  fame  : 
Our  rival's  hurts  create  our  fame, 
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At  Faubert's,  if  difputcs  arifc 
Among  the  champions  for  the  prize, 
To  prove  who  gave  the  fairer  butt, 
John  fliows  the  chalk  on  Robert's  coat. 
So,  for  the  honour  of  your  book, 
It  tells  vthere  other  folks  miftook  : 
And,  as  their  notions  you  confound, 
Thofe  you  invent  get  farther  ground. 

The  commentators  on  old  Ari- 
ftotle  ('tis  urg'd)  in  judgment  vary: 
They  to  their  own  conceits  have  brought 
The  image  of  his  general  thought ; 
Juft  as  the  melancholic  eye 
ikes  fleets  and  armies  in  the  flcy  ; 
And  to  the  poor  apprentice  ear 
The  bells  found,  "  Whittington  lord  mayor." 
The  conjuror  thus  explains  \\isfcbcme ; 
Thus  fpirits  walk,  and  prophets  dream  ; 
North  Britons  thus  have  fecontf-jigl>t  ,- 
And  Germans,  free  from  gun-ihot,  fight. 

Theodoret  and  Origen, 
And  fifty  other  learned  men, 
Atteft,  that,  if  their  comments  find 
The  traces  of  their  matter's  mind, 
Alma  can  ne'er  decay  nor  die  '. 
This  flatly  t'other  fe&  deny; 
•Simplicius,  Theophraft,  Durand, 
Great  names,  but  hard  in  verfe  to  ftand. 
They  wonder  men  fhould  have  miftook 
The  tenetr  of  their  mailer's  book, 
And  hold,  that  Alma  yields.her  breath, 
O'ercome  by  age,  and  feiz'd  by  death. 
Isow  which  were  wife  ?  and  whichwere  fools  ? 
Poor  Alma  fits  between  two  llools  : 
The  more  (he  reads,  the  more  perplext ; 
The  comment  ruining  the  text : 
How  fears,  now  hopes,  her  doubtful  fate : 
But.  Richard,  let  her  look  to  that — 
"Whilft  we  our  own  affairs  purfue. 

Thefe  differer.tyj/k»w,  old  or  new, 
A  man  with  half  an  eye  may  fee, 
"Were  only  form'd  to  difagree. 
Now,  to  bring  things  to  fair  cor-clufion, 
And  fave  much  Chriftian  ink's  effufion, 
Let  me  propofe  an  healingy^/j««, 
And  fail  along  the  middle  ftream  : 
Tor,  Dick,  if  we  could  reconcile 

Old  Ariftotle  with  Gafftndus, 
How  many  would  admire  our  toil '. 

And  yet  how  few  would  comprehend  us  ! 

Here,  Richard,  let  my  Jib  me  commence  : 
Oh  !   may  my  words  be  loft  in  fei:fe  '. 
"While  pleas*  d  Thalia  deigns  to  write 
The  flips  and  bounds  of  Alma's  flight. 

My  fanfle fyfcvi  fhall  fuppofe 
That  Alma  enters  at  the  toes, 
That  then  fhe  mount,  by  juft  degrees 
Up  to  the  ancles,  legs,  and  knees; 
Next,  as  the  fap  of  lite  does  rife, 
She  lends  her  vigour  to  the  thighs; 
And,  all  thefe  under- regions  pait, 
She  neftles  fomewhere  near  the  waift  ; 
Gives  pain  «r  plealure,  grief  or  laughter, 
A*  we  fhall  fhow  at  large  hereafter. 
Mature,  if  m  t  improv'd  by  time, 
V>  to  ^he  heart  ib«  k>vc*  to  climb  5 


From  thence,  compcll'd  by  craft  and  agrfj 

She  makes  the  head  her  lateft  ftage. 

From  the  feet  upward  to  the  head- 
Pithy  and  fhort,  fays  Dick,  proceed. 
Dick,  this  is  not  an  idle  notion  : 

Obferve  the  progrefs  of  the  motion. 

Firft,  F  demonstratively  prove 

That  feet  were  only  made  to  move; 

And  legs  defire  to  come  and  go, 

For  they  have  nothing  elle  to  do. 

Hence,  long  before  the  child  can  crawl, 

He  learns  to  kick,  and  wince,  and  fprawl : 

To  hinder  which,  your  midwife  knows 

To  bind  thofe  parts  extremely  clofe ; 

Left  Alma,  newly  enter'd  in, 

And  ftunn'd  at  her  own  chriftening's  din, 

Fearful  of  future  grief  and  pain, 

Should  filently  fneak  out  again. 

Full  piteous  feems  young  Alma's  cafe; 

As  in  a  lucklefs  game fter's  place, 

She  would  not  play,  yet  muft  not  pafs. 
Again ;  as  fhe  grows  fomething  ftronger, 

And  mafter's  feet  are  fwath'd  no  longer, 

If  in  the  night  too  oft  he  kicks, 

Or  (hows  his  Iocs-motive  tricks; 

Thefe  firft  affaults,  fat  Kate  repays  him ; 

When  half  afleep,  fhe  overlays  him. 

Now  mark,  dear  Richard,  from  the  age 
That  children  tread  this  worldly  ftage, 

Broom-ftaff  or  poker  they  beftride, 

And  round  the  parlour  love  to  ride  ; 

Till  thoughtful  father's  pious  care 

Provides  his  brood,  next  Smithfield  fair, 

With  fupplemental  hobby-horfes : 
And  happy  be  their  infant  courfes  ! 

Hence    for    fome  years  they    ne'er    ftani 

dill: 

Their  legs,  you  fee,  direct  their  will ; 
From  opening  morn  till  fetring  fun, 
Around  the  fields  and  woods  they  run  ; 
They  frifk,  and  dance,  and  leap,  and  play, 
Nor  heed  what  Freind  or  Snape  can  lay. 

To  her  next  ftage  as  Alma  flies, 
And  likes,  as  I  have  faid,  the  thighs, 
With  fympatleilc  power  (he  warms 
Their  good  allies  and  friends,  the  arms; 
While  Betty  dances  on  the  green, 
And  Sufan  is  at  ftool-ball  feen  ; 
While  John  for  nine-pins  does  declare, 
And  Roger  loves  to  pitch  the  bar  : 
Both  legs  and  arms  fpontaiieous  move  ; 
Which  was  the  thing  I  meant  to  prove. 

Another  motion  now  fhe  makes  : 
O  need  I  name  the  feat  fhe  takes  ? 
His  thought  quite  chang'd  the  {tripling  findsj 
The  fport  and  race  no  more  he  minds; 
Negleded  Tray  and  Pointer  lie, 
And  covies  unmoleited  fly. 
Sudden  the  jocund  plain  he  leaves, 
At:d  for  the  nymph  in  ftcret  grieves. 
In  dying  accents  he  complains 
Of  cruel  fires,  and  raging  pains. 
The  nymph  too  longs  to  be  alone, 
Leaves  all  the  fwains  and  fighs  for  one  j 
i'he  nymph  is  warm'd  with  young  defijs- 
gds,  and  dies  to  quench,  his  fire. 
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They  meet  each  evening  In  the  grove ; 
Their  parley  but  augments  their  love  : 
So  to  the  prieft  their  cafe  they  tell : 
He  ties  the  knot ;  and  all  goes  well. 

But,  O  my  mule,  juft  diftance  keep  ; 
Thou  art  a  maid,  and  muft  not  peep. 
In  nine  months  time  the  boddice  loofe, 
And  petticoats  too  Ihort,  dilclofe 
That  at  this  age  the  adive  mind 
About  the  waiil  lies  moft  confin'd  ; 
And  that  young  life  and  quickening  fenfe 
Spring  from  his  influence  darted  thence. 
So  from  the  middle  of  the  world 
The  fun's  prolific  rays  are  hurl'd  : 
'Pis  from  that  feat  he  darts  thole  beams, 
Whieh  quicken  earth  with  genial  flames. 

Dick,  who  thus  long  had  paflive  fat, 
Here  ftrok'd  his  chin,  and  cock'd  his  hat; 
Then  flapp'd  his  hand  upon  the  board, 
And  thus  the  youth  put  in  his  word. 
Love's  advocates,  fweet  Sir,  would  find  him 
A  higher  place  than  you  afllgn'd  him. 

Love's  advocates  !  Dick,  who  are  thofe  ?— 
The  poets,  you  may  well  fuppofe. 
I'm  foiry,  Sir,  you  have  difcarded 
The  men  with  whom  till  now  you  herded. 

Profe-msn  alone  f;>r  private  ends, 

J  thought,  forfook  their  ancient  friends. 

In  corj.illavit,  cries  Lucretius  ; 

If  he  may  be  allow'd  to  teach  us. 

The  felf-fame  thing  folt  Ovid  fayg 

(A  proper  judge  in  fuch  a  cafe). 

Horace's  phrale  is,  turret jfcur  ; 

And  happy  was  that  curious  fpeaker. 

Here  Virgil  too  has  plac'd  this  paflion. 

What  fignifies  too  long  quotation  ? 

In  ode  and  epic,  plain  the  cafe  is, 

That  love  holds  one  of  thefe  two  places. 
Dick,  without  paffion  or  reflection, 

I'll  ftrait  demolifh  this  objection. 
Firft,  poets,  all  the  world  agrees, 

Write  half  to  profit,  half  to  pteafe. 

Matter  and  figure  they  produce  ; 

For  garnifh  this,  and  that  for  ufe  ; 

And,  in  the  ftrudture  of  their  feafts, 

They  feek  to  feed  and  pleafe  their  gueftj  : 

But  one  may  balk  this  good  intent, 

And  take  things  otherwife  than  meant. 

Thus,  if  yuu  dine  with  my  lord  mayor, 

Roaft-beef  and  venifon  is  ynur  fare  ; 

Thence  you  proceed  to  i'wan  and  hultard, 

And  perfevere  in  t^irt  and  cuftard  : 

But  tullip-lea-ves  and  lanon-feel 

Help  only  to  adorn  the  meal ; 

And  painted  flags,  fuperb  and  neat, 

Proclaim  you  welcome  to  the  treat. 

The  man  of  fenfe  his  meat  devours, 

But  only  fmells  the  peel  and  flowers; 

And  he  muft  be  an  idle  dreamer, 

"Who  leaves  the  pie,  and  gnaws  the  ftreamer.' 
That  Cupid  goes  with  bow  and  arrows, 

And  Venus  keeps  her  coach  and  fparrows, 

Is  all  but  emblem,  to  acquaint  one, 

The  Ion  i*  lharp,  the  mother  wanton, 


such  images  have  fometimes  fliown 
\  myftic  fenfe,  but  oftener  none. 
7or  who  conceives,  what  bards  devife, 
That  heaven  is  plac'd  in  Celia's  eyes ; 
3r  where's  the  fenfe,  diredt  and  moral. 
That  teeth  are  pearl,  or  lip*  are  coral  ? 
Your  Horace  owns,  he  various  writ, 
As  wild  or  fober  maggots  bit : 
And,  where  too  much  the  poet  ranted, 
The  fage  philofopher  recanted, 
riis  grave  epiftles  may  difprove 
The  wanton  odes  he  made  to  love. 

Lucretius  keeps  a  mighty  pother 
With  Cupid  and  his  fancy'd  mother  ; 
Halh  her  great  queen  of  earth  and  air. 
Declares  that  winds  and  feas  obey  her: 
And,  while  her  honour  he  rehearfes, 
Implores  her  to  infpire  his  verfes. 

Yet,  free  from  this  poetic  madnefs, 
Next  page  he  fays,  in  fober  fadnefs, 
That  file  and  all  her  fellow-gods 
Sit  idling  in  their  high  abodes, 
Regardlefs  of  this  world  below, 
Our  health  or  hanging,  weal  or  woe  ; 
Nor  once  diflurb  their  heavenly  fpiriw 
With  Scapin's  cheats,  or  Crefar's  merits. 

Nor  e'er  can  Latin  poets  prove 
Where  lies  the  real  feat  of  love. 
Jecur  they  burn,  and  Cor  they  pierce, 
As  cither  beft  fupplies  their  vcrfe; 
And,  if  folks  aflt  thereafon  for't, 
Say,  one  was  long,  and  t'other  fhort. 
Thus,  I  preiume,  the  Britifh  mufe 
May  take  the  freedom  ftrangers  ufc. 
In  profe  our  property  is  greater  : 
Why  mould  it  then  be  lefs  in  metre  ? 
If  Cupid  throws  a  fingle  dart, 
We  make  him  wound  the  lover's  hearts 
But,  if  he  takes  his  bow  and  quiver; 
'  I'is  fure,  he  muft  transfix  the  liver: 
For  rhyme  with  reafon  may  difpenfe, 
And  f«,und  has  right  to  govern  fenfe. 

But  let  your  friends  in  verfe  fuppofe, 
What  ne'er  {hall  be  allow'd  in  proic ; 
Anatomi/is  can  make  it  clear, 
The  live r  minds  his  own  affair ; 
Kindly  fupplies  our  public  ufes. 
And  parts  and  ftrains  the  vital  juices  ; 
Still  lays  forne  ufeful  bile  afide, 
To  tinge  the  chyle's  infipid  tide  : 
Elfe  we  (hould  want  both  gibe  and  fatyr; 
And  all  be  bunt  with  pure  good-nature. 
Now  gall  is  bitter  with  a  witnefs, 
And  love  is  all  delight  and  fweetnefs. 
My  logic  then  has  loft  its  aim, 
If  fweet  and  bitter  be  the  fame  : 
And  he,  methinks,  is  no  great  fcholar» 
Who  can  miftakc  defire  for  choler. 

The  like  may  of  the  heart  be  faid; 
Courage  and  terror  there  are  bred. 
All  thofe,  whofe  heart,  are  loofe  and  low^ 
Start,  if  they  hear  but  the  tattta  ; 
And  mighty  phyfical  their  fear  is; 
For,  fopn  as  nuife  of  coaibat  near  isj 
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Their  heart,  dcfeendlng  to  their  breeches, 
Mufr  give  their  ftomach  cruel  twitches. 
But  heroes,  who  o'ercome  or  die, 
Have  their  hearts  hung  extremely  high ; 
The  firings  of  which,  in  battles  heat, 
Again  ft  their  very  corjl  ts  beat; 
Keep  time  with  their  own  trumpet's  meafure, 
And  yield  them  moft  excefiive  pleafure. 

Now,  if  'tis  chiefly  in  the  heart 
That  courage  does  itfelf  exert, 
'Twill  be  prodigious  hard  to  prove 
That  this  is  eke  the  throne  of  Love. 
Would  nature  make  one  place  the  feat 
Of  fond  defire,  and  fell  debate  > 
Muft  people  only  take  delight  in 
Thofe  hours,  when  they  are  tir'd  of  fighting  ? 
And  has  no  man,  but  who  has  kill'd 
A  father,  right  to  get  a  child  ? 
Thefe  notions  then  I  think  but  idle; 
And  love  fhall  ftill  poflefs  the  middle. 
This  truth  more  plainly  to  difcover, 
Snppofc  your  hero  were  a  lover. 
Though  he  before  had  gall  and  rage, 
Which  death  or  conqueft  muft  affuage, 
He  grows  difpirued  and  low ; 
He  hates  the  fight,  and  fhuns  the  foe. 

In  fcornful  floth  Achille*  flspt, 
A"nd  for  his  wench,  like  'rail-boy,  wept : 
Nor  would  return  to  war  and  flaughter, 
Till  they  brought  back  the  parfon's  daughter. 

Antoniusfled  from  Adtium'scoaft, 
Anguftus  pre  fling,  Afia  loft  : 
His  fails  by  Cupid's  hands  unfurl'd, 
To  keep  the  fair,  he  gave  the  world. 
Edward  our  Fourth,  rever'd  and  crown'd, 
Vigorous  in  youth,  in  arms  renown'd  ; 
While  England's  voice,  and  Warwick's  care, 
Defign'd  him  Gallia's  beauteous  heir; 
Chang'd  peace  and  power,  for  rage  and  wars, 
Only  to  dry  one  widow's  tsars. — 

France's  fcurth  Henry  we  may  fee 
A  fervant  to  the  fair  d'Eftree ; 
When,  quitting  Coutras'  profperous  field, 
And  fortune  taught  at  length  to  yield, 
He  from  his  guards  and  midnight  tent 
Difguis'd  o'er  hills  and  vallies  went, 
To  wanton  with  the  fpri^htly  dame  ; 
And  in  his  pleafure  loft  his  fame. 

Bold  is  the  critic  who  dares  prove 
Thefe  heroes  were  no  friends  to  love  ; 
And  bolder  he,  who  dares  aver 
That  they  were  enemies  to  war. 
Yet,  when  their  thought  fhould,  now  or  never, 
Have  rais'd  their  bcatt,  or  fir'd  their  liver, 
Fond  Alma  to  thofe  parts  was  gone, 
Which  love  more  juftly  calls  his  own. 
Example*  I  couid  cite  you  more ;  ' 
But  be  contented  with  thefe  four  : 
For,  when  one's  proofs  are  aptly  chofcn, 
Four  are  as  valid  as  four  dozen. 
One  came  from  Greece,  and  one  from  Rome  ; 
The  other  two  grew  nearer  home. 
For  fome  in  ancient  books  delight ; 
Others  prefer  what  moderns  write  : 
Now  I  fhould  be  extremely  loth, 
Not  to  be  thought  expert  in  both. 
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BBT  fhal!  we  take  the  mufe  abroad, 
To  drop  her  idly  on  the  road  ? 
And  leave  our  fubjeft  in  the  middle, 
As  Butler  did  his  bear  and  fiddle  ? 
Yet  he,  confummate  mafter,  knew 
When  to  recede,  and  where  purfue  : 
His  noble  negligences  reach 
What  others  toils  defpair  to  reach. 
He,  perfect  dancer,  climbs  the  rope, 
And  balances  your  fear  and  hope  : 
If,  after  fome  diftinguifh'd  leap, 
He  drops  his  pole,  and  feems  to  flip, 
Straight  gathering  all  his  active  ftrength, 
He  rifes  higher  half  his  length. 
With  wonder  you  approve  his  flight, 
And  owe  your  pleafure  to  your  fright. 
But  like  poor  Andrew  I  advance, 
Falfe  mimic  of  my  matter's  dance  ; 
Around  the  cord  awhile  I  fprawl, 
And  thence,  though  low,  in  earneft  fall. 

My  preface  tells  you,  I  digrefa'd  : 
He's  half  abfolv'd  who  has  confefs'd. 

I  like,  quoth  Dick,  yourftmi/e, 
And,  iu  return,  take  two  from  me. 
As  mafters  in  the  dare  obfcart 
With  various  light  your  eyes  allure, 
A  flaming  yellow  here  they  fpread, 
Draw  off  in  blue,  or  charge  in  red  ; 
Yet,  from  thefe  colours  oddly  mix'd, 
Your  fight  upon  the  whole  is  fix'd  : 
Or,  as,  again,  your  courtly  dames 
(  Whofe  clothes  returning  oirth-day  claims) 
By  arts  improve  the  fluffs  they  vary, 
And  things  are  beft  as  moft  contrary; 
The  gown,  with  ftiff  embroidery  fhining, 
Looks  charming  with  a  flighter  lining ; 
The  out-,  if  Indian  figure  ftain, 
The  in-fide  muft  be  rich  and  plain. 
So  you  great  authors  have  thought  fit 
To  make  digreflion  tenij  er  wit : 
When  arguments  too  fieiccly  glare, 
You  calm  them  with  a  milder  air  : 
To  break  their  points,  you  turn  their  force, 
And  furbelow  the  plain  difcouifj. 

Richard,  quoth  Mat,  thefe  words  of  thine 
Speak  fometning  fly,  and  fomething  fine  ; 
But  I  fball  e'en  rcfume  my  theme, 
However  thou  may 'ft  praife  or  blame. 

As  people  marry  now,  and  fettle, 
Fierce  love  abates  his  ufual  mettle  : 
Worldly  defires,  and  houfehold  cares, 
Difturb  the  godhead's  foft  affair*  : 
So  now,  as  health  or  temper  changes, 
In  larger  compafs  Alma  ranges,  , 

This  day  below,  the  next  above, 
As  light  or  folid  whimfiesmuve. 
So  merchant  has  his  houfe  in  town, 
And  country-feat  near  Banftecl-do%vn  : 
From  one  he  dares  hi*  foreign  letters, 
Sends  out  his  goods,  and  dunii  his  debtors : 
In  t'other,  at  his  hours  of  Icifure, 
He  fmokea  his  pipe,  and  takes  his  pleafurc. 
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And  now  your  matrimonial  Cupid, 
I.afh'd  on  by  time,  grows  tir'd  and  ftupid. 
For  (lory  and  experience  tell  us 
That  man  grows  old,  and  woman  jealous. 
Both  would  their  little  ends  fecure ; 
He  fighs  for  freedom,  (he  for  power  : 
His  wilhes  tend  abroad  to  roam, 
And  hers  to  domineer  at  home. 
Thus  paflion  flags  by  flow  degrees, 
And,  ruffled  more,  delighted  lefs, 
The  bufy  mind  does  feldom  go 
To  thofe  once  charming  feats  below; 
But,  in  the  breaft  incamp'd,  prepares 
For  well-bred  feints  and  future  wars. 
The  man  fufpe&s  his  lady's  crying 
(When  he  laft  autumn  lay  a-dying) 
Was  but  to  gain  him  to  appoint  her 
By  codicil  a  larger  jointure. 
The  woman  finds  it  all  a  trick, 
That  he  could  fwoon  when  fhe  was  fick ; 
And  knows  that  in  that  grief  he  reckon'd 
On  black  ey'd  Sufan  for  his  fecond. 

Thus,  having  drove  fome  tedious  years 
With  feign'd  defires,  and  real  fears  ; 
And,  tir'd  with  anfwers  and  replies 
Of  John  affirms,  and  Martha  lies, 
Leaving  this  endlefs  altercation, 
The  mind  affecls  a  higher  ftation. 

Poltis,  that  generous  king  of  Thrace, 
I  think,  was  in  this  very  cafe. 
All  Afia  now  was  by  the  ears, 
And  gods  beat  up  for  volunteers 
To  Greece  and  Troy ;  while  Poltis  fat 
In  quiet  governing  his  ftate. 
And  whence,  faid  the  pacific  king, 
Does  all  this  noife  and  difcorcl  fpring  ? 
Why,  Paris  took  Atrides*  'Wife — 
With  eafe  I  could  compote  this  ftrifc : 
The  injurM~h~ero  fhould  not  lofe, 
Nor  the  young  Jover  want  a  fpoufe. 
But  Helen  chang'd  her  firft  condition, 
Without  her  hufband's  juft  permifiion. 
What  from  the  dame  can  Paris  hope  ? 
She  may  as  well  from  him  elope. 
Again,  how  can  her  old  good  man 
With  honour  take  her  back  again  ? 
From  hence  I  logically  gather, 
The  woman  cannot  live  with  either. 
Now,  I  have  two  right  honeft  wives, 
For  whofe  poffeffion  no  man  ftrives  : 
One  to  Atrides  I  will  fend, 
And  t'other  to  my  Trojan  friend. 
Each  prince  (hall  thus  with  honour  have 
What  both  fo  warmly  feem  to  crave  : 
The  wrath  of  gods  and  man  fhall  ceaie, 
And  Poltis  live  and  die  in  peace. 

Dick,  if  this  ftory  pleafeth  thee, 
Pray  thank  Dan  Pope,  who  told  it  me. 

Howe'er  fwift  Alma's  flight  may  vary, 
(Take  'his  by  way  of  corollary) 
Some  limbs  fhe  finds  the  very  fame, 
In  place,  and  dignity,  and  name  : 
Thcfe  dwell  at  fuch  convenient  diftance, 
That  each  may  give  his  friend  affiftance. 
Thus  he  who  runs  or  dances  begs 
The  equal  vigour  of  two  Icgsj 


So  much  to  both  does  Alma  tmft, 

She  ne'er  regards  which  goes  the  firft. 

Teague  could  make  neither  of  them  flay, 

When  with  himfelf  he  ran  away. 

The  man  who  ftruggles  in  the  fight 

Fatigues  left  arm  as  well  as  right ; 

For,  whilft  one  hand  exalts  the  blow, 

And  on  the  earth  extends  the  foe, 

T'other  would  take  it  wondrous  ill, 

If  in  your  pocket  he  lay  flill. 

And,  when  you  fhoot,  and  fhut  one  eye, 

You  cannot  think  he  would  deny 

To  lend  the  other  friendly  aid, 

Or  wink  as  coward,  and  afraid. 

No,  Sir  ;  whilft  he  withdraws  his  flame, 

His  comrade  takes  the  furer  aim. 

One  moment  if  his  beams  recede; 

As  foon  as  e'er  the  bird  is  dead, 

Opening  again,  he  lays  his  claim  *\ 

To  half  the  profit,  half  the  fame,  v 

And  helps  to  pocket  up  the  game.  J 

'Tis  thus  one  tradefman  flips  away, 

To  give  his  partner  fairer  play. 

Some  limbs  again,  in  bulk  or  flaturc 
Unlike,  and  not  a-kin  by  nature, 
In  concert  a<5i,  like  modern  friends, 
Becaufe  one  ferves  the  other's  ends. 
The  arm  thus  waits  upon  the  heart, 
So  quick  to  take  the  bully's  part, 
That  one,  though  warm,  decides  more  flow 
Than  t'other  executes  the  blow. 
A  ftander-by  may  chance  to  have  it, 
Ere  Hack  himfelf  perceives  he  gave  it. 

The  amorous  eyes  thus  always  go 
A-ftrol!ing  for  their  friends  below  ; 
For,  long  before  the  'fquire  and  dame 
Have  tele  a  tfte  reliev'd  their  flame, 
Ere  vifits  yet  are  brought  about, 
The  eye  by  fympathy  looks  out, 
Knows  Florimel,  and  longs  to  meet  her, 
And,  if  he  fees,  is  fure  to  greet  her, 
Though  at  fafh-window,  on  the  flairs, 
At  court,  nay  (authors  fay)  at  prayers. — 

The  funeral  of  fome  valiant  knight 
May  give  this  thing  its  proper  light. 
View  his  two  gauntlets ;  thefe  declare 
That  both  his  hands  were  us'd  to  war. 
And  from  his  two  gilt  fpurs  'tis  learn'd 
His  feet  were  equally  concern'd. 
But  have  you  not  with  thought  beheld 
The  fword  hang  dangling  o'er  the  ftiield  ? 
Which    fhows   the    breaft,    that  plate   was  ua*<f 

to, 

Had  an  ally  right  arm  to  truft  to  : 
And,  by  the  peep-holes  in  his  creft, 
Is  it  not  virtually  confeft 
That  there  his  eyes  took  diftant  aim, 
And  glanc'd  refped  to  that  bright  dame, 
In  whofe  delight  his  hope  was  center'd, 
And  for  whofe  glove  his  life  he  vcntur'd  1 

Objections  to  my  general  fyftem 
May  rife  perhaps ;  and  I  have  mift  them  ; 
But  I  can  call  to  my  affiftance 
Proximity  (mark  that !)  and  diftance; 
Can  prove  that  all  things,  on  occafioo, 
Love  union,  and  dkfire 
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That  Alma  merely  is  a  fcate, 
And  motives,  like  the  weights,  prevail. 
If  neither  fide  turn  down  nor  up, 
With  lofs  or  gain,  with  fear  or  hope, 
The  balance  always  would  hang  even, 
Like   Mah'met's   tomb,    'twixt   earth    and  hea 
ven. 

This,  Richard,  is  a  curious  cafe  : 
Suppofe  your  eyes  fcnt  equal  rays 
Upon  two  diftant  pots  of  ale, 
Not  knowing  which  was  mild  or  ftalc  : 
In  this  fad  ftate  your  doubtful  choice 
Would  never  have  the  cafting  voice  ; 
Which  beft  or  worft  you  could  not  think, 
And  die  you  muft  for  want  of  drink ; 
Unlefs  fome  chance  inclines  your  fight, 
Setting  one  pot  in  fairer  light ; 
Then  you  prefer  or  A,  or  B, 
As  lines  and  angles  belt  agree : 
Your  fenfe  refolv'd  impels  your  will : 
She  guides  your  hand — fo  drink  your  fill. 

Have  you  not  feen  a  baker's  maid 
Between  two  equal  banniers  fway'd  ? 
Her  tallies  ufelefs  lie,  and  idle, 
If  plac'd  exadtly  in  the  middle  : 
But,  forc'd  from  this  unaclive  ftate 
By  virtue  of  fome  cafual  weight, 
On  either  fide  yen  hear  them  clatter, 
And  judge  of  right  and  left  hand  matter. 

N<rw,  Richard,  this  coercive  force, 
Without  your  choice,  muft  take  irs  courfe; 
Great  kings  to  wars  are  pointed  forth, 
Like  loaded  needles  to  the  north. 
And  thou  and  I,  by  power  unfcen, 
Are  barely  paffive,  and  fuck'd-in 
To  Henault's  vaults,  or  Celia's  chamber, 
As  ftraw  and  paper  are  by  amber. 
If  we  fit  down  to  play  or  fet 
(Suppofe  at  ombre  or  baffet), 
Let  people  call  us  cheats  or  fools, 
Our  cards  and  we  are  equal  tools. 
We  fure  in  vain  the  cards  condemn  : 
Otrrfrlves  both  cut  and  fhuffled  them. 
In  vain  on  fortune's  aid  rely : 
She  only  is  a  jiander  by. 
Poor  men  !  poor  papers  I  we  and  they 
Do  fome  impulfive  force  obey  : 
And  are  but  play'd  with — do  not  play. 
But  fpace  and  matter  we  fliou'd  blame ; 
They  palm'd  the  trick  that  loft  the  game. 

Thus,  to  favc  further  contradiction 
Againft  what  you  may  think  but  fiction, 
I  for  attraction,  Dick,  declare  : 
Deny  it  thofe  bold  men  that  dare. 
As  well  your  motion,  as  your  thought, 
Is  all  by  hidden  impulfe  wrought : 
Ev'n  faying  that  you  think  or  walk, 
How  like  a  country  'fquire  you  talk  ! 

Mark  then  ; — Where  fancy,  or  defire, 
CoUcdls  the  beams  cf  vital  fire; 
Into  that  limb  fair  Alma  flides, 
And  there,  /  ro  tcrrporf,  refides. 
She  dwells  in  Kicolini's  tongue, 
When  Pytrhus  chauntsthe  heavenly  fong. 
When  Peuro  dots  tiu-  lute  command, 
She  guides  the  cunniug  artilt's  hand. 


Through  Macer's  gullet  fhe  runs  down, 
When  the  vile  glutton  dines  alone. 
And,  void  of  modefty  and  thought, 
She  follows  Bibo's  endlefs  draught. 
Through  the  foft  fex  again  fhe  ranges, 
As  youth,  caprice,  or  fafhion,  changes. 
Fair  Alma,  carelefs  and  ferene, 
In  Fanny's  fprightly  eyes  is  feen  ; 
While  they  diffufe  their  infant  beams, 
Themfelves  not  confcious  of  their  flameij 
Again  fair  Alma  fits  confeft 
On  Florimcl's  experter  breaft  ; 
When  fhe  the  rifing  figh  conftrains, 
And  by  concealing  fpeaks  her  pp.ins. 
In  Cynthia's  neck  fair  Alma  glows, 
When  the  vain  thing  her  jewels  fhows  3 
When  Jenny's  (lays  are  newly  lac'd, 
Fair  Alma  plays  about  her  waift  ; 
And  when  the  fwelliug  hoop  fuftains 
The  rich  brocade,  fair  Alma  deign* 
Into  that  lower  fpace  to  enter, 
Of  the  huge  round  herfelf  the  centre. 

Again  :  that  fingle  limb  or  feature 
(Such  is  the  cogent  force  of  nature), 
Which  moft  did  Alma's  paffion  move 
In  the  firft  objed  of  her  love, 
For  ever  will  be  found  confeft, 
And  printed  on  the  amorous  breaft. 

O  Abelaf  d  !   ill-fated  youth, 
Thy  tale  will  juftify  this  truth  : 
But  well  I  weet,  thy  cruel  wrong 
Adorns  a  nobler  poet's  fong. 
Dan  Pope,  for  thy  misfortune  griev'd, 
With  kind  concern  and  fkill  has  weav'i 
A  filken  web ;  and  ne'er  (hall  fade 
Its  colours;  gently  has  he  laid 
The  mantle  o'er  thy  fad  diftrefs, 
And  Venus  (hall  the  texture  blefs. 
He  o'er  the  weeping  nun  has  drawn 
Such  artful  folds  of  facred  lawn, 
That  love,  with  equal  grief  and  pride, 
Shall  fee  the  crime  he  ftrives  to  hide, 
And,  foftly  drawing  back  the  veil, 
The  god  fhall  to  his  votaries  tell 
Each  confcious  tear,  each  blufhing  grace, 
That  deck'd  dear  Eloifa's  face. 
Happy  the  poet,  bleft  the  lays, 
Which  Buckingham  hasdeign'd  to  praife! 

Next,  Dick,  as  youth  and  habit  fways, 
A  hundred  gambols  Alma  plays. 
If,  whilft  a  boy,  Jack  ran  from  fchool, 
Fond  of  his  hunting-horn  and  pole; 
Though  gout  and  age  his  fpced  detain-, 
Old  John  halloos  his  hounds  again  ; 
By  his  fire-fide  he  ftarts  the  hare, 
And  turns  her  in  his  wicker-chair; 
His  feet,  however  lame,  you  find 
Have  got  the  better  of  his  mind. 

If,  whJle  the  mind  was  in  her  leg, 
The  dance  affeiftcd  nimble  Peg; 
Old  Madge,  bewitch'd  at  fixty-one, 
Calls  for  Green  Sleeves,  and  Jumping  Joan. 
In  public  mafk,  or  private  ball, 
From  Lincoln's-inn  to  Goldihmh's-hall, 
All  Chriftmas  long  away  fhe  trudges, 
Trips  it  with  'prentices  and  judge*  : 
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In  vain  her  children  urge  her  ftay, 

And  age  or  palfcy  bar  the  way. 

But,  if  thofe  images  prevail 

Which  whilom  did  affect  the  tail, 

fihe    'ill  renews  the  ancient  fcenc, 

Forgets  the  forty-years  between  : 

Aukwardly  gay,  and  oddly  merry, 

Her  fcarf  pale  pink,  her  head-knot  cherry; 

O'er-heated  with  ide.il  rage, 

She  cheats  her  fon,  to  wed  her  page. 

If  Alma,  whilft  tlie  man  was  young, 
Slipp'd  up  too  foon  into  his  tongue, 
Pleas'd  with  his  own  fantaftic  {kill, 
He  lets  that  weapon  ne'er  lie  (till. 
On  any  point  if  you  difpute, 
Depend  upon  it,  he'll  confute  : 
Change  fides,  and  you  increafe  your  pain, 
For  he'll  confute  you  back  again. 
For  one  may  ('peak  with  Tully's  tongue, 
Yet  all  the  while  be  in  the  wrong. 
And  'tis  remarkable  that  they 
Talk  mod,  who  have  the  leal  to  fay. 
Your  dainty  fpeakers  have  the  curfe, 
To  plead  bad  caufes  di  wn  to  worfe  : 
As  dames,  who  native  beauty  want, 
Still  uglier  look,  the  more  they  paint. 

Again  :   if  in  the  female  fex 
Alma  fhould  on  this  member  fix 
(A  cruel  and  a  defperate  cafe, 
From  which  Heaven  fhield  my  lovely  lafs!); 
For  ever  more  all  care  is  vain, 
That  would  bring  Alma  down  again. 
As,  in  habitual  gout  or  ftone, 
The  only  thing  that  can  be  done, 
Is  to  correct  your  drink  and  diet, 
And  keep  the  inward  foe  in  quiet ; 
So,  if  for  any  fins  of  ours, 
Or  our  forefathers,  higher  powers, 
Severe,  though  juft,  afflict  our  life 
With  that  prime  ill,  a  talking  wife  ; 
Till  death  {hall  bring  the  kind  relief, 
We  mud  be  patient,  or  be  deaf. 

You  know  a  certain  lady,  Dick, 
Who  faw  me  when  I  lad  was  fick  : 
She  kindly  talk'd,  at  lead  three  houn, 
Of  plajlic  forms,  and  mental  powers  ; 
Defcrib'd  our  pre-exiding  dation 
Before  this  vile  terrene  creation  ; 
And  led  I  fhould  be  weary'd,  madam, 
To  cut  things  fhort,  came  down  to  Adam ; 
From  whence,  as  fad  as  die  was  able, 
She  drowns  the  world,  and  builds  up  Babel : 
Through  Syria,  Perfia,  Greece,  fhe  goes, 
And  takes  the  Romans  in  the  clofe. 

But  we'll  dcfcant  on  general  nature ; 
This  is  a  fydem,  not  a  fatire. 

Turn  we  this  globe,  and  let  us  fee 
How  different  nations  difagree 
In  what  we  wear,  or  eat  and  drink ; 
Nay,  Dick,  perhaps  in  what  we  think. 
Jn  water  at  you  fmell  and  tade 
The  foils  through  which  it  rofe  and  paft; 
In  Alma's  manners  you  may  read 
The  place  v.hcre  fhe  was  born  and  bred. 
One  people  from  their  fwaddling  band» 
their  infant*'  feet  and  hands  ; 


iere  Alma  to  thefe  limbs  was  brought, 
And  Sparta's  offspring  kick'd  and  fought. 

Another  taught  their  babes  to  falk, 
Ire.  they  could  yet  in  go-carts  walk  : 
There  Alma  fettled  in  the  tongue, 
And  orators  from  Athens  fprung. 

Obferve  but  in  thefe  neighbouring  lands 
The  different  ufe  of  mouths  and  hands; 
As  men  repos'd  their  various  hopes, 
n  battles  thefe,  and  thofe  in  trope*. 
In  Britain's  ifles,  as  Heylin  notes, 
The  ladies  trip  in  petticoats ; 
Which,  for  the  honour  of  their  nation, 
They  quit  but  on  fome  great  occafion. 
Vlen  there  in  breeches  clad  you  view  : 
They  claim  that  garment  as  their  due. 
n  Turkey  the  reverfe  appears ; 
Long  coats  the  haughty  hufband  wears, 
And  greets  his  wife  with  angry  fpeeches, 
[f  die  be  feen  without  her  breeches. 

In  our  fantadic  climes  the  fair 
With  cleanly  powder  dry  their  hair  : 
And  round  their  lovely  bread  and  head 
Frefh  flowers  their  mingled  odours  fhed. 
Your  nicer  Hottentots  think  meet 
With  guts  and  tripe  to  deck  their  feet : 
Wirh  down-cad  looks  on  Totta's  legs 
The  ogling  youth  mod  humbly  begs 
She  would  not  from  his  hopes  remove 
At  once  his  breakfad  and  his  love  : 
And,  if  the  fldttifh  nymph  fhould  fly, 
He  in  a  double  fenfe  mud  die. 

We  fimple  loaders  take  delight 
To  fee  our  women's  teeth  look  white, 
And  every  faucy  ill-bred  fellow 
Sneers  at  a  mouth  profoundly  yellow. 
In  China  none  hold  women  fweet, 
Except  their  fnags  are  black  as  jett. 
King  Chihu  put  nine  queens  to  death, 
Convict  on  datute,  Ivory  Teeth. 

At  Tonquin,  if  a  prince  mould  die 
(As  Jefuits  write,  who  never  lie), 
The  wife,  and  counfellor,  and  pried, 
Who  ferv'd  him  mod,  and  lov'd  him  bcft, 
Prepare  and  light  his  funeral  fire, 
And  cheerful  ou  the  pile  expire. 
In  Europe  'twould  be  hard  to  find 
In  each  degree  one  half  fo  kind. 

Now  turn  we  to  the  farthed  eaft, 
And  there  obferve  the  gentry  dred. 
Prince  Giolo,  and  his  royal  fiders, 
Scarr'd  with  ten  thoufand  comely  bliders ; 
The  marks  remaining  on  the  {kin, 
To  tell  the  quality  within. 
Didinguifh'd  flames  deck  the  great  -. 
As  each  excels  in  birth  or  date, 
His  oylet-holes  are  more  and  ampler  : 
The  king's  own  body  was  a  fampler. 
Happy  the  climate,  where  the  beau 
Wears  the  fame  futt  for  ufe  and  fhow  : 
And  at  a  fmall  expence  your  wife, 
If  once  well  pink'd,  is  cloth'd  for  life, 

Wedward  again,  the  Indian  fair 
Is  nicely  fmear'd  with  fat  of  bear  : 
Before  you  fee,  you  fmell  your  toaft  ; 
And  fweetcft  fhe  who  ftinke  ths  moil. 
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The  fined  fparks  and  cleanefl  beanx 

Drip  from  the  fhoulders  to  the  toes  : 

How  fleek  their  fkins  !  their  joints  how  eafy  ! 

There  flovens  only  are  not  greafy. 

I  mention 'd  different  ways  of  breeding  : 
Begin  we  in  our  children's  reading. 
To  mafter  John  the  Englifh  maid 
A  horn-book  gives  of  gingerbread  ; 
And,  that  the  child  may  learn  the  better, 
As  he  can  name,  he  eats  the  letter. 
Proceeding  thus  with  vafl  delight, 
He  fpells,  and  gnaws,  from  left  to  right. 
But,  fhow  a  Hebrew's  hopeful  fon 
"Where  wefuppofe  the  book  begun, 
The  child  would  thank  you  for  your  kindnefs, 
And  read  quite  backward  from  our  fait. 
Devour  he  learning  ne'er  fo  faft, 
Great  A  would  be  rcferv'd  the  laft. 
An  equal  indance  of  jhis  matter 
Is  in  the  manners  of  a  daughter. 
In  Europe  if  a  harmlefs  maid, 
By  nature  and  by  love  betray 'd, 
Should,  ere  a  wife,  become  a  nurfe, 
Her  friends  would  look  on  her  the  worfe. 
In  China,  Dampier's  travels  tell  ye 
(Look  in  his  Index  for  Pagelli), 
Soon  as  the  Britifh  fhips  unmoor, 
And  jolly  long-boat  rows  to  fhore, 
Down  come  the  noblos  of  the  land  : 
Each  brings  his  daughter  in  his  hand, 
Befeeching  the  imperious  tar 
To  make  her  but  one  hour  his  care. 
The  tender  mother  ftands  affrighted, 
Left  her  dear  daughter  fhould  be  flighted : 
And  poor  mifs  Yaya  dreads  the  fhame 
Of  going  back  the  maid  fhe  came. 

Obferve  how  cuftom,  Dick,  compels 
The  lady  that  in  Europe  dwells : 
After  her  tea,  fhe  flips  away, 
And  what  to  do,  one  need  not  fay. 
Now  fee  how  great  Pomonque's  queen 
Behav'd  herfelf  amongft  the  men  : 
Pieas'd  with  her  punch,  the  gallant  foul 
Firfl  drank,  then  water'd  in  the  bowl; 
And  fprinkled  in  the  captain's  face 
The  marks  of  her  peculiar  grace — 

To  clofe  this  point,  we  need  not  roam 
For  inflances  fo  far  from  home. 
What  parts  gay  France  from  fober  Spain  ? 
A  little  rifing  rocky  chain. 
Of  men  bor»  fouth  or  north  o'  th"  hill, 
Thofe  feldom  move,  thefe  ne'er  {land  ftill. 
Dick,  you  love  maps,  and  may  perceive 
Rome  rot  far  diftant  from  Geneve. 
If  the  good  Pope  remains  at  home, 
He's  the  firft  prince  in  Chriftendom. 
Choofe  then,  good  Pope,  at  home  to  flay, 
Nor  weft  ward  curious  take  thy  way  : 
Thy  way  unhappy  fhould'it  thou  take, 
From  Tyber's  bank  to  Leman  lake, 
Thou  art  an  aged  pricft  no  more, 
jjnt  a  young  flaring  painted  whore  : 
»j<hy  fci  is  loft,  thy  town  is  gone  ; 
j^o  longer  Rome,  but  Babylon, 
rj-hat  fome  few  leagues  fhould  make  this  change, 
•r-o  men  vnlcain'U  1'etmst  mighty 


But  need  we,  friend,  infift  on  this  ? 
Since,  in  the  very  Cantons  Swifs, 
All  your  philofophers  agree, 
And  prove  it  plain,  that  one  may  be 
A  heretic,  or  true  believer, 
On  this,  or  t'other  fide  a  river. 

Here,  with  an  artful  finite,  quoth  Dick, 
Your  proofs  come  mighty  full  and  thick — 

The  bard,  on  this  extenfive  chapter 
Wound  up  into  poetic  rapture, 
Continued  :  Richard,  caft  your  eye 
By  night  upon  a  winter-fky  : 
Caft  it  by  day  light  on  the  ftrand, 
Which  compaffe*  fair  Albion's  land : 
If  you  can  count  the  ftarsthat  glow 
Above,  or  fands  that  lie  below, 
Into  thqfc  common  places  look, 
Which  from  great  authors  I  have  took, 
And  count  the  ptoofs  I  have  collected, 
To  have  my  writings  well  protected. 
Thefe  I  lay  by  for  time  of  need, 
And  thou  may'ft  at  thy  leifure  read. 
For  (landing  every  critic's  rage, 
I  fafely  will  to  future  age 
Myjyjlem,  as  a  gift,  bequeath, 
Victorious  over  fpight  and  death. 


CANTO    III. 

RICHARD,  who  now  was  faft  afleep, 
Rous'd,  nor  would  longer  filence  keep; 
And  fenfe  like  this,  in  vocal  breath, 
Broke  from  his  two-fold  hedge  of  teeth. 
Now,  if  this  phrale  too  harfh  be  thought, 
Pop*,  tell  the  world,  'tis  not  my  fault. 
Old  Homer  taught  us  thus  to  1'peak; 
If  'tis  not  fcnfe,  at  leaft  'tit,  Greek. 

As  folks,  quoth  Richard,  prone  to  leafing, 
Say  things  at  firft,  Decaufe  they're  pleafing, 
Then  prove  what  they  have  once  afferted, 
Nor  care  to  have  their  lie  deferted, 
Till  their  own  dreams  at  length  deceivr.  'em, 
And,  oft'  repeating,  they  believe  'em  : 
Or  as,  again,  thofe  amorous  blades, 
Who  trifle  with  their  mo'.her's  maids, 
Though  at  the  tirft  their  wild  defire 
Was  but  to  quench  a  prefent  fire ; 
Yet  it  the  object  of  their  love 
Chance  by  Lucina'said  to  p'ove, 
They  feidom  let  the  bantling  roar 
In  bafket  at  a  neighb.  ur's  dour; 
But,  by  the  flattering  giafs  of  nature 
Viewing  themklves  in  cake.bnaift  feature, 
With  (erious  thought  and  care  fupport 
What  only  was  begun  in  fyort : 

Juft  ib  with  you,  my  friend,  it  fares, 
Who  doal  in  philofi>phic  wares. 
Atoms  you  cut,  and  forms,  you  meafure, 
To  gratify  your  private  pleaiure ; 
Till  airy  Iced-  of  cafual  wit 
Do  fome  fantalHc  birth  beget; 
And,  plea»'d  to  find  your  fyi  em  mended 
Beyond  v.lwt  you  ati.ril  intended, 


O '    E     M     S. 


The  happy  whimfey  you  purfuc, 
Till  you  at  length  believe  it  true. 
Caught  by  your  own  dclufive  art, 
You  fancy  firft,  and  then  affert. 

Quoth  Matthew :   Friend,  as  far  as  I 
Through  art  or  nature  call  my  eye, 
This  axiom  clearly  I  difcern, 
That  one  muft  teach,  and  t'other  learn. 
No  fool  Pythagoras  was  thought ; 
Whilft  he  his  weighty  dodrines  taught, 
He  made  his  lifteriing  fcholars  ftand, 
Their  mouth  ftiil  cover'd  with  their  hand: 
Elfe,  may  be,  fome  odd-thinking  youth, 
Lefs  friend  to  doctrine  than  to  truth, 
Might  have  refus'd  to  let  his  ears 
Attend  the  mufic  of  the  fpheres; 
Deny'd  all  tranfmigrating  fcenes, 
And  introduc'd  the  ufe  of  beans. 
From  great  Lucretius  take  his  void, 
And  all  the  world  is  quite  deftroy'd. 
Deny  Des-cart  his  fubtil  matter, 
You  leave  him  neither  fire  nor  water. 
How  oddly  would  Sir  Ii'aac  look, 
If  you,  in  anfwcr  to  his  book, 
Say  in  the  front  of  your  difcourfe, 
That  things  have  no  elafHc  force  I 
How  could  our  cbemic  friends  go  on, 
To  find  the plMafopbic  ftone, 
If  you  more  powerful  reafons  bring, 
To  prove  that  there  is  no  fuch  thing  ? 

Your  chiefs  in  fciences  and  arts 
Have  great  contempt  of  Alma's  parts; 
They  find  fhe  giddy  is,  or  dull; 
She  doubts  if  things  are  void,  or  full : 
And  who  fhould  be  prefum'd  to  tell 
What  fhe  herfelf  fhould  fee,  or  feej.  ? 
She  doubts  if  two  and  two  make  four, 
Though  fhe  ha6  told  them  ten  times  6'efi 
It  can't — it  may  be — and  it  muft  : 
To  which  of  thefe  muft  Alma  truft  ? 
Nay  further  yet  they  make  her  go 
In  doubting,  if  fhe  doubts,  cr  no. 
Can  fyllogifm  fet  things  right  ? 
No  :   majors  fooii  with  minors  fight; 
Or,  both  in  friendly  confort  join'd, 
The  ctnfiquenct  limps  falfe  behind. 
So  to  fome  cunning  man  fhe  goes, 
And  afks  of  him,  how  much  (he  knows. 
With  patience  grave  he  hears  her  fyeak, ' 
And  from  his  fhort  notes  gives  her  back 
What  from  her  tale  he  comprehended  : 
Thusthe'difpute  is  wifely  ended. 

From  the  account  the  lofcr  brings, 
The  conjuror  knows  who  ftole  the  things. 

'Squire  (interrupted  Dick)  fince  when 
Were  you  amongft  thefe  cunning  men  ? 

Dear  i>ick,  quoth  Mat,  let  not  thy  force 
Of  eloquence  fpoil  my  difcourfe. 
1  tell  thee,  this  is  Alma's  cafe, 
Still  aflcing  what  fome  wife  man  fays, 
Who  doe*  his  mind  in  words  reveal, 
Which  all  muft  grant,  though  few  can  fpell. 
You  tell  your  dodor  that  y'are  ill : 
And  what  does  he,  but  write  a  bill  ? 
Of  which  you  need  not  read  one  letter: 
The  worfe  the  fcrawl,  the  dofe  the  better. 
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For  if  you  knew  but  what  you  take, 
Though  you  recover,  he  muft  break. 

Ideas,  forms,  and  intelliSit, 
Have  furnilh'd  out  three  different  feds. 
Sub/lance,  or  accident,  divides 
All  Europe  into  adverfe  fides. 

Now,  as,  engag'd  in  arms  or  laws, 
You  muft  have  friends  to  back  your  caufe ; 
\nfiiilefopbic  matters  fo 
Your  judgment  muft  wkh  others'  go  : 
For  as  in  fenates,  fo  in  fchools, 
Majority  of  voices  rules. 

Poor  Alma,  like  a  lonely  deer, 
O'er  hills  and  dales  does  doubtful  err  : 
With  panting  hafte,  and  quick  furprife, 
From  every  leaf  That  ftirs,  fhe  flics; 
Till, .mingled  with  the  neighbouring  herd, 
She  flights  what  erft  fhe  fingly  fear'd  : 
And  now,  exempt  from  doubt  and  dread, 
She  dares  purlue,  if  they  dare  iead; 
As  their  example  ftill  prevails, 
She  tempts  the  ftream,  or  leaps  the  pales. 

He  then,  quoth  Dick,  who  by  your  rule 
Thinks  for  himfclf,  becomes  a  fool ; 
As  party  man,  who  leaves  the  reft, 
Is  call'd  but  -whlmfical  f  at  bed. 

Now,  by  your  favour,  nuiter  Mat, 
Like  Ralpiio,  here  I  fmell  a  rat. 
I  muft  be  lifted  in  your  fed:, 
Who,  though  they  teach  not,  can  proted. 
Right,  Richard,  Mat  in  triumph  cry 'd  : 
So  put  off  all  millruft  and  pride. 
And,  while  my  principles  I  beg, 
Pray  anfwer  only  with  your  leg. 
Believe  what  friendly  I  advife  : 
Be  firft  fecure,  and  then  be  wife. 
The  man  within  the  coach  that  fits, 
And  to  another's  (kill  fubmits, 
Is  fafer  much  (what'er  arrives), 
And  warmer  too,  than  he  that  drives. 

So  Dick  ddtpt,  tuck  back  thy  hair, 
And  I  will  pour  into  thy  ear 
Remarks,  .which  none  did  e'er  difdofe 
In  Imooth-pac'd  verfe,  or  hobbling  profe. 
Attend,  dear  Dick  ;  but  don't  reply  : 
And  thou  may 'it  prove  as -wife  as  I. 

When  Alma  now,  in  different  ages, 
Ha«  finiih'd  her  afcendirg  ftages, 
Into  the  head  at  length  fhe  gets, 
And  there  in  public  grandeur  fits, 
To  judge  of  thing?,  and  cenfure  wits. 

Here,  Richard,  how  could  I  explain 
The  various  labyrinths  of  the  brain  ! 
Surprifc  my  readers,  whilft  I  tell  'em 
Of  cerebrum,  and  arcLMum  ! 
How  could  I  play  the  commentator 
On  dura  and  on  pij  mater  ! 
Where  hot  and  cold,  and  dry  and  wet, 
Strive  each  the  other's  place  to  get; 
And,  with  inctffant  toil  and  ftrifc, 
Would  keep  r.oifeflion  during  life. 
I  could  dcmonttrate  every  pore, 
Where  memory  Jiiys  up  all  her  ilore  ; 

f  Some  of  tin-  Tories,  in    the  Queer.'*  reign,  wer 
diftiaguilbcd  Uy  il.it  appci  anon. 
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And  to  an  inch  compute  the  ftation 
Twixt  judgment  and  imagination. 

0  -friend  !   I  could  difplay  much  learning, 
At  leaft  to  men  of  fmall  difcerning. 
The  brain  contains  ten  thoufand  ceils : 
In  each  fome  adlive  fancy  dwells; 
Which  always  i-*  at  work,  and  framing 
The  feveral  follies  I  was  naming. 

As  in  a  hive'*  vimineous  dojne 
Ten  thoufand  bees  enjoy  their  home, 
Each  does  her  ftudious  actions  vary, 
To  go  snd  come,  to  fetch  and  carry  ; 
Each  ftill  renews  her  little  labour, 
Nor  juftles  her  affiduous  neighbour  : 
Each — whilft  thisibe/it  I  maintain, 

1  fancy,  Dick,  I  know  thy  brain. 
O,  with  the  mighty  tbeme  affected, 
Could  I  but  fee  thy  head  differed  ! 

My  head  !  quoth  Dick,  to  ferve  your  whim .' 
.Spare  that,  and  take  fome  other  limb. 
Sir,  in  your  nice  affairs  offyftcm, 
Wife  men  propofe;  but  fcois  affift  'em. 

Says  Matthew,  Richard,  keep  rfiy  head,- 
And  hold  thy  peace  j  and  I'll  proceed. 
Proceed  !  quoth  Dick  :  Sir,  1  aver, 
You  have  already  gone  too  far. 
When  people  once  are  hi  the  wrong, 
Each  line  they  add  is  much  too  long. 
Who  fafteft  walk?,  but  xvalks  aftray, 
Is  only  furtheft  from  his  way. 
Blefs  your  conceits !  muft  I  believe, 
Howe'er  abfurd,  what  y*m  conceive  ; 
And,  for  your  friendfhip,  live  and  die    ' 
A  papift  in  philofophy  ? 
I  fay,  whatever  you  maintain 
Of  Alma  in  the  heart  or  brain, 
The  plaincft  man  alive  may  tell  ye, 
Her  feat  of  empire  is  the  belly  :  , 

From  hence  fhe  fends  out  thofe  fupplies, 
Which  makes  us  either  ftout  or  wife ; 
The  ftrength  of  every  other  member 
Is  founded  on  your  belly-timber ; 
The  qualms  or  raptures  of  your  blood 
Rife  in  proportion  to  your  food ; 
And,  if  you  would  improve  your  thought, 
You  muft  be  fed  as  well  as  taught. 
Your  ftomach  makes  your  fabric  roll, 
Juft  as  the  bias  rules  the  bowl. 
The  great  Achilles  might  employ 
The  ftrength  defign'd  ro  ruin  Troy; 
He  din'd  on  lion's  marrow,  fpread 
On  toafts  of  ammunition  bread  : 
But,  by  his  mother  fent  away, 
Amongft  the  Ihracian  girls  to  play, 
Effeminate  he  fat,  and  quiet  : 
Strange  produft  of  a  chcefe-cake  diet ! 
Now  give  my  argument  fair  play, 
And  take  the  thing  the  other  way  : 
The  youngl'.er,  who  at  nine  and  three 
Drinks  with  his  filters  milk  and  tea, 
From  breakfalt  reads  till  twelve  o'clock, 
Buniet,  and  Heylin,  Hobbes,  and  Locke  : 
He  pays  due  viiits  after  noon 
To  coufin  Alice  and  uncle  John  ; 
At  ten  from  coffee-houfe  or  play 
Returning,  finilhcs  the  day. 


But,  give  him  port  and  pot? nt  fack, 

From  milt/If  he  ftarts  up  Mfjlack  • 

Holds  that  the  happy  know  no  hour= ; 

So  through  fhe  ftreet  at  midnight  fcowerj, 

Breaks  watchmen's  heads  and  chairmen's  glaffes, 

And  thence  proceed-"  to  nicking  fafhes  ; 

Till,  by  (circ  rougher  hand  o'ercome, 

And  fint  ki  vck'd  down,  and  then  led  home, 

He  dsmris  t!-c  footman,  ftrikes  the  maid, 

And  decently  reels  up  to  bed. 

Obf-rvc  the  various  operations 
Of  food  and  drink  in  fcvcral  nation*. 
Was  ever  Tartar  fierce  or  cruel 
Upon  the  ftrength  of  water-gruel  ? 
But  who  fhall  (land  his  rage  and  force, 
If  firft  he  rides,  then  eats  huhorfe  ? 
Sallads.'and  eggs,  and  lighter  fare, 
Tur.e  the  Italian  fpark's  guitar. 
And,  if  I  take  Dan  Gongreve  t iglit, 
Podding  and  beef  make  Britons  fight. 
Trfcay  and  coffee  caufe  this  work 
Between  the  German  and  the  Turk; 
And  both,  as  they  provifions  want, 
Chicane,  avoid,  retire  and  faint, 

Hunger  and  thirft,  or  guns  and  fwords, 
Give  the  fame  death  in  different  words. 
To  pufh  this  argument  no  further  ; 
To  ftarve  a  man,  in  law  is  murther. 

As  in  a  watch's  fine  machine, 
Though  mnfiy  artful  fprings  are  feen  ; 
The  added  movements,  which  declare 
How  full  the  moon,  how  old  the  year, 
Dtrive  their  fecondary  power 
From  that  which  fimply  points  the  hour. 
For,  though  thofe  gim-cracks  were  away, 
(Quare  would  not  fwear,  but  Quare  would  fay) 
However  more  reduc'd  and  plain, 
The  watch  would  ftill  a  watch  remain  : 
But,  if  the  horal  orbit  ceafcs, 
The  whole  {lands  ftilJ,  or  breaks  to  pieces; 
Is  now  no  longer  what  it  was, 
And  you  may  e'en  go  fell  the  cafe. 
So,  if  unprejudic'd  y<  u  fcan 
The  goings  of  this  clock-work  man. 
You  find  a  hundred  movements  made 
By  fine  devices  in  his  head; 
But  'tis  the  ftonach's  folid  ftroke 
That  tells  his  being  what's  o'clock. 
If  you  uke  off  this  iletoric  trigjjtr, 
He  talks  no  more  in  mode  and  figure  J 
Or,  clog  his  matLentatic-i*he?\, 
Hh  bi.ildiisgs  fall,  his  fhip  ft  and*  ft  ill ; 
Or,  laflly  break  l>is/>a/j'/«-weight, 
His  voice  no  longer  ru'cs  the  ftatc. 
Yet,  if  thcfe  finer  whims  are  gone, 
Your  clock,  though  plain,  would  ftill  go  »B; 
But  fpoil  the  engine  <•{  digeftion, 
And  you  entirely  change  the  queftion. 
Alma's  affairs  no  power  can  mend  ; 
The  jcft,  alas!  is  at  an  end: 
Soon  ceafes  all  the  worldly  bufile, 
And  you  confign  the  corpfe  to  Ruffel. 

Now  make  your  Alma  come  or  g» 
From  leg  to  hand,  from  top  to  t  e, 
\Qurfyflcm,  without  my  addition, 
Is  in  a  vet  7  (ad  condition. 
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&>  rtar!?quirrextoirdhis  norfe, 

Fit  for  the  war,  or. road,  Or  courfe;       / 

His  mouth  was  fofr,  his  eye  was  good, 

His  f.ot  was  fure  as  ever  trod  : 

One  fauit  he  had  (a  fault  indeed  !)  ; 

Ami  what  was  that  ?   the  horfe  was  dead. 

Dick,  from  thefe  inftances  and  fetches,    . 
Thou  mak'ft  of  hoifes,  clocks,  and  watches,' 
Qjj'>th  Mat,  to, me  thou  feem'it  to  meau, 
That' Alma  is  a  mere  m  -chine  : 
That,  telling  others  what's  o'clock, 
She  knows  not  what  herfelf  has  (truck  ; 
But  leaves  to  ftanders-by  the  trial 
Of  what  is  mark'd  upon  her  dial. 

.  Here  hold  a  blow,  good  friend,  quoth  Dick,' 
And  rais'd  his  voice  exceeding  quick.  / 

Fight  fair,  Sir  :  what  I  never  meant 
Don't  you  infer.     In  argument 
Similies  are  like.f^i.gs  in  love  : 
They  muft  defcribe  ;  they  nothing  prove. 

Mat,  who  was  here  a  little  gravell'd, 
Toft  up  his  nofe,  and  would  have  cavill'd  ; 
But,  callrng  Hermes  to  his  aid, 
Half  pleas'd,  half  angry,  thus  he  flud  t, 
(Where  mind  ('tis  for  the  author's  fame) 
That  Matthew  call'd,  and  Hermes  came. 
In  danger  heroes,  and.  in  doubt 
Puets  find  gods  to  help  them  ouf .) 
Friend  Richard,  I  begin  to  fee, 
That  you  and  I  ihall  fcarce  agree. 
Obferve  how  oddly  you  behave  : 
The  more  1  grant,  the  more  you  crave. 
But,  comrade,  as  I  faid  juft  now, 
I  ihould  affirm,  and  you  allow. 
We y^ykwz- makers  can  fuftairt 
The  thefts,  which  yi.u  grant  was  plain; 
And  wirh  remarks  und  comments  teaze  yes' 
In  cafe  the  thing  before  was  eafy. 
But,  in  a  point  obicure  and  dark,     : 
We  fight  as  Leibnitz  did  with  Clarke; 
And,  when  no  reafon  we  can  fhow, 
Why  matters  this  or  that  way  go, 
The  fhorteft  way  the  thing  we  try,' 
And  what  we  know  not,  we  deny; 
True  to  our  own  o'crbearing  pride^ 
And  falfe  to  all  the  world  betide. 

.   That  old  philqfophcr  grew  crofs, 
Who  could  not  tell  what  inoyon  was : 
Becaufe  he  waif  d  againft  his  will, 
He  fac'd  men  down,  that  he  flood  ilill. 
And  he  who,  reading  on  the  heart 
(When  all  his  quodlibets  of  art 
Could  not  expound  its  pulfe  and  heat), 
Swore  he  had  never  felt  it  beat. 
Chryfippus,  foil'd  by  Epicurus, 
Makes  bold  (Jove  blefshim  )  to  allure  us, 
That  all  things,  which  our  mind  c.m  view, 
May  be  at  once  both  falfe  and  true. 
And  Malebranche  has  an  odd  conceit, 
As  ever  enter'd  frenchman's  pate . 
Jays  he,  fo  little  can  our  mind 
Of  matter  or  of  fpirit  find 
That  we  by  guefs  at  leaft  may  gather 
Something,  which  may  be  both,  or  neither. 
Taith,  Dick,  1  muft  confefs,  'tis  true 

But  this  is  only  entrt  now), 


That  many  knotty  points  there  are, 

Which  all  difcufs   but  few  can  clear  j 

As  nature  flily  had  thought  fit, 

For  fome  bye-ends,  to  crofs-bite  wit; 

Circles  to  fquare,  and  cubes  to  double, 

Would  give  a  mati  exceflive  trouble 

The  longitude  uncertain  roams, 

In  fpite  of  Whiftpn.and  his  b;;mbs. 

What  fyfiem,  Dick,  has  right  averr'd 

The  caufe  why  woman  has  no  beard  ? 

Or  why,  as  years  our  frame  attack, 

Our  hairs  grow  white,  our  teeth  grow  bla&  \ 

In  points  like  thefe  we  m.uft  agree, 

Our  barbers  knovy  as  much  as  we. 

Yet  ftill,  unable  to  explain, 

We  muft  perfiil  the  befl  we  can  ; 

With  care  our  fyftcm  ftill  renew, 

And  prove  things  likely,  though  .not  true. 
I  could,  thou  ieeft,  in  quaint  difpute, 

By  dint  of  logic,  ftiikethee  mute; 

With  learned  Ikijl,  now  pufh,  now  parry, 

From  Darii  to  Bocardo  vary, 

And  never  yield  ;   or,  what  is.  worft, 

Never  conclude  the  point  diftsiurs'cL 

Yet,  that  you  lie  ft  nunc  may  know 

How  much  you  ta  my  candour  owe, 
I'll  from  the  difputant  defcend, 
To  Ihow  thee,  I  affume  the  friend  : 

I'll  take  thy  notion  for  my  own — 

(So  moft  philofophers  have  done) 
It  makes  my  fyfttm  more  complete  : 
Dick,  can  it  have  a  nobler  fate  ? 

Take  what  thou  wilt,  faid  Dick,  dear  friend  j 
But  bring  thy  matters  to  an  end. 
I  find,  quoth  Mat,  reproof  is  vain  : 

Who  firft  offend  will  firft  complain. 
Thou  wiftieft  I  ftiould  make  to  iliore  ; 
Yet  ftill  putt'ft  in  thy  thwarting  par. 
What  I  have  told  ,thce  fifty  times 
In  profeT  receive  for  once  in  rhymes : 
A  huge  fat  man  in  country -fair, 
Or  city-church  (no  matter  where), 
Labour'd  and  pu.fh'd  amjdft  the  crow'd, 
Stili  bawling  out  extremely  loud, 
Lord  fave  us !  why  do  people  prefs ! 
Another^  marking  his  diftrefs, 
Friendly  rcply'd,  plump  gentleman, 
Get  out  as  faft  as  e'er  you  can  ; 
Or  ceafe  to  pufh,  or  to  exclaim  : 
You  make  the  very  crowd  you  blame. 

Says  Dick,  ypur  moral  does  not  need 
The  leaft  return  ;  fo  e'en  proceed  : 
Your  tale,  howe'er  appty'd,  was  Oiort : 
So  far,  at  leaft,  I  thank  you  for't. 

Mat  took  his  thanks ;  and,  in  a  tone 
More  magisterial,  thus  went  on. 

Now,  Alma  fettles  in  the  head, 
As  has  before  been  fung,  or  laid  : 
And  here  begins  this  farce  of  life ; 
Enter  revenge,  ambition,  ftrife  : 
Behold  on  both  fides  men  advance, 
To  form  in  earned  Bays's  dance. 
L'Avare,  not  ufing  half  his  ftore, 
Still  grumbles  that  he  has  no  more; 
Strikes  not  the  prefent  tun,  /or  fear 
The  vinuA  fhould  bi  bad  next  yearj 
Ogij 
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And  eats  to-day  with  inward  forrow, 
And  dread  of  fancy'd  want  to-morrow. 
Abroad  if  thcfurtout  you  wear 
Repels  the  rigour  of  the  air ; 
Would  you  be  warmer,  if  at  home 
You  had  the  fabric  and  the  loom  ? 
And,  if  two  boots  keep  out  the  weather, 
What  need  you  have  two  hides  of  leather  ? 
Could  Pedro,  think  you,  make  no  trial 
Of  zfonala  on  his  viol, 
Unlefs  he  had  the  total  gut 
"Whence  every  firing  at  firft  was  cut  ? 

When  Rarus  fhows  you  his  cartonc, 
He  always  tells  you,  with  a  groan, 
Where  two  of  that  fame  hand  were  torn 
Long  before  you  or  he  were  born. 

Poor  Vento's  mind  fo  much  is  croft, 
Tor  part  of  his  Petronius  loft, 
That  he  can  never  take  the  pains 
To  underftand  what  yet  remains. 

What  toil  did  honeft  Curio  take, 
What  find:  inquiries  did  he  make, 
To  get  one  medal  wanting  yet, 
And  perfect  all  his  Roman  fet ! 
'Tis  found  :  and,  O  his  happy  lot  ! 
'Tis  bought,  lock'd  up,  and  Jies  forgot : 
Of  thefe  no  more  you  hear  him  fpeak  : 
He  now  begins  upon  the  Greek. 
Thefe,  rang'd  and  fhow'd,  fhall  in  their  turns 
Remain  obfcure  as  in  their  urns. 
My  copper-lamps  at  any  rate, 

For  being  true  antique,  I  bought; 
Yet  wifely  melted  down  my  plate, 

On  modern  models  to  be  wrought : 
And  trifles  I  alike  purfue, 
Becaufe  they're  old,  becaufe  they're  new. 

Dick,  I  have  feen  you  with  delight 
For  Georgy  *  make  a  paper  kite. 
And  fimplc  odes  too  many  fhow  ye 
My  fervile  complaifance  to  Chloe. 
Parents  and  lovers  are  decreed 
By  nature  fools — That's  brave  indeed  ! 
Quoth  Dick  :  fuch  truths  are  worth  receiving. 
Yet  ftill  Dick  look'd  as  not  believing. 

Now,  Alma,  to  divines  and  profe 
1  leave  thy  frauds,  and  crimes,  and  woes ; 
2^or  think  to-night  of  thy  ill- nature, 
But  of  thy  follies,  idle  creature  1 
The  turns  of  thy  uncertain  wing, 
And  not  the  malice  of  thy  fling  : 
Thy  pride  of  being  great  and  wife 
I  do  but  mention,  to  defpife  ; 
1  riew  with  anger  and  difdain 
How  little  gives  thec  joy  or  pain  ; 
A  print,  a  trtnze,  a  fl'ower,  a  root, 
A  fhell,  a  butterfly,  can  do't ; 
Ev'h  a  romance,  a  tune,  a  rhyme, 
Help  thee  to  pals  the  tedious  time, 
Which  elfe  would  on  thy  hand  remain; 
Though,  flown,  it  ne'er  looks  back  again  ; 
And  cards  are  dealt,  and  chefs-boards  brought, 
To  cafe  the  pain  of  coward  thought : 
Happy  refult  of  human  wit ! 
That  Alma  may  herfclf  forget. 
#  Mr.Sl.elton'sJon, 


Dick,  thus  we  aft  ;  and  thus  we  arc, 
Or  tofs'd  by  hope,  or  funk  by  care. 
With  endlefs  pain  this  man  purfues 
Wh?.t.  if  he  gain'd,  he  could  not  ufe  : 
And  t'  other  fondly  hopes  to  lee 
What  never  was,  nor  e'er  fhall  be. 
We  err  by  ufc,  go  wrong  by  rule>, 
tn  gefturc  grave,  in  action  fools  : 
We  join  hypocrify  to  pride, 
Doubling  the  faults  we  ftrive  to  hide. 
Or  grant  that,  with  extreme  furprifc, 
We  find  ourfelves  at  fixty  wife, 
And  twenty  pretty  things  are  known, 
Of  which  we  can't  accomplifh  one ; 
Whilft,  as  my  fyjlem  fays,  the  mind 
Is  to  thefe  upper  rooms  confin'd. 
Should  I,  my  friend,  at  large  repeat 
Her  borrow 'd  fenfe,  her  fond  conceit, 
The  bead-ro'.l  of  her  vicious  tricks, 
My  poem  would  be  too  prolix. 
For,  could  I  my  remarks  fufrain, 
Like  Socrates,  or  Miles  Montaigne, 
Who  in  thefe  times  would  read  my  books, 
But  Tom  o'Stiles,  or  John  o'Nokes  ? 

As  Brentford  kings,  difcreet  and  wife, 
After  long  thought  and  grave  advice, 
Into  Lardella's  coffin  peeping, 
Saw  nought  to  caufe  their  mirth  or  weeping  : 
So  Alma,  now  to  joy  or  grief 
Superior,  finds  her  late  relief: 
Weary 'd  of  being  high  or  great, 
And  nodding  in  her  chair  of  ftate ; 
Stunn'd  and  worn  out  with  endlefs  chat 
Of  Will  did  this,  and  Nan  faid  that ; 
She  finds,  poor  thing,  fume  little  crack, 
Which  nature,  forc'd  by  time,  muft  make, 
Through  which  fhe  wings  her  deftin'd  way 
Upward  file  foars,  and  down  drops  clay : 
While  (ome  furviving  friend  fupplies 
Hitjacet,  and  a  hundred  lies. 

O  Richard,  till  that  day  appears, 
Which  muft  decide  our  hopes  aud  fears, 
Would  fortune  calm  her  prefent  rage, 
And  give  us  play-things  for  our  age  : 
Would  Clotho  wafh  her  hands  in  milk, 
And  twill  our  thread  with  gold  and  filk  ; 
Would  fhe,  in  friendfhip,  peace  and  plenty, 
Spin  out  our  years  so  four  times  twenty; 
And  fhould  we  botii  in  this  condition 
Have  conquer' d  love,  and  worfe  ambition 
(Ellc  thole  two,  nafiions,  by  the  way, 
May  chance  to  fhow  us  fcurvy  play)  ; 
Then,  Richard,  then  fhould  we  fit  down, 
Far  from  the  tumult  of  this  town  ; 
1  fond  of  my  well-chofen  feat, 
My  pictures,  medals,  books  complete. 
Or,  fhould  we  mix  our  friendly  talk, 
O'eilhaded  in  that  favourite  walk, 
Which  thy  own  hand  had  whilom  planted. 
Both    pleas' d    with   all    we    thought    we    want  • 

ed: 

Yet  then,  ev'n  then,  one  crofs  reflection 
Would  fpoil  thy  grove,  and  my  collection  : 
Thy  fon,  and  I -.is,  ere  that,  may  die, 
.And  time  ioivif  ur.cou.th  heir  fupply, 


POEMS. 


Who  mall  for  nothing  clfe  be  known 
But  Spoiling  ail  that  thou  haft  done. 
Who  fet  the  twigs  {hall  he  remember 
That  is  in  hafte  to  fell  the  timber  ? 
And  what  (hall  of  thy  woods  remain, 
Except  the  box  that  threw  the  main  ? 

Nay,  may  not  time  and  death  remove 
The  near  relations  whom  I  love  ? 
And  my  coz  Tom,  or  his  coz  Mary, 
(Who  hold  the  plough,  or  ficim  the  dairy) 
My  favourite  books  and  pi&ures  fell 
To  Smart,  or  Doiley,  by  the  ell  ? 
Kindly  throw  in  a  little  figure, 
And  fet  the  price  upon  the  bigger  ? 
Thofe  who  could  never  read  the  grammar, 
When  my  dear  volumes  touch  the  hammer, 
May  think  books  beft,  as  richeft  bound ; 
My  copper  medals  by  the  pound 
May  be  with  learned  juftice  weigh'd  ; 
To  turn  the  balance,  Otho's  head 
May  be  thrown  in  ;  and,  for  the  metal, 
The  coin  may  mend  a  tinker's  kettle — 

Tir'd  with  thefe  thoughts — Lefs  tir'd  than  f, 
Quoth  Dick,  with  your  philofophy — 
That  people  live  and  die,  I  knew 
An  hour  ago,  as  well  as  you. 
And,  if  fate  fpins  UB  longer  years, 
Or  is  in  hafte  to  take  the  (hears, 
J  know  we  muft  both  fortunes  try, 
And  bear  our  evils  wet  or  dry. 


Yet,  let  the  goddefs  fmile  or  frown, 
Bread  we  fhall  eat,  or  white  or  brown  ; 
And  in  a  cottage,  or  a  court^ 
Drink  fine  campaign  or  muddled  port. 
What  need  of  books  thefe  truths  to  tell, 
Which  folks  perceive  who  cannot  fpell  ? 
And  muft  we  fpedtacles  apply, 
To  view  what  hurts  our  naked  eye  ? 

Sir,  if  it  be  your  wifdom's  aim. 
To  make  me  merrier  than  I  am, 
I'll  be  all  night  at  your  devotion — 
Gome  on,  friend ;  broach  the  pleafing  notion 
But,  if  you  would  deprefs  my  thought, 
Yourw/jy?<?»i  is  not  worth  a  groat — 

For  Plato's  fancies  what  care  I  ? 
I  hope  you  would  not  have  me  die,' 
Like  fimple  Cato  in  the  play, 
For  any  thing  that  he  can  fay  I 
E'en  let  him  of  ideas  fpeak 
To  heathens  in  his  native  Greek. 
If  to  be  fad  is  to  be  wife, 
I  do  moft  heartily  defpife 
Whatever  Socrates  has  faid, 
Or  Tirlly  writ,  or  Wanley  read. 

Dear  Drift  *,  to  fet  our  matters  right, 
Remove  thele  papeis  from  my  fight ; 
Burn  Mat's  Des-cart,  and  Ariftotle  : 
Here  1  Jonathan,  your  mailer's  bottle. 

#  Frier's  fecretary  and  executor, 
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IT  is  hard  for  a  man  to  fpeak  of  himfelf  with  any 
tolerable  fatisfa&ion  or  fuecefs :  he  tan  be  more 
pleafed  in  bla.iiing  himfelf,  'ban  in  reading  a  faiire 
made  on  him  by  another  :  and  though  he  may 
juftly  defire  that  a  friend  fhould  jiraife  him  ;  yet, 
if  he  makes  his  own  panegyric,  he  will  get  very 
few  to  read  it.  It  is  harder  for  him  to  fpeak  of 
his  own  writings.  An  author  is  in  the  condition 
of  a  culprit :  the  public  are  his  judges  :  by  allow 
ing  too  much,  and  condescending  too  far,  he  may 
injure  his  own  caufe,  and  become  a  kind  nifclo  tie 
fe\  and,  hy  pleading  and  afferting  too  boldly,  he 
may  difpkafe  the  court  that  fits  upon  him  :  his 
apology  tray  only  heighten  his  accufation.  I  would 
avoiu  tlicfe  extremes :  and  though,  I  grant,  it 
would  not  be  very  civil  to  trouble  the  reader  with 
a  long  preface,  before  he  enters  upon  an  indifferent 
poem  ;  I  would  fay  fomething  to  perlnade  him  to 
take  it  as  it  is,  or  to  excufe  it  for  not  being  better. 
The  noble  images  and  nfle&icns,  the  profound 
teafoning*  upon  human  actions,  and  txctllent  pre 
cepts  for  the  governirunt  of  life,  which  are  found 
in  the  Proverbs,  Ecclefiafte"  and  other  books  com - 
fcionly  attributed  to  Solomon,  afford  fubje&s  for 
fcjer  poems  in  every  kind,  than  have,  1  think,  as 


y*t,  appeared  in  the  Greek.  Latin,  or  any 
language  :  how  far  they  were  vcrfe  in  iheir  <  ri- 
ginal  is  a  diflertation  not  to  be  eiittred  into  at 
prefent. 

Out  of  this  great  treafure,  which  lies  heaped 
up  together  in  a  confuftd  magnificence,  above  all 
order,  I  had  a  mind  to  collecl  and  digeft  fuch  ob- 
fervations  and  apophthegms,  as  molt  particularly 
tend  to  the  j:rool  of  that  great  aiferrion,  laid  down 
in  the  beginning  of  the  .Ecclefiaftes,  ALL  is  VA 
NITY. 

Upon  the  fuhjc&  thus  chofen,  fuch  various 
images  prefent  themfelves  to  a  writer's  mind,  that 
he  muft  find  if  eafier  to  judge  what  (hould  be  re 
jected,  than  what  ought  to  be  received.  The  dif 
ficulty  lies  in  drawing  and  difpofing;  or  (as  the 
painters  term  it)  in  grouping  fuch  a  multitude  of 
different  objects,  preferring  ftill  the  juftice  and 
conformity  of  flyle  and  colouring,  the  "  fimolex 
"  duntaxat  et  unum,"  which  Horace  prefcribes,  as 
requifite  to  make  the  whole  picture  beautiful  and 
perfect. 

As  precept,  however  true  in  theory,  or  ufeful 
in  practice,  would  be  but  dry  and  tedious  in  verfe, 
especially  if  the  recital  be  long,  I  found  it  neceffa- 
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ry  to  form  fome  (lory,  and  give  a  kind  of  body  to 
the  poem.  Under  what  fpecies  it  may  be  com 
prehended,  whether  Didafcalic  or  Heroic,  I  lc;ive 
to  the  judgment  of  the  crirics,  deliring  them  to  be 
favourable  in  their  cenfure ;  and  not  folicitous 
•what  the  poein  is  called,  provided  it  may  be  ac 
cepted. 

The  chief  perfonage,  or  character,  in  the  epic  is 
always  proportioned  to  the  defign  of  the  work,  to 
carry  on  the  narration  and  the  moral.  Homer  in 
tended  to  {how  us,  in  his  Iliad,  that  diffentions 
amongft  great  men  abftrudt  the  execution  of  the 
nobleft  enterprifes,  and  tend  to  the  ruin  of  a  ftate 
or  kingdom.  His  Achilles,  therefore,  is  haughty 
and  paffionate,  impatient  of  any  reftraint  by  laws, 
and  arrogant  in  arms.  In  his  Odyfles,  the  fame 
poet  endeavours  to  explain,  that  the  hardest  diffi 
culties  may  be  overcome  by  labour,  and  our  for 
tune  re!tor.ed  after  the  fevereft  afflictions.  Ulyfles 
therefore  w  valiant,  virtuous,  and  patient.  Virgil's 
defign  vras  to  tell  us  how,  from  a  fmall  colony 
eflablifhed  by  the  Trojans  in  Italy,  the  Romin 
empire  r.ife ;  and  from  what  ancient  families  Au- 
guftus  (who  was  his  prince  and  patron)  deicended. 
His  hero  therefore  was  to  fight  his  way  to  the 
throne,  ftill  diftinguiftied  and  prott&ed  by  the  fa 
vour  of  the  goJs  The  p*et  to  this  end  takts  off 
from  the  vices  of  Achilles,  and  adds  to  the  virtues 
of  Ulyffes ;  from  both  perfe6tu;g  a  character  pro 
per  for  his  work  in  the  perfon  of  .ffineas. 

As  Virgil  copied  after  Homer,  other  epic  posts 
have  copied  after  them  both.  Taffo's  Gierufalem- 
me  Liherata  is  direiftly  Troy  town  facked;  with 
tiiis  difference  only,  that  the  two  chief  characters 
in  Homer,  which  the  Latin  poet  had  joined  in 
one,  the  Italian  has  fc-perated  in  his  Godfrey  and 
Rinaldo :  but  he  makes  them  both  carry  on  his 
•work  with  very  great  fuccefs.  Ronfard's  Franciade 
(incomparably  gcod^  far  as  it  goes)  is  again  Vir 
gil's  7Eneis.  His  herO  comes  from  a  foreign  coun 
try,  fet'les  a  colony,  and  lays  the  foundation  of  a 
future  empire.  I  in  (lance  in  thefe,  as  the  grc-auft 
Italian  and  French  poets  in  the  epic.  In  our  lan 
guage,  Spenfer  has  not  contented  himfelf  with  this 
iubmiffive  manner  of  imitation  :  he  launches  our 
into  very  flowery  paths,  which  ftill  feem  to  con 
duct  him  into  one  great  road.  His  Faery  Queen 
(had  it  been  nnifued)  muft  have  ended  in  the  -ac 
count  which  every  knight  was  to  give  of  his  ad 
ventures,  and  in  the  accumulated  praiies  of  his  he 
roine  Glorjana.  The  whole  would  have  been  an- 
iieroic  poem,  but  in  another  cad  and  figure  than 
any  that  ever  had  been  written  before.  Yet  it  is 
oLl'crvable,  that  every  hero  (as  far  as  we  can  judge 
by  the  books  ftill  remaining)  bears  his  diftingim'h- 
cul  character,  and  reprefents  fome  particular  virtue 
conducive  to  the  whole  dcfign. 

To  bring  this  to  our  prefcnt  fubjcft.  The  pk-a- 
fures  of  life  do  not  compenfate  the  miferies :  age 
{reals  upon  us  unawares;  and  death,  as  the  only 
cure  of  our  ills,  ought  to  be  expedted,  but  not 
feared.  This  inftruclion  is  to  he  illnftrated  by  the 
adtion  of  Ibme  great  perfon.  Who,  therefore,  more 
proper  for  the  bufinefs,  than  Solomon  himfelf  ? 
Aud  why  may  he  not  be  fuppofed  now  to  repeat 


what,  we  take  it  for  granted,  he  acted  almoft  three 
thoufand  years  fince  ?  If,  in  the  fair  iituatiou  where 
this  prince  was  placed,  he  was  acquainted  with 
forrow;  if,  endowed  with  the  greateft  perfections 
of  nature,  and  poffcffed  of  all  the  advantages  of 
external  condition,  he  could  not  find  happinefs ; 
the  reft  of  mankind  may  fafely  take  the  monarch's 
word  for  the  trurh  of  whar  he  aflerts.  And. the 
author  who  would  perfuade  that  we  ftiould  bear 
the  ills  of  life  patiently,  merely  becaufe  Solomon 
felt  the  fame,  has  a  better  argument  than  Lucre 
tius  had,  when,  in  his  imperious  way,  he  at  once 
convinces  and  commands,  that  we  oughf  to  fubnjit 
to  death  without  repining,  becaufe  Epicurus  died. 
The  whole  poem  is  a  foliloquy  :  Solomon  is  the 
perfon  (hat  fpeaks :  he  is  at  once  the  hero  and  the 
author,  but  he  tells  us  very  often  what  others  fay 
to  him.  Thofc  chiefly  introduced  are  his  rabbics 
and  philosophers  in  the  firft/  book;  and  his  women 
and  their  attendants  in  the  fecond  :  with  thefe  the 
facred  hiftory  mentions  him  to  have  converfed  ;  as 
liktwife  with  the  angel  brought  down  in  the  third 
book,  to  help  him  out  of  his  difficulties,  or  at  lead 
to  teach  him  how  10  overcome  them. 

"  Ncc  Deus  interfit  nifi  dignus'vindice  nodus — '•• 

I  prefume  this  poetical  liberty  may  be  very  juftly 
allowed,  me  on  fo  folemn  an  occafion. 

In  my  defcription,  I  have  endeavoured  to  keep 
to  the  notions  and  manners  of  the  Jewiih  nation  at 
the  time  whe.«  Solomon  lived  :  and,  where  I  allude 
to  the  ciiftoms  of  the  Greeks,  I  believe  I  may  be 
jultified  by  the  itridieft  chronology;  though  a  poet 
is  not  obliged  to  the  rules  that  confine  an  hiilorian. 
Virgil  has  anticipated  two  hundred  years;  or  the 
Trojan  hero  and  Carthaginian  queen  could  not 
have  been  brought  together  ;  and  without  the  fame 
anachronihn  feveral  of  the  fined  parts  of  his  ./Eneis 
muft  have  been  omitted.  Our  countryman  Milton 
goes  yet  further.  He  takes  up  many  of  his  mate 
rial  images  fome  thoufauds  of  years  after  the  fall 
of  man  :  nor  could  he  otherwife  have  written,  or 
we  read,  one  of  the  fublimeft  pieces  of  invention 
that  was  ever  yet  produced.  This  hkewife  takes 
off  the  objection,  that  fome  names  of  countries, 
terms  of  an,  and  notions  in  natural  philofophy, 
are  otherwife  expreffed  than  can  be  warranted  by 
the  geography  or  aftronomy  of  Solomon's  timt. 
Foets  are  allowed  the  fame  liberty  in  their  dt- 
icriptions  and  comparifons,  as  painters  in  their 
draperies  and  ornaments  :  thtir  perfonages  may  be 
drc ifud,  not  exactly  in  the  fame  habits  which  they 
wore,  but  in  fuch  as  make  them  appear  moft 
graceful.  In  this  cafe  probability  muik  atone  for 
the  want  of  truth.  This  liberty  has  indeed  been 
abufed  by  eminent  mailers  in  either  fcience.  Ra 
phael  arid  Taffo  have  fhown  thur  difcretion,  where 
Paul  Vero::ele  and  Arioflo  are  to  anfwer  for  their 
extravagances.  It  is  the  cxcefs,  not  the  thing  it- 
felf,  that  is  blameable. 

I  would  fay  one  word  of  the  meafure  in  which 
this  and  moft  p,.ems  of  the  age  are  w  ritten.  Heroic 
with  continued  rhyme,  as  Donne  and  his  contem 
poraries  ufed  it,  carrying  the  fenle  of  one  vcrfs 
G  g  iiij 
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moft  commonly  into  arother,  was  found  too  diffo 
cute  and  wild,  and  came  very  often  tuo  rear  profe. 
As  Davenant  and  Watltr  corrected,  and  Dryden 
perfected  it,  it  is  too  confined  :  it  cuts  off  the  fcnfe 
at  the  end  of  every  firft  line,  which  muft  always 
rhyme  to  the  next  following;  and  confctpently 
produces  too  frequent  an  identity  in  the  (curd,  and 
brings  every  couplet  to  the  point  of  an  epigram. 
It  is  indeed  too  broken  and  weak,  to  convey  the 
fentiments  and  reprefent  the  images  pu.pcr  for 
epic.  And,  asittiies  the  writer  while  he  com- 
pofes,  it  muft  do  the  fame  to  the  .reader  while  he 
repeats ;  cfpecially  in  a  poem  of  any  considerable 
length. 

If  flrikiog  out  into  blank  vetfe,  as  Milton  did 
(and  in  this  kind  Mr.  Philips  had  he  lived,  would 
have  excelled)  ;  or  running  the  thought  into  alter 
nate  and  ftanza,  which  allows  a  greater  variety, 
and  dill  preferves  the  dignity  of  the  verfe,  as  Sp^-ii- 
fer  and  Fairfax  have  done,;  if  either  of  thefe,  I  fay, 
be  a  proper  remedy  for  my  poetical  complaint,  or 
if  any  other  may  be  found,  I  dare  not  determine  : 
I  am  only  inquiring  in  order  to  be  better  inform 
ed,  without  preiuming  to  dire<St  the  judgment  of 
others.  And,  while  I  ahi  fpeaking  of  the  ver.fe 
iti'elf,  I  give  all  juft  praife  to  many  of  my  friends 
now  living,  who  have  in  epic  carried  the  harmony 
of  their  numbers  as  far  as  the  nature  cf  this  mea 
fure  will  permit.  But,  once  more:  he,  that  writes 
in  rhymes,  dances  in  fetters;  and,  as  his  chain  is 
more  extended;  he  may  certainly  take  larger  fteps. 
I  need  make  no  apology  for  the  fhort  digrcflive 
panegyric  upon  Qre^t  Britain  in  the  firft  book.  I 
am  glad  to  have  it  obferved,  that  there  appears 
throughout  all  my  verfes  a  zeal  for  the  honour  of 
my  country  :  and  I  had  rather  he  thought  a  good 
Lnglifhman,  than  the  belt  poet,  or  the  greatefl 
fcholar  that  ever  wrote. 

And  now  as  to  the  publifhing  of  this  piece, 
though  I  have  in  a  literal  fenfe  obferved  Horace's 
**  Nonum  prematur  in  annum;"  yet  have  1  by  no 
means  obeyed  our  poetical  lawgiver,  according  to 
the  fpirit  of  the  precept.  The  poem  has  indeed 
been  written  and  laid  afide  much  longer  than  the 


term  prefcribed;  but  in  the  meantime  I  had  little 
leifure,  and  lefs  inclination,  to  revife  or  print  it. 
The  frequent  interruptions  I  have  met  with  in  my 
private  ftudie?,  and  great  variety  of  public  life  in 
which  I  have  been  employed,  my  thoughts  (fuch 
as  they  are)  having  generally  been  expreffed  in 
foreign  language,  and  even  foimtd  by  a  habitude 
very  different  from  what  the  beauty  and  elegance 
<-f  Lnglifh  poetry  requires  :  all  theie,  and  fome  o- 
ther  circumflances  which  we  had  as  good  pafs.  by  at 
prefent,  do  juftly  contribute  to  make  my  excufe  in 
this  behalf  very  plaufible.  Far,  indeed,  from  deT 
figning  to  print,  I  had  locked  up  thefe  papers  in 
my  fcrutoire,  there  to  lie  in  peace  till  my  execu 
tors  might  have  taken  them  out.  What  altered 
this  defign,  or  how  my  fcrutoire  came  to  be  un 
locked  before  my  ci  ffin  was  nailed,  is  the  queftion. 
The  true  reafon  I  take  to  be  the  heft:  many  of  my 
friends  of  the  full  quality,  fineft  learning,  and 
greateft  underftanding,  have  wrefled  the  key  from 
my  hands  by  a  very  kind  and  irrefiftible  violence  : 
and  the  poem  is  publifhed.not  without  my  confcnt 
indeed,  but  a  little  again  ft  my  opinion  ;  and  with 
an  implicit  fubmifiion  to  the  partiality  of  their 
judgment.  As  I  gave  up  here  the  fruits  of  many 
of  my  vacant  hours  to  their  amufcment  and  plea- 
fure,  I'fhall  always  think  myfelf  happy  if  I  may 
dedicate  my  moft  ferious  endeavours  to  their  intc- 
refl  and  farvice.  And  I  am  proud  to  fiiiifh  this 
preface  by  faying,  that  the  violence  of  many  ene 
mies,  whom  I  never  juftly  offended,  is  abundantly 
recompenfed  by  the  goodnefs  of  more  friends, 
whom  I  can  never  fufficiently  oblige.  And  if  I 
here  affume  the  liberty  of  mentioning  my  Lord 
Harley  and  Lord  Bathurft  as  the  authors  of  this 
amicable  confederacy,  among  all  thofe  whofe  names 
do  me  great  honour  at  the  beginning  of  my  book;* 
thefe  two  only  ought  to  be  angry  with  me  :  for  I 
difobey  their  pofitive  order,  whilft  I  make  even 
this  Imall  acknowledgment  of  their  particular  kind- 
nefs. 


f  As  fubfcribcrs  to  the  edition  in  folio,  1718. 
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CHIEFLY  ALLUDED  TO  IN  BOOK  I. 

e«  The  words  of  the  Preacher  the  Son  of  David 
"  King  of  Jerufalem."  Ecclefiaftes,  chap.  i. 
ver.  i. 

"  Vanity  of  vanities,  fays  the  Preacher,  vanity  of 
"  vanities,  all  is  vanity."  Ver.  ». 

*'  T  communed  with  mine  own  heart,  faying,  La, 
"  I  am  come  to  great  eftate,  and  have  gotten 
"  more  wifdom  than  all  they  that  have  been 
"  before  me  in  Jerufalem  ;  yea,  my  heart  had 
"  great  experience  of  wifdom  and  knowledge." 
Ver.  1 6. 

He  fpake  of  trees,  from  the  cedar-tree  that  is  in 
"  Lebanon,  even  unto  the  hyffop  that  fpringeth 
"  out  of  the  wall  :  he  fpakc  alfo  of  beafts,  and 
"  of  fowl,  and  of  creeping  things,  and  of  fiflies." 
J  Kings,  chap.  iv.  ver.  33. 

'I  know,  that  whatfoever  God  doeth,  it  fhall  be 
"  for  ever  :  nothing  can  be  put  to  it,  nor  any 
"  thing  taken  from  it ;  and  God  doeth  it,  that 
"  men  fhould  fear  before  him."  Eccleliafies, 
phap.  iii.  ver.  14. 

He  hath  made  every  thing  beautiful  in  his  time  : 
"  alfo  he  hath  fet  the  world  in  their  heart,  ib 
"  that  no  man  can  find  out  the  work  that  God 
"  maketh  from  the  beginning  to  the  end."  Ver. 

IT. 

"  For  in  much  wifclom  is  much  grief :  and  he 
"  that  increafeth  knowledge,  increafeth  forrow." 
Chap.  i.  ver.  18. 

"  And  further,  by  thefe,  my  fon,  be  admonifhed  : 
"  of  making  many  books  there  is  no  end  :  and 
"  much  ftudy  is  a  wearincfs  of  the  flefh." 
Chap.  xii.  ver.  j  z. 


Tie  Argument, 

Solomon,  feeldng  happinefs  from  knowledge,  con 
venes  the  learned  men  of  his  kingdom ;  requires 
them  to  explain  to  him  the  various  operations 
and  effects  of  nature ;  difcourfes  of  vegetables, 
animals,  and  man  ;  propofes  fome  queftions  con. 
cerning  the  origin  and  fituation  of  the  habitable 
earth;  proceeds  to  examine  the  fyftem  of  the 
vifible  heaven ;  doubts  if  there  may  not  be  a 
plurality  of  worlds;  inquires  into  the  nature  of 
Spirits  and  Angels ;  and  wifh.es  to  be  more  fully 
informed  as  to  the  attributes  of  the  Supreme 
Being.  He  is  imperfectly  anfwered  by  the 
rabbins  and  doctors  ;  blames  his  own  curiofity  ; 
and  concludes,  that,  as  to  human  fcience,  all  is 
vanity. 


YE  fons  of  men,  with  juft  regard  attend, 
Ohferve  the  Preacher,  and  believe  the  friend, 
Whofe  ferious  mufe  infpires  him  to  explain, 
That  all  we  aft,  and  all  we  think,  is  vain  ; 
That,  in  this  pilgrimage  of  feventy  years, 
O'er  rocks  of  perils,  and  through  vales  of  tears, 
Deftin'd  to  march,  our  doubtful  fteps  we  tend, 
Tir'd  w^th  the  toil,  yet  fearful  of  its  end  : 
That  from  the  womb  we  take  our  fatal  mares 
Of  follies,  paffions,  labours,  tumults,  cares; 
And,  at  approach  of  death,  fhall  only  know 
The  tiuth,  which  from  thefe  pcnfive  numb 

flow, 
Thst  we  purfue  falfe  joy,  and  fuffer  real  woe 

Happinefs,  objedt  of  that  waking  dream, 
Which  we  call  life,  miftaking  :   fugitive  theme 
Of  my  purfuing  verfe,  ideal  made, 
Notional  good,  by  fancy  only  made, 
And  by  tradition  nurs'd,  fallacious  fire, 
Whofe  dancing  beams  miflead  our  fond  defire, 
Caufe  of  our  care,  and  error  of  our  mind; 
Oh  :  hadft  ihou  ever  been  by  Heaven  defign'd 
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To  Adam,  and  his  mortal  race ;  the  boon 
Entire  had  been  referv'd  for  Solomon  : 
On  me  the  partial  lot  had  been  bellow 'd, 
And  in  my  cup  the  golden  draught  had  flow'd. 

But  O  !  ere  yet  original  man  was  made, 
Ere  the  foundations  of  this  earth  were  laid, 
It  wa«,  opponent  to  our  fearch,  ordain'd 
That  joy,  dill  fought,  fhould  never  be  attain'd. 
This  fad  experience  cites  me  to  reveal, 
And  what  I  dictate  i«  from  what  I  feel. 

Born,  as  I  was,  great  David's  favourite  fun, 
Dear  to  my  people,  on  the  Hebrew  throne, 
Sublime  my  court,  with  Ophir's  treasures  bleft, 
My  name  extended  to  the  fartheft  call, 
My  body  cloth'd  with  every  outward  grace, 
Strength  in  my  limbs,  and  beauty  in  my  face, 
My  fhining  thought  with  fruitful  notions  crown'd 
Quick  my  invention,  and  my  judgment  found  : 
Arife  (I  commun'd  with  myfclf),  arife; 
Think,  to  be  happy ;  to  be  great,  be  wife  : 
Content  of  fpirit  mud  from  fcience  flow, 
For  'tis  a  godlike  attribute  to  know. 

I  faid  ;  and  fent  my  edidt  through  the  land  : 
Around  my  throne  the  letter'd  rabbins  fland  ; 
Hidoric  leaves  revolve,  long  volumes  fpread,       ~) 
The  old  difcourfing  as  the  younger  read  : 
Attend  I  heard,  propns'd  my  doubt?,  and  faid :    j 

The  vegetable  world,  each  plant  and  tree, 
Its  feed,  its  name,  its  nature,  its  degree, 
I  am  allow'd,  as  fame  reports,  to  know, 
From  the  fair  cedar  on  the  craggy  brow 
Of  Lebanon  nodding  fupremely  tall, 
To  creeping  mofs  and  hyffbp  on  the  wall  : 
Yet,  juft  and  confcious  to  myfelf,  I  find 
-  A  thoufand  doubts  oppofe  the  fearching  mind. 

I  know  not  why  the  beach  delights  the  glade 
With  boughs  extended,  and  a  rounder  (hade; 
Whiiii  towering  firs  in  conic  forms  arift, 
And  with  a  pointed  fpear  divide  the  Ikies  : 
Nor  why  again  the  changing  oak  fhould  fhed 
The  yearly  honour  of  his  (lately  head  ; 
Whilft  the  diftinguilh'd  yew  is  ever  feen, 
Unchang'd  his  branch,  and  permanent  his  green. 
Wanting  the  fun,  why  does  the  caltha  fade  ? 
Why  di  e»  the  cyprefs  flourifh  in  the  {hade  ? 
The  fig  and  date,  why  love  they  to  remain 
In  middle  ftation,  and  an  even  plain  ; 
While  in  the  lower  marfh  the  gourd  is  found. 
And  while  the  hill  with  olive-fhade  is  crown'd  ? 
Why  does  one  climate  and  one  foil  endue^          ~) 
The  bludiing  poppy  with  a  crimfon  hue, 
Yet  leave  the  lily  pale,  and  tinge  the  violet  blue?  j 
Why  does  the  fond  carnation  love  to  (hoot 
A  various  colour  from  one  parent  root ; 
While  the  famaftic  tulip  drives  to  break 
In  twofolr!  beauty,  and  a  parted  dreak  ? 
The  twining  jafmine  and  the  blufhing  rofe 
With  laviih  grace  their  morning  fcents  difclofe  : 
The  Imcllii'g  tuberofe  and  jomjuil  declare 
The  dronger  impuife  of  an  evening  air 
"Whence  has  the  tree  (rcfolve  me)  or  the  flower 
A  various  indinft,  or  a  different  power? 
Why  fhould  one  earth,  one  clime,  one  dream,  one 

breath, 
Raife  this  to  ftrengthj  and  Ccken  that  to  death  ? 


Whence  does  it  happen,  that  the  plant,  which 

well 

We  name  the  fenfitive,  fhould  move  and  fed  ? 
Whence  know  her  leaves  to  anfwer  her  command. 
And  with  quick  horror  fly  the  neighbouring  hand? 

Along  the  funny  bank,  or  watt.ry  mead, 
Ten  thoufand  dalks  the  various  bloffoms  fpread  : 
Peaceful  and  lowly  in  their  native  foil, 
They  neither  know  to  fpin,  nor  c;ire  to  toil ; 
Yet  with  confefsM  magnificence  deride 
Our  vile  attire,  and  impotence  of  pride. 
The  cowflip  fmiles,  in  brighter  yellow  drefs'd 
Than  that  which  veils  the  nubile  virgin's  bre^ft  : 
A  fairer  red  dands  blufhing  in  the  rofe        [flows. 
That  that  which  on  the  bridegroom's  vedmcut 
Take  but  the  humbleft  iUy  of  the  field  ; 
And,  if  our  pride  will  to  our  reafon  yield, 
It  mud  by  fure  companion  be  fhown 
That  on  the  regal  feat  great  David's  fon, 
Array'd  in  all  his  robes  and  types  of  power, 
Shines  with  iefs  glory  than  that'  fimple  flower. 
Of  fillies  next,  my  friends,  I  would  inquire  : 
How  the  mute  race  engender,  or  ref[-ire, 
From  -he  fmall  fry  that  glide  on  Jordan's  firearm 
Unmark'd,  a  multitude  without  a  name, 
To  that  leviathan,  who  o'er  the  ftas 
Immenfe  roils  onward  his  impetuous  ways, 
And  mocks  the  wind,  and  in  the  tempeil  plays? 
How  they  in  warlike  bands  march  greatly  forth 
From  freezing  waters  and  the  colder  north, 
To  fouthern  climes  directing  their  career, 
Their  ftation  changing  with  th'  inverted  year  ? 
How  al!  with  cartful  knowledge  are  endued, 
1  o  choofe  their  proper  bed,  and  wave,  and  food ; 
To  guard  their  fpawn,  and  educate  their  brood  } 

Oi  bird?,  how  each  according  to  her  kind 
Proper  materials  for  her  neft  can  find, 
And  build  a  frame,  which  drepeft  thought  in  man 
Would  or  amend  or  imitate  in  vain  ? 
How  in  fmall  flights  they  know  to  try  their  young, 
And  teach  the  callow  child  her  parent's  JVng  ? 
Why  thefe  frequent  the  plain,  and  thofe  the  wood  ? 
Why  every  land  has  her  fpecific  brood  ? 
Where  the  tall  crane,  or  winding  fwaliow.  goes, 
Fearful  of  gathering  winds  and  falling  fnowij 
If  into  rocks,  or  hollow  trees,  they  creep, 
In  temporary  death  cunfin'd  to  fleep  ; 
Or,  confcious  of  the  coming  evil,  fly 
I'o  milder  regions,  and  a  fouthei  n  Iky  i 

Of  beads  and  creeping  inficK-  (hall  we  trace 
The  vondrous  nature,  an-1  the  variou*  race; 
Or  wild  or  tame,  or  friend  to  man  or  foe, 
Of  us  what  they,  or  what  of  them  we  know  ? 

Tell  n:e,  ye  dudious,  who  pretend  to  fee 
Far  into  Nature's  bofom,  whence  the  1  ee 
Was  fird  inf>Tm'd  her  venturous  flight  to  fterr 
Through  tracklefs  paths,  and  an  abyfs  of  air  ? 
Whenct  fiie  avoid*  the  flimy  marfti,  and  krows"^ 
The  fertile  hills  wliere  fweeter  herbage  grows,   / 
And  honey-making  flower*  their  opening  budsf 
difclofe  ?  J 

How  from  the  thicken'd  mid,  and  fetting  fun, 
-'inds  fhe  the  labour  of  her  day  is  done  ? 
Who  taught  her  agamd  winds  and  rains  to  drive, 
fo  bring  her  burden  to  the  certain  hive ; 
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And  through  the  liquid  fields  again  to  pafs 
Duteous,  and  hearkening  to  the  founding  brafs? 

And,  O  thou  fliyggard,  tell  me  why  the  ant, 
'Midft  fummer's  plenty,  thinks  of  winter's  want, 
By  conftant  journies  careful  to  prepare 
Her  ftores;  and,  bringing  home  the  corny  ear, 
By  what  inftru«Srion  does  fhe  bite  the  grain, 
Left,  hid  in  earth,  and  taking  root  again, 
It  might  elude  the  forefight  of  her  care  ? 
Diftincft  in  either  infe&'s  deed  appear         [fear. 
The  marks  of  thought,  contrivance,  hope,  and 

Fix  thy  corporeal  and  internal  eye 
On  the  young  gnat,  or  new-engender'd  fly  ; 
On  the  vile  worm  that  yefterday  began 
To  crawl ;  thy  fellow-creatures,  abject  man  : 
Like  thee  they  breathe,  they  move,  they  tafte,  they 

fee, 

They  fhow  their  paflionsby  their  afts,  like  thee : 
Darting  their  flings,  they  previoufly  declare 
Defign'd  revenge,  and  fierce  intent  of  war  : 
Laying  their  eggs,  they  evidently  prove 
The  genial  power,  and  full  effeci  of  love. 
Each  then  has  organs  to  digeft  his  food, 
One  to  beget,  and  one  receive  the  brood ; 
Has  limbs  and  finews,  blood  and  heart,  and  brain, ") 
Life  and  her  proper  functions  to  fuftain,  S 

Though  the  whole  fabric  fmaller  than  a  grain,   j 
What  more  can  our  penurious  reafon  grant 
To  the  large  whale,  or  caftlcd  elephant ; 
To  thofe  enormous  terrors  of  the  Nile, 
The  crefted  fnake,  and  kng-tail'd  crocodile ; 
Than  that  all  differ  but  in  fhape  and  name, 
Each  deftin'd  to  a  lef*  or  larger  frame  ? 

For  potent  nature  loves  a  various  a6t, 
Prone  to  enlarge,  or  ftudious  to  contract, 
'Now  forms  her  work  too  fmall,  now  too  immenfe, 
And  fcorns  the  meafure $  of  our  feeble  fenfe. 
The  object  fpread  too  far,  or  rais'd  too  high, 
Denies  its  real  image  to  the  eye ; 
Too  little,  it  eludes  the  dazzled  fight, 
Becomes  mixt  blacknefs,  or  unparted  light. 
Water  and  air  the  varied  form  confound  ;    [round. 
The  ftraight  looks  crooked,  and  the  fquare  grows 
Thus,  while  with  fruitlefs  hope  and  weary  pain, 
We  feek  great  nature's  power,  but  feck  in  vain, 
Safe  fits  the  goddefs  in  her  dark  retreat ; 
Around  her  myriads  of  ideas  wait, 
And  endlefs  ftiapes,  which  the  myfterious  queen 
Can  take  or  quit,  can  alter  or  retain, 
As  from  our  loft  purfuit  fhe  wills,  to  hide 
Her  clofe  decrees,  and  chaftcr.  hi»man  pride. 

Untam'dand  fierce  the  tigers  ftill  remains  $ 
He  tires  his  life  in  biting  on  'his  chains : 
For  the  kind  gifts  of  water  and  of  food 
Ungrateful,  and  returning  ill  for  good, 
He  feeks  his  keeper's  flefli,  and  thirds  his  blood  : 
While  the  firing  camel,  and  the  generous  horfe, 
Reftrain'd  and  aw'd  by  man's  inferior  force, 
Do  to  the  rider's  will  their  rage  fubmit, 
And  anfwer  to  the  fpur.  and  own  the  bit ; 
Stretch  their  glad  mouths  to  nicer  the  feeder's  hand. 
Pleas'd  with  his  weight,  and  proud  of  his  com 
mand 

Again  .  the  lonely  fox  roams  far  abroad, 
On  fecret  rapine  bent,  and  midnight  fraud ; 


Now  haunts  the  cliff,  now  traverfes  the  lawn, 
And  flies  the  hated  neighbourhood  of  man  : 
While  the  kind  fpaniel,  and  the  faithful  hound, 
Likeft  that  fox  in  fhape  and  fpecies  fou:id, 
Refufes  through  thefe  cliffs  and  lawns  to  roam, 
Purfuesthe  noted  path,  and  covets  home, 
Does  with  kind  joy  domeftic  faces  meet,  ~\ 

Takes  what  the  glutted  child  denies  to  eat,         V 
And,  dying,  licks  his  long-lov'd  mafter's  feet,     j 

By  what  immediate  caufe  they  are  inclin'd, 
In  many  adls,  'tis>  hard,  I  own,  to  find. 
I  fee  in  others,  or  1  think  I  fee, 
That  ftrict  their  principles  and  ours  agree. 
Evil  like  us  they  fhtin,  and  covet  good ; 
Abhor  the  poifon,  and  receive  the  food. 
Like  us  they  love  or  hate  ;  like  us  they  know 
To  joy  the  friend,  or  grapple  with  the  fee. 
With  feeming  thought  their  adion  th^y  intend. 
And  ufe  the  means  proportion'd  to  the  end. 
Then  vainly  the  philofopher  avers, 
That  reafon  guides  our  deed,  and  inftindr.  theirs. 
How  can  we  juftly  different  caufes  frame, 
When  the  effecls  entirely  are  the.  fan.e  ? 
Inftinft  and  reafon  how  can  we  divide  ? 
"Tis  the  fool's  ignorance,  and  the -pedant's  pride. 

Witb  the  fame  foliy,  fure,  man  vaunts  hisfway, 
If  the  brute  beaft  refufes  to  obey. 
For  tell  me,  when  the  empty  boafter's  word 
Proclaims  himfelf  the  univerfal  lord, 
Does  he  not  tremble,  left  the  lion's  paw 
Should  join  his  plea  againft  the  fa^cy'd  law? 
Would  not  the  learned  coward  leave  the  chair, 
If  in  the  fchools  or  porches  fhould  appear 
The  fierce  hyxna,  or  the  foaming  bear  ? 

The  combatant  too  iate  the  field  declines, 
When  naw  the  ivvord  is  girded  to  his  loins. 
When  the  fvvift  veffel  flies  before  the  winj. 
Too  late  the  failor  views  the  land  behind. 
And  'tis  too  late  now  back  again  to  bring 
Inquiry,  rais'd  and  towering  on  the  wmgj 
Forward  Ihe  drives,  avirfc  to  be  withheld 
Form  nobler  objects,  and  a  larger  field. 

Confider  with  me  this  asther«.  IV  ace, 
Yielding  to  earth  and  lea  the  middle  place. 
Anxious  I  aflc  you,  how  the  pofile  bail 
Should  never  ibive  to  rife,  nor  fear  to  fall  ? 
When  I  reflect  how  the  revolving  fun 
Does  round  <  ur  globe  his  crooked  jonrnies  run, 
I  doubt  of  ma;  y  lands,  if  they  contain 
Or  herd  of^bealt,  or  colony  of  man  ; 
It'  any  nation  pals  their  deftin'd  days 
Beneath  the  neighb  uring  iun's  dire&er  rays; 
If  any  differ  on  the  polar  coaft 
The  rage  of  Ar&os  and  eternal  froft. 

M^y  not  the  pleasure  of  Omnipotence 
To  each  of  thcfe  fome  fecret  good  difpenfc? 
Thole  who  amidft  the  torrid  regions  live, 
May  they  not  gales  unknown  to  us  receive? 
See  daily  fhowers  rejoice  the  thirfty  earth, 
And  bleis  the  flowery  buds'  fucceeding  birth  ? 
May  they  not  pity  us,  condemn 'd  to  bcarj 
I  he  various  heaven  ef  an  obiiquer  fphere  ; 
While  by  fix'd  laws,  and  with  a  ju(t  return, 
They  feel  twelve  hours  that  fhade,  for  twelve  that 
burn; 


THE    WORKS    OF    PRIOR. 


And  praife  the  neighbouring  fun,  whofe  conftant 
Enlightens  them  with  feafons  flill  the  fame  ?  [flame 
And  may  not  thofe,  whofe  diftant  lot  is  caft 
North  beyond  Tartary's  extended  wafte  ; 
Where  through  the  plains  of  one  continual  day 
Six  fhining  months  purfue  their  even  wsy, 
And  fix  Succeeding  urge  their  dufky  flight, 
Obfcur'd  with  vapours,  and  o'erwhelm'd  in  night : 
May  not,  I  afk,  the  natives  of  thefc  climes 
(As  annals  may  inform  fucceeding  times) 
To  our,  quotidian  change  of  heaven  prefer  -y 

Their  own  viciffitude,  and  equal  fliare 
Of  day  and  night,  difpartcd  through  the  year  ?  j 
May  they  not  fcorn  our  fun's  repeated  race, 
To  narrow  bounds  prefcrib'd,  and  little  fpace, 
Haftening  from  morn,  and  headlong  driven  from 

noon, 

Half  of  our  daily  toil  yet  fcarcely  done  ? 
May  they  not  juflly  to  our  climes  upbraid 
Shortnefs  of  night,  and  penury  of  (hade ; 
That,  ere  our  wearied  limbs  are  juftly  blefl 
With  wholefome  fleep,  and  neceffary  reft, 
Another  fun  demands  return  of  care, 
The  remnant  toil  of  yefterday  to  bear  ? 
Whilft,  when  the  folar  beams  fcilute  their  fight, 
Bold  and  fecure  in  half  a  year  of  light, 
Uninterrupted  voyages  they  take 
To  the  remoteft  wood,  and  fartheft  lake  ; 
Manage  the  fifhing,  and  purfue  the  courfe   [force  ? 
With  more  extended  nerves,  and  more  continued 
And,  when  declining  day  forfakes  their  fky, 
When  gathering  clouds  fpeak  gloomy  winter  nigh; 
With  plenty  for  the  coming  feafon  bleft, 
Six  folid  months  (an  age)  they  live,  releas'd 
From  all  the  labour,  procefs,  clamour,  woe, 
Which  our  fad  fcenes  of  daily  action  know  : 
They  light  the  ftiining  lamp,  prepare  the  feaft, 
And  with  full  mirth  receive  the  welcome  gueft  j 
Or  tell  their  tender  loves  (the  only  care 
Which  now  they  fuffer)  to  the  litlening  fair; 
And,  rais'd  in  pleafure,  or  repos'd  in  eafe 
(Grateful  alternate  of  fnbftantial  peace), 
They  blefs  the  long  nocturnal  influence  fhed 
On  the  crown'd  goblet,  and  the  genial  bed. 

In  foreign  ifles  which  our  difcoverers  find, 
Far  from  this  length  of  continent  disjoint, 
The  rugged  bear's,  or  fpotted  lynx's  orood, 
Frighten  the  vallies,  and  infeft  the  wood ; 
The  hungry  crocodile,  and  hiffing  fnake, 
Lurk  in  the  troubled  {beam  and  fenny  brake  ; 
And  man,  untaught  and  ravenous  as  the  beaft, 
Does  valley,  wood,  and  brake,  and  flream,  inicft  ; 
Deriv'd  thefe  men  and  animals  their  birth 
From  trunk  of  oak,  or  pregnant  womb  of  earth  ? 
Whence  then  the  old  belief,  that  all  began 
In  Eden's  fhade,  and  one  created  man  ? 
Or,  grant  this  progeny  was  wafted  o'er 
By  coafting  boats  from  next  adjacent  ft  ore  ; 
Would  thofe,  from  whom  we  will  fuppofe  they 

fpring, 

Slaughter  to  harmlefs  lands  and  pcifon  bring  ? 
Would  they  on  board  or  bc;trs  or  lynxes  t;ikc, 
Feed  the  flic  adder,  and  the  brooding  fiial;,.  ! 
Or  could  they  think  the  new  difcover'd  iilc 
Picas'd  to  receive  a  pregnant  crocodile? 


And,  fince  the  favzge  lir.eage  w»muft  trace 
From  Noah  fav'd,  and  his  didinguifh'd  race  ; 
How  fhouid  their  fathers  happen  to  forget 
The  arts  which  Noah  taught, the  rules  he  fet, 
To  fow  the  glebe,  to  plant  the  generous  vine, 
And  load  with  grateful  flames  the  holy  fhrine ; 
While  the  great  fire's  unhappy  fons  are  found, 
Unprefs'd  their  vintage,  and  untill'd  their  ground, 
Straggling  o'er  dale  and  hill  in  queft  of  food, 
And  rude  of  arts,  of  virtue,  and  of  God  ? 

How  Ihall  we  next  o'er  earth  and  feas  purfue 
The  varied  forms  of  every  thing  we  view; 
That  all  is  chang'd,  though  all  is  lliil  the  fame, 
Fluid  the  parts,  yet  durable  the  frame  ? 
Of  thofe  materials,  which  have  been  confefs'd 
The  priftine  fprin^s  arid  parents  of  the  reft, 
Each  becomes  other.     Water  ftopp'd  gives  birth 
To  grafs  and  plants,  and  thickens  into  earth  : 
Diffus'd,  it  rifes  in  a  higher  fphere, 
Dilates  its  drops,  and  foftens  into  air  : 
Thofe  finer  parts  of  air  again  infpire, 
Move  into  warmth,  and  brighten  into  fire  : 
That  fitc,  once  more  by  thicker  air  o'ercome, 
And  downward  forc'd,  in  earth'*  capacious  womli 
Alters  its  particles  ;  is  fire  no  more, 
But  lies  refylendent  duft,  and  fhining  ore  ; 
Or,  running  through  the  mighty  mother's  veins, 
Changes  its  fhape,  puts  off  its  old  remains ; 
With  watery  parts  its  leflen'd  force  divides, 
Flows  into  waves,  and  rife*  into  tides, 

Difpaitedftreams  fliall  from  their  channels  fly, 
And  deep  furcharg'd  by  fandy  mountains  lie, 
Obfcurely  fepulcher'd.     By  eating  rain, 
And  furious  wind,  down  to  the  diftant  plain 
The  hill,  that  hides  his  head  above  the  fkies, 
Shall  fall ;  the  plain  by  flow  degrees  fhall  rife 
Higher  than  erft  had  ftood  the  fummit-hiil ; 
For  time  muft  nature's  great  beheft  fulfil. 

Thus,  by  a  length  of  years  and  change  of  fate, 
All  things  are  light  or  heavy,  fmall  or  great : 
Thus  Jordan's  waves  fhall  future  clouds  appear, 
And  ./Egypt's  pyramids  refine  to  air  : 
Thus  later  age  fhall  afk  for  Pifon's  flood, 
And  travellers  inquire  where  Babel  ftood. 
Now  where  we  fee  thefe  changes  often  fall, 
,  Sedate  we  pafs  them  by  as  natural ; 
Whereto  our  eye  more  rarely  they  appear, 
The  pompous  name  of  prodigy  they  bear. 
Let  active  thought  theie  dole  meanders  trace ; 
Let  human  wit  their  dubious  boundaries  place  ; 
Are  all  things  miracle;  or  nothing  fuch  ? 
And  prove  we  not  too  little,  or  too  much  ? 
For  that  a  branch  cut  off,  a  wither'd  rod 
Should  at  a  word  pronounc'd  revive  and  bud ; 
Is  this   more  ftrange,   than  that  the  mountain's 

brow, 

.Stripp'd  by  December's  froft,  and  white  with  fnow* 
Should  pufh  in  fpring  ten  thoufand  thouiand  bud.5, 
Ar.d  boaft  returning  leave?,  ar.d  blooming  woods? 
That  each  fuccelfive  night  from  opening  haaven 
The  food  of  an;;els  fhouid  to  man  be  given  ; 
Is  this  more  ((range  than  thai  with  common  bicad 
Our  fainting  bodies  every  day  are  fed  ? 
Than  that  each  gr.'in  and  feed,  confum'd  in  earth., 
Raifes  its  ftore,  and  multiplies  its  birth, 
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And  from  the  handful,  which  the  tiller  fows, 
The  labour'd   fields  rejoice,  and   future  harveft 

flows  ? 

Then,  from  whate'er  we  can  to  fenfe  produce, 
Common  and  plain,  or  wondrous  and  abitrufe, 
From  nature's  conftant  or  eccentric  laws, 
The  thoughtful  foul  this  general  inference  draws, 
That  an  efftdt  muft  pre-fuppofe  a  c:\uie  : 
And,  while  fhe  does  her  upward  flight  lultain, 
Touching  each  link  cf  the  continued  chain, 
At  length  fhe  is  oblig'd  and  forc'd  to  ice 
A  firft,  a  fource,  a  life,  a  Deity  ; 
What  has  for  ever  been,  and  muft  for  ever  be 
This  great  exiftence  thus  by  reafon  found, 
Bleft  by  all  power,  with  all  perfection  crown'd  ; 
How  can  we  bind  cr  limit  his  decree, 
By  what  our  ear  has  heard,  or  eye  may  fee  ? 
Say  then,  is  all  in  heaps  of  water  Lft, 
Beyond  the  iflar.ds,  and  the  mid-land  coaft  ? 
Or  has  that  God,  who  gave  our  world  its  birth, 
Sever'd  thofe  waters  by  fome  other  earth, 
Countries  by  future  plough-fhares  to  be  torn, 
And  cities  rais'd  by  nations  yet  unborn  ! 
Ere  the  progreffive  courfe  of  reftlefs  age 
Performs  three  thoafand  times  its  annual  ftage, 
May  riot  our  power  and  learning  he  iupprcft, 
And  arts  and  empire  learn  to  travel  weft  ? 

Where,  by  the  ftrength  of  this  idea  charm'd, 
Lightcn'd  with  glory,  and  with  rapture  warm'd, 
Afcends  my  foul  ?  what  fees  fte  white  and  great 
Amidft  fubje&ed  feas  ?  An  j/fc,  the  feat 
Of  power  and  plenty;  her  imperial  throne, 
For  juftice  and  for  mercy  fought  and  known  ; 
Virtues  fublime,  great  attributes  of  heaven, 
From  thence  to  this  diftinguiih'd  nation  given. 
Yet  farther  weft  the  wcftern  Ijle  extends 
Htr  happy  tame  ;  her  armed  fleet  flic  fends 
To  climates  folded  yet  from  human  eye, 
And  lands,  which  we  imagine  wave  and  Iky. 
From  pole  to  pole  flie  heais  her  a<Sb  refound, 
And  rules  an  empire  by  no  oce;  n  bound  ? 
Knows  her  fhips  anchor  c',  and  h-.-r  iails  unfurl'd, 
In  other  Indies,  and  a  fecond  world. 

Long  mall  Britannia  (that  mull  be  her  name) 
Be  fine  in  conqucil,  ard  prefids  in  fame  : 
Long  (hall  her  favour'd  monarchy  engage 
The  teeth  of  envy,  and  the  force  of  age  : 
Rever'd  and  happy  fhe  ihali  long  remain, 
Of  human  things  leaft  changeable,  leait  vain. 
Yet  all  muft  with  the  general  doom  comply,  [die. 
And  this  great  glorious  power,  though  laic,  muft 

Now  let  us  leave  this  earth,  and  lift  our  eye 
To  the  large  convex  of  yon  azure  fky  : 
Behou  i:hke  an  ample  curtain  fpread, 
Now  Uixak'd  and  glowing  with  the  morning-red  ; 
Anon  at  noon  in  flaming  yeaow  bright, 
And  chooiing  lable  for  tnc  peaceful  night. 
Aik  rcaioii  now,  whence  light   and  ihade  were 
And  whence  this  great  variety  of  heaven,    [given, 
Reafon,  our  guide,  what  can  ihe  more  reply, 
Than  that  the  fun  illuminates  the  iky  ; 
Than  that  night  rifes  from  his  ablent  ray, 
And  his  returning  luftre  kindles  day  ? 

But  we  expedt  the  morning  red  in  vain  : 
1  Tis  hid  in  vapours,  or  obfcur'd  by.  raia. 


The  noon-tide  yellow  we  in  vain  require : 
'Tis  black'  in  (form,  or  red  in  lightning  fire. 
Pitchy  and  dark  the  right  fometimes  appears, 
Friend  to  our  woe,  and  parent  of  our  fears  : 
Our  joy  and  Tvonder  fometimes  fhe  excites, 
With  ftars  unnumber'd,  and  eternal  lights. 
Send  forth,  ye  wife,  fend    forth    your  labouring 

thought ; 

Let  it  return  with  empty  notions  fraught, 
Of  airy  columns  every  moment  broke, 
Of  circling  whirlpools,  and  of  fpheres  of  finoke  : 
Yet  this  folution  but  once  more  affords 
New  change  <.-.  terms,  and  fcaffolding  of  words: 
In  other  garb  my  qaeftion  I  receive, 
And  take  the  doubt  the  very  fame  I  gave. 

Lo  !  as  a  giant  ftrong,  the  lufty  fun 
Multiply'd  rounds  in  one  great  round  does  run; 
Twofold  his  courfe,  yet  couftant  his  career, 
Changing  the  day,  and  fiuiihing  the  year. 
Again,  when  his  defcending  orb  retires, 
And  earth  perceives  tha  abfence  of  his  fires  ; 
The  moon  affords  us  her  alternate  ray, 
And  with  kind  beams  diftributes  fainter  day, 
Yet  keeps  the  ftages  of  her  monthly  race  ; 
Various  her  beams,  and  changeable  her  face. 
Each  planet,  mining  in  his  proper  fphere, 
Does  with  juft  fpeed  his  radiant  voyage  fleer  ; 
Each  fees  his  lamp  with  different  luftre  crown'd  ; 
Each  knows   his   courfe    with    different    periods 

bound; 

And,  in  his  paffage  through  the  liquid  fpace, 
Nor  haflensj  nor  retards,  his  neighbour's  race. 
Now,  fnine  thefe  planets  with  fubfta-ntial  rays  ? 
Does  kmate  luftre  gild  their  meafur'd  days  '. 
Or  do  they  (as  your  fchemes,  I  think,  have") 
fhown)  / 

Dart  furtive  beams  and  glory  not  their  own,       r 
All  fervants  to  that  fource  of  light,  the  fun  ?       \ 

Again  I  fee  ten  thoufand  thoufand  itars, 
Nor  call  in  lines,  in  circles,  nor  in  fquares 
(Poor  rules,  with  which  our  bounded  mind  it 

fill'd, 

When  we  would  plant,  or  cultivate,  or  build)  ; 
But  fhining  with  fuch  vaft,  iuch  various  light, 
As  ipeaks  the  hand,  that  i'orm'd  them,  infinite. 
How  mean  the  order  and  perfection  fought, 
In  the  beft  product  of  the  human  thought, 
Compar'd  to  the  great  harmony  that  reigns 
In  what  the  fpirit  of  the  world  ord>ins! 

Now  if  the  fun  to  earth  tranfmits  his  ray, 
Yet  does  not  fccrch  us  with  too  fierce  a  day; 
How  fmall  a  portion  of  his  power  is  /. .  -n 
To  orbs  more  diftant,  and  reu:oter  heaven  ? 
And  of  thofe  i  ^rs,  which  our  imperfedl  eye 
Has.  doom'd  and  fix'd  to  one  eternal  fky, 
Each,  by  a  native  flock  of  honour  great,        . 
May  dart  ftrong  influence,  and  diffufe  kind  heat, 
(Itfelf  a  fun)  and  with  tranfmiffive  light 
Enliven  worlds  deny'd  to  human  fight. 
Around  the  circles  of  their  ambient  ikies 
i\cw  moons  may  grow  or  wane,  may  fet  or  rife, 
And  other  Itars  may  to  tnole  funs  be  earths, 
Give  their  own  elements  their  proper  births, 
Divide  their  climes,  or  elevate  their  pole, 
See  their  lands  fluuiifii,  aad  their  ccca-is  roll; 
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Yet  thcfe  great  orbs,  thus  radically  bright, 
Primitive  founts,  and  origins  of  light, 
May  each  to  other  (as  their  different  fphere      ~) 
Make*  or  their  diltance  or  their  light  appear)     j 
Be  feen  a  nobler  or  inferior  ftar,  J 

And,  in  that  fpace  which  we  call  air  and  fky,  '> 
.Myriads  of  earths,  and  moons,  and  funs,  may  lie,  f 
Unmeafur'd  and  unknown  by  human  eye.  j 

In  vain  we  meafure  this  amazing  fphere, 
And  find  and  fix  its  centre  here  or  there  ; 
"Whilft  its  circumference,  fcorning  to  be  brought 
Ev'n  into  fancy'd  fpace,   illudes  our  vancjuifh'd 

thought. 

Where  then  are  all  the  radiant  monfttrs  driven, 
With  which  your  guefles  fill'd  the  frighten'd  hea- 
Where  will  their  fictions  images  remain  ?       [ven  ? 
In  paper-fchemes,  and  the  Chaldean's  brain  ? 
This  problem  yet,  this  offspring  of  a  guefs, 
Let  us  for  once  a  child  of  truth  confefs ; 
That  thefe  fair  itars,  thefe  objects  of  delight       •) 
And  terror  to  our  fearching  dazzled  fight, 
Arc  worlds  immenfe,  unnumber'd,  infinite.         j 
But  do  thefe  worlds  difplay  their  beams,  or  guide 
Their  orbs,  to  fervc  thy  ufe,  to  pleafe  thy  pride  ? 
Thyfelf  but  duft,  thy  ftature  but  a  fpan, 
A  moment  thy  duration,  foolith  man  ? 
As  well  may  the  minuted  emmet  fay, 
That  Catscafus  was  rau'd  to  pave  his  way; 
The  fnail,  that  Lebanon's  extended  wood 
Was  dcltin'd  only  for  his  walk  and  food  ; 
The  vilelt  cockle,  gaping  on  the  coaft 
That  rounds  the  ample  feas,  as  well  may  boaft, 
The  craggy  rock  projeA  above  the  fky, 
That  he  in  fafety  at  its  foot  may  lie  ; 
And  the  whole  ocean's  confluent  waters  fwell, 
Only  to  quench  his  thiri't,  or  move  and  blanch  hi» 

fhell. 

A  higher  flight  the  venturous  goddefs  tries, 
Leaving  material  worlds  and  local  Ikies; 
Inquires  what  are  the  beings,  where  ths  fpace, 
That  form'd  and  held  the  angels*  ancient  race. 
For  rebel  Lucifer  with  Michael  fough; 
(I  offer  only  what  tradition  taught); 
Jvubattled  cherub  againft  cherub  rofe,  ") 

Did  fhield  tofhield.and  power  to  power  oppofe;/ 
Heaven  rung  with  triumph,  hell  was  fill'd  with  f 
woes.  J 

What  were  thefe  forms  of  which  your  volumes  tell, 
How  feme  fought  great,  ani  others  recreant  fell  ? 
Thefe  bound  to  bear  an  everlaiting  load, 
Durance  of  chain,  and  banifhment  of  God  ; 
By  fatal  turns  their  wretched  itrength  to  tire, 
To  fwim  in  fulphurous  lakes,  or  land  on  folid  fire  : 
"While  thofe  exalted  to  priinaval  light, 
£xcefs  of  blefling,  and  fupreme  delight, 
Only  perceive  fome  little  paufe  of  joys 
In  thole  great  moments  when  their  God  employs 
Their  miniiiry,  to  pour  his  threaten'd  hata 
On  the  proud  king,  or  the  rebellious  Kate  ; 
Or  to  reverfe  Jehovah's  high  command, 
Ai  d  (peak  the  thunder  falling  from  his  hand, 
When  to  his  duty  the  proud  king  returns, 
And  die  rebellious  it  ate  in  afhes  mourn*  ? 
How  can  good  angels  be  in  heaven  confin'd, 
Or  view  that  prefccce,  which  no  fpace  can  bifid  ? 


Is  God  above,  beneath,  or  yon1,  or  here  .' 
He  who  made  all,  is  he  not  every  where  ? 
Oh,  how  can  wicked  angels  find  a  night  "V 

S-i  dark,  to  hide  them  from  that  piercing  light,  ( 
Which  form'd  the  eye,  and  gave  the  power  off 
fight?  } 

What  mean  I  now  of  angel,  when  I  hear 
Firm  body,  fpirit  pure,  or  fluid  air  ? 
Spirits  to  Lihon  fpiritual  confin'd, 
Friends  to  our  thought,  and  kindred  to  our  mind, 
Should  only  adt  and  prompt  us  from  within, 
Nor  by  external  eye  be  ever  feen. 
Was  it  not  therefore  to  our  fathers  known, 
That  thefe  had  appetite,  and  limb,  and  bone  ? 
Elfe  how  could  Abraham  wafh  their  weary 'd  feet? 
Or  Sarah  pleafe  their  tafte  with  favoury  meat  ? 
Whence  fhoald  they  fear  ?  or  why  did  Lot  engage 
I'o  fave  their  bodies  from  abufive  rage  ? 
And  how  could  Jacob,  in  a  real  fight, 
Feel  or  refift  the  wreftling  angel's  might  ? 
How  could  a  form  in  ftrength  with  matter  try  ? 
Or  how  a  fyirrt  touch  a  mortal's  thigh  ? 

Now  are  they  air  condens'd,  or  gathcr'd  rays  ! 
How  guide  they  then  our  prayer,  or  keep  our  way», 
By  ftrongcr  blafts   .ill  fubje&  to  be  toft, 
By  tempefts  fcatter'd,  and  in  whirlwinds  loft  ? 
Have  they  again  (as  facred  fong  proclaims) 
Subftances  real,  and  exitiing  frames  ? 
How  comes  it,  fince  with  them  we  jointly  {hare 
The  great  effeft  of  one  Creator's  care, 
That,  whilft  our  bodies  ficken  and  decay, 
Theirs  are  for  ever  healthy,  young,  and  gay  ? 
Why,  whrllt  we  ftruggie  in  this  vale  beneath 
With  want  andforrow,  with  difeafe  and  death, 
Do  they,  more  blefs'd,  perpetual  life  employ 
On  fongs  of  pleafure,  and  in  fcenes  of  j  >y  ? 

Now  when  my  mind  has  ail  this  world  furvey'd^ 
And  found,  that  nothing  by  itfelf  was  made; 
When  thought  has  rais'd  itfelf,  by  juft  degrees, 
From  vailieo  crown'd  with  flowers,  and  hills  with' 

trees; 

From  fmoking  mineral,  and  from  fifing  ftreams ; 
From  fattening  Nilus,  or  victorious  1  names  ; 
From  all  the  living,  that  four-footed  rnuve 
Along  the  {hore,  the  meadow,  or  the  grove  ; 
From  all  that  can  with  fins  or  feathers  fly 
Through  the  aerial  or  the  watery  fky ; 
From  the  poor  reptile  with  a  realbmug  foul, 
That  miferable  matter  of  the  whole; 
From  this  great  object  of  the  body's  eye, 
This  fair  half-round,  this  ample  azure  fky, 
Terribly  large,  and  wonderfully  bright, 
With  itars  unnumber'd,  and  unmeafur'd  light ; 
From  effences  unfeen,  celeflial  names 
Enlightening  fpirits,  and  minifterial  flames, 
Angels,  dominions,  potentates,  and  thrones, 
All  that  in  each  degree  the  name  of  creature  ownsf 
Lift  we  our  reafon  to  that  tovcreign  caufc, 
Who  bleft  the  whole  with  life,  and  bounded  it 

with  laws; 

Who  forth  from  nothing  call'd  this  comely  frame, 
His  will  and  ad,  his  word  and  work  the  fame  ; 
I'o  whom  a  thoufand  year   are  but  a  day;          ~y 
W  ho  bad  the  light  her  genial  beams  difplay,       > 
A  nd  fe;  the  moon,  and  taught  the  fua  its  way  '•  3 
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ge  or  fpoil  tiie  whole  ;  ~) 
s,  myftic,  ftarry  roll,  V 
•fs  parchment  fcroll ;  j 


Who,  wakrrtg  tirre,  his  creature,  fnm  the  fcurce 
Primaeval,  o.-der'd  his  predeftin'd  C"urfc  ; 
Kirnfelf,  an  in  the  hollow  ui  hi,  hand, 
Holding,  obedient  to  his  high  comnaand, 
The  deep  abyfs,  the  long-continued  iloie,  .. 

Where  months,  and  days,  and'  hours,  and  mi-  I 
nutcs  pour  L 

Their  floating  parts,  and   thenceforth   are  no  j 
more.  J 

This  Alpha  and  Omega,  firft  and  laft, 
Who  like  the  potter  in  a  mould  has  caft 
The  world'*  great  frame,  commanding  it  to  be 
Such  as  the  eyes  of  fenfe  and  reafon  fee; 
Yet  if  he  wills  may  change  or  fpoil  die  whole  ; 
May  take  yon'  beauteous 
And  burn  it  like  an  ufelefs  parch 
May  from  its  balls  in  one  moment  pour 
This  melted  earth — 
Like  liquid  metal,  and  like  burning  ore  : 
Who,  ible  in  power,  at  the  beginning  faid, 
Let  fea,  and  air,  and  earth,  and  heaven  be  made ; 
And  it  was  fo  ! — and,  when  he  ftiall  ordain 
In  otner  fort,  has  but  to  fpeak  again, 
And  they  Ihail  be  no  more  :   Of  this  great  theme, 
This  glorious,  hallo w'd,  cvcrlafting  name, 
This  God,  I  would  difcourfe. — 

The  learned  elders  fat  appal'd,  amaz'd, 
And  each  with  mutual  look  on  other  gaz'd ; 
Nor  Ipecch  they  meditate,  nor  ani'wer  frame 
(Too  plain,  alas  :   their  filence  fpake  their  lhame); 
Till  one,  in  whom  an  outward  mien  appear'd, 
And  turn  fuperior  to  t'iie  vulgar  herd, 
Began  :  That  human  learning's  furtheft  reach 
Was  but  to  note  the  doctrine  I  could  teach; 
That  mine  to  fpeak,  and  theirs  was  to  obey ; 
For  I  in  knowledge  more  than  power  did  fway  : 
And  the  ailonifiVd  world  in  me  beheld 
Moles  eclips'd,  and  Jcfle's  £>n  excell'd. 
Humble  a  fecond  bow'd,  and  took  the  word  ; 
Fortfsw  my  name  by  future  age  ador'd; 
O  live,  faid  he,  thou  wiieft  of  the  wife  ; 
As  none  has  equall'd,  none  fhall  ever  rife 
Excelling  thee. — 

Parent  of  wicked,  bane  of  honeft  deeds, 
Pernicious  flattery  !  thy  malignant  feeds, 
In  an  ill  hour,  and  by  a  fatal  hand, 
Sadly  difl'us'd  o'er  virtue's  gleby  land, 
With  lifing  pride  amidft  the  corn  appear, 
And  choke  the  hopes  and  harveft  of  the  year. 

And  now  the  whole  perplex'd  ignoble  crowd, 
Mute  to  my  qucC  ions,  in  my  praifes  loud, 
Echo'd  the  word  :   whence  things  arofe,  or  how 
They  thus  cxift,  the  apteft  nothing  know  : 
What  yet  is  not,  but  is  ordain'd  to  be, 
All  veil  of  doubt  apart,  the  dullcil  fee  ! 

My  prophets  and  my  fophifts  finifh'd  here 
The  civil  efforts  of  the  verbal  war  : 
Not  fo  my  rabbins  and  logicians  yield ; 
Retiring,  {till  they  combat ;  from  the  field 
Of  open  arm*  unwilling  they  depart, 
And  fculk  behind  the  fubterfuge  of  art. 
To  fpeak  one  thing,  mix'd  dialects  they  join, 
Divide  the  fimple,  and  the  plaui  define; 
Fix  fancy'd  laws,  and  form  imagin'd  rules, 
Terms  of  their  art,  and  j  argon  of  their  ichools, 


Ill-grounded  maxims,  by  falfe  glofs  enlarg'd, 
Ami  captious  fcience  agtttnft  reafon  charg'd. 

Scon  their  crude  notions  with  each  other  fought: 
The  adverfe  feet  deny'd  what  this  had  taught ; 
And  he  at  length  the  ampleft  triumph  gain'd, 
Who  contradicted  what  the  iall  maintain'd. 

O  wretched  impotence  of  human  mind  !          ~j 
We  erring  ftill  excufe  for  error  find,  V 

And  darkling  grope,  not  knowing  we  are  blind,  j 

Vain  man  !   fince  firft  thy  blufhing  fire  effay'd 
His  folly  with  connected  leaves  to  (hade, 
How  does  the  crime  of  thy  refembling  race 
With  like  attempt  that  prifline  error  trace  ! 
Too  plain  th)r  nakednefs  of  foul  sfpy'd,  •> 

Why  doft  thou  drive  the  confcious  fhame  to  hide  > 
By  maflcs  of  eloquence  and  veils  of  pride  ?          j 

With  outward  fmiles  their  flattery  1  receiv'd ; 
Own'd  my  fick  mind  by  their  difcourfe  relicv'd  ; 
But  bent,  and  inward  to  myfelf,  again  " 
PcTplex'd,  tht-fe  matters  I  revolv'd  in  vain. 
Aly  fcarch  ftill  tir'd,  my  labour  ftill  renew'd, 
At  length  I  ignorance  and  knowledge  view'd, 
Impartial;  both  in  equal  balance  laid,      [weigh'd. 
Light  flew  the  knowing  fcale,  the  doubtful  heavy 

Forc'd  by  reflective  reafon,  I  coufefs, 
That  human  fcience  is  uncertain  guei's. 
Alas !  we  grafp  at  clouds,  and  beat  the  air, 
Vexing  that  fpirit  we  intend  to  clear. 
Can  thought  beyond  the  bounds  of  matter  climb  ? 
Or  who  fliall  tell  me  what  is  fpace  or  time  ? 
In  vain  we  lift  up  our  prefumptuous  eyes  -j 

To  what  our  Maker  to  their  ken  denies  :  v 

The  fearcher  foltows  fail ;  the  object  fafter  flies. 3 
The  little  which  imperfectly  we  find, 
Seduces  only  the  bewilder'd  mind 
To  fruitlefs  fearch  of  fomething  yet  behind. 
Various  difcuflions  tear  our  heated  brain  ; 
Opinions  often  turn  ;  ftill  doubts  remain  ; 
And  who  indulges  thought,  increafes  pain. 

How  narrow  limits  were  to  wifdom  given  ! 
Earth   fhe   furveys ;    fhe   thence   would   meafure 

heaven  : 

Through  miflsobfcure  now  wings  her  tedious  way; 
Now  wanders  dazzled  with  too  bright  a  day; 
And  from  the  (ummit  of  a  pathlefs  coaft 
Sees  infinite,  and  in  that  fight  is  loft. 

Remember,  that  the  curs'd  defire  to  know, 
Offspring  of  Adam  1  was  thy  fource  of  woe. 
Why  wilt  thou  then  renew  the  vain  purfuit, 
And  rafhly  catch  at  the  forbidden  fruit; 
With  empty  labour  and  eluded  ftrifc 
Seeking,  by  knowledge,  to  attain  to  life  ; 
For  ever  from  that  fatal  tree  debarr'd, 
Which  flaming  fwords  and  angiy  cherubs  guard  ? 


PLEASURE. 

BOOK  II. 


TEXTS  CHIEFLY  ALLUDED  TO  JN  BOOK  K» 

I  faid  in  my  own  heart,  Go  to  now,  I  will  prove 
"  thee  with  mirth ;  therefore  enjoy  pleafurc.'* 
lied,  ii,  I, 
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u  I  made  me  great  works,  I  builded  me  houfes,  I 
"  planted  me  vineyards."  Ver  4. 

"  I  made  me  gardens  and  orchards ;  and  I  planted 
"  trees  in  them  of  all  kind  of  fruits."  Ver.  5. 

M  I  made  me  pools  of  water,  to  water  therewith 
u  the  wood  that  bringeth  forth  trees."  Ver.  6. 

w  Then  I  looked  on  all  the  works  that  my  hands 
"  had  wrought,  and  on  the  labour  that  I  had 
"  laboured  to  do  :  And  behold  all  was  vanity 
"  and  vexation  of  fpirit ;  and  there  was  no  profit 
"  under  the  fun."  Ver.  11. 

"'  I  gat  me  men  fingers  and  women-fingers,  and 
"  the  delights  of  the  fons  of  men.  as  mufical  in- 
"  ftruments,  and  that  of  all  forts.  '  Ver.  8. 

"  I  fought  in-  mine  heart  to  give  myfelf  unto  wine 
•*  (yet  acquainting  mine  heart  with  wifdom) 
"  and  tu  lay  hold  on  folly,  till  I  might  fee  what 
"  was  that  good  for  the  fons  of  men,  which 
"  they  flinuld  do  under  heaven,  all  the  days  of 
"  their  lite."  Ver.  3. 

"  Theii  1  faid  in  my  heart,  As  it  happeneth  unto 
•*  the  tool,  fo  it  happeneth  even  unto  me ;  and 
"  why  was  I  then  m  >re  wife  ?  Then  I  faid  in 
"  my  heart,  that  this  alfo  is  vanity."  Ver.  15. 

"  Therefore  I  hated  life,  becaufe  the  work  that  is 
"  wrought  under  the  fun  is  grievous  unto  me." 
Chap.  ii.  ver.  47. 

"  Dead  flies  caufe  the  ointment  to  fend  forth  a 
"  ftinking  favour  :  fo  doth  a  little  folly  him 
*'  that  is  in  reputation  for  wifdom  and  honour." 
Chap.  x.  ver.  I. 

**  The  memory  of  the  juft  is  bleffed,  but  the  me- 
"  mory  of  the  wicked  fhall  rot."  Proverbs, 
Chap.  x.  ver.  7. 


Tie  Argument. 

Solomon,  again  feeking  happinefs,  inquires  if 
wealth  and  greatnefs  can  produce  it :  begins 
•with  the  magnificence  of  gardens  and  buildings, 
the  luxury  of  mufic  and  feafting  ;  and  proceeds 
to  the  hopes  and  dtfires  of  love.  In  two  epifodes 
are  fhown  the  follies  and  troubles  of. that  pallion. 
Solomon,  ftilldifappointed,  falls  under  the  temp 
tations  of  libertinifm  and  idolatry ;  recovers  his 
.  thought ;  reafons  aright ;  and  concludes  that,  as 
to  the  purfuit  of  pleafure  and  fenfual  delight, 
All  is  vanity  and  vexation  of  fpirit. 

TUT  then,  O  man,  the  moments  to  deceive, 
That  from  the  womb  attend  thec  to  the  grave : 
For  wcary'd  nature  find  fome  apter  fcheme  : 
Health  be  thy  hope,  and  pleafure  be  thy  theme. 
From  the  perplexing  and  unequal  ways, 
Where  fludy  brings  thee  ;  from  the  endlefs  maze, 
Which  doubt  perfuadcs  to  run,  forewarn'd,  recede 
To  the  gay  field  and  flowery  path,  that  lead 
To  jocund  mirth,  fol't  joy,  and  carelefs  cafe  : 
Forfake  what  may  inftrucl,  for  what  may  pleafe  ; 
Effay  amufing  arr,  and  proud  expence, 
And  make  thy  r«afon  fubjeil  to  thy  lenfe. 

I  commun'd  thus ;  the  power  of  wealth  1  try'J, 
And  all  the  various  luxe  of  coftly  pride  ; 


Artifts  and  plans  reliev'd  my  folemn  hours ; 

I  founded  palaces,  and  planted  bowers ; 

Birds,  fifties,  beafts,  of  each  exotic  kind, 

I  to  the  limits  of  my  cmirt  confin'd  ; 

To  trees  transferr'd  I  gave  a  fecond  birth, 

And  bad  a  foreign  fhade  grace  Judah's  earth  ; 

Fifh-ponds  were  made,  where  former  forefb  grew, 

And  hills  were  levell'd  to  extend  the  view ; 

Rivers  diverted  from  cheir  native  courfe, 

And  bound  with  chains  of  artificial  force, 

From  large  cafcades  in  pleafing  tumult  roll'd, 

Or  rofe  through  figur'd  flone,  or  breathing  gold  ; 

From  furtheft  Africa's  tormented  womb 

The  marble  brought,  eretfbs  the  fyacious  dome, 

Oi  forms  the  pillars  long-extended  rows,    [grows, 

On  which  the  planted  grove,  the  penfile  garden. 

The  workmen  here  obey  the  mafter's  call, 
To  gild  the  turret,  and  to  paint  the  wall, 
To  mark  the  pavement  there  with  various  ftone, 
And  on  the  jafper  fteps  to  rear  the  throne  : 
The  fpreading  cedar,  that  an  age  had  flood, 
Supreme  of  trees,  and  miftrefs  of  the  wood, 
Cut  down  and  carv'd,  my  fhining  roof  adorns, 
And  Lebanon  his  ruin'd  honour  mourns. 

A  thoufand  artifts  fhow  their  cunning  power. 
To  raife  the  wonders  cf  the  ivory  tower. 
A  thoufand  maidens  ply  the  purple  loom, 
To  weave  the  bed,  and  deck  the  regal  room  ; 
Till  Tyre  confeffes  her  exhaufted  flore, 
That  on  her  coaft  the  murex  *  is  no  more  ; 
Till  from  the  Parian  ifle,  and  Liby's  coaft, 
The  mountains  grieve  their  hopss  of  marble  loft  ; 
And  India's  woods  return  their  juft  complaint, 
Their  brood  decay'd,  and  want  of  elephant. 

My  full  defign  with  vaft  expence  atchiev'd, 
I  came,  beheld,  admir'd,  reflected,  griev'd ; 
I  chid  the  folly  of  my  thoughtlefs  hafte, 
For,  the  work  perfected,  the  joy  was  pafL 

To  my  new  courts  fad  thought  did  flill  repair, 
And  round  my  gilded  roofs  hung  hovering  care. 
In  vain  on  filken  beds  I  fought  repofe, 
And  reftlefs  oft'  from  purple  couches  rofe  ; 
Vexatious  thought  ftill  found  my  flying  mind 
Nor  bound  by  limits,  nor  to  place  conlhi'd  ; 
Haunted  my  nights,  and  terrify'd  my  days ; 
Stalk'd  through  my  gardens,  and  purfutd 

ways, 
Nor  fhut  from  artful  bower,  nor  loft 

Yet  take  thy  bent,  my  foul ;  another  fenfe 
Indulge  :  add  mufic  to  magnificence  : 
Effay  if  harmony  may  grief  control, 
Or  power  of  found  prevail  upon  the  foul. 
Often  our  feers  and  poets  have  confcft 
That  mufic's  force  can  tame  the  furious  beaft  ; 
Can  make  the  wolf,  or  foaming  boir,  reftrain 
His  rage  ;  the  lion  drop  hi*  crefted  main, 
Attentive  to  the  fong  ;  the  lynx  forget 
His  wrath  to  man,  and  lick  the  minftrel's  feet. 
Are  we,  alas  !  lefs  favage  ytt  than  thefe  ? 
Elfe  mufic  fure  may  human  cares  appeafe. 

I  fpake  my  purpofe  ;  and  the  cheerful  choir 
Parted  their  fhares  of  harmony  :  the  lyre 

»  The   murex  is  a  (hcll-lilh,  of  the  liquor  whereof  f. 
purpic colour  io  ;r.;Jc. 
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Soften'd  the  timbrel's  noife  ;  the  trumpet's  found 
Provok'd  the  Dorian  flute  (both  fweeier  found 
When  mix'd)  ;  the  fife  the  viol's  notes  refin'd, 
And  every  ftrength  with  every  grace  was  join'd. 
Each  morn  they  wak'd  me  with  a  iprightly  lay  ; 
Of  opening  heaven  they  lung  and  gladforne  day. 
Each  evening  their  repeated  fkill  exprels'd 
Scenes  of  repofe,  and  images  of  reft  : 
Yet  ftill  in  vain  ;  for  mufic  gather'd  thought : 
But  how  unequal  the  effects  it  brought  1 
The  foft  ideas  of  cheerful  note, 
Lightly  receiv'd,  were  eafily  forgot ; 
The  folcnin  violence  of  the  graver  found 
Knew  to  ftrike  deep,  and  leave  a  lading  wound. 

And  now  reflecting,  I  with  grief  defcry 
The  fickly  luft  of  the  fantaftic  eye  ; 
How  the  weak  organ  is  with  feeing  cloy'd, 
Flying  ere  night  what  it  at  noon  enjoy'd. 
And  now  (unhappy  fearch  of  thought !)  I  found 
The  fickle  ear  foon  glutted  with  the  found, 
Condemn'd  eternal  changes  to  purfue, 
Tir'd  with  the  laft,  and  eager  of  the  new. 

I  ba'de  the  virgins  and  the  youth  advance, 
To  temper  mufic  with  the  fprightly  dance. 
In  vain  !  too  low  the  mimic  motions  feem ; 
What  takes  our  heart  mud  merit  our  efteem. 
Nature,  I  thought,  perform'd  too  mean  a  part, 
Forming  her  movements  to  the  rules  of  art ; 
And,  vex'd,  I  found  that  the  mufician's  hand 
Had  o'er  the  dancer's  mind  too  great  command. 

1  drank;   I  lik'd  it  not :   'twas  rage,  'twas  noife, 
An  airy  fcene  of  tranfitory  joys. 
!n  vain  I  trufted  that  the  flowing  bowl 
Would  banifh  forrow,  and  enlarge  the  foul. 
To  the  late  revel,  and  protracted  feaft, 
Wild  dreams  fucceeded,  and  diforder'd  reft  ; 
And,  as  at  dawn  of  morn  fair  reafon's  light  [night, 
Broke  through  the  fumes  and  phantoms  of  the 
What  had  been  faid,  I  afk'd  my  foul,  what  done  ? 
How  flow'd  our  mirth,  and  whence  the  fource  be 
gun  ? 

Perhaps  the  jeft  that  charm'd  the  fprightly  crowd, 
And  made  the  jovial  table  laugh  fo  loud, 
To  fome  falfe  notion  ow'd  its  poor  pretence, 
To  an  ambiguous  word's  perverted  fcnfe, 
To  a  wild  fonnet,  bra  wanton  air, 
Offence  and  torture  to  rhe  1'ober  ear  : 
Perhaps,  alas  '.  the  pleafing  ftream  was  brought 
From  this  man's  error,  frum  another's  fault; 
From  topics,  which  good-nature  would  forget, 
And  prudence  mention  with  the  laft  regret. 

Add  yet  unnumber'd  ills,  that  lie  unleen 
In  the  pernicious  draught ;  the  word  o!  fcene, 
Or  harfh,  which  once  elanc'd  muft  ever  fly 
Irrevocable  ;  the  too  prompt  reply, 
Seed  of  fevere  diftruft  and  fierce  debate  ; 
What  we  fhould  fhun,  and  what  we  ought  to  hate. 

Add  too  the  blood  impoverifh'd,  and  the  courfe 
Of  health  fupprefs'd,  by  wine's  continued  force. 

Unhappy  man  !  whom  forrow  thus  and  rage 
To  different  ills  alternately  engage; 
Who  drinks,  alas  .  but  to  forget  •,  nor  fees 
That  melancholy  floth,  fevere  difcafe, 
Memory  confu's'd,  and  interrupted  thought, 
Death's  harbingers,  lie  latent  in  the  draught ; 
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And,   in    the  flowers  that  wreath  the  fparkling 

bowl, 
Fell  adders  bifs,  and  poifonous  ferpents  roll. 

Remains  there  aught  untry'd  that  may  remove 
Sicknefs  of  mind,  and  heal  the  bofom  ? — Love. 
Love  yet  remains  :  indulge  his  genial  fire, 
Cherifh  fair  hope,  folicit  young  defire, 
And  boldly  bid  thy  anxious  foul  explore 
This  laft  great  remedy's  myfttrious  power. 

Why  therefore  helicates  my  doubtful  bread? 
Why  ceafes  it  one  moment  to  be  bleft  ? 
Fly  fwift,  my  friends ;  my  fervants,  fly ;  employ 
Your  inftant  pains  to  bring  your  mafter  joy. 
Let  all  my  vtives  and  cnricubines  be  drefs'd  ; 
Let  them  to-night  attend  the  royul  feaft; 
All  Ifrael's  beauty,  all  the  foreign  fair; 
The  gifts  <>f  princes,  or  the  Ipoils  of  war  : 
Before  their  monarch  they  fhall  fingly  pafs,  . 
And  the  moft  worthy  fhall  obtain  the  grace. 

1  laid  :     the   feaft  was  fecv'd,   the    bowl   was 

crown'd  ; 

To  the  king's  pleafure  went  the  mirthful  round. 
The  women  came  :  as  cuftom  wills,  they  paft : 
On  one  (O  that  diftinguifh'd  one  1)  I  caft 
The  favourite  glance  !  O  !   yet  my  mind  retains 
That  fond  beginning  of  my  infant  pains. 
Mature  the  virgin  was,  of  Egypt's  race; 
Grace  ihap'd  her  limb",  and  beauty  deck'd  her  face; 
Eafy  her  motion  feem'd,  ferene  her  air; 
Full,  though  unzon'd,  her  bofom  rofe ;  her  hair, 
Unty'd,  and  ignorant  of  artful  aid, 
Adown  her  (boulder*  loofely  lay  difpla 
And  in  the  jetty  curls  ten  thnufand  < 
Fix'd  on  her  charms,  and  pleas'd  that  I  could  love, 
Aid  me,  my  friends,  contribute  to  improve 
Your  monarch's  blifs,  I  faid  ;  frefh  rofe'  bring 
To  ftrew  my  bed,  till  the'impoverifh'd  fprjng 
Conl'sfs  her  want;  around  my  amorous  head 
Be  dropping  myrrh  and  liq'aid  amber  fhed, 
Till  Arab  has  no  more.      From  the  foft  lyre, 
Sweet  flute,  and  ten-ftring'd  inftramcnt,  require 
Sounds  of  delight  :   and  thou,  fair  nymph  '.  draw 

nigh, 

Thou,  in  whofe  graceful  f  .rm  and  potent  eye, 
Thy  matter's  joy  long  fought  at  length  is  found; 
And.  as  thy  brow,  let  my  defires  be  crown'd; 
O  favourite  virgin  !  that  haft  warm'd  the  bread, 
Whole  fovereign  didlatcs  fuhjugate  the  eaft  '. 

I  faid;  and  fudden  from  the  golden  throne, 
With  a  fubmiffive  fttp    I  hafted  down. 
The  glowing  garland  from  my  hair  I  toot, 
Love  in  my  heart,  >bedience  in  my  look  ; 
Prepar'd  to  place  it  on  her  comely  head ; 
O  favourite  virgin      (ye'  again  1  faid) 
Receive  the  honours  deftin'd  to  thy  brow; 
And  O,  above  thy  tell  ,ws,  happy  thou! 
Their  duty  mutt  thy  f;<v*  reign  »vordobey: 
Rife  up,  my  love,  my  fair-one,  come  away. 

What  pangs,  alas  !   what  tcttafy  of  hnart, 
Tore  up  my  lenfes,  and  t'an-fix'd  my  heart. 
When  fhe  with  modeft  fcorn  the  '.vreath  refurn'd, 
Redin'd  her  beauteous  nt-ck,  and  inward  .  unirn'd  1 

Forc'd  by  my  pride,  1  my  concern  fupprefs'd, ^ 
Pretended  drowfuiefs,  and  wifh  of  reft  : 
Arid  ful.cn  1  forfock  th'  imperfect  feaft,  J 

lift. 
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Ordering  the  eunuchs,  to  whofe  proper  care 
Oiir  eaftern  grandeur  gives  th'  imprifon'd  fair, 
To  lead  her  f  rth  to  a  di   irguifh'd  bower, 
And  bid  her  drefs  the  bed,  and  wait  the  hour. 

Reftlefs  I  follow'd  thi»  obdurate  maid 
(Swift  are  the  fteps  that  love  and  anger  tread) ; 
Approach'd  her  perfon,  courted  her  embrace, 
Renew'd  my  flame,  repeated  mydifgrace; 
By  turns  put  on  the  fnppliant  and  the  l^rd  ; 
Threaten'd  this  momenr,  aiid  the  next  implor'd  ; 
Offer *d  again  the  unaccepted  wreath, 
And  choice  of  happy  love,  or  inilant  death. 
Averfe  to  all  her  amorous  king  defir'd, 
Far  as  fhe  might  (he  decently  retir'd  : 
And,  darring  fcorn  and  forrow  from  her  eyes, 
What  means,  faid  fhe.  King  Solomon  the  Wife? 

This  wretched  body  trembles  at  your  power : 
Thus  far  could  fortune,  but  fhe  can  no  more. 
Free  to  herfelf  my  potent  mind  remains, 
Nor  fears  the  victor's  rage,  nor  feels  his  chains. 

*Tis  faid,  that  thou  canft  plaiiii'oly  difpute, 
Supreme  of  feers    of  angel,  man,  and  brute  ; 
Canft  plead,  with  fubtle  wit  and  fair  difcourfe^ 
Of  paffion's  folly,  and  of  reafon's  force; 
That,  to  the  tribes  artentive,  thou  canft  fhnw 
"Whence  their  misfortunes  or  their  bit-flings  flow  ; 
That  th»u  in  fcience  as  in  power  art  great, 
And  truth  and  honour  on  thy  edicts  wait. 
Where  is  that  knowledge  now,  that  regal  thought  j 
With  juft  advice  and  timely  c-  unfel  fraught  ? 
Where  now,  O  Judge  of  Ifrael  !  does  it  rove  ? — 
What  in  one  moment  doft  thou  offer  ?  Lore — 
Love  !   why  'tis  joy  or  forrow,  peace  or  ftrife; 
'Tis  all  the  colour  of  remaining  life  : 
And  human  mifery  muft  begin  or  end, 
As  he  becomes  a  tyrant  or  a  friend. 
Would  David's  fon,  religious,  juft,  and  grave,     ^ 
To  the  firft  bride-bed  of  the  world  receive 
A  foreigner,  a  heathen,  and  a  Have  ?  j 

Or,  grant  thy  paffion  has  thefe  names  deftroy'<l, 
That  love,  like  death,  makes  all  diftincfcion  void  ; 
Yet  in  hig  empire  o'er  thy  abjtdt  brealt  > 

J-iis  flames  and  torments  only  are  expreft  ; 
His  rage  can  in  my  fmiles  al»ne  relent, 
And  all  his  joys  folicit  my  o  nfent. 

Soft  love,  fpontaneous  tree,  its  parted  root 
Muft  from  two  hearts  with  equal  vigour  (hoot; 
Whilft  each,  delighted  and  delighting,  gives 
The  pleafing  ecftafy  which  each  receives  : 
Chei  ifh'd  wi'h  hope,  and  fed  with  joy,  it  grows ;~) 
Its  cheerful  buds  their  opening  bloom  difcl«fe,     t 
And    round    the    happy   foil    diffufive   odour  (" 
flows.  j 

If  angry  fate  that  mutual  care  denies,  ~) 

The  fading  p!a>  t  bewails  it*  duefupplies; 
Wild  with  defpair,  or  fick  with  grief,  it  dies.        J 

By   force   beads    acft,    and    are    by    force   re- 

ftrain'd : 

The  human  mind  by  gentle  mean*  is  gain'd. 
Thy  ufelefs  ftrength,  miflaken  king,  employ  : 
Sated  with  ragt,  and  ignorant  of  joy, 
Thou  (halt  not  gain  what  I  deny  to  yield, 
Nor  reap  the  harveft,  though  thou  fpoil'ft  the  field. 
Know.  Solomon,  thy  poor  extent  of  fway; 
ad  thy  brew,  and  Urad  fhall  obey : 


But  wilful  love  thou  muft  with  fmiles  appeafe,  > 
Approach  his  awful  throne  by  juft  degree*,  > 
And,  if  thou  would'ft  be  happy,  learn  to  pleafe.  J 

Not  that  thofe  arts  can  here  fuccefaful  prove, 
For  I  am  deftin'd  'o  an<'ther*s  love. 
Beyond  the  cruel  bounds  of  thy  command, 
To  my  dear  equal  in  my  native  land, 
My  piighred  vow  I  gave  ;  I  his  receiv'd  : 
Ench  Iwore  with  truth,  with  pleafure  each  believ'd. 
The  mutual  contract  was  to  heaven  convcy'd ; 
In  equal  fcales  the  bufy  angels  weigh'd 
Its  folemn  force,  and   clapp'd  their  wings,  and 

fpre'ad 
The  lafting  mil,  recording  what  we  faid. 

Now  in  my  heart  behold  thy  poniard  ftain'd  ; 
Take  the  fad  life  which  I  have  long  difdain'd  ; 
End,  in  a  dying  virgin's  wretched  fa*e 
Thy  ill-ftarr'd  paffion  and  my  ftedftft  hate  : 
F«r,  long  as  blood  informs  thefe  circling  veins, 
Or  fleeting  breath  its  lateft  rower  retains, 
Hear  mg  to  Egypt's  vengeful  gods  declare, 
Hate  JP  my  part,  be  thine,  O  king,  defpair. 

Now  ftrike,  fhe  faid,  and  operi'd  bare  her  breaft  * 
Stand  it  in  Judah's  chronicles  confcft, 
That  David's  fon,  by  impious  paffion  mov'd, 
Smote  a  fhe  flave,  and  murder'd  what  he  lov'd ! 

Afham'd,  confu'-'d.  1  ftarted  from  rhe  bed, 
And  to  my  foul,  yet  unc<  llnSttd   faid, 
Into  thy  ft- If,  fond  Solomon,  return  ; 
Rtfledt  again    and  thou  again  (halt  mourn. 
When   I  through   numbcr'd  years  have  pleafure 

fought, 

And  in  vain  h"pe  the  wanton  phantom  caught ; 
To  mock  my  fenfe,  and  monify  my  pride, 
'Tis  in  another's  power,  and  is  deny'd. 
Am  I  a  king,  great  Heaven  !  does  life  or  deatk 
Hang  on  the  wrath  or  mercy  of  my  brea'h  ; 
While  kneeling  I  my  fervant's  fmiles  implore, 
And  one  mad  damfel  darts  difpute  my  power  ? 

lo  ravifh  her!  that  thought  was  foon  deprcfs'd, 
Which  muft  debafe  the  monarch  to  the  beaft. 
To  fend  her  back    O  whither,  and  to  whom  ? 
To  lands  where  Solomon  muft  never  come  ? 
To  that  infulting  rival's  happy  arms, 
For  whom,  difdaining  me,  fhe  keep*  her  chatms? 

Fantaftic  tyrant  of  the  amorous  heart, 
How  hard  thy  yoke  !  how  cruel  is  'hy  dart! 
Thofe  'fcape  thy  anger,  who  refule  thy  fway, 
And  thofe  are  punifh'd  moft  who  moft  obey. 
8e<  Judah's  king  revere  thy  greater  power  : 
U'hat  canft  thou  covet,  •  r  how  triumph  more  ? 
Why  then,  O  love,  with  an  obdurate  car. 
Does  this  proud  nymph  rejecT:  a  monarch's  prayer/ 
Why  to  fome  fimple  fhvpherd  dots  fhe  run 
From  the  fond  arms  of  Uavid's  favourite  fon  ? 
Why  flies  fhe  from  the  glories  of  a  court, 
Where  wealth  and  pleafure  may  thy  reign  fupport, 
To  fome  poor  cottage  on  the  mountain'*  brow, 
Now  bleakwith  winds, and  cover'd  now  with  fnow. 
Where  pinching  want  muft  curb  htr  warm  dtfircs, 
And  houfehold  carts  fupprefs  thy  genial  fires? 

Too  aptly  the  afflidlcd  Heathens  prove 
Thy  force,  while  they  eredi  the  fhrines  c,f  love. 
His  myftic  form  the  artizans  of  Greece 
In  wounded  (lone,  or  molten  gold,  enprefs; 
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And  Cyprus  to  his  godhead  pays  her  vow, 
Faft  in  his  hand  the  idol  holds  his  bow  ; 
A  quiver  by  his  fide  fuftains  his  (tore 
Of  pointed  darts  ;  fad  emblems  of  his  power  : 
A  pair  of  wings  he  has,  which  he  extends  T 

Now  to  be  gone  ;  which  now  again  he  bends,    / 
Prone  to  return,  as  beft  may  fervc  his  wanton  C 
ends.  J 

Entirely  thus  I  find  the  fiend  pourtray'd, 
Since  firft,  aias  !   I  faw  the  beauteous  maid  : 
1  felt  him  ftrike,  and  now  I  fee  him  ?ly  : 
Ctirs'd  daemon  '.  O  !  for  ever  broken  lie 
Thofe  fatal  (hafts,  by  which  I  inward  bleed  ! 

0  !  can  my  wifb.es  yet  o'ertake  thy  fpecd! 
Tir'd  rriay'ft  thou  pant,  and  hang  thy  flagging"} 

wing;  f 

Except  thou  turn'ft  thy  courfe,  refblv'd  to  bring  F 
The  damiol  back,  and  fave  the  love-fiek  king  !    j 

My  foiil  thus  ftruggling  in  the  fatal  net, 
Unable  to  enjoy,  or  to  forget ; 

1  reafon'd  much,  alas '.  but  more  I  lov'd  : 
Sent  and  recalled,  brdain'd  and  difapprov'd  ; 
Till,  hopelefa,  plung'd  in  an  abyfs  of  grief, 
1  from  neceflity  receiv'd  relief : 

Time  gently  aided  to  afluage  my  pain, 

And  wifdom  took  once  more  the  flacken'J  rein. 

But  O,  how  (hurt  my  interval  of  woe  ! 
Our  griefs  how  fwift  !  our  remedies  how^flow  ! 
Another  nymph  (for  fo  did  Heaven  ordain, 
To  change  the  manner,  but  renew  the  pain) ; 
Another  nymph,  amongft  the  many  fair, 
That  made  my  fofrer  hours  their  folemu  care, 
Before  the  reft  afF,-<fted  (till  to  {land, 
And  watch'd  my  <*>fc.  preventing  my  command. 
Abra,  fhe  fo  was  call'd,  did  fooneft  hade 
To  grace  my  pretence  ;  Abra  went  the  laft  : 
Abra  was  ready  ere  I  call'd  her  name ; 
And,  though  I  call'd  another,  Abra  came. 

Her  equals  firft  obftrv'd  her  growing  zeal, 
And  laughing  glofs'd,  that  Abra  ferv'd  fo  wclL 
To  rhe  her  atiti<  ns  did  unheeded  die, 
Or  were  remark'd  but  with  a  common  eye  ; 
Till,  more  appriz'd  of  what  the  rumour  laid, 
More  1  obferv'd  peculiar  in  the  maid. 

The  fun  declin'd  had  (hut  hisweflern  ray, 
When,  tir'd  with  bufincfs  of  the  folemn  d.iy, 
1  purpos'd  to  unbend  the  evening  hours, 
And  banquet  private  in  the  women's  bovvers. 
1  call'd  before  I  fat  to  wafh  my  h;u:Js 
(For  fo  the  precept  of  the  law  commands)  : 
Love  had  ordain'd,  that  it  was  Ab'-a's  turn 
To  mix  the  fvveets,  and  minifler  the  urn. 

With  awfjil  homage,  and  fubmiffive  dread, 
The  maid  approach'd,  on  my  declining  head 
To  pour  the  oils  i  (lie  trembled  as  fhe  pour'J  ; 
V?ith  an  unguarded  look  fhe  now  devour'd 
My  nearer  face  ;  and  now  reca'.l'd  her  eye, 
And  heav'd,  and  drove  to  hide,  a  fudden  figh. 

And  whence,  laid  I,  canft  thou  have  dread  or 

pain  ? 

"What  can  thy  imagery  of  forrow  mean  ? 
Secluded  from  the  world  and  all  its  care, 
Haft  thou  to  grievq  or  joy,  to  hope  or  fear  ? 
For  fure,  I  added,  fure  thy  little  heart 
Ne'er  felt  lovt'^  anger,  uor  receiv'd  his  dart. 


Abafh'd  (he  blufh'd,  and  with  diforder  fpoke; 
Her  rifing  fhame  adorn'd  the  words  it  broke. 

If  the  great  matter  will  defcend  to  hear 
The  humble  feries  of  his  handmaid's  care; 
O  !   while  (he  tells  it,  let  him  not  put  on 
The  look  that  awes  the  nations  from  the  throne  I 

0  !   let  not  death  fevere  in  glory  lie 

In  rhe  king's  frown,  and  terror  of  his  eye  ! 

Mine  to  obey,  thy  part  is  to  ordain  ; 
And,  though  to  mention  be  to  fuffer  pain, 
If  the  king  fmile  whilft  I  my  woe  recite, 
If  weeping  I  find  favour  in  his  fight, 
Flow  faft,  my  tears,  full  rifing  his  delighf. 

0  !   witnefs  earth  beneath,  and  heaven  above! 
For  can  I  hide  it  ?  I  am  fide  of  love ; 
if  madflefs  may  the  n?me  of  paffion  bear, 
Or  love  be  call'd  what  is  indeed  defpair. 

Thou  Sovereign  Power  whofe  lecrct  will  controls 
The  inward  bent  and  motion  of  our  fouls! 
Why  haft  thou  plac'd  fuch  infini'e  degrees 
Bftweeh  the  caufe  and  cure  of  my  difeafe  ? 
The  mighty  obje'cl  of  that  raging  fire, 
In  which  unpity'd  Abra  ivuft  expire, 
Had  he  been  born  fome  Cmple  fht  pherd's  heir, 
The  lowing  herd  or  fleecy  fheep  his  care, 
At  morn  with  him*!  o'er  the  hills  had  run,        "\ 
bcori-.ful  of  winter's  froft  a*td  Cummer's  fun,         f 
Still  aiking  where  he  made  his  flock  to  reft  at  l" 
noon.  J 

For  him  at  night,  the  dear  expected  gucft, 

1  had  with  hafty  joy  prepar'u  the  feaft  ; 
And  from  the  cottage,  o'er  the  diftant  plain, 
Sent  forth  my  longing  eye  to  meet  the  fwain, 
Wavering,  impatient,  tofs'd  by  hope  and  fear, 
Till  he  and  joy  together  fhould  appear, 

And  the  lov'd  dog  declare  his  mafter  near. 
On  my  declining  neck  and  open  bread 
[  fhould  have  lull'd  the  lovely  youth  to  reft, 
And  from  beneath  his  head,  at  dawning  day, 
With  fofteft  eare  ha.ve.  ftol'n  my  arm  away, 
To  rife,  and  from  the  fold  releafc  the  fheep, 
Fond  of  his  flock,  indulgent  to  his  fleep. 

Or  if  kind  heaven,  propitious  to  my  flame 
(For  fure  from  heaven  the  faithful  ardor  came), 
Had  blcft  my  life,  and  deck'd  my  natal  hour 
With  height  of  title,  und  extent  of  power; 
Without  a  cri.ne  my  pafiion  h;;d  afpir'd, 
Found  the  lov'd  prince,  and  told  what  I  defir'd. 

Then  I  had  come,  preventing  Sheba's  queen, 
'To  fee  the  conielieft  of  the  fons  of  men, 
To  hear  the  charming  poet's  amorous  fong, 
And  gather  honey  falling  from  his  tongue, 
To  take  the  fragrant  kiiles  of  his  mouth, 
Sweeter  than  breezes  of  her  native  fouth, 
Likening  his  grace,  his  perfon,  and  his  mien, 
To  all  that  great  or  beauteous  I  had  feen. 
Serene  aud  bright  his  eyes,  as  fular  beams 
Reflating  temper'd  light  from  cryftal  ftreams; 
Riiddy  as  gold  his  cheek  ;  his  bofom  fair 
As  filver  ;  the  curl'd  ringlets  of  his  hair 
Black  as  the  raven's  wing ;  his  lip  more  red 
Than  eaftern  coral,  or  the  fcarlet  thread  ; 
Even  his  teeth,  and  white  like  a  young  flock 
Coeval,  newly  (horn,  fiom  the  clear  bro"k 
Recent,  and  branching  on  the  funny  rock. 
Wh  ij 
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Ivory,  withfapphires  interfper^'d,  explains 
How  white  his  hands,  how  blue  the  manly  veins. 
Columns  of  poliih'd  marble,  firmly  fet 
On  golden  bafes,  are  his  legs  and  feet ; 
His  ttature  all  majcfhc,  all  ditine, 
Straight  as  the  palm-tree,  ftrong  as  is  the  pine. 
Saffron  and  myrrh  are  on  his  garments  fhed, 
And  everlafting  fweets  bloom  round  his  head. 
"What  utter  I !   where  am  I !   wretched  maid  ! 
Die,  Abra,  die  :  too  plainly  hafi  thou  faid 
Thy  foul's  defire  to  meet  his  high  embrace, 
And  bleffing  ftamp'd  upon  thy  future  race ; 
To  bid  attentive  nations  blei's  thy  womb,     [come. 
"With  unborn  monarchs  charg'd,  and  Solomons  to 

Here  o'er  her  fpeech  her  flowing  eyes  prevail. 
O  foolifh  maid  !  and  O  unhappy  tale  ! 
My  funding  heart  for  ever  fhall  defy 
New  wounds  and  danger  from  a  future  eye. 

0  1  yet  my  tortur'd  ferifes  deep  retain  ~) 
The  wretched  memory  of  my  former  pain, 

The  dire  affront,  and  my  Egyptian  chain.  J 

As  time,  I  faid,  may  happily  efface 
That  cruel  image  of  the  king's  dilgrace, 
Imperial  reafon  fhall  refume  her  feat, 
And  Solomon,  once  fali'n,  again  be  great. 
Betray'd  by  paflion,  as  fubdued  in  war,  ~) 

"We  wifely  fliould  exert  a  double  care, 
Uor  ever  ought  a  fecond  time  to  err.  j 

This  Abra  then — 

1  faw  her;  'twas  humanity;  it  gave 
Some  refpite  to  the  forrows  of  my  fl;ive. 
Her  fond  excefs  proclaim'd  her  paffion  true, 
And  generous  pity  to  that  truth  was  due. 
"Well  I  entreated  her,  who  well  defcrv'd ; 

I  call'd  her  often,  for  fhe  always  feiv'd. 
Ufe  made  her  pcrfon  eafy  to  my  fight, 
And  eafe  infenfiblyproduc'd  delight. 

Whene'er  I  revell'd  in  the  women's  bowers 
(For  firft  I  fought  her  but  at  loofer  hours), 
The  apples  file  had  gather'd  fmelt  molt  fwcet, 
The  cake  fhe  kneaded  was  the  favoury  meat : 
But  fruits  their  odour  loft,  and  meats  their  tafte, 
If  gentle  Abra  had  not  deck'd  the  feaft. 
iDifhcnour'd  did  the  fparkling  goblet  (land, 
TJnlefi  receiv'd  from  gentle  Abra's  hand  ; 
And,  when  the  virgins  form'd  the  evening  choir, 
Railing  their  voices  to  the  mafter  lyre, 
Too  flat  I  thought  this  voice,  and  that  too  fhrill ; 
One  fhow'd  too  much,  and  one  too  little  fkill; 
Nor  could  my  foul  approve  the  mufic's  tone, 
Till  all  was  hufh'd,  and  Abra  fung  alone. 
Fairer  fhe  feem'd  diftinguifh'd  from  the  reft, 
And  better  mien  difclos'd,  a.;  better  dreft. 
A  bright  tiara,  round  her  forehead  ty'd, 
To  jufter  bounds  confin'd  its  rifing  pride  ; 
The  blufhing  ruby  on  her  fnowy  breafh 
Render'd  its  panting  vvhiteneis  more  confef>'d  ; 
Bracelets  of  pearl  gave  roundnefs  to  her  arm, 
And  every  gem  augmented  every  charm. 
Her  f-  nfcs  pleas'd,  her  beauty  ftill  improv'd, 
And  fhe  more  lovely  grew,  as  more  belov'd. 

And  now  I  could  behold,  avow,  and  blame, 
The  fcveral  follies  of  my  former  flame; 
Willing  my  heart  for  rccompenfe  to  prove 
The  certain  joys  that  lie  in  profpcrous  love. 


Fnr  what,  faid  I,  from  Abra  can  I  fear, 
Too  humble  to  infult,  too  foft  to  be  fevere  ? 
The  damfel's  fole  ambition  i-.  to  pleafe  : 
With  freedom  1  may  like,  and  quit  with  eafe  : 
She  fooths,  but  never  can  enthral  my  mind  : 
Why  may  not  peace  and  love  for  once  be  join'd  ? 

Great  heaven  '.  how  frail  thy  creature  man  is 

made ! 

How  by  himfelf  infenfibly  betray'd! 
In  our  own  ftr.ength  unhappily  fecure, 
Too  little  cautious  of  the  adverfe  power, 
And  by  the  blaft  of  felf-  pinl.n  mov'd, 
We  wifh  to  charm,  and  feek  to  be  belov'd. 
On  pleafure's  flowing  brink  we  idly  ftray, 
Mailers  as  yet  of  our  returning  way  ; 
Seeing  no  danger,  we  difarm  our  mind, 
And  give  our  conduct  to  the  waves  and  wind  : 
Then  in  the  flowery  mead,  or  vtrdant  fhade, 
To  wanton  dalliance  negligently  laid, 
We  weave  the  chapU't,  and  we  crown  the  bowl, 
And  fmiling  fee  the  nearer  waters  roll, 
Till  the  ftrong  gufts  of  raging  paffion  rife, 
Till  the  dire  tempeft  mingles  earth  and  fkies; 
And,  fwift  into  the  boundlefs  ocean  borne, 
Our  foolifh  c  nfidence  too  late  we  mourn  ; 
Round  our  devoted  heads  the  billows  beat, 
And  fiom  our  troubled  view  the  leffen'd  lands  re 
treat. 

O  mighty  love!  from  thy  unbounded  power 
How  lhall  the  human  bofcm  reft  fecurc  ? 
How  fhall  our  thought  avoid  the  various  fnare  ? 
Or  wifdom  to  our  caution'd  foul  declare 
The  different  fhapcs  thou  pleafeft  to  employ, 
When  bent  to  hurt,  and  certain  to  dcftroy  ? 

The  haughty  nymph,  in  open  beauty  dreft, 
To-day  encounters  our  unguarded  brtaft : 
She  looks  wi'h  majefty,  and  moves  with  Hate; 
Unbent  her  foul,  and  in  n:i:-fortur.e  great, 
She  i'corns  the  world,  and  dares  the  rage  of  ft 

Herewhilft  we  take  ftern  manhood  for  cur  guide, 
And  guarc!  mir  conduct  with  becoming  pride; 
Charm'd  with  the  courage  in  her  adtinn  fhown, 
We  praife  her  mind,  the  image  of  our  own. 
She  that  can  pleafe  is  certain  to  perfuade, 
To-day  belov'd,  to-m  rro-.v  is  oh'-y'd. 
We  thijik  we  fee  through  reaf 'ti's  optics  right, 
Nor  find  how  beauty's  rays  elude  our  light  : 
Struck  with  her  eye,  whilft  we  applaud  lier  mind, 
And  when  we  fpeuk  her  great,  we  wifh  her  kind. 

To-morrow,  cruel  power!   thou  arm'll  the  fair 
With  flowing  furrow,  and  difhevell'd  hair; 
Sad  her  complaint,  and  humble  is  her  tale, 
Her  fighs  explaining  where  her  accents  fail, 
Here  generous  fof;nefs  war.-r.s  the  honeft  bread  ; 
We  raife  the  fad,  and  fuccour  the  diftrcA'd. 
And,  whitft  our  wifh  prepares  the  kind  relief, 
Whilft  pi'y  mitigates  her  rifing  grief, 
We  ficken  foon  from  her  contagious  care, 
Grieve  for  her  forrows,  groan  for  her  defpair; 
Ai  d  agaii.ft  love  too  late  thofe  bofoms  arm, 
Which  tears  can  foften,and  which  fighs  can  warm. 

Againft  this  ntareft,  cruellelt  of  foes, 
What  fhall  wit  meditate,  or  force  oppofe  ? 
Whence,  feeble  nature,  fhall  we  fummon  aid, 
If  by  our  pity  and  our  pride  betray'd  ? 


flate;  } 

', 

of  fate.  J 
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External  remedy  fhall  we  hope  to  find, 

When  the  clofe  fiend  has  gaiii'd  our  treacherous 

mind  ; 

Infulting  there  does  reafon's  power  deride, 
And,  blind  himfclf,  conduces  the  dazzled  guide  ? 
My  conqueror  now,  my  lovely  Abra,  held 
My  freedom  in  her  chains ;  my  heart  was  fill'd 
With  her,  wiih  her  alone  ;  in  her  alone 
It  fought  its  peace  and  joy  :  while  fhe  was  gone, 
It  figh'd  and  griev'd,  impatient  of  her  flay;       ~) 
Retiirn'd,  {he  chas'd  thofe  fighs,  that  grief,  away :  / 
Her  abfence  made  the  night,her  prefence  brought  f 
.  the  day.  j 

The  ball,  the  plsy,  the  mafk,  by  turns  fucceed  : 
for  her  I  make  the  fong,  the  dance  with  her  I  lead. 
1  court  her  various  in  each  fhape  and  drefs, 
That  luxury  may  form,  or  thought  exprefs. 

To-day,  beneath  th?  palm-tree  on  the  plains, 
In  Deborah's  arms  and  habit  Abra  reigns : 
The  wreath  denoting  conqueft  guides  her  brow, 
And  low,  like  Birak,  at  her  feet  I  bow. 
The  mimic  chorus  fings  her  profperous  hand, 
As  fhe  had  flain  the  foe,  and  fav'd  the  land. 

To-morrow  (he  approves  a  fofter  air, 
Forfakes  the  pomp  and  pageantry  of  wsr, 
The  form  of  peaceful  Abigail  affumes, 
And  from  the  village  with  the  prefent  comes: 
The  youthful  band  depofe  their  glittering  arms, 
Receive  her  bounties,  and  recite  her  charms  ; 
Whilft  I  aiTume  my  father's  ftep  and  mien, 
To  meet  with  due  regard  my  future  queen. 

If  haply  Abra's  will  be  now  inclin'd 
To  range  the  woods,  or  chafe  the  flying  hind, 
Soon  as  the  fun  awakes,  the  fprightly  court 
JLeave  their  repofe,  and  haften  to  the  fport. 
In  leflen'd  royalty,  and  humhje  ftatc, 
Thy  king,  Jerufalem,  defcends  to  wait, 
Till  Abra  comes:  {he  comes;  a  milk-white  fteed, 
Mixture  of  Perfia's  and  Arabia's  breed, 
Suftains  the  nymph  :  her  garments  flying  loofe 
(As  the  Sidonian  maids  or  Thracian  ufe), 
And  half  her  knee  and  half  her  breaft  appear, 
By  art,  like  negligence,  difclos'd  and  bare. 
Her  kit-hand  guides  the  hunting  courier's  flight, 
A  filver  bow  (he  carries  in  her  right, 
And  from  the  golden  quiver  at  her  fide 
Ruftles  the  ebon  arrow's  feather 'd  pride. 
Sapphires  and  diamonds  on  her  front  difplay 
An  artificial  moon's  increafing  ray. 
Diana,  hiintrefs,  miftrefs  of  tlie  groves, 
The  favourite  Abra  fpcaks,  and  looks,  and  moves. 
Her,  as  the  prelent  goddefs,  I  obey  : 
Beneath  her  feet  the  captive  game  1  lay. 
The  mingled  chorus  fings  Diana's  fame  : 
Clarions  and  horns  in  louder  peals  proclaim 
Her  myftic  praife  ;  the  vocal  triumphs  bound 
Again!*  the  hills  ;  the  hills  refledl  the  found. 

If,  tir'd  this  evening  with  the  hunted  woods, 
To  the  large  fifh-pools,  or  the  glaffy  floods, 
Her  mind  to-morrow  points;  a  thoufand  hands, 
To-night  cmploy'd,  obey  the  king's  commands. 
Upon  the  watery  beach  an  artful  pile 
Of  planks  is  ]•  ii)'d,and  forms  a  moving  ifle: 
A  golden  chariot  in  the  mid  ft  is  fet, 
And  filver  cygnets  feem  to  (eel  its  -weight. 


Abra,  bright  queen,  afcends  her  gaudy  throne, 
It?  femblauce  of  the  Grecian  Venus  known  : 
Tritons  and  fea-green  Naiads  round  her  move, 
And  (ing  in  moving  drains  the  force  of  love ; 
Whilft,  as  th'  approaching  pageant  does  appear, 
And  echoing  cr<>wdsfpeak  mighty  Venus  near, 
I,  her  adorer,  too  devoutly  ftand 
Faft  on  the  tumoft  margin  of  the  land, 
With  arms  and  hopes  extended,  to  receive 
The  fancy'd  goddefs  riling  from  the  wave. 

O  fubjed  reafon  !   O  imperious  love! 
Whither  yet  further  would  my  folly  rove  ? 
Is  it  enough,  that  Abra  fhould  be  great 
In  the  wall'd  palace,  or  the  rural  feat  ? 
That  maiking  habits,  and  a  borrow'd  name, 
Contrive  to  hide  my  plentitude  of  fliame  ? 
No,  no  :  Jerufalem  combin'd  muft  fee 
My  open  fault,  and  regal  infamy. 
Solemn  a  mouth  is  deftin'd  for  the  feaft  : 
Abra  invites ;  the  nation  is  the  gueft. 
To  have  the  honour  of  each  day  fuflain'd, 
The  woods  are  trarers'd,  and  the  lakes  are  drain'd  J 
Arabia's  wilds,  and  Egypt's,  are  explor'd  : 
The  edible  creation  decks  the  board  : 
Hardly  the  phoenix  'fcapes — 
The  men  thdir  lyres,  the  maids  their  voices  raife, 
To  finginy  happinefs,  and  Abra's  praife; 
And  fhvifh  hards  our  mmualloves  rehearfe 
In  lyirg  ftrains  and  ignominious  verfe : 
While,  from  the  banquet  leading  forth  the  bride, 
Whom  prudent  love  from  public  eyes  fhould  hide, 
I  fhow  her  to  the  world,  ccnfefs'd  and  known . 
Queen  of  my  heart,  and  partner  of  my  throne. 
And  now   her    friends    and    flatterers  fill  the 

court; 

From  Dan  and  from  Beerfheba  they  refort  : 
They  barter  places,  and  difpofe  of  grants, 
Whole  provinces  unequal  to  their  wants ; 
They  teach  her  to  recede,  or  to  debate, 
With  toys  of  love  to  mix  affairs  of  ftate  ; 
By  pradlis'd  rules  her  empire  to  fecure, 
And  in  my  pleafare  make  my  ruin  fure. 
They  gave,   and  fhe  transferr'd  the  curs'd  ad-"^ 

vice,  [guifeV 

That  monarchs  mould   their   inward   foul   dif-f 
DifTemble  and  command,  be  falfe  and  wife  ;       J 
By  ignominious  arts,  for  fervile  ends, 
Should   compliment   their  foes,    and   flmn  their 

frifnd^. 

And  now  I  leave  the  true  and  juft  fupports 
Of  legal  princes,  and  of  honefl  courts, 
Barzillai's  and  the  fierce  Benaiah's  heirs, 
Whofe  fires,  great  partners  in  my  father's  cares, 
Saluted  their  young  king,  at  Hchron  crown'd, 
Great  by  their  toil,  and  glorious  by  their  wound. 
And  now  (unhappy  counfel!)  i  prefer 
Thofe  whom  my  follies  only  made  me  fear, 
Old  Corah's  blood,  and  taunting  Shimei's  race;  "\ 
Mifcreants  who  ow'd  their  lives  to  David's  grace,  f 
Though  they  had  fpurn'd  his  rule,  and  curs'd  T 

hi;n  to  his  face.  3 

Still  Abra's  power,  my  fcandal  ftill  increas'd; 
juttice  fubmitted  to  what  Abra  ple.is'd  : 
Her  will  alone  could  fettle  or  revoke, 
And  law  was  fis'd  by  what  fhe  lateft  fp ok?, 
H  h  iij 
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Ifrne!  ne^fefted.  Alsra  was  my  care  ; 
I  only  acted,  thought,  and  liv'd,  for  her. 
I  durft  not  reafon  with  my  wounded  heart ; 
Abra  poffefs'd  ;  fh.e  was  ifs  better  part. 
O  !  had  I  now  review'd  the  famous  caufe, 
Which  gave  my  righteous  youth  fo  juft  applaufe, 
In  vain  on  the  diflembled  mother's  tongue 
Had  cunning  art  and  fly  perfwafion  hu.ig, 
And  real  care  in  vain,  and  native  love, 
In  the  true  parent's  panting  breaft  had  drove  ; 
While  both  decciv'd  had  feen  the  deftin'd  child 
Or  flain  or  fav'd,  as  Abra  frown 'd  or  fmil'd. 

Unknowing  to  command,  proud  to  obty, 
A  lifclefs  king,  a  royal  fhade,  I  lay 
XInheard,  the  injur'd  orphans  now  complain  ; 
The  widow's  cries  addrefsthe  throne  in  vainl 
Caufes  unjudg'd  difgrace  the  loaded  file, 
And  fleeping  laws  the  king's  neglect  revile. 
No  more  the  elders  throng'd  around  my  throne, 
To  hear  my  maxims,  and  reform  their  own. 
No  more  the  young  nobility  were  taught 
How  Mofes  govern'd,  and  how  Divid  fought. 
Loofe  and  undifciplin'd  the  foldier  lay, 
Or  loft  in  drink  and  game  the  fo'id  d^y. 
Porches  and  fchools,  defign'd  for  public  good, 
Uncover'rl   and  with  fcaffolds  cumber'd  flood, 
Or  nodded,  threatening  ruin. — 
Half  pillars  wanted  their  expected  height, 
And  roofs  iir.perfedl  prejudiced  the  fight. 
The  artifts  grieve;  the  labouring  people  droop  : 
My  father's  legacy,  my  country's  hope, 
God's  tern!  le,  lies  unfinifh'd. —  * 

The  wife  and  great  deplor'd  their  monarch's 

fare, 

And  future  mifchiefs  of  a  finking  (late. 
Is  this,  the  ferious  faid,  is  this  the  man, 
Whofe  adlive  foul  through  every  fcitnce  ran  ? 
Who,  by  juft  rule  and  elevated  (kill, 
Prefcrib'd  the  dubious  bounds  of  good  and  ill  ? 
Whofe  golden  fayings,  and  immortal  wit, 
On  large  phylacteries  expreffive  writ, 
Were  to  the  forehead  of  the  rabbins  ty'd, 
Our  youth's  inftrufiion,  and  our  age's  pride  ?    • 
Could  not  the  wife  his  wilddefires  reftrain  ? 
Thtn  was  our  hearing,  and  his  preaching  viin  ! 
What  from  his  life  and  letters  were  we  taught, 
But  that  his  knowledge  aggravates  his  fault  i 

In  lighter  mood  the  humorous  and  the  gay 
(As  crown'd  with  rofes  at  their  feafts  they  lay) 
Sent  ihe  full  goblet,  diarg'd  with  Abra's  name, 
And  charms  fuperior  to  their  mailer's  fame. 
Laughing,  fomr  praife  the  king,  who  let  them  fee 
How  aptly  luxe  and  empire  might  agree : 
$ome  glofs'd,  how  love  and  wifdom  were  at  ftrife, 
And  brought  my  proverbs  to  confront  my  life. 
However,  friend,  here's  to  the  king,  one  cries : 
To  him  who  was  the  king,  the  friend  replies. 
The  king,  for  Judah's  and  for  wifdom's  curfe, 
To  Abra  fields  :  could  I  or  thou  do  vrorfe  ? 
Our  loofer  lives  let  chance  or  folly  fleer, 
If  thus  the  prudent  and  detcrminM  err. 
.Let  Dinah  bind  with  flowers  her  flowing  hair, 
And  touch  the  lute,  and  found  the  wanton  air; 
Let  us  the  b!ii»  without  the  fHng  receive, 
free,' as  we  will,  or  to  enioy,  or  leave. 


Pleafuret  on  levity's  fniooth  furface  flow  :      [woe. 
Thought  brings  the  wright  tha-t  finks  the  foul  to 
Now  be  this  maxim  to  the  king  convey'd, 
And  added  to  the  thoufand  he  has  nYade. 

Sadly,  O  reafon,  is  thy  power  exprefs'd, 
Thou  gloomy  tyrant  of  the  frighted  breaft ! 
And  harfh  the  rules  which  we  from  thee  receive,' 
If  for  our  wifdom  we  our  pltafure  give  ; 
And  ni.-ire  to  think  be  only  more  to  grieve  : 
If  Ju'iah'sking,  at  thy  tribunal  try'd, 
FnH'akes  his  joy,  to  vindicate  hi*  pride, 
And,  changing  forrows,  I  am  only  found 
Loo»'d  from  the  chains  of  love,  in  thine  more 

ftrietly  bound  ! 

But  do  I  call  thee  tyrant,  or  complain 
How  hard  thy  laws,  how  abfolute  thy  reign  ? 
While  thou,  alas  !  art  but  an  empty  name, 
To  no  two  men,  whoe'er  difcouis'd,  the  lame ; 
The  idle  product  of  a  troubled  thought, 
In  borrow'd  ftiapes  and  airy  colours  wrought ; 
A  fancy'd  line,  and  a  reflected  fliade;  "> 

A  ciiain  which  man  to  fetter  man  has  made;       > 
By  artifice  impos'd,  by  fear  obey'd  !  3 

Yet,  wretched  name,  or  arbitrary  thing,          "^ 
Whence-ever  I  thy  cruel  effence  bring, 
I  own  thy  influence,  for  I  feel  thy  (ling.  j 

Reluctant  I  perceive  thee  in  my  foul, 
Form'd  to  command,  and  deftin'd  to  control. 
Yes;  thy  iiiiulting  dictates  ihali  be  heard; 
Virtue  for  once  fhall  bt  her  own  reward  : 
Yes ;  rebel  Ifrael  !  this  unhappy  maid 
Shall  be  difmils'd  :  the  crowd  fhall  be  obey'd : 
The  king  his  paffion  and  his  rule  fhall  leave, 
No  longer  Adra's,  but  the  people's  flave, 
My  coward  foul  (hall  bear  its'  wayward  fate  ;      ~) 
\  will,  nlas  '.  be  wi- tchcd  to  be  great, 
And  figh  in  royalty,  and  grieve  in  ftate.  j 

I  faid  :  refolv'd  to  plunge  into  my  grief 
At  once  fo  far,  as  to  expect  relief 
from  my  defpair  alone —  • 
1  chofe  to  \A  rite  the  thing  !  durft  not  fpeak 
To  her.J  lov'd,  to  her  I  n.uft  forfuke. 
The  harfh  epidle  lahour'd  much  to  prove 
How  inconfilltnt  majefty  and  love. 
I  always  {h<  uld,  it  faid,  efreem  her  well, 
But  never  fee  her  more  :  it  bid  her  feel 
No  future  pain  for  me  ;  hut  inflant  wed 
A  lover  more  proportion'd  to  her  bed, 
And  quiet  dedicate  her  remnant  life 
To  the  juft  duties  of  an  hu  nble  wife. 

She  read,  and  forth  to  me  (he  wildly«ran, 
To  me,  the  cafe  of  all  her  former  pain. 
She  kneel'd,  entreated,  ftruggled,  threaten'd,  cry'd, 
And  wirh  alternate  paffi  >n  liv'd  and  dy'd: 
Till,  now,  deny'd  the  liberty  to'  mourn, 
And  by  rude  fury  from  my  prefencc  torn, 
This  only  objecl  of  my  real  care, 
Cut  off  from  hope,  abandon'd  to  defpair, 
In  fome  few  polling  fa-al  hours  is  hurl'd     [world. 
From  wealth,  from  p"wer,  from  love,  and  from  the 

Here  tell  me,  if  thou  dar'ft,  my  confcious  foul, 
What  different  forrows  did  within  thee  roll  ? 
What  pangs,  what   fires,  what  racks,  didft  thou 

fuftain  ? 
What  fad  vitifiitudes  of  fmarting  pain  } 
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Jriow  oft'  from  pomp  and  ftate  did  1  remove, 
To  feed  defpair,  and  cherifli  hoprlefs  love  ? 
How  oft',  all  day.  rec^ll'd  1  Abm's  charms, 
Her  beauties  p-efsM,  and  panting;  in  my  arms  ? 
How  oft",  wirh  figh«  yiew'd  ev'ry  female  face, 
Where  mimic  fancy  might  her  lifcenefs  trace  ? 
Hi.-.v  i  ft*  dcfir'd  t»  fly  from  Ifrael's  throne, 
And  live  in  fhades  with  her  and  l"ve  alone  ? 
How  oft'  all  night  purfued  her  in  my  dreams, 
O'er  flowery  vallies,  and  through  cfyftal  ftreams, 
And,     aking  view'd  with  grief  the  riling  fun, 
And  fondly  mourn 'd  the  dear  dtlufion  gone. 

When  thus  the  garher'd  {forms  of  wretched  love, 
In  my  fwoln  bofom,  with,  long  war  had  Itrove  ; 
At  length    they  bro.ke  their  bounds ;    at  length 

U.eir  force 

Bore  down  whatever  met  its  ftroHger  courfe, 
Laid  all  the  civil  bonds  of  manhood  wafte, 
And  fcatfer'd  ruin  as  the  torrent  paft. 
So  from  the  hiil«,  whofe  hollow  caves  contain     ~) 
The  congregated  fno.v  and  fwelling  rain,  > 

Till  the  full  ftores  their  ancirnt  bounds  difdain,  j 
Precipitate  the  furious  torre nt  flows  : 
In  vain  would  fpeed  avoid,  or  ftren^th  pppofe ; 
Towns,  forefts,   herds,   and  men,  promifciiuus"} 
drown'd,  / 

With  one  great  death  deform  the  dreary  ground  •.  f 
The  echoed  woes  from'diftant  rocks  refound.      J 
And  now,  what  imi  ious  ways  my  wifties  too'k^ 
How  they  the  monarch  and  'he  man  forfook; 
And  how  I  follow'dan  abandon'd  will, 
Through  crooked  paths,  and  fad  retreats  of  ill ; 
How  Judah's  daughters  now,  now  foreign  flaves, 
By  turns  my  proltituted  bed  receives  ; 

Through  tribe*  of  women  how  I  loofely  rang'd 

Impatient ;  lik'd  to- night,  to-morrow  chang'd  ; 

And,  by  the  inftinit  ot  capricious  luft, 

Enjoy'd,  difdain'd,  was  grateful,  or  unjuft  : 

O,  fee  thefe  icenes  from  human  eyes  conteal'd, 

In  clouds  of  detent  filence  juftly  veil'd  1 

O,  be  the  wanton  images  convey'd 

To  black  oblivion  and  eternal  (hade  ! 

Or  let  their  fad  epitome  alone, 

And  outward  lines,  to  future  age  be  known, 

Enough  to  propagate  the  fure  belief, 

That  vice  engenders  fliame,  and  folly  broods  o'er 

grief! 
Bury'd  in  floth,  and  loft  in  eafe,  I  lay ; 

The  night  I  revelPd,  and  I  flept  the  day. 

New  heaps  of  fuel  damp'd  my  kindling  fire*, 

And  daily  change  eitinguifh'd  young  defires. 

By  its  owa  force  deftroy'd,  fruition  ceas'd  ; 

And,  always  weary'd,  I  was  never  pleas'd. 

No  longer  now  does  my  neglected  mind  I 

Its  wonted  ftores  and  old  ideas  find. 

Fix'd  judgment  there  no  longer  does  abide, 

To  take  the  true,  or  fet  the  falfe  afide. 

No  longer  does  fwift  memory  trace  the  cells, 

Where  fprining  wit,  or  young  invention,  dwells. 

Frequent  debauch  to  habitude  prevails ; 

Patience  of  toil,  and  love  <;f  virtue,  fails. 

J3y  fad  degrees  impair'd,  my  vigour  dies, 

Till  I  command  no  longer  ev'n  in  vice. 

The  women  on  my  dotage  build  their  fway ; 

They  afk,  I  grant ;  they  threaten,  I  obey. 


In  regal  garments  now  I  gravely  ftride, 
Aw'd  bv  tht  Perfian  daml'el's  haughty  pride  : 
Now  with  the  loofer  Syrian  dance  and  fing, 
In  robes  tuck'd  up,  opprobrious  to  the  king. 

Charm'd  by  their  e.yes,  their  manners  [  acquire, 
And  fhape  my  foolifhnefs  to  their  defne  ; 
Seduc'd  and  aw'd  by  the  Philiitine  dame, 
At  Uagon's  fhrine  I  kindle  impious  flame. 
Wit    the  Chaldean's  charm*  her  rites  prevail, 
And  curling  frankinctnfe  alcends  to  Baal. 
To  each  new  harlot  I  new  altars  drtfr, 
Arid  ferve  her  god,  whofc  perion  1  carefs. 

Where,  my  deluded  fenfe,  was  reafon  flown  ? 
Where  the  high  rnajefty  of  bavid's  throne  f 
Where  all  the  maxims  of  eternal  truth, 
Wi-h  which  the  livi.ig  God  inform'd  my  youth, 
When  with  the  lewd  Egyptian  I  adore 
Vain  idols,  deities  that  ne'er  before 
In  Ifrael's  land  had  fix'd  their  dire  abodes, 
BeafHy  Divinities,  and  droves  of  gods  ; 
Ofiris,  Apis,  powers  that  chew  the  cud, 
And  dog  nnub'S,  flatterer  fot  bis  foe  d  ? 
When  in  the  woody  hills  forbidden  {hade 
I  carv'd  the  marble,  and  invok'd  its  aid ; 
When  in  the  fens  to  fnakes  and  flies,  with  zeal 
Unworthy  human  thought,  I  proftrate  fell; 
To  fhrubs  and  plants  my  vile  devotion  paid, 
And  fet  the  bearded  leek,  to  which  I  pray'd; 
When  to  all  beings  facred  rites  were  given, 
Forgot  the  Arbiter  of  earth  and  heaven  ? 

Through  thefe  fad  {hades,  this  chaos  in  my  foul, 
Some  feeds  of  :ight  at  length  began  to  roll. 
The  tifing  motion  of  an  infant  ray  [day. 

Shot  glimmering  through  the  cloud,  and  promis'd 
And  now,  one  moment  able  to  reflect, 
I  found  the  king  abandon'd  to  neglebt, 
Seen  without  awe,  aji&  ferv'd  without  refpcdt. 
I  found  my  fubjtd*  amicably  join 
To  leffen  their  dcfccls  by  citing  mine. 
The  prieft  with  pity  pray'd  for  David's  race, 
And  left  his  text,  to  dwell  on  my  difgrace. 
The  father,  whilft  he  warn'd  his  erring  fon 
The  fad  examples  which  he  ought  to  fhun, 
Deicrib'd  and  only  nam'd  not,  Solomon, 
ach  bard,  each  fire,  did  to  his  pupil  fing, 
A.  wife  child  better  than  a  foolifh  king. 
Into  myfelf  my  reafoii's  eye  I  turn'd, 
And  as  1  much  reflected,  much  I  mourn'd. 
A  mighty  king  I  am, an  earthly  god; 
Nations  obey  my  word,  and  wait  my  nod  ; 

raife  or  fink,  imprifon  or  fet  free, 
And  life  or  death  depend*  on  my  decree, 
id  the  idea,  and  the  thought  is  vain  , 
O'er  Judah'«  king  ten  thouiand  tyrants  reign; 
Legions  of  luft,  and  various  powers  of  ill, 
Infult  the  matter's  tributary  will : 
And  he,  fn:m  whom  the  nations  fhould  receive 
JulHce  and  freedom,  lies  himfclf  a  flave, 
Tortur'd  by  cruel  change  of  wild  defires, 
Lafh'd  by  mad  rage,  and  fcorch'd  by  brutal  fires. 

O  realon  !  once  again  to  thee  I  call ; 
Accept  my  forrow,  and  retrieve  my  fall. 
Wifdom,   thou  fay 'ft,   from   heaven  receiv'd  he* 

birth, 

Her  beams  trarjfmitted  to  the  fubjed  earth: 
Hh  iiij 
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Yet  this  great  emprcfs  of  the  human  foul 
Does  only  with  imaginM  power  control, 
If  refllefe  paffion  by  rebellious  fvvay 
Compels  the  weak  ufurper  to  ohey. 

O  troubled,  weak,  and  coward,  as  thott  art, 
Without  thy  poor  advice,  the  labouring  heart 
To  worfe  extremes  with  fvifter  fteps  would  run, 
Kot  fav'd  by  virtue,  yet  by  vice  undone. 

Ofr'  have  I  faid,  the  praife  of  doing  well 
Is  to  the- ear  as  ointment  to  the  fmell. 
Now,  if  fome  flies  perchance,  however  fmall, 
Into  the  alabafter  urn  fhould  fall, 
The  odours  of  the  fweets  inclos'd  would  die, 
And  ftench  corrupt  (fad  change !)  their  place  fup- 
So  the  lead  faults,  if  mix'd  with  faireft  deed,  [ply. 
Of  future  ill  become  the  fatal  feed ; 
Into  the  balm  of  purefl  virtue  caft, 
Aniioy  all  life  with  one  contagious  bjaft. 

JLo.'t  Solomon  !  purfue  this  thought  no  more : 
Of  thy  paft  errors  recoiled:  the  (lore; 
A'  d  filent  "weep,  that,  while  the  deathlefs  mufe. 
Shall  fing  the  juft    fhall  o'er  their  heads  diffufe 
Perfumes  with  tavifli  hand,  flie  (hall  proclaim      ~) 
Thy  crimes  alone   and   to  thy  evil  fame 
Impartial,  fcatter  damps  and  poifons  on  thy  name,  j 
Awaking,  therefore,  as  who  long  had  dream'd, 
Much  of  my  women  and  their  gods  afliam'd; 
]'"rom  this  abyfs  of  exttnpla'y  vice 
RtfolvVl,  as  time  might  aid  my  thought,  to  rife  ; 
Aj;ain  I  bid  the  mournful  goddefs  write 
The  fond  purfuit  of  fugitive  delight, 
JJid  her  exalt  her  melancholy  wing, 
And,  rais'd  from  earth,  and  fav'd  from  paflion,  (ing 
Of  human  hope  by  crols  event  deftroy'd. 
Of  uf. left  wealth  and  greatnefs  unenjoy'd, 
Of  luft  and  love,  with  their  famattic  train,     [vain. 
Their  vvifhes,  fmiles,  and  looks,  deceitful  all,  and 
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TEXTS  CHIEFLY  ALLUDED  TO  lii  HOOK  "I- 

"  Or  ever  the  filver  cord  be  loofed,  or  the  golden 

"  bowl  be  broken,  or  the  pitcher  be  broken  at 

"  the  fountain,  or  the  wheel  broken  at  the  cif- 

"  tern.'-1    Eccl.  xii.  6. 
*.'  The  iuii  arifeth,  and  the  fun  gocth  down,  and 

"   hurerh  to  his  place  where  he  rofc."   Ch    i.  5. 
'  The  wind  gocth  toward-;  the  fouth,  ami  tuMitrh 

fi  about  unto  the  north.      It  v  hi  ]eth  about  c<  n- 

"  tinuaii)  ,   a>.d  the  wind   re  i.rneth  agi'.i,  ac- 

"  cording  tu  'us  circuit."  V(r.  6. 
*'   All  the   rivets  run    ;nto   the  i'ea  :  yet  the  fe-a  is 
.  "   nor   full.      Unto  the    place    iron)  whence  the 

"  riv::r-  tome, thither  they  return  again."  Ver.  7. 
"  Ti;en  f!,all    ;!:•.•  dufr    Tfurn    to  ti'e    earth,    as    it 

"   wa*  •  a:i'-  tt..j  'pirit  fiiali  return  unto  God  who 

"  j>ive  it  ''   C':i   xii    7. 
"  Now  \  on  had  ni,-"!e  Un  end  of  pray- 

"  ing,  the   fire  t^mt   tiowii   from  heaven,  and 


"  confumed  the  burnt-ofFering,  and  the  facrifi- 

"  ces;  and  the    glory  of  the  Lord  filled    the 

"  houfe."  -i  Chron.  vii.  I. 
"   By  the  rivtrs  of  Babylon,   there  we  fat  down ; 

"  yea  we  wept,  when  we  remembered  Sion," 

&c   Pfalm  cxxxvii.  i. 
"  I  faid  of  laughter,  it  is  mad ;  and  of  mirth,  what 

"  doth  it  ?"  Ecclef.  ii.  a. 
"   No  man   can  find  out    the  work  that  God  ma- 

"  keth,  from  *the  beginning  to   the  end."  Ch. 

iii.  n. 
"  Whatfoever  God  doeth,  rt  fhall  be  for  ever  ;  no- 

"  thing  can  be  put  to  it,  nor  any  thing  taken 

"  from,  it :   and  God  doeth  it,  that  men   fhould. 

"  fear  before  him  "   Ver.  14 
"  Let  us  hear  the  conclufion  of  the  whole  matter; 

"  fear  God,  and  keep  his  commandments;  for. 

*.'  this  is  the  whole  duty  of  man."  Ch.  xii.  13. 


The  Argument. 

Solomon  confiders  man  through  the  feveral  ftages 
and  conditions  of  life,  and  concludes  in  general, 
that  we  are  all  miferable.  fie  reflects  mere 
particularly  upon  the  trouble  and  uncertainty  of 
greatnefs  and  power;  gives  fome  inflances  there 
of  from  Adam  down  to  himfelf ;  and  ftill  con 
cludes  that  all  is  vanity.  He  reafons  again  up 
on  life,  death,  and  a  future  being  ;  finds  human 
wifdom  too  imperfed  to  refolve  his  doubts;  hag 
recourfe  to  religion ;  is  informed  by  an  argel, 
what  fhall  happen  to  himfelf,  his  family,  and 
his  kingdom,  till  the  redemption  of  Ifrael ;  and, 
upon  the  wh  le,  refolvcs  to  fubmit  his  inquiries 
and  anxieties  to  the  will  of  his  Creator. 

COME  then,  my  foul ;  I  call  thee  by  that  name, 
Thou  bufy  thing,  from  whence  I  know  I  am  : 
For,  knowing  what  I  am,  1  know  thou  art  ; 
Since  that  muft  needs  exift,  which  can  imparr. 
But  how  cam'ft  thou  to  be,  or  whence  thy  fpring? 
For  various  of  thee  priefts  and  poe's  fing. 

Hear'ft  thou  fubmiffive,  but  a  lowly  birth, 
Some  feparate  particles  of  finer  earth, 
A  plain  effL-dl  which  nature  muft  beget, 
As  motion  orders,  and  as  atoms  meet; 
Companion  of  the  body's  good  or  ill, 
From  force  of  inftindt,  more  than  choice  of  will; 
Confcious  of  fear  or  valour,  joy  or  pain, 
As  the  wild  courses  of  the  blood  ordain; 
Who,  a<;  degrees  i  f  heat  and  cold  prevail, 
In  youth  dolt  flourifh,  and  with  age  fnalt  full; 
Till,  mingled  \vith  thy  partner's  lateft  breath, 
Thou  fiy'ft  diflblv'd  in  air,  and  loft  in  death  ? 

O  ,  if  thy  great  exilience  would  afpire 
To  cdiiles  more  lubjime,  of  heavenly  fire 
\Vtrt  thou  a  Ipark  ftruck  off,  a  feparate  ray, 
Or;!air,'d  to  r.-.inglo  with  terrcflrial  clay  ; 
Wi;h  it  condcmn'd  [or  certain  years  to  dwclj^ 
To  grieve  its  frailties,  and  its  pains  to  feel; 
i'o  reach  it  good  and  ill,  dii'grace  or  fame, 
P;iic  it  witli  rage,  or  redden  it  with  fhame; 
To  guide  its  actions  with  informing  care, 
In  peace  to  judge,  to  conquer  in  the  war  ; 
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Render  it  agile,  witty,  valiant,  fage, 

As  fits  the  various  courfe  of  human  age  ; 

Till  as  the  earthly  part  decays  and  falls, 

The    captive    breaks     her    prifon's    mouldering 

walls; 

Hovers  a  while  upon  the  fad  remains, 
Which  now  the  pile  or  fepulchre  contains ; 
And  thence  with  liberty  unbounded  flies, 
Impatient  to  regain  her  native  Ikies  ? 

Whate'er  thou  art,  where-e'er  ordain'd  to  go, 
(Points  which  we  rather  may  difpute  than  know) 
Come  on,  thou  little  inmate  of  this  bread, 
Which  for  thy  fake  from  paffions  I  diveft, 
For  thefe,  thou  fay'd,  raife  all  the  dormy  drife, 
Which  hinder  thy  repofe,  and  trouble  life. 
Be  the  fair  level  of  thy  adlions  laid, 
As  temperance  wills,  and  prudence  may  perfuade  : 
Be  thy  affections  ugdidurb'd  and  clear,  ~) 

Guided  to  what  may  great  or  good  appear,         > 
And  try  if  life  be  worth  the  liver's  care.  _) 

Amafs'd  in  man,  there  juftly  is  beheld 
What  through  the  whole  creation  has  excell'd  : 
The  life  and  growth  of  plants,  of  beads  the  fenfe, 
The  angel's  forecaft  and  intelligence  : 
Say  from  thefe  glorious  feeds  what  harveft  flows, 
Recount  our  bleffings,  and  compare  our  woes. 
In  its  true  light  let  cleared  reafon  fee 
The  man  dragg'd  out  to  aft,  and  forc'd  to  be ; 
Helplefs  and  naked,  on  a  woman's  knees  ~) 

To  be  expos'd  and  rear'd  as  (he  may  pleafe,        > 
Feel  her  neglccl,  and  pine  from  her  difeafe  :        j 
His  tender  eye  by  toodiredt  a  ray 
Wounded,  and  flying  from  unprac~lis'd  day;          \ 
His'heart  affaulted  by  invading  air, 
And  beating  fervent  to  the  vital  war; 
To  his  young  fenfe  how  various  forms  appear, 
That  drike  his  wonder,  and  excite  his  fear  : 
By  his  diftortions  he  reveals  his  pains; 
He  by  his  tears  and  by  his  fighs  complains; 
Till  time  and  ufe  afiift  the  infant  wretch, 
By  broken  words  and  rudiments  of  fpeech, 
His  waats  in  plainer  chara<fters  to  (how, 
And  paint  more  perfect  figures  of  hi*  woe ; 
Condemn'd  tofacrifice  hi«  childifh  years 
To  babbling  ignorance,  and  to  empty  fears  5 
To  pafs  the  riper  period  of  hi*  age, 
AcliriK  his  part  upon  a  crowded  dage; 
To  lading  toils  expos'd,  and  endkfs  cares, 
To  .  pen  dangers  and  to  fecret  fnares  ; 
To  malice  which  the  vengeful  foe  intends, 
And  the  more  dangerous  ioveof  fcemmg  friends. 
His  deeds  examin'd  by  the  p;oplt's  will, 
Prone  to  forget  the  good,  and  bbme  the  ill; 
Or  fadly  ceniur'd  in  their  curs'd  debate,  ~) 

Who,  in  the  fcorner's  or  the  judge's  feat, 
Dare  to  condemn  the  virtue  which  they  hate,      j 
Or,  would  he  rather  leave  this  frantic  fcene, 
And  trees  and  beads  prefer  to  courts  and  men, 
In  the  remoteft  wood  and  lonely  grot  "} 

Certain  to  meet  that  word  of  evils,  thought;       > 
Different  ideas  to  his  memory  brought,  J 

Some  intricate  as  are  the  pathlefs  wood's, 
Impetuous  fome  as  the  descending  floods; 
With  anxious  doubts,  with  raging  paflions  torn, 
^o  fwcct  companion  near,  with  whom  to  mouin, 


hears  the  echoing  rock  return  his  fight, 
And  from  himfelf  the  frighted  hermit  flies. 

Thus,  through  what  path  foe'er  of  life  we  rovf, 
ilage  companies  our  hate,  and  grief  our  love. 
Vex'd  with  the  prefent  moment's  heavy  gloom, 
Why  feck  we  brightnefs  from  the  years  to  come  ? 
Difturb'd  and  broken  like  a  fick  man's  fleep, 
Our  troubled  thoughts  to  didant  profpe&s  leap, 
Defirous  dill  what  flies  us  to  o'ertake, 
For  hope  is  but  the  dream  of  thofe  that  wake  : 
But,  looking  back,  we  fee  the  dreadful  train 
Of  woe*  anew,  which  were  we  to  fudain, 
We  fhould  refufe  to  tread  the  path  again  ; 
Still  adding  grief,  dill  counting  from  the  firft, 
Judging  the  lated  evils  dill  the  word, 
And  fadly  finding  each  progrefiive  hour 
Heighten  their  number  and  augment  their  power, 
Till,  by  one  countlefs  fum  of  woes  oppreft, 
Hoary  with  cares,  and  ignorant  of  red, 
We  find  the  vital  fprings  relax'd  and  worn,        ~\ 
Compell' d  our  common  impotence  to  mourn,     / 
Thus  through  the  round  of  age  to  childhood  wel" 
return ;  j 

Reflecting  find,  that  naked  from  the  womb 
We  yederday  came  forth;  that  in  the  tomb 
Naked  again  we  mud  to  morrow  lie, 
Born  to  lamenr,  to  labour,  and  to  die. 

Pafs  we  the  ills  which  each  man  feels  or  dreads, 
The  weight  or  fallen  or  hanging  o'er  our  heads ; 
The  bear,  the  lion,  terrors  of  the  plain, 
The  fheepfold  fcatter'd,  and  the  fhcpherd  flain  ; 
The  frequent  errors  of  the  pathlefs  wood, 
The  giddy  precipice,  and  the  dangerous  flood; 
The  noifome  pedilence,  that  in  open  war 
Terrible  marches  through  the  mid-day  air, 
And  fcatters  death  ;  the  arrow  that  by  night 
Cuts  the  dank  mid,  and  fatal  wings  its  flight ; 
The  billowing  fnaw,  and  violence  of  the  fhower,"} 
That  from  the  hills  difperfe  their  dreadful  dore,  >• 
And  o'er  the  vales  collected  ruin  pour;  j 

The  worm  that  gnaws  the  ripening  fruit,   fad 

gued. 

Canker  or  l'>cud,  hurtful  to  infed 
The  blade  ;  while  hufks  elude  the  tiller's  care, 
And  eminence  of  want  didinguifhes  the  year. 

Pafs  we  the  flow  difeafe,  and  fubtle  pain, 
Whkh  our  weak  frame  is  deftin'd  to  fudain  ^ 
The  cruel  done  with  congregated  war 
Tearing  his  bloody  way;  the  told  catarrh, 
With  frequent  impulfe,  and  continued  drife, 
Weakening  the  waded  feats  of  irkfome  life ; 
The  g  >ut's  fierce  rack,  the  burning  fever's  rage," 
The  fad  experience  of  decay  ;  and  age, 
Herfelf  the  fored  ill;  while  death  and  eafe, 
Oft'  and  in  vain  invok'dorto  appeafe 
Or  end  the  grief,  with  hady  wings  recede 
From  the  vext  patient  and  thefickly  bed. 

Nought  (hall  it  profit,  that  the  charming  fair, 
Angelic,  fofted  work  of  heaven,  draws  near 
To  the  cold  fhaking  paralytic  hand, 
Senfelefs  of  beauty's  touch,  or  love's  command ; 
Nor  longer  apt  or  able  to  fulfil 
The  dictates  of  its  feeble  mader's  will. 
Nought  fhall  the  pfaltry  and  the  harp  avail, 
The  plcafing  fong,  or  well-repeated  tale, 
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When  the  quick  fpirits  their  warm  march  forbear 
And  numbing  coldncfs  hasuohrac'd  the  ear. 
.      •  The  verdant  rifing  of  the  flowery  hill, 
The  vale  enamell'd,  and  the  cryftal  rill, ' 
The  ocean  rolling  and  'he  (helly  fhore, 
Beautiful  objects,  fhall  delight  no  more, 
When  the  lax'd  fine-ws  of  the  weaken'd  eye 
In  watery  damns  or  dim  fuffnfion  lie. 
Day  fi  Hows  night;  the  ciouds  return  again 
After  the  falling  of  the  latter  rain  ; 
But  to  the  aged-blind  fhnll  ne'er  return 
Grattfu!  vicifiitude  :  he  ftili  muf>  mourn 
The  fun   and  moon,  and  tYery  ftarry  light, 
Eclips'd  to  him,  and  loft  in  eve' lading  night. 

Behold  where  age's  wretched  victim  lies, 
See  his  head  trembling,  and  hi*,  half-clog* d  eyes; 
Frequent  for  breath  his  panting  bofom  heaves  ; 
To  broken  deep  his  remnant  feoff  he  gives, 
And  orly  by  his  pains,  awaking,  finds  he  lives. 

JLoos'd  by  devouring  time,  the  filver  cord 
iDiffever'd  lies;  unhonour'd  from  the  board 
The  cryflalurn,  when  broken,  is  thrown  by, 
And  apter  utenfils  their  place  fuppiy       , 
Thefe  things  and  thou  m'uft  (hare  one  equal  lot. 
Die  anH  be  loft,  corrupt  and  be  forgot; 
"Whtte  ftill  another  and  another  race 
Shall  now  fuppiy,  and  now  give  up  the  place; 
From  earth  all  came, to  earth  muft  all  return, 
trail  as  the  cord,  and  brittle  a*  the  urn. 

But  be  the  terror  of  thefe  ills  fuprrefb'd, 
And  view  we  man  with  health  and  vigour  bkft. 
Home  he  returns  with  the  declining  fun, 
His  deftin'd  talk  of  labour  hardly  done  ; 
Goes  forth  again  with  the  afcenditvg  ray,  ~) 

Again  his  travel  for  his  bread  to  pay,   ' 
Arid  find  the  ill  fufficient  to  the  day.  3 

Haply  at  night  he  does  with  horror  (him 
A  widow'd  daughter  or  a  dying  fon  ; 
His  neighbour'"  offspring  he  to-morrow  fees, 
And  doubly  feels  his  want  in  their  increafe  ; 
The  next  day,  and  the  next,  he  muft  attend 
His  foe  triumphant,  or  his  buried  friend. 
In  every  act  and  turn  of  life  he  feels 
Pufclic  calamities,  or  houfehold  ills; 
The  due  reward  to  juft  dtfert  refund, 
The  truft  betray'd,  the  nuptial  bed  abus'd ; 
The  judge  corrupt,  the  long-depending  caufe, 
And  doubtful  iffue  of  mifconft'ued  laws; 
The  crafty  turns  of  a  difhoneft  l>ate, 
And  violent  will  of  the  wrong-doing  great ; 
The  venom'd  tongue,  injurious  to  his  fame, 
Which  nor  can  wiidom  fhun,  nor  fair  advice  re 
claim. 

Efteem  we  thefe,  rr.y  friends,  event  and  chance, 
Produced  as  atoms  from  their  fluttering  dance  ? 
Or  higher  yet  their  efience  may  we  draw 
From  deftin'd  order  and  .eternal  law  ? 
Again,  my  mufe,  the  cn;el  doiibt  repeat: 
Spring  they,  F  fay,  from  accident  or  fate : 
Yet  fuch  we  find  they  are  as  can  contn  1 
The  fervile  actions  of  our  wavering  f  ul : 
Can  fright,  can  alter,  or  can  chain,  the  will; 
Their  ills  all  built  on  life,  that  fundamental  ill. 

O  fital  fearch  !  in  which  the  labouring  mind, 
^till  prtu'd  with  weight  of  woe,  ftill  hopes  to  find 


A  fhadow  of  delight,  a  dream  of  peac<, 
From  years  of  pain  .-ne  moment  of  rrlcafc ; 
Hoping  at  leaft  fhf  may  hcrfelf  deceive,  ^ 

Againfi  expeiience  willing  to  believe, 
Defirous  to  rejoice,  condemii'd  to  grieve.  J 

Happy  the  mortal  rpan,  who  now  at  laft 
Has  through  this  doleful  vale  of  mi:ery  paft, 
Who  to  his  deftin'd  ftagc  has  carry'd  on 
The  tedious  load,  and  laid  his  hurder'  down  ; 
Whom  the  cut  brafs,  or  w-  unded  marble,  ftiowj 
Victor  o'er  life,  and  a!i  her  train  of  woes. 
He,  happier  yet,  who,  privileg'd  by  fnre 
To  fhnrter  labour  -^nd  a  lighter  weight, 
Receiv'd  but  yefterday  the  gift  of  breath, 
Order'd  to  morrow  to  return  to  death. 
But  O     beyond  defcriptiou  happieft  he, 
Who  ne'er  muft  roll  i>n  life's  tumultuous  fea; 
Who,  with  blefs'd  freedom,  from   the  general^ 
doom  f 

Exempt,  muft  never  force  the  tcemipg  womb,     f 
Nor  fee  the  fun,  nor  fink  into  the  tomb  !  J 

Who  breathes,  muft  fuffer;  and   who  thinks, 

muft  mourn ; 
And  he  alone  is  blefs'd,  who  ne'er  was  born. 

"  Yet  in  thy  turn,  :hou  f  •  owning  Preacher,  hear: 
"  Are  not  thefe  general  maxims  too  fevere  ? 
"  Say  cannot  power  fecure  its  <  wner's  bhfs  ?  ~~\ 
"  And  is  not  wealth  the  porent  fire  of  peace  ?  f 
•l  Are  victors  biefs'd  with  fame,  or  king*  with  C 
eafe  ?"  J 

I  tell  thee,  life  is  but  one  common  care, 
And  man  was  born  to  fuffer,  and  to  fear. 

;<  But  is  no  rank,  no  fwtion,  no  degree, 
"  From  this  contagious  taint  of  forrow  free  ?'* 

None,  mortal!  none.     Yet  in  a  bolder  ilrain 
Let  me  this  melancholy  truth  maintain. 
But  hence,  ye  worldly  and  profane,  retire ; 
For  I  adapt  my  voice,  and  raife  my  lyre, 
To  notions  not  by  vulgar  ear  receiv'd  : 
Ye  ft  ill  muft  covet  life,  and  be  deceiv'd  ; 
Your  very  fear  of  death  fhall  make  you  try 
To  catch  the  (hade  of  immortality  ; 
Wifhingon  earth  to  linger,  and  to  feve 
Part  of  its  prey  from  the  devouring  grave; 
l.o  thofe  who  may  furvive  you- to  bequeath 
Something  entire,  in  fpite  of  time  and  death.; 
A  fancy'd  kind  of  being  to  retrieve, 
And  in  a  book,  or  from  a  building,  live. 
?alfe  hope  !   vain  labour  !   Jet  f:>me  ages  fly, 
The  dome  fhall  moulder,  and  the  volume  die  : 
Wretches,  ftiil  taught,  ftill  will  ye  think  it  ftrange, 
That  all  the  parts  of  this  great  fabric  change, 
Quit  their  old  ftation,  and  primxval  frame, 
And  lofe  their  fhape,  their  effence,  and  their  name? 
Reduce  the  fong :  our  hopes,  our  joys,  are  vain ; 
Our  Jot  is  forrow,  and  omr  portion  pain. 

What  paufe  from  woe,  what  hopes  of  comforl 

bring 

;e  name  of  wife  or  great,  of  judge  or  king  ? 
What  is  a  king  ? — a  man  condemii'd  to  bear 

he  public  burden  of  the  nation's  care  ; 
^ow  crown'd  fome  angiy  faction  to  appeafe; 
low  falls  a  victim  to  the  people's  eafe; 
'rom  the  firft  bloomhig  of  his  ill  taught  youth, 
^ourifii'd  jn  flattery,  and  efirang'd  from 
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4(Lt  home  furrour.ded  by  a  fervile  crowd, 
Prompt  to  abufe,  and  in  detraction  loud ; 
Abroad  begirt  with  men,  and  fwords.  and  fpears, 
His  very  ftate  acknowledging  his  fears; 
Marching  amidft  a  thoufand  guards,  he  fliows 
His  fecret  terror  of  a  thoufand  foes : 
In  war,  however  prudent,  great,  or  bra  re, 
To  blind  events  and  fickle  chance  a  flave; 
Seeking  to  fettle  what  for  ever  flies, 
Sure  of  the  toil,  uncertain  of  the  prize. 

But  he  returns  with  conqueft  on  his  brow, 
Brings  up  the  triumph,  and  abfolve*-  the  vow  : 
The  captive  generals  to  his  car  were  ty'd;  ~\ 

The  joyful  citizen*  tumultuous  tide, 
Echoing  his  glory,  gratify  his  pride.  j 

What  is  this  triumph  ?  madnefs,  fhouts,  and  noifc, 
One  great  collection  of  the  people's  voice. 
The  wretches  he  brings  back  in  chains  relate 
What  may  to-morrow  be  the  victor's  fate  ; 
The  Ipoils  and  trophies,  borne  before  him  fhow1^ 
National  lofs,  and  epidemic  woe, 
Various  diftrefs,  which  he  and  his  may  know,     j 
Does  he  not  mourn  the  valiant  thoufands  flain, 
The  heroes,  once  the  glory  <>f  the  plain, 
Left  in  thf  conflict  of  the  fatal  day, 
Or  the  wolf's  portion,  or  the  vulture's  prey  ? 
Does  he  not  weep  the  la'urel  which  he  wears, 
Wet  with  the  foldiers  blood,  and  widows  tears  ? 

See,  where  he  comes,  the  darling  of  the  war ! 
See  millions  crowding  round  the  gilded  car  ! 
In  the  vaft  joy*  of  this  ecftatic  hour, 
And  full  fruition  of  fuccefsful  power, 
One  moment  and  one  thought  might  let  him  fcan 
The  various  turns  of  life,  and  fickle  ftate  of  man. 
Are  the  dire  images  of  fad  diftruft, 
And  popular  change,  oblcur'd  amid  the  duft 
That  rifes  from  the  victor's  rapid  wheel  ? 
Can  the  loud  clarion  or  fhrill  fife  repel 
The  inward  cries  of  care  ?  can  nature's  voice 
Plaintive  be  drown'd  or  leflen'd  in  the  noife  ; 
Though  fhouts  of  thunder  loud  afflict  the  air, 
Stun    the   birds    now     releas'd,    and    fhake    the 
ivory  chair  ?  [crowd, 

Yon'    crowd    ^he    might   reflect),    yon'    joyful 
Pleas'd  with  my  honours,  in  my  prailes  loud, 
(Should  fleeting  victory  to  the  vanquifh'd  go, 
Should  (he  deprcfs  my  arms,  and  raife  the  foe) 
Would  for  that  foe  with  e.qual  ardour  wait 
At  the  high  palace,  or  the  crowded  gate  ; 
With  retUefs  rage  would  pull  my  flatties  down, 
And  caft  the  brafs  anew  to  his  renown. 

O  impotent  defire  of  worldly  fway  ! 
7'hat  I,  who  make  the  triumph  of  to-day, 
May  of  fD-morrow's  pomp  one  part  appear, 
Ghaftly  with  wounds,  and  lifek-fs  on  the  bier ! 
Then  (vilcnefs  of  mankind  !)  then  of  all  thtfe, 
Whom  my  dilated  eye  with  labour  fees, 
Would  one,  alas  1  repeat  me  good,  or  great, 
Wafh  my  pale  body,  or  bewail  my  fate  ? 
Or,  march  d  I  chain'd  behind  the  hoftile  car, 
The  victor's  paftime,  and  the  fpcrt  of  war, 
Would  one,  would  one  his  pitying  forrow  lend, 
.Or  be  fo  poor,  to  own  he  was  my  friend  ? 

Avails  it  then,  O  reafon,  to  be  wife  ? 
To  fee  this  cruel  fcenc  with  quicker  eyes  ? 


To  know  with  more  diftinction  to  complainj 
And  have  fuperior  fenfe  in  fteling  pain  ? 

Let  us  revolve  that  roll  with  ftricteft  eye, 
Where  fafe  from  time  diftinguim'd  actions  lie  ; 
'And  judge  if  greatnefa  be  exempt  from  pain, 
Or  pleafure  ever  may  with  power  remain. 

Adam,  great  type,  for  whom  the  world  wa$ 

made,       , 

The  faire    bleDjng  to  his  arms  convey'd, 
A  charming  wife ;  and  air,  and  (ea,  and  land, 
•\.nd  all  that  move  therein  to  his  command 
Render'd  obedient  :  fay,  my  penfive  mufe, 
What  did  thefe  golden  promifes  produce  ? 
Scarce  tafting  life,  he  was  of  joy  bereay'd 
One  day,  1  think,  in  Paradife  he  liv'd  ; 
Deftin'd  the  next  his  journey  to  purfue, 
Where  wounding  thorns  and  curled  'hiilles  grew. 
Ere  yet  he  earns  his  bread,  a-down  his  brow, 
Inclin'dto  earth,  his  labouring  fweat  muft  flow; 
His  limbs  muft  ake,  with  daily  toils  opprefs'd, 
Ere  long-wifh'd  night  brings  necefTary  reft. 
Still  viewing  with  regret  hi*  darling  Eve, 
He  for  her  follies  and  hi»  own  muft  grieve; 
Bewailing  ft  ill  afrefh  their  haplefs  choice  ; 
His  ear  oft"  frighted  with  the  imag'd  voice 
Of  heaven,  when  firft  it  thunder'd  ;  oft'  his  view 
Aghaft,  as  when  the  infant  lightning  flew. 
And  the  ftern  cherub  ftopp'd  the  fatal  road, 
Atm'd  with  the  flames  of  an  avenging  God. 
His  yownger  fon  on  the  polluted  ground, 
Firft-fruit  of  death,  lies  plaintive  of  a  wound 
Given  by  a  brother's  hand  :  his  eldeft  birth 
Flies,  mark'd  by  Heaven,  a  fugitive  o'er  earth. 
Yet  why  thcfe  forr  >ws  heap'd  upon  the  fire, 
Becomes  nor  man,  nor  angel,  to  inquire. 

Each  age  finn'd  on ;  and  guilt  advanc'd  with 

time 

The  fon  flill  added  to  the  father's  crime ; 
Till  God  arcfe,  and,  great  in  anger,  faid,    • 
Lo  !   it  repenteth  me,  that  man  was  made  ! 
Withdraw  thy  light,  thou  fun  !  be  dark,  ye  ikies! 
And  frrm  your  deep  abyfs,  ye  waters,  rife ! 
The   affrighted   angeis  heard  th'  Almighty") 

Lord,  / 

And  o'tr  the  earth  from  wrathful  vials  pour'd    £ 
1  empefts  and  florms,  obedient  to  his  word.        3 
Mean  tin'e,  hi>  providence  to  Noah  gave 
The  guard  of  all  that  he  defign'd  tofave. 
Exempt  from  general  doom  the  patriarch  flood, 
Contemn'd  the   waves,   and   triumph'd  o'er  the 

flood. 

The  winds  fall  filent,  and  the  waves  decreafe, 
The  dove  brings  quiet,  and  the  olive  peace ; 
Ytt  flill  his  heart  does  inward  forrow  feel, 
Which  faith  alone  forbids  him  to  reveal. 
If  on  the  backward  world  his  views  are  caft, 
'Tis  death  diffus'd,  and  univerfal  wafte. 
Prefent  ^fad  profpect !)  can  he  aught  defcry, 
But  (what  affects  hi-*  melancholy  eye) 
The  beauties  of  the  ancient  fabric  loft, 
In  chain*  of  c-raggy  hill,  or   lengths  of  dreary 

coaft  ? 
While,    to    high    heaven    his    pious  breathings 

turn'd, 
Weeping  he  hop'd,  and  facrificing  mourn'*!; 
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When  of  God's  image  only  eight  he  found 
Snatch'd  frrm  the  watery  grave,  aud  fav'd  from 

nations  rl-own'd; 

And  of  time  f-ns,  the  future  hopes  of  earth, 
The    fetd    whence  empires  muft   receive    their 

birth, 

One  ho  forefees  excluded  heavenly  grace, 
And  mark'd  with  curfes  fatal  to  his  race  ! 

Abraham,  potent  prince,  the  friend  of  God, 
Of  human  ills  muft  bear  the  deftin'd  load ; 
By  blood  and  battles  muft  his  power  maintain, 
And  flay  the  monarchs  ere  he  rules  the  plain ; 
Muft  deal  juft  portions  of  a  fcrvile  life 
To  a  proud  handmaid  and  a  peevifh  wife ; 
Muft  with  the  tendermother  leave  the  weeping fon, 
In  want  to  wander,  and  in  wilds  to  groan ; 
Muft  take  his  other  child,  his  age's  hope, 
To  trembling  Moriam's  melancholy  top, 
Order'd  to  drench  his  knife  in  filial  blood, 
Deftroy  his  heir,  or  difobey  his  God. 

Mofes  beheld  that  God ;  but  how  beheld  f 
The  Deity  in  radiant  beams  conceal'd, 
And  clouded  in  a  deep  abyfc  of  light ; 
While  prefent,  too  fevere  for  human  fight, 
Nor  ftaying  longer  than  one  fwilt-wing'd  night. 
The  following  days,  and  months,  and  years,  de 
creed 

To  fierce  encounter,  and  to  toilfome  deed. 
His  youth,  with  wants  and  hard(hij>s  muft   en- 


Plots  and  rebellions  muft  difturb  his  age : 
Some  Corah  ftill  arofe,  Ibme  rebel  flave, 
Prompter  to  fink  the  ftate,  than  he  to  fave  : 
And  Ifrael  did  his  rage  fo  far  provoke, 
That  what  the  Godhead  wrote,  the  prophet  broke, 
His  voice  fcarce  heard,  his  dictates  fcarce  beliey'd. 
In  camps,  in  arms,  in  pilgrimage,  he  liv'd; 
And  dy'd  obedient  to  fevereft  law, 
Forbid  to  tread  the  promis'd  land  he  faw. 

My  father's  life  was  one  long  line  of  care, 
A  i'cene  of  danger,  and  a  ftate  of  war. 
Alarm'd,  expos'd,  his  childhood  muft  engage 
The  bear's  rough  gripe,  and  foaming  lion's  rage. 
By  various  turns  his  threaten'd  youth  muft  fear 
Goliah's  lifted  fword,  and  Saul's  emitted  fptar. 
Forlorn  he  muft  and  perfecuted  fly, 
Climb  the  fteep  mountain,  in  the  cavern  lie, 
And  often  aft:,  and  be  refus'd,  to  die. 

For  ever,  from  his  manly  toil,  are  known 
The  weight  of  power,  and  anguilh  of  a  crown. 
What  tongue   can  fpeak  the   reftlefs   monarch's 

woes, 

When  God  and  Nathan  were  declar'd  his  foes  ? 
When  every  object  his  offence  revil'd,  ~J 

The  hufh  md  murder'd,  and  the  wife  dffil'd,       / 
The  parent's   fins    imprefs'd    upon  the   dying  f 
child  ?  J 

What  heart  can  think  the  grief  which  he  fuftain'd, 
When   the   king's  crime  brought  vengeance  on 

the  land ; 

And  the  inexorable  prophet's  voice 
Gave   famine,  pl.ic;ue,  or  war,  and   bid   him  fix 
his  choice  ? 

He  dy'd  ;  and,  oh  !  may  no  reflection  fhcd 
Its  poifonoui  venom  on  the  rryii  dead  ! 


Yet  the  unwilling  truth  may  be  exprefs'd, 

Hrhich  long  has  labour'd  in  this  nenfive  breaft  ; 

Dying,  tic  added  to  my  weight  of  care  ; 

He  made  me  to  his  crimes  undoubted  heir; 

Left  his  unfinifh'd  murder  t  •     is  1  n. 

An^l  Joab's  blood  etvail'd  on  Ji'dah's  crown. 

Young  as  I  was  '  haftrd  to  fulfil 
Tiir  .ruel  dictates  of  my  pa-cut's  will. 
Of  nis  fair  deeds  a  diftant  -view  I  took, 
But  turn'd  the  tube,  upon  hi-  fy.lts  to  look, 
Forgot  his  youth,  rpent  in  his  country's  caufe, 
His  care  of  right,  his  reverence  t  >  the  laws; 
But  could  with  joy  his  years  of  f  ily  trace, 
Broken  and  old  in  Bathfheba's  embrace; 
Could  follow  him,  where-e'er  he  ftray'd  from") 
good,  f 

And  cite  his  fad  example,  whilft  I  trod  f 

Paths  open  to  deceit,  and  track'd  with  blood,    j 
Soon  docile  to  the  fecret  a<5ts  of  ill, 
With  fmiles  I  c  uld  betray,  with  temper  kill; 
Soon  ir  a  brother  could  a  rival  view, 
Warch  all  hi-,  ads,  and  all  his  ways  purfue. 
In  vain  for  life  he  to  the  altar  fled  : 
Ambition  and  revenge  have  certain  fpced. 
Ev'n  there,  n-.y  foul,  ev'n  there  he  Ihould  have 

fell, 

But  that  my  intercft  did  my  rage  conceal. 
Doubling  my  crime,  I  promife,  and  deceive, 
Purpofe  to  flay,  whil  :  fwcaring  to  forgive. 
Treaties,  perfuafions,  fighs,  and  tcari,  a:e  vain; 
With  a  mean  iie  curs'd  vengeance  I  fuftain, 
Join  fraud  to  force,  and  policy  to  power, 
Till,  of  the  deftin'd  fugitive  fecure, 
In  folemn  ftate  to  parricide  I  rife, 
And,  as  G"d  lives,  this  day  my  brother  dies. 

Be  witnefs  to  my  tears,  celeftial  mufe; 
In  vain  I  wr.uld  forget,  in  vain  excufe, 
Fraternal  blood  by  my  direction  fpilt; 
In  vaia  on  Juab's  head  transfer  the  guilt : 
The  deed  was  acted  by  the  fubjecVs  hand; 
The  fword  was  pointed  by  the  king's  command. 
Mine  was  the  murder;  it  wa«  mine  alone  : 
Years  of  contrition  muft  the  crime  atone  ; 
Nor  can  my  guilty  foul  expect  relief, 
But  from  a  long  fincerity  of  grief. 

With  an  imperfect  hand,  and  trembling  htart, 
Her  love  of  truth  fuperior  to  her  art, 
Already  the  reflecting  mufe  has  trac'd 
The  mournful  figures  of  my  actions  paft. 
The  penfive  goddefs  has  already  taught 
How  vain  is  hope,  and  how  vexatious  thought ; 
From  growing  childhood  to  declining  age, 
How  tedious  every  ftep,  h>>-v  gloomy  every  ftagc. 
This  courfe  of  vanity  a'inoft  complete, 
Tir'd  in  the  field  of  life,  1  hope  retreat 
In  the  flill  (hades  of  death  :  for  drea'l  .'.nd  pain, 
And  griffs  vvill  find  their  (hjf;s  tlancM  in  vain, 
And  their  points  broke,  retorted  from  the  head, 
Safe  in  the  grave,  and  free  among  the  dead. 

Yet  tell  me,  frighted  rcafon  !  what  is  death  ? 
Blood  only  ftopp'd,  and  interrupted  breath  ; 
The  utmoft  limit  r.f  a  narrow  fpan, 
And  end  of  motion  which  wirh  life  began. 
A<  fmoke  that  riles  from  the  kindling  fires 
Is  fecn  this  moment,  and  the  ccxt  expires; 
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A*  empty  clouds  by  rifing  winds  are  toft, 

Their  fleeting  forms  fcarce  fooner  found  than  loft  ; 

So  vanifhes  our  ftate,  fo  pafs  our  days ; 

So  life  but  opens  now,  and  now  decays  : 

The  cradle  and  the  tomb,  alas!  fo  nigh, 

To  live,  is  fcarce  diftinguiih'd  from  to  die. 

Cure  of  the  mifer's  wifh,  and  coward's  fear, 
Death  only  fhows  us  what  we  knew  was  near. 
With  c  >urage  therefore  view  the  pointed  hour, 
Dread  not  death's  anger,  but  expect  his  power  ; 
Nor  nature's  law  with  fruitlefs  forrow  mourn, 
But  die,  O  mortal  man  !  for  thou  waft  born. 

Cauti  sus  through  doubt,  by  wantof  courage  wife, 
To  fuch  advice  the  reafoner  ftill  replies. 

Yet  meafaring  all  the  long-continued  fpace, 
Every  fucceffive  day's  repeated  race, 
Since  time  firft  ftarted  from  hisprifline  goal, 
Till  he  had  reach'd  that  hour  wherein  my  foul 
Join'd  to  my  body  fwelFd  the  womb  ;  I  was 
(At  leaft  I  think  fo)  nothing :  muft  I  pafs 
Again  to  nothing,  when  this  vital  breath, 
Ceafing,  configns  me  o'er  to  reft  and  death  ? 
Muft  the  whole  man,  amazing  thought !  return 
To  the  cold  marble,  or  cent  raited  urn  ? 
And  never  ffiall  thofe  particles  agree, 
That  v  ere  in  life  this  individual  he  ? 
But,  fever'd,  muft  they  join  the  general  mafs,  -\ 
Through  other   forms  and  fhapes   ordain'd  to  / 
pafs,  f 

Nor  thought  nor  image  kept  of  what  he  was  ?    J 
Does  the  great  word,  that  gave  him  fenfe.  ordain 
That  life  (hall  never  wake  that  fenfe  again  ? 
And  will  no  power  his  finking  fpirits  fave 
From  the    dark  caves  of  death,  and  chambers  of 
the  grave  ? 

Each  evening  I  behold  the  fetting  fun 
With  downward  fpeed  into  the  ocean  run  : 
Yet  the  fame  light  (pafs  but  fome  fleeting  hours) 
Exerts  his  vigour,  and  renews  his  powers ; 
Starts  the  bright  race  again  :  his  conftant  flame 
Rifes  and  fets,  returning  ftill  the  fame. 
I  mark  the  various  fury  >:f  the  winds; 
Theie  neither  feafons  guide,  nor  order  binds; 
They  now  dilate,  and  now  contract  their  force  ; 
Various  their  fpeed,  but  endlefs  is  their  courfc. 
From  his  firft  fountain  and  beginning  ouze, 
Down  to  the  fea  each  brook  and  torrent  flows  : 
Though  fundry  drops  or  leave  or  fwell  the  ftream, 
The  whole  ftill  runs,  with  equal  pace,  the  fame; 
Still  orher  waves  fupply  the  nfing  urns, 
And  the  eternal  flood  no  want  of  water  mourns. 

Why  then  muft  man  obey  the  fad  decree, 
Which  fubje&s  neither  fun,  nr>r  wind,  nor  fea  ? 

A  flower,  that  does  with  opening  morn  arife, 
And,  flourilhirg  the  day,  at  evening  dies; 
A  winged  eafteru  blaft.  juft  fkimming  o'er 
The  ocean's  brow,  and  linking  on  the  fhore; 
A  fire,  whofe  flames  through  crackling  ftubble  fly  ; 
A  meteor  flioming  from  the  fummer  fky  ; 
A  bowl  adovvn  the  bending  mountain  roll'd  ; 
A  bubble  brc-akijig,  and  a  fable  told  ; 
A  noon-t.ide  fhadow,  and  a  midnight  dream  ; 
Are  emblems,  which  with  femblance  apt  proclaim 
Our  earthly  courie  :   but,  O  my  foul !  fo  faft 
Muft  life  run  off,  and  dsath  for  ever  laft  ?  ' 


This  dark  opinion,  fure,  is  too  confin'd  ; 
Elfe  whence  this  hope,  and  terror  of  the  mind  ? 
Does  fomething  ftill,  and  fomewhere  yet  remain, 
Reward  or  punifhment,  delight  or  pain  ? 
Say  :   fhall  our  relicks  lecond  birth  receive  ? 
Sleep  we  to  wake,  and  only  die  to  live  ? 
When  the  fad  wife  has  clos'd  her  hufband's  eyes,  ^ 
And  pierc'd  the  echoing  vault  with  doleful  cries, 
Lies  the  pale  corpfe  not  yet  entirely  dead, 
The  fpirit  only  from  the  body  fled ; 
The  gr offer  part  of  heat  and  motion  void, 
To  be  by  fir.;,  or  worm,  or  time,  deftroy'd  ; 
The  foul,  immortal  fubftance,  to  remain,  , 

Confcious  of  joy,  and  capable  of  pain  ? 
And,  if  her  a£s  have  been  directed  well, 
While  with  her  friendly  clay  fhe  deign'd  to  dwell 
Shall  fhe  with  fafety  reach  her  priftine  feat  ? 
Find  her  reft  endlefs,  and  her  blifs  complete? 
And,  while  the  bury'd  man  we  idly  mourn, 
Do  angels  joy  to  fee  his  better  half  return  ? 
But,  if  fhe  has  deform'd  this  earthly  life 
With  murderous  rapine,  and  fcditious  frrife, 
Amaz'd,  repuls'd,  and  by  thofe  angels  driven 
From  the  {Ethereal  feat,  and  blifsful  heaven, 
In  everlafting  darknefs  muft  fhe  lie, 
Still  more  unhappy,  that  fhe  cannot  die? 

Amid  two  feas,  on  one  fmall  point  of  land,        , 
Weary'd,  uncertain,  and  amaz'd,  we  (land  : 
On  either  fide  our  thoughts  inceffant  turn; 
Forward  we  dread,  and  looking  back  we  mourn- 
Lofing  the  prefent  in  this  dubious  hafte, 
And    loft   ourfelves  betwixt   the  future  and  the 
paft. 

Thefe  cruel  doubts  contending  in  my  breaft, 
My  reafon  ftaggering,  and  my  hopes  opprefs'd, 
Once  more,  I  faid,  once  more  I  will  inquire, 
What  is  this  little,  agile,  pervious  fire, 
This  fluttering  motion,  which  we  call  the  mind  ? 
How  does  fhe  a6t  ?  and  where  is  fhe  confin'd  ? 
Hive  we  the  power  to  guide  her  as  we  pleafe  ? 
Whence  then  thofe  evils,  that  obftruct  our  eafe  ? 
We  happinefs  purfue  ;  we  fly  from  pain  ; 
Yet  the  purfuit,  and  yet  the  flight,  is  vain  : 
And,  while  poor  natuie  labours  to  be  bleft, 
By  day  with  pleafure,  and  by  night  with  reft, 
Some  ftronger  power  eludes  our  fickly  will, 
Dafhing  our  rifing  hope  with  certain  ill ; 
And  makes  us  with  reflective  trouble  fee, 
That  all  is  deftin'd,  which  we  fancy  free. 

That   power  fuperior  then,    which  rules   our 

mind, 

Is  his  decree  by  human  prayer  inclin'd  ? 
Will  he  lor  facrifice  our  forrows  eafe  ? 
And  can  our  tears  reverfe  his  firm  decrees  ? 
Then  let  religion  aid,  where  reafon  fails ; 
Throw  loads  of  incenfe  in,  to  turn  the  fcales; 
And  let  the  filent  fanctuary  fhow,  ~\ 

What  from  the  babbling  fchools  we  may  not  f 
know,  [woe.  f 

How  man  may  fhun  or  bear  his  deftin'd  part  ofj; 

What  fnall  amend,  or  what  abfolve,  our  fate  J 
Anxious  we  hover  in  a  mediate  ftate, 
Betwixt  infinity  and  nothing,  bounds, 
Or  buundlefs  term»,  whole  doubtful  feofo  coa« 
fouads. 


Unequal  thought  !  whiift  all  we  apprehend 
Is,  that  our  hopes  muft  rife,  our  forrows  end, 
As  our  Creator  deigns  to  be  our  friend. 

I  faid ; — and  inftant  bad  the  priefts  prepare 
The  ritual  facrifice  and  folemn  prayer. 
Select  from  vulgar  herds,  with  garlands  gay, 

A  hundred  bulls  afcend  the  facred  way. 

The  artful  youth  proceed  «o  form  the  choir; 

They  breathe  the  flute,  or  ftrike  the  vocal  wire. 

The  maids  in  comely  order  next  advance  ; 

They  beat  the  timbrel,  and  inftruct  the  dance. 

Follows  the  chofen  tribe  from  JLevi  fprung, 

Chaunting,  by  juft  return,  the  holy  fong. 

Along  the  choir  in  fokmn  ftate  they  paft  : 
— The  anxious  king  came  laft. 

The  facred  hymn  perform'd,  my  promis'd  vow 

1  paid;  and,  bowing  at  the  altar  low, 

Father  of  heaven  !   (I  faid)  and  Judge  of  earth 

Whofe  word  call'd  out  this  univerie  to  birth  ; 

By  whofe  kind  power  and  influencing  care 

The  various  creatures  move,  and  live,  and  are ; 

But,  ceafing  once  that  care,  withdrawn  that  power, 

They  move  (alas  !)  and  live,  and  are  no  more : 

Omnifcient  Matter,  omniprefent  King, 

To  thee,  to  thee,  my  laft  diftrefs  I  bring. 
Thou,  that  canft  ftill  the  raging  of  the  feas, 

Chain  up  the  winds,  and  bids  the  terr.pefts  ceafe  ! 

Redeem  my  fhipwreck'd  foul  from  raging  guib 

Of  cruel  pafu^n  and  deceitful  lufts  : 
\    From  ftornss  of  rage,  and  dangerous  rocks  of"^ 
pride,  ( 

I,et  thy  ftrong  hand  this  little  veflel  guide  f 

(It  was  thy  hand  that  made  it)  through  the  tide  J 
Impetuous  of  this  life  :  let  thy  command 
Direct  my  courfe,  and  bring  me  fafe  to  land  ! 
If,    while   this   weary 'd    flefh   draws    fleeting 

breath, 

Not  fatisfy'd  with  life,  afraid  of  death, 
It  haply  be  thy  will,  that  I  flionld  know 
Glimpfe  of  delight,  or  paufe  from  anxious  woe ; 
From  now,  from  inftant  now,  great  Sire  !  difpel 
The  clouds  that  prefs  my  foul  ;  from  now  reveal 
A  gracious  beam  of  light ;  from  now  infpire 
My  tongue  to  fing,  my  hand  to  touch  the  lyre; 
My  open  thought  to  joyous  profpedU  raife, 
And  for  thy  mercy  let  me  fing  thy  praife. 
Or,  if  thy  will  ordains  1  ftillftiall  wait 
Some  new  hereafter,  and  a  future  {We, 
Permit  me  ftrength,  my  weight  if  woe  to  bear, 
And  raife  my  mind^fuperior  to  my  care. 
Let  me.howe'er  unable  to  explain 
The  fecret  labyrinths  of  thy  ways  to  man, 
With  humble  zeal  confefs  thy  awful  power; 
Still  weeping  hope,  and  wondering  Hi. 1  adore. 
So  in  my  conqucft  be  thy  might  declar'd, 
And  for  thy  juftice  be  thy  name  revcr'd. 

'  My  prayer  fcarce  ended,  a  ftupendous  gloom 
Darkens  the  air  ;  loud  thunder  make*  the  dome. 
To  the  beginning  miracle  fuccced 
An  awful  tileace  and  religious  dread. 
Sudden  breaks  forth  a  more  than  common  day  ; 
The  facred  wood,  which  on  the  altar  lay, 
Untouch'd,  unlighted,  glows — 
Ambrofial  odour,  luch  as  never  flows 
Fiorn  Arab's  gum,  or  tilf  Sab«an  rtfc, 


Does  round  the  air  evolving  fcents  diffife  : 
The  holy  ground  is  wet  with  heavenly  dews  : 
Celeftial  mufic  (fuch  Jcflide*'  lyre, 
Such  Miriam's  timbrel,  would  in  vain  require1) 
Strikes  to  my  thought  through  my  admiring  ear, 
With  ecftacy  too  fine,  and  plcaftire  hard  to  hear. 
And  lo!  what  fee*  my  ravifli'd  eye  ?  what  feels 
My  wond'ring  foul  ?  An  opening  cloud  reveals 
An  heavenly  form,  embody'd,  and  array'd 
\Vith  robes  of  light.     I  heard.     The  angel  faid  : 

Ceafe,  man  of  woman  born,  to  hope  relief 
From  daily  trouble  and  continued  grief ; 
Thy  hope  of  joy  deliver  to  the  wind, 
Suppress  thy  paffions,  and  prepare  thy  mind  ; 
Free  and  familiar  with  misfortune  grow, 
Be  us'd  to  forrow,  and  inur'd  to  woe; 
By  weakening  toil  and  hoary  age  o'ercome, 
See  thy  dccreafe,  and  haften  to  thy  tomb ; 
Leave  to  thy  children  tumulr,  flrife,  and  war, 
Portions  of  toil,  and  legacies  cf  care  ; 
Send  the  fucceflive  ills  through  ages  down, 
And  let  each  weeping  father  tell  his  fon, 
That  deeper  ftruck,  and  more  diftinclly  griev'd, 
He  muft  angment  the  forrows  he  recciv'd. 

The  child,  to  whofe  fuccefs  thy  hope  is  b.iund, 
Ere  thou  art  fcarce  interr'd,  or  he  is  crown'd, 
To  loft  of  arbitrary  fway  inc'in'd 
(That  curfecf  poifon  to  the  prince's  mind  !) 
Shall  from  thy  dictates  and  his  duty  rove, 
And  lofe  his  great  defence,  his  people's  IOTC  ; 
Ill-counfell'd,  vanquift'd,  fugitive,  difgrac'u, 
Shall  mourn  the  fame  of  Jacob's  ftrength  efFac'd  ; 
Shall  figh  the  king  dimrnilh'd,  and  the  crown 
With  leflen'd  rays  defcending  to  his  fon  ; 
Shall  fee  the  wreaths,  hisgrandfire  knew  to  reap 
By  active  toil  and  military  fweat, 
Pining,  incline  their  fickly  leaves,  and  fhed 
Their  falling  honours  from  his  giddy  head  ; 
By  arms  or  prayer  unable  to  affuage 
Domeftic  horror  and  inteftine  rage, 
Shall  from  the  victor  and  the  vanquifh'd  fear, 
From  Ifrael's  arrow,  and  from  Judah's  fyear ; 
Shall  caft  his  weary'd  limbs  on  Jordan's  flood, 
By    brother's   arms   diilurb'd,    and    flain'd    wirk 
kindred-blood.  [race, 

Hence  labouring  years  (hall  weep  their  deflin'i 
Charg'd  with  ill  omens,  fully'd  with  dilgrace. 
Time,  by  neceflity  compell'd,  fhall  go 
Through  fcenes  of  war,  and  epochas  of  woe. 
The  empire,  leflen'd  in  a  parted  ilream, 
Shall  lole  its  couric  — 

udulge  thy  tears  :   the  heathen  fhmll  blaTphemti 
f udah  fhall  fall,  opprefs'd  by  grief  and  fhame. 
And  men  fhall  from  her  ruins  know  her  fame. 
New  Egypt*  yet  and  fecond  bonds  remain, 
A  hardier  Pharaoh,  and  a  heavier  chain. 
A^ain,  obedient  to  a  dire  command, 
Thy  captive  fons  fhall  leave  the  promis'd  land. 
1  heir  name  more  low,  their  fervitude  more  vile. 
Shall  on  Euphrates'  bank  renew  the  grief  of  Nile. 
Thefe  pointed  fpires,  that   wound  the  ambient 
Inglorious  change  )  fhall  in  deftruction  lie    [flcy, 
-,o\v,  levell'd  with  the  dull ;  their  heights  un 
known, 
Or  meafur'd  by  th«ir  ruin.     Yonder 
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For  lafting  glory  built,  defign'd  the  feat 
Of  kin^s  for  ever  bleft,  for  ever  grcnt, 
RemovM  by  the  invader's  KarHarous  hand, 
Shall  grjc*  his  triumph  in  a  foreign  land. 
The  tyrant  ftiall  demand  von*  (acred  load 
Of  gold,  and  veflVU  fur  apart  to  God, 
Then,  by  vile  hand    to  common  ufe  debas'd,     ~) 
Shall  fet'd  them  flowing   round   his  drunken  ( 

fraft.  C 

With  faciilegi>'us'taunt,  and  impious  jeft.  J 

Twice  fourteen  ages  {hall  thtir  way  complete; 
Empires  by  various  turn*  fhal!  rife  and  fet ; 
"While  rhy  abandon'd  tribes  (hall  only  know 
A  different  matter,  and  a  change  of  woe. 
With  down  ca't  eye-lids,  and  with  look*  aghaft, 
Shall  dr?ad  the  future,  or  bewail  the  paft. 
Afflicted  Ifrael  (hall  fit  weeping  down, 
Fad  by  the  dreams  where  Babel's  waters  run  ; 
Their  harj^  upon  the  neighbouring  willuws  hung, 
Nor  joyous  hymn  encouraging  their  tongue, 
Nor  chee.Fnl  dance  their  feet;  with  toil  opprefs'd, 
Their  weary'd  limbs  afpiring  but  to  rtft. 
In  the  rcfle&ive  llreani  the  fighing  bride, 
Viewing  her  charms  impair'd,  abafh'd,  fhall  hide 
Her  penfive  head;  and  in  her  languid  face 
The  bridegroom  (hall  forefee  his  fickly  race, 
While  ponderous  feners  vex  their  clofe  embrace. 
With    irkfome    anguifh    then    your    priefls   (hall 

mourn 

Their  long  neglected  feafts  defpair'd  return, 
And  fad  oblivion  of  their  fnlemn  days. 
Thenceforth  their  voices  they  (hall  only  raife, 
Louder  to  weep.     By  day,  your  frighted  leers 
Shall  call  f -r  foun.'ains  to  exprefs  their  tears, 
And  wifli  their  eyes  were  floods;  by  night,  from 

dreams 

Of  opening  gulfs,  black  florms,  and  raging  flames, 
S'arting  amaz'd,  fhall  to  the  people  (how 
Emblems    "f  heavenly  wrath,  and  myftic  types 

of  woe. 

The  captives,  as  their  tyrant  (hall  require 
That    they  fhould   breathe   the  fon'g,  and    touch 

the  lyre, 

Shall  fay  :  can  Jacob's  fervile  race  rejoice, 
Untun'd  the  mufic,  and  difus'd  the  voice  ? 
"What  can  we  play  (they  fhall  difcourfe),  howfing 
In  foreign  lands,  and  to  a  barbarous  king  ? 
We  and  our  father*,  from  our  childhood  bred 
To  watch  the  cruel  viclor's  eye,  to  dread 
The  arbitrary  lafli,  to  bend,  to  grieve, 
(Out-cad  of  mortal  race  !)  can  we  conceive 
Image  of  aught  delightful,  foft,  or  gay  ? 
Alas!  when  we  have  toil'd  the  longfome  day, 
The-  fulled  blifs  our  hearts  afyirc  to  know 
Is  but  fome  interval  from  active  woe, 
In  broken  reft  and  (larding  deep  to  mourn, 
Till  morn,  the  tyr.ait,  and  the  fcourge,  return. 
Bred  up  in  grief,  can  pleafure  be  our  theme  ?      ~) 
Our  endlcfs  anguifh  does  not  nature  claim?  C 

Reafoa  and  forrow  arc  to  us  the  fame.  S 

Alas     with  wild  amazement  we  require, 
If  idJe  foily  was  not  pleasure's  fire  ? 


Madnefs,  we  fancy,  gave  an  ill-tim'd  birth 
To  grinning  laughter,  and  to  frantic  mirth. 

This  is  the  feries  of  perpetual  woe, 
Which  thou,  alas  .   and  thine,  are  born  to  know. 
Illuftrious  wretch  !  repine  not,  nor  reply  ~J 

View  n«t   what  heaven   ordaius  with  rtfafon's' 
,   eye.  [high.t 

Too  bright   the   object  is ;  the   diftance  is  too  J 
The  man,  who  would  refolve  the  work  of  fate, 
May  limit  number,  and  make  crooked  ftraighi; 
Step  thy  inquiry  then,  ard  curb  thy  fenfe, 
Nor  let  duft  argue  with  Omnipotence. 
'  Fis  God  who  muft  difpofe,  and  man  fuftain, 
Born  to  endure,  forbidden  to  complain. 
Thy  fiim  of  life  muft  his  decrees  fulfil;  "} 

What  deioga  es  from  his  command,  is  ill;          v 
And  that  alone  is  good  which  centres  in  his  will.  _} 

Yet,  that  thy  labouring  fenfes  may  not  droop, 
Loft  to  delight,  and  deftitute  of  hope, 
Remark  what  1,  God's  meflenger,  aver 
From  him,  who  neither  can  deceive  nor  err. 
The   land,  at   length    redtem'd,    (hall    ceafc   to 

mourn, 

Shall  from  h,"  fad  capfivity  return. 
Sion  (hall  raifc  her  long- dejected  head. 
And  in  her  courts  the  law  again  be  read. 
Again  the  glorious  temple  (haJl  arife, 
And  with  new  ludre  pierce  the  neighbouring  ikies. 
The  promised  feat  of  empire  fhall  again 
Cover  the  mountain,  and  comsiand  the  plain  ; 
And,  from  th'y  race  diftinguifli'd,  one  (hall  fpring, 
Greater  in  aft  than  vi&or,  more  than  king 
In  dignity  and  power;  fent  down  from  heaven, 
To  fuccour  earth.     To  him,  to  him,  'tis  given, 
Paflion,  and  care,  and  anguifh,  to  deftroy. 
Through  him,  foft  peace,  and  plenitude  of  joy, 
Perpetual  o'er  the  world  redeem'd  fhail  flow  ; 
No  more  may  man  inquire,  nor  angel  know. 

Now,  Salomon  !  rememberirvg  who  thou  art, 
AtSt  through  thy  remnant  life  the  decent  part. 
G.I  forth  :  be  ftrong  :  with  patience  and  with  care 
Perform,  and  fufftr  :  t>  thyfelf  fevere, 
Gracious  to  others,  thy  defires  fupprefs'd, 
Diffus'd  thy  vittucs;   fir  it  of  men  '.  be  beft. 
Thyfum  of  duty  let  two  words  contain; 
(O  may  they  graven  in  thy  heart  remain  !) 
Be  humble,  and  bejud.     The  angel  (aid. — • 
With  upward  fpeed  his  agile  wings  he  fpread  ; 
Whilft  on  the  holy  ground  I  proftrate  lay, 
By  various  doubts  impell'd,  or  to  obey, 
Or  to  ohje&:  at  iength  (my  mournful  look 
Heaven-ward  erecfc)  determin'd  thus  I  (poke  ; 

Supreme,  all-wife,  eternal  Potentate  1 
Sole  Author,  fole  Difpofer  of  our  fate  ', 
Enthron'd  in  light  and  immortality, 
Whom  no  man  fully  fees,  and  none  can  fee ! 
Original  of  beings!    Power  divine! 
Since  that  I  live,  and  that  I  think,  is  thine!— 
Benign  Creator  !  let  thy  plaftic  hand 
Difpofe  its  own  efTecT; ;  let  thy  command 
Rellore,  Great  Father  !  thy  inftruded  fon  ; 
And  iii  nif  ad  may  thy  great  will  be  dooc  ^ 
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ENGRAVEN  ON  THREE  SIDES  OF  AN 
ANTIQUE  LAMP, 

GIVEN  BY   ME  TO  LORD  BARLEY. 

Antiquam  hanc  Lampadem 
e  Mufeo  Colbertino  allatam, 
*       Domino  Harlco  inter  KU^X/.TC  fua 
Reponendam  D.  D.  Matthasus  Prior. 

This  Lamp,  which  Prior  to  his  Harley  gave, 
Brought  from  the  altar  of  the  Cyprian  Da 

Indulgent  Time,  through  future  ages  fave, 
Before  the  Mufc  to  burn  with  purer  flame 

Sperne  dileclum  Veneris  facellum, 
Sandius,  Lampas,  tibi  munus  orno  ; 
I,  fove  cafio  vigil  Harleianas 

Igr.e  Camccnas. 


THE  TURTLE  AND  SPARROW. 

AN  ELEGIAC  TALE. 

Otca/ioned  ly  the  death  of  Prince  George,  1708. 

BEHIND  an  unfrequented  glade, 

\Vhtrc  yew  and  myrtle  mix  their  fliade, 

A  widow  turtle  peniive  fat, 

And  wept  her  murder'd  lover's  fate. 

The  fparrow  chanc'd  that  way  to  walk 

(A  bird  that  loves  to  chirp  and  talk); 

Be  fure  he  did  the  turtle  greet; 

She  anfwer'd  him  as  (he  thought  meet. 

Sparrows  and  turtles,  by  the  bye, 

Can  think  as  well  as  you  or  ( : 

But  how  they  did  thtir  thoughts  exprefs, 

The  margin  fhows  by  T  and  5. 

T.  My  hopes  art  loft,  my  joys  arc  fled ; 
Ala-!  I  weep  Columbo  dead  . 
Come,  all  ye  winged  lovers,  come, 
Drop  pinks  and  dailies  on  his  tomb  : 
Sing,  Philomel,  his  funeral  vcrie ; 
Ye  pious  redbreafts,  neck  his  hc.ufe  : 
Fair  i'wans,  extend  youi  iiyn:g  throats, 
Columbo's  death  requires  your  notes: 
"   For  him,  my  fiic.  ..Is,  for  him  I  moan, 
*»  My  dear  Colurnbo,  tlcaJ  ai;J  ^one." 


Stretch'd  on  the  bier  Columbo  lies ; 
Pale  are  his  cheeks,  and  clos'd  his  eyes; 
Thole  cheeks,  where  beauty fmiling  lay; 
Thofe  eyes,  where  love  was  us'd  to  play. 
Ah  I  cruel  fate,  alas  !  how  loon 
That  beauty  and  thofe  joys  are  flown ! 

Columbo  is  uo  more !  ye  floods, 
Bear  the  fad  found  to  diftant  woods  ; 
The  found  let  echo's  voice  reftore, 
And  fay,  Columbo  is  no  more. 
"   Yc-  floods,  ye  woods,  ye  echoes,  moan 
"  My  dear  Columbo,  dead  and  gone." 

The  Dryads  all  forfook  the  wood, 
And  mournful  Naiads  round  me  flood, 
'I  he  tripping  fawns  and  fairies  came, 
All  coufciuiisof  our  mutual  flame, 
"    To  figh  for  him,  with  me  to  moan 
"   My  dear  Columbo,  dead  and  gone." 

Venus  difdain'd  not  to  appear, 
To  lend  my  grief  a  friendly  ear ; 
But  what  avails  her  kindnefs  now  ? 
She  ne'er  fhail  hear  my  fecund  vow  : 
The  loves,  that  round  their  mother  flew, 
Did  in  her  face  her  forrows  view ; 
Their  drooping  wings  they  penfive  hung. 
Their  arrows  broke,  their  bows  unftrung  ; 
They  heard  attentive  what  I  (aid, 
And  wept,  with  me,  Coiumbo  dead  : 
"  For  him  1  ligh,  fur  him  I  moan, 
"  My  dear  Columbo,  dead  and  gone." 

"  '  Tis  ours  to  weep,"  great  Venus  faid; 
"  '  Tis  Jove's  alone  to  be  obey'd  : 
"  Nor  birds  nor  godudTei  can  move 
"  Miie  jult  bcMb  of  fatal  J<Ne. 
"   I  law  thy  mate  vvitli  f.ul  regret, 
"  And  cur? 'd  the  fowkr's  cruel  net  : 
"  Ah,  dear  Columbo  !  how  tie  fell, 
"   Whom  Turturella  lov'd  lo  well ! 
"   I  law  Jiim  bleeding  on  the  ground, 
"    The  fitht  r  re  up  my  ai.ciet.t' wound  ; 
"  And,  wlullt  ycu  wept,  alas  !   I  cry'd, 
"  Colunioo  and  Adoni-  dy'd." 

"   Weep,  all  ye  ftrtams  ;  ye  mountains,  groan  1 
"  I  mourn  Colu:i:bo,  CL';U!  and  gone; 
.  .t  my  tender  grief  complain, 
"   Nor  day  nor  night  that  grief  reftrain:" 
I  laid,  and  Venn*  ftill  reply  'd, 
::rA  Adonis  dy'd.1' 
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5.  Poor  Turturella,  hard  thy  cafe, 

And  juft  thy  tears,  alas. 

T.  Ami  haft  thou  lov'd,  and  canfl  thou  hear 

With  pitfou^  heart  a  lover's  c.:re  ? 

Come  then,  wi'h  me  thy  forrows  join, 

And  cafe  my  woes  by  tellinjj  'hine  : 

"  For  thou,  poor  bird,  -perhaps  may'd  moan 

"  Some  Piffcrella  dead  and  gone." 

S    Dame  Turtle,  this  runs  foft  in  rhyme, 

But  neither  fuits  the  place  nor  time  ; 

The  fowler's  hand,  whole  cruel  care 

For  dear  Columbo  fet  the  fnare, 

The  fnare  again  for  thee  may  fet ; 

Two  buds  may  perifli  in  one  net  : 

Thou  (hould'ft  avoid  this  cruel  field, 

And  for  row  fhould  to  prudence  yield. 

Tis  fad  to  die  — 

T.  — It  may  be  fo ; 

'Tis  fadder  yet  to  live  in  woe. 

S.  When  widows  ufe  this  canting  (train, 
They  feem  refolv'd  to  wed  again. 

T.    When    widowers  would    this    truth,   dif- 

prove, 
They  never  tafted  real  love. 

.   S.  Love  is  foft  joy  and  gentle  ftrife, 
His  efforts  all  depend  on  life  : 
When  he  has  thrown  two  golden  darts, 
And  (truck  the  lovers'  mutual  hearts, 
Of  his  black  fhafts  let  death  fend  one, 
Alas!  the  pleafmg  game  is  done  ; 
111  is  the  p.ior  furvivor  fped, 
A  corpfe  feels  mighty  cold  in  bed. 
Venus  faid  right — "  nor  tears  can  move, 
"  Nor  plaints  revoke  the  will  of  Jove." 

All  mud  obey  the  general  doom, 
Down  from  Alcides  to  Tom  Thumb. 
Grim  Piuto  will  not  be  withdoed 
By  force  or  craft.     Tall  Robinhood, 
As  well  as  Little  John,  is  dead 
(You  fee  how  deeply  I  am  read)  : 
With  Fate's  lean  tipdaff  none  can  dodge, 
He'll  find  you  out  where'er  you  lodge. 
Ajax,  to  fhun  his  general  power, 
In  vain  abfconded  in  a  flower; 
An  idle  fcene  Tythonus  adted, 
When  to  a  grafshopper  contracted  ; 
Death  ftruck  them  in  thofc  fliapes  again, 
As  once  he  did  when  they  were  men. 

For  reptiles  perim,  plants  decay  ;  ~\ 

Flefli  is  bub  graft,  grafs  turns  to  hay, 
And  hay  to  dung,  and  dung  to  clay.  J 

Thus  head-,  extremely  nice  difcover 
That  folks  may  die  fbme  ten  times  over ; 
But  oft',  by  too  refin'd  a  touch, 
To  prove  things  plain,  they  prove  too  much. 
Whate'er  Pythagoras  may  fay 
(For  each,  you  know,  will  have  his  way), 
With  great  fubmlffion  I  pronounce, 
That  people  die  no  more  than  once  : 
But  once  is  fure ;  and  death  is  common 


juui  uutc  is  iure ;  anu  aeam  is  comma 
To  bird  and  man,  including  woman  ; 
From  the  fpread  eagle  to  the  wren, 
Alas  1  no  mortal  fowl  knows  when ; 
All  that  wear  feathers  firft  or  laft 
Mud  one  day  perch  on  Charon's  mad ; 
Voi.  VII. 


Muft  lie  beneath  the  cyprefs  {hade, 
Where  .S-ruda's  nightingale  was  laid. 
Thofe  fowl  who  feem  alive  to  fit, 
Affembled  by  Dan  Chaucer's  wit, 
In  profe  have  fl  pt  three  hundred  yearj, 
Exempt  from  worldly  hopes  i;:d  fears, 
And,  laid  in  Hate  upon  thtir  herfe, 
Are  truly  but  embalm'd  in  verfe. 
As  fure  as  Lefbia's  fpartv-w  I, 
Thou  fure  at  Prior's  dove,  mud  die, 
And  ne'er  ajjiin  from  Lethe's  dreams 
Return  to  Adige,  or  to  Thames. 

T.  I  therefore  weep  Columbo  dead, 
My  hopes  bereav'd,  my  pleafures  fled; 
"   I  therefore  mud  for  ever  moan 
"  My  dear  Columbo,  dead  and  gone." 

5.  Columbo  never  fees  your  tears, 
Your  cries  Columbo  never  hears ; 
A  wall  of  brafs,  and  one  of  lead, 

Divide  the  living  from  the  dead. 

Repell'd  by  this,  the  gathered  rain 
Of  tears  beats  back  to  earth  again; 
In  t'other  the  collected  found 

Of  groans,  when  once  receiv'd,  is  drown'd. 

'Tis  therefore  vain  one  hour  to  grieve 

What  time  itfelf  can  ne'er  retrieve. 

By  nature  fofr,  I  know  a  dove 

Can  never  live  without  her  love; 

Then  quit  this  flame,  and  light  another ; 

Dame,  I  advife  you  like  a  brother. 

T   Whati;7  to  make  a  fecond  choice! 

In  other  nuptials  to  rejoice  ! 
S.  Why  not,  my  bird  ? — 

T.  — No,  Sparrow,  no  ! 

Let  me  indulge  my  pleafing  woe  : 

Thus  fighing,  cooing,  eafe  my  pain, 

But  never  \jifh,  nor  love,  again  : 

Didrefs'd,  for  ever  let  me  moan 

"  My  dear  Columbo,  dead  and  gone." 

S.  Our  winged  friends  through  all  the  grove 

Contemn  thy  mad  excefsof  love  : 

I  tell  thee,  Dame,  the  other  day 

I  met  a  prrrrct  and  a  jay. 

Who  mock'd  thee  in  their  mimic  tone, 

And  "  wept  Columb'',  dead  and  gore." 
T.  Whate'er  the  jay  or  parrot  faid, 

My  hopes  are  loft,  my  joys  are  fled, 

And  I  f i  r  ever  mud  deplore 

"  Columbo  dead  ai.d  gone." — S   F.ncon .! 

For  fhame  '.  forfake  this  Bion-dyle, 

We'll  talk  an  hour,  arid  walk  a  mile. 

Does  it  with  fenfe  or  health  agree, 

To  fie  thus  moping  on  .a  tree  ? 

To  throw  away  a  widow's  life, 

When  you  again  may  be  a  wife  ? 

Come  on  ;  I'll  tell  you  my  amours; 

Who  knows  but  they  may  influence  yours? 

"  Example  draws  where  precept  fails, 

"   And  fermon;  are  lefs  read  than  tales." 
T.   Sparrow,  I  take  thee  for  my  friend, 

As  fuch  will  hear  thee  :  I  defcend  ; 

Hop  on,  and  talk;  but,  honeft  bird, 

Take  care  that  no  immoded  word 

May  venture  to  offend  my  ear. 

S.  Too  faint- like  turtle,  never  feat, 
I  i 
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By  metric  d  things  are  ted  difcours'd, 
Begin  we  then  with  wife  tbejirjl  : 
A  handfome,  fenfelefs,  awkward  fool, 
Who  would  not  yield,  and  could  not  rule : 
Her  actions  did  her  charms  difgrace, 
And  fUll  her  tongue  talk'd  of  her  face  : 
Count  me  the  leaves  on  yonder  tree, 
,  So  many  different  wills  had  (he, 
And,  like  the  lcave=,  as  chance  inclin'd, 
Thole  wills  tverc  chang'd  with  every  wind: 
She  courted  the  beau  monde  to-night, 
JSaJfiniilee,  her  fupreme  delight ; 
The  next  (he  fat  imrmir'd,  unften, 
And  in  full  health  enjoy'd  the  fpleen; 
She  cenfur'd  tbat,  fhe  alter'd  this, 
.And  with  great  care  fet  all  amifs; 
She  now  enfold  chide,  now  laugh,  now  cry, 
Now  (ing,  now  pout,  all  God  kao-wt  ivfjy  ; 
Short  was  her  reign,  fhe  cough'd,  and  dy'd. 
Proceed  we  to  myfecond  bride : 
Well  born  fhe  v.  a%  genteelly  bred, 
And  buxom  both  at  board  and  bed ; 
Glad  to  oblige,  and  pleas'd  to  pleafe, 
And,  as  Tom  Southern  wifely  fays,     . 
"  No  other  fault  had  fhe  in  life, 
"  But  only  that  fhe  was  my  wife  *.*' 
O  widow  Turtle  !  every  fhe 
(So  nature's  p'.eafure  does  decree) 
Appears  a  goddefs  till  enjoy'd  ; 
But  birds,  and  men,  and  gods  are  cloy'd. 
Was  Hercules  one  woman's  man  ? 
Or  Jove  for  ever  Leda's  fwan  ? 
Ah  !  madam,  ceafe  to  be  miilaken, 
Few  marry'd  fowl  peck  Dunmow-bacoo. 
Variety  alone  gives  joy, 
The  fweeteft  meats  the  fooneft  cloy. 
What  fparrow-dame,  what  dove  alive, 
Though  Venus  (hould  the  chariot  drive, 
But  would  accufu  the  harnefs  weight, 
If  always  coupled  to  one  mate; 
Ami  uften  wiih  the  fetter  broke  ? 
'  Pis  freedom  but  to  change  the  yoke. 

f.   Impious  !   to  wifh  to  wed  again, 
lire  death  diffolv'd  the  former  chain  ! 

S.  Spare  your  remark,  and  hear  the  reft  ; 
r;'-,c  brought  me  fons ;  but  (Jove  be  bleft!) 
She  dy'd  in  child-bed  on  the  neft. 
Well,  reft  her  bones !  quoth  I,  Hit's  gone  ; 
But  muft  I  therefore  lie  alone  ? 
What :   am  I  to  her  memory  ty'd  ? 
Muft  I  not  live,  betaufe  fhe  dy'd  ? 
And  thus  I  logically  faid 
('  Ti*  good  to  have  a  reafoning  head!) 
Js  this  my  wife  ?  Pttbatur  not ; 
For  death  diffolv'd  the  marriage-knot : 
.She  was,  concede,  during  life  ; 
But,  is  a  piece  of  day  a  wife  '. 
Again  ;  if  not  a  wife,  d'ye  let, 
Why  then  no  kin  at  all  to  me  : 
And  he,  who  general  tears  can  fhcd 
For  folks  that  happen  to  be  dc.»(.i, 
May  e'en  with  equal  juftice  mourn 
lor  thofe  who  never  yet  were  born. 

*  Sec  '•  The  Wife's  Excufc,  a  comedy." 


T.  Thofe  points  indeed  you  quaintly  prove, 
But  logic  is  no  friend  to  l<.ve. 

5.  My  children  then  were  juft  pen-ftaiher'd ; 
Some  little  corn  for  them  I  gather'd, 
And  fent  them  to  my  fpoufe's  mother; 
So  left  that  brood,  to  get  another  : 
And,  as  old  Harry  whilom  faid, 
Reflecting  on  Anne  Boleyn  dead, 
Cockfbones  !   I  now  again  do  (land 
The  jollieft  bachelor  i'  th'  land. 

T.  Ah  me !  my  joys,  my  hopes,  arc  fled ; 
My  firJJ,  my  only  lovt,  is  dead  : 
With  endlefs  grief  let  me  bemoan 
Columbo's  lofs ! — 

5.  — Let  me  go  on. 
As  yet  my  fortune  was  but  narrow, 
1  woo'd  my  coufin  Philly  Sparrow, 
O'  th'  elder  houfe  of  Chirping  End, 
From  whence  the  younger  branch  defcend. 
Well  feated  in  a  field  of  peafe 
She  liv'd,  extremely  at  her  eafe  ; 
But,  when  the  honey-moon  wa--  paft, 
The  following  nights  wtrc  foon  o'ercaft; 
She  kept  her  own,  could  plead  the  law, 
And  quarrel  for  a  barley-ftraw  : 
Both,  you  may  judge,  became  lefs  kind, 
As  more  we  knew  each  other's  mind  : 
She  focn  grew  fullen,  I  hard-hearted; 
We  fcolded,  hated,  fought,  and  parted. 
To  London,  bleffed  town     1  went; 
She  boarded  at  a  farm  in  Kenr. 
A  magpyc  from  the  country  fled, 
And  kindly  told  me  fhe  was  dead  : 
I  prun'd  my  feathers,  cock'd  my  tail, 
And  fet  my  heart  again  to  fale. 

Myfcurtb,  a  mere  coquette,  or  fuch 
I  thought  her;  nor  avails  it  much, 
If  true  or  falfe  ;  our  troubles  fpring 
More  from  the  fancy  than  the  thing. 
1'wo  ftaring  horns.  I  often  faid, 
But  ill  become  a  fparrow's  head ; 
But  then,  to  fet  that  balance  even, 
Your  cuckold  fparrow  goes  to  Leaven. 
The  thing  you  fear,  fuppofe  it  done, 
If  you  inquire,  you  make  it  known. 
Whilft  at  the  root  your  horns  are  fere, 
The  more  you  fcratch,  they  ache  the  more. 
But  turn  the  tables,  and  reflect, 
All  may  not  be  that  you  fufpect : 
By  the  mind's  eye,  the  horns  we  mean 
Are  only  in  ideas  feen  ; 
'  ['is  from  the  infide  of  the  head 
Their  branches  (hoot,  their  antlers  fpread  ; 
Fruitful  fufpicions  often  bear  'em, 
You  feel  them  from  the  time  you  fear  "era. 
Cuckoo  !   Cuckoo  !  that  echoed  word 
Offends  the  ear  of  vulgar  bird  ; 
But  thofe  of  finer  tafte  have  found 
There's  nothing  in't  beiide  the  found. 
Preferment  always  wairs  on  horns, 
And  houfehold  peace  the  gift  adorns ; 
This  way,  or  that,  let  factions  tend, 
The  fpark  is  (till  the  cuckold's  friend  : 
This  way,  or  that,  let  madam  roam, 
Well  pleas'd  and  quiet  (he  comes  hornf . 
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>*(•-..--  weigh  the  pleafure  with  the  pain, 

The  plus  and  minus,  lofs  and  gain, 

And  what  La  Fontaine  laughing  lays 

Is  ferious  truth,  in  fuch  a  cafe; 

"   Who  flights  the  evil  finds  it  iea>, 

"  And  who  does  nothing,  does  the  heft." 

I  never  ilrove  to  rule  the  roaft, 

She  ne'er  refus'd  to  pledge  my  taaft  : 

In  vifirs  if  we  chaucM  to  meet, 

1  feem'd  obliging,  ihe  difcreet  ; 

\\re  neither  much  carciVd  nor  ftrove, 

But  good  diiltiinbling  palVd  for  love. 

T.   Whate'er  of  light  our  eye  may  know, 
'Tis  only  light  itfelf  can  fhow  ; 
Whate'er  of  love  our  heart  can  feel, 
Ti»  mutual  love  alone  can  tell. 

5.   My  pretty,  amorous,  foolifh  bird, 
A  moment's  patience  '.   in  one  word, 
The  three  kind  lifters  broke  the  chain  ; 
She  dy'd,  I  mourn'd,  and  woo'd  again. 

T.  Let  me  with  jufter  grief  deplore 
My  dear  Colombo,' now  no  more; 
Let  me  with  conflant  tears  bewail — 

iS.  Your  lorrow  does  but  fpoil  my  tale. 
JVIy^i///;,  fae  prov'd  a  jealous  wife, 
Lord  fhieid  us  all  from  Inch  a  life  ! 
'  Twas  doubt,  complaint,  reply,  chit-chat,' 
'Twas  this,  to-day  ;  to-morrow,  that. 
Sometimes,  forfooth,  upon  the  brook 
1  kept  a  mifs  ;  an  honeft  rook 
Told  it  a  fnipe,  who  told  a  fteer^ 
Who  told  it  thofe  who  told  it  ben 

One  day  a  linnet  and  a  lark 
Had  met  me  ftrulling  in  the  dark  ; 
The  next  a  woodcock  and  an  owl, 
Quick-fighted,  grave,  and  fober  fowl, 
Would  on  their  corporal  oath  allege, 
I  kifs'd  a  hen  behind  the  hedge. 
Well ;  madam  Turtle,  to  be  brief, 
(Repeating  but  renews  our  grief) 
A  s  once  flic  watch'd  me  from  a  rail, 
(Poor  foul !)  her  footing  chanc'd  to  fail,- 
And  down  ihe  fell,  and  broke  her  hip  ; 
The  fever  came,  and  then  the  pip  . 
Death  did  the  only  cure  apply ; 
She  was  at  quiet,  fo  was  1. 

T.  Could  love  unmov'd  thefe  changes  view  ? 
His  forrows,  as  hi*  joys,  are  true. 

5.  My  dcareft  dove,  one  wife  man  fay», 
Alluding  to  our  prefent  cafe, 
"    We're  here  to-day,  and  gone  to-morrow  f" 
Then  what  avails  fuperfluous  forrow  ? 
Another,  full  as  wife  as  he, 
Adds,  that  "  a  marry'd  man  may  fee 
"  Two  happy  hours ,"  and  which  are  they  ? 
Thefirfl  and  lajl,  perhaps  you'll  fay 
'  Pis  true,  when  blythe  the  goes  to  bed, 
And  when  fhe  peaceably  lies  dead ; 
"  Women  "twiict  meets  are  beft,"  'tis  faid,- 
Be  they  of  Holland,  or  of  lead. 

Now,  cur'd  of  Hymen's  hopes  and  fears, 
And  Hiding  down  the  vale  of  years, 
(  hop'd  to  fix  my  future  reft, 
And  took  a  widow  to  my  neft. 
(Ah,  Turtle  '.  had  fhe  been  like  thee,- 
»ober,  yet  gentle ;  wife,  ye:  free  !) 


But  (he  was  peevlfli,  noify;  bold,' 

A  witch  engraft <d  on  a  ll-old. 

Jove  in  Pandora's  box  confin'd 

A  hundred  ills,. to  vex  mankind; 

To  vex  one  bird, 

He  had  at  leaft  a  hundred  more. 

And,  for>n  as  time  that  veil  withdrew, 

The  plag'v-ts  o'er  all  the  parifh  flew  ; 

Her  fleck  of  borrow'd  tear*  grew  dry, 

And  uative  tempcfts  arm'd  her  eye  ; 

Black  clouds  around  her  forehead  hungy 

And  thunder  rattled  on  her  tongue. 

We,  young  or  old,  or  cock  or  hen, 

All  liv'd  in  bolus's  den  ; 

The  nearcft  her,  the  more  accurfrj 

111  far'd  her  friends,  her  hufband  worft. 

But  Jove  amidft  his  anger  fpares; 

Remarks  our  faults,  but  hears  our  prayers. 

In  fliort,  Ihe  dy'd.     Why  then  {he's  dead, 

Quoth  I.  and  once  again  I'll  wed. 

Would  Heaven  this  mourning  year  were  pad  ! 

One  may  have  better  luck  at  laft. 

Matters  at  wont  are  fufe  to  mend, 

The  devil's  wife  was  but  a  fiend. 

T  Thy  tale  has  raii'd  a  turtle's  fpleen< 
Uxorious  inmate  !  bird  obfcene  ! 
Dar'il  thou  defile  thefe  facred  groves, 
Thefe  filent  feats  of  faithful  loves  ? 
Begone,  with  flagging  wings  lit  down 
On  forrie  oid  penc-houfe  near  the  town  ; 
In  brewers'  ftables  peck  thy  prain, 
Then  wafti  it  down  with  puddled  rain  ; 
And  hear  thy  dirty  offspring  fquali 
From  bottles  on  a  faburb  wall. 
Where  thou  haft  been,  return  agam, 
Vile  bird  !   thou  haft  corwert'ci  with  men  } 
Notions  like  thofe  from  men  are  given, 
Thofe  vileft  creatures  under  heaven. 

To  cities  and  to  courts  repair, 
Flattery  and  fulfehood  flourish  there  ; 
There  all  thy  wretched  arts  employ/ 
Where  riches  triumph  over  joy  ; 
Where  paffion  does  with  intereft  barter, 
And  Hymen  holds  by  Mammon's  Charter ; 
Where  truth  by  point  of  law  is  parry'd, 
And  knaves  and  prudes  are  fix  times  marry'a; 


APPLICATION, 


LONG  AFTER  THE   TAt~.. 


O  DEAREST  daughter*  of  two  deareft 

To  thee  my  rruife  this  little  tale  commends. 

Loving  and-  lov'd,  regard  thy  future  mate, 

L  >ng  ),vve  his  perfdn,  though  deplore  b.is  fate  - 

Seem  young  when  old  in  thy  dear  hufband's  arm's, 

For  conflant  virtue  has  immortal  charms. 

And  when  I  lie  low  f'epulchrcd  m  earth, 

And  the  glad  year  returns  thy  day  of  birth, 

Vouchsafe  to  lay,  "  Ere  I  could  write  or  fpclT,- 

"  The  bard,  who  from  my  cradle  wilh'd  me  wc'I? 


*    Lady  Margaret  Civrndilli    Har'.cv,  dauphrer  of  Etl- 
ard     Earl  ol  (Jxltiid,  i.uU  <uti'.vard.->iy.  i.)  . 
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"  Told  me  I  mould  the  prating  fparrow  blame, 
**  And  bad  me  imitate  the  turtle's  flame." 


DOWN-HALL,  A  BALLAD. 

ft  the  tum  of  King  *Jabn  and  tie  Abbot  of  Canterbury, 

1715. 
I 

SING  not  old  Jafon.  who  travell'd  through  Greece, 
To  kifs  rhe  fair  maids,  and  poffefs  the  rich  fleece  ; 
Nor  Cng  I  ./Eneas,  who,  led  by  his  mother, 
Got  rid  of  one  wife,  and  went  far  for  another. 

Derry  down,  down,  hey  derry  down 

Nor  him  who  through  Afia  and   Europe  did 

roam, 

Ulyffes  by  name,  who  ne'er  cry'd  to  go  home, 
But  rather  dcfir'd  to  fee  cities  and  men,         [Pen. 
Than  return  to  his  farms,  and  converie  with  old 

Hang  Homer  and   Virgil !  their   meaning  to 

feek, 

A  man  muft  have  pok'd  into  Latin  and  Greek  ; 
Thole  *ho  love  their  own  tongue,  we  have  reafon 

to  hope, 
Hart  read  them  tranflated  by  Drydcn  and  Pope. 

But  I  fing  of  exploits  that  have  htely  been  done 
By  two  Britifh  heroei,  call'd  Matthew  and  John*  ; 
And  how  they  rid  friendly  from  fine  Loudon  town, 
Fair  Effex  to  fee,  and  a  place  they  call  Down. 

Now  ere  they  went  out  yon  may  rightly  fuppofe 
How  much  they  difcours'd  both  in  prudence   and 
profe ;  [certed, 

For,  before  this  great  journey  was  throughly  con- 
Full  often  they  met,  and  as  often  they  parted. 

And  thus  Matthew  faid,  Look  you  here,  my 

friend  John, 

1  fairly  have  TO  veil*  d  years  thirty  and  one; 
And,  thougl        ill  carry  "d  my  foverdgn's  warrants, 
I  only  have  gone  upon  other  folks  errandi. 

And  now  in  this  journey  of  life  I  would  have 
A  place  where  to  bait,  'twixt  the  c.mrt  and  the 

grave; 

Where  joyful  to  live,  not  unwilling  to  die — 
Gadzooks  !  1  have  ju;t  fuch  a  place  in  my  eye. 

There  are  gardens  fo  {lately,  and  arbours  fo 

thick, 

A  portal  of  flone,  and  a  fabric  of  brick  : 
The  rratter  next  week  fhall  be  all  in  your  power  ; 
But  the  money,  gadzooks !  mud  be  p«id  in  an 
hour. 

For  things  in  thii  world  muft  by  law  be  made 

ccrain : 

We  both  muft  repair  unto  Oliver  Martin  ; 
For  he  is  a  lawyer  of  worthy  rencwn, 
I'll  bring  you  to  fee :  he  muft  fix  you  at  Down. 

•r  Mr  Prior,  and  Mr,  Jolift  Motley  of  HalP.fad, 


THE    WORKS    OF    PRIOR. 

Quoth  Matthew,  I  know,  that,  from  Berwick  t» 

Dover,' 

You've  fold  all  our  premifes  over  and  over : 
And  now,  if  your  buyer*  and  fellers  agree, 
You  may  throw  all  our  acres  into  the  bouth  Sea. 


Bu*  a  word  to  the  purpofe  :  to-morrow,  dear 

friend, 

We'll  fee  what  to  night  you  fo  highly  commend  ; 
And,  if  with  a  garden  and  houfe  I  am  bled, 
Let  the  devil  and  Coi:ingfby  go  with  the  reft. 

Then  anfwer'd  'Squire  Morley,  Pray  get  a  ca. 

lafh,  [fplafc ; 

That  in  fummer  may  burn,  and  in  winter  may 

1  love  dirt  and  duft ;  and  'tis  always  my  pleafure, 

i'o  take  with  me  much  of  the  foil  that  1  mtafure. 

But   Matthew   thought   better ;   for  Matthew 

thought  right, 

And  hired  a  chariot  fo  trim  and  fo  tight,  fpafs  : 
That  extremes  both  of  winter  and  fummer  might 
For  one  window  was  canvas,  the  other  was  glafs. 

Draw  up,  quoth  friend  Matthew;  pull  down, 

quofh  friend  John, 

We  fball  be  both  horter  aud  colder  anon,  [fpeed  ; 
Thus,  talking  and  fcolding,  they  forward  did 
And  Rolpho  pac'd  by,  under  Newman  the  Swede. 

Into  an  old  inn  did  this  equirape  roll, 
At  a  town  tHey  call  Hodfon,  the  fiyn  .>f  the  bull, 
Near  a  nymph  with  an  urn  that  divides  the  high- 
And  into  a  pu'ddle  throws  mother  of  tea.        [way, 

Come  here,  my  fweet  landlady,  pray  how  d'ye 
do  ?  [Sue  ? 

Where    is    Cicily   fo  cleanly,  and  Prudence,  and 
And  where  is  the  widow  that  dwelt  here  below  ? 
And  the  hoftler  that  fung  about  eight  years  ago? 

And  where  is  your  fifter,  fo  mild  and  fo  dear  ? 

Whofe  voice  to  her  maiiis  like  a  trumpet  wa^  clear? 

By  my  troth  !  (he  replies,  you  grow  younger,   I 

think  •.  [drink  ? 

.-'Vnd   pray,  Sir,    what  wine    does  the  gentleman 

Why  now  let  me  die,  Sir,  or  live  upon  trul. 
If  1  know  to  which  qiieiiion  tu  anfwer  you  firit  ! 
Why  things,  fince  I  law  you,  mod  lirangcly  have 

vary'd, 
The  hoftler  is  hang'd,  and  the  widow  is  marry 'd. 

And  Prue  left  a  child  for  the  parifh  to  nurfe  ; 
And  Ciciiy  went  off  with  a  gentleman'*  purfc  ; 
And  as  to  my  fitter,  fo  mild  and  fo  dear, 
She  lias  lain  in  the  church-yard  full  many  a  year. 

Well,  peace  to  her  afhes  !  what  fignifies  giief  ? 
She  roafled  red  veal,  and  fhe  powder'd  lean  beef  : 
Full  nicely  ihc  knew  to  cook  up  a  fine  difh  ; 
For  tuugh  were  her  pullets,  and  tender  her  fifh. 

For  that  matter,  Sir,  be  you  'fquire,  knight,  or 

lord, 
I'll  give  you  whatc'cr  a  good  inn  can  aflvrd : 
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1  (hould  look  en  myfclf  as  unhappily  fped, 
Did  I  yield  to  a  filer,  or  living,  or  dead. 

Of  mutton  a  delicate  neck  and  a  bread 
Shall  fwim  in  the  water  in  which  they  were  dreft : 
And,  becaufe  you  great  folks  are  wiih  rarities  ta 
ken,  [bacon. 
Addle-eggs  fhall  be  next  courfe,  toft  up  with  rank 

Then  fupper  was  ferv'd,  and  the  flieets  they 

were  laid, 

And  Morley  moft  lovingly  whifper'd  the  maid. 
The  maid  :   was  (he  handfome  ?  why  truly  f  >-fo  : 
But  what  Morlsy  whifper'd  we  never  (hall  know. 

Then  up  rofe  thefe  heroes  asbrifk  as  the  fun, 
And  their  horfes,  like  his,  were  prepared  to  run. 
Now  when  in  the  morning  Matt  aik'd  for  the 

fcore, 
John  kindly  had  paid  it  the  evening  before. 

Their  breakfafl  fo  warm  to  be  fure  they  did  eat , 
A  cuftom  in  travellers  mighty  difcreet ;  [on, 

And  thus  with  great  friendfhip  and  glee  they  went 
To  find  out  the  place  you  (hall  hear  of  anon, 

Call'd  Down,  down,  hey  derry  down. 

But  what  did   they  talk  of  from  morning  to 

noon  ?  [moon  ; 

Why,  of  fpots  in  the   fun,  and  the  man  in  the 

Of  the  Czar's  gentle  temper,  the  (locks  in  the  city, 

The  wife  men  of  Greece,  and  the  fecret  committee. 

So  to  Harlow  they  came ;  and,  hey !  where  are 

you  all  ? 

Show  us  into  the  parlour,  and  mind  when  I  call : 
Why,  your  maids  have  no  motion,  your  men  have 

no  life ; 
Well,  mailer,  I  hear  you  have  bury'd  your  wife. 

Come  this  very  inftant,  take  care  to  provide 
Tea,  fugar,  and  toa.t.,  and  a  horfe  and  a  guide. 
Are  the.  Harrifons  here,  both  the  old  and  the 

young  ? 
And  where  (lands  fair  Down,  the  delight  of  npy 

Cong  ? 

O  'fquire,  to  the  grief  of  my  heart  I  may  fay, 
I  have  bury'd  two  wives  fmce  you  travell'd  this 

way; 

And  the  Harrifons  both  may  be  prefently  here  ; 
And  Down  (lands,  1  think,  where  it  (teod  the  lad 

ytar. 

Then  Joan  brought  the  tea-pot,  and  Caleb  the 

toaft,  [hod  : 

And  the  wine  was  froth'd  out  by  the  hand  or  mine 

But  we  clcar'd  our  extempore  banquet  fo  faft, 

That  the  Harrifons  both  were  forgot  in  the  hade. 

Now  hey  for  Down-hall !  for  the  guide  he  was 

got; 

The  chariot  was  mounted  ;  rhe  horfes  did  trot ; 
The  guide  he  did  bring  us  a  dozen  miles  round, 
But  oh  1  all  in  vain,  for  no  Down  could  be  found, 


O  thou  Popifli  guidt,  thou  haft  led  us  aftray. 
Says  he,  How  the  devil  fhould  I  know  the  way  ? 
I  never  yet  travell'd  this  road  in  my  life  : 
But  Down  lies  on  the  left,  I  was  told  by  my  wife. 

Thy  wife,  anfwer'd  Matthew,  when  (he  went 

abroad, 

Ne'er  told  thee  of  half  the  by-ways  (lie  had  trod  : 
Perhap-.  (he  met  friends,  and  brought  pence  to  thy 

houfe, 
But  thou  (halt  go  home  without  ever  a  fous. 

What  is  this  thing,  Morley,  and  how  can  you 
mean  it  ?  [ft. 

We  have  loll  our  e^ate  here,  before  we  have  feea 
Have  patience,  foi't  Morley  in  anger  re^ly'd  : 
To  find  out  our  way,  let  us  fend  off  our  guide. 

0  here  I  fpy  Down  :  caft  your  eye  to  the  weft, 
Where  a  wind-mill  fo  (lately  (lands  plainly  confcit« 
On  the  we(l,reply'd  Matthew, no  windmill  I  find: 
As  well  thou  may'il  tell  me,  I  fee  the  weft-wind. 

Now  pardon  me,  Morley,  the  wind-mill  I  fpy, 
But,  faithful  Achates,  no  houfe  is  -here  nigh. 
Look  again,  fays  mild  Moriey  ;  gadzooks  !  you  are 

blind  : 
The  mill  (lands  before,  and  the  houfe  lies  behind. 

O,  now  a  low  ruin'd  white  fhed  I  difcern, 
Untill'd  and  unglaz'd  ;  I  believe  'tis  a  barn. 
A  barn  !  why  you  rave  :   'tis  a  houfe  fur  a  (quire, 
A  juftice  of  peace,  or  a  knight  of  our  (hire. 

A  houfe  (hould  be  built,  or  with  brick,  or  with 
(lone.  [one; 

Why  'tis  plafter  and  lath ;  and  I  think  that's  all 
And  fuch  as  it  is,  it  has  (lood  with  great  fame, 
Been  called  a  hall,  and  has  given  its  name 

To  Down,  down,  hey  derry  down. 

0  Morley  !  O  Morley  !  if  that  be  a  hall, 
The  fame  with  the  building  will  fuddenly  fall — 
With  your  friend  Jemmy  Gibbs  about  buildings 

agree ; 
My  bufinefs  is  land,  and  it  matters  not  me. 

1  w  iih  you  could  tell  what  a  duce  your  head  ails : 

1  (how 'd  you  Down-hall;  did  you  look  for  Ver- 

failles  ?  [you, 

Then  take  houfe  and  farm  as  John  Ballet  will  let 
For  better  fur  worfe,  as  1  took  hiy  dame  Betty. 

And  now,  Sir, a  word  to  the  wife  is  enough; 
You'll  make  very  little  of  all  your  old. (tuff : 
And  to  build  at  your  age,  by  my  troth,  you  grow 

fimple ! 

Are  you  young  and  rich,  like  the  malter  of  Wim- 
plef? 

If  you  have  thefe  whims  of  apartments  and  gar 
dens,  [r  Kings: 
From  twice  fifty  acres  you'll  ne'er  fee  five  far- 

f  Edward  Earl  of  Oxford. 
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And  ifl  yours  I  fl-.allfind  the  true  gentleman's  fate; 
Ere  yoil  finifh  your  houfe,  you'll  have  fpent  your 
eftate. 

Now  let  us  touch  thumbs,  and  be  friends  ere  we 
part.  [heart. 

Here,  John,  is  rny  thumb;  and,  here,  Mat,  is  my 
To  Halftead  I  fpeed,  and  you  go  back  to  town. 
Thus  ends  the  firft  part  of  the  ballad  of  Down. 

Derry  down,  down,  hey  derry  down. 


VERSES 

StO»EN   TO   LADY    H  ENRIE  TT  A-  CAVENDI  SH-  HOL- 
LES  HARLEY,  COUNTESS  OF  OXFORD. 

In  ile  Library  nf  St.  Join's  College,   Cambridge, 
November 


MADAM, 

Pi  set  Anna  vifited  the  mufes'  feat 
(Around  her  tomb  let  weeping  angels  wait  !) 
Hail  thou,  the  brighte^  of  thy  fex,  and  beft, 
Molt   gracious  neighbour  f,  and   moft  welcpme 

gueft. 

Not  Harky's  felf,  to  Cam  and  Ifis  dear, 
In  virtues  and  in  arts  great  Oxford's  heir; 
Mot  he  fuch  prefent  honour  'mall  receive, 
As  to  his  coufort  we  afpire  to  give. 

Writings  of  men  our  thoughts  to-day  neglects, 
To  pay  due  homage  to  the  foiter  fex  : 
Plato  and  'fully  we  forbear  to  read, 
And  their  great  followers  whom  this  houfe  has  bred, 
To  Itudy  leffbns  from  thy  morals  given, 
And  ftining  characters,  imprefs'd  by  heaven. 
Scienpe  in  books  no  longer  we  purfue, 
Minerva's  felf  in  Harriet's  face  we  view; 
For,  when  with  beauty  we  can  virtue  join, 
We  paint  the  fcmblance  of  a  form  divine. 

Their  pious  mcenfe  let  our  neighbours  bring, 
To  the  kind  memory  of  fome  hou-iteous  king  ; 
With  graufui  hand  due  altars  let  them  raife, 
Tp  fonie  good  knight's  §  or  holy  prelate's  |j  praife: 
\Ve  tune  our  voice*  to  a  nobler  theme,  ^ 

Your  eyes  we  bleis,  your  praifc.-,  we  proclaim  ;  > 
bain'  John's  was  founded  in  a  woman's  name,  j 
r.ivjoin'd  by  ftatute.to  the  fair  we  bow  ;  T 

Iii  fpite  if  time,  we  keep  our  ancient  -vow  ;  / 

tyhac  Margaret  I  udor  was,  is  Harriet  HarlcyT 
now.  J 


PROLOGUE  TO  THE  ORPHAN, 

ftr.PKZSEMTED    3Y    SOME   OF   THE    WESTMINSTER 
SCHOLARS,  AT    HiCKlORL/S  D  ANC1 -NG-KOOM, 
.  *,,AK.Y    '1.   17*0. 

Spoken  ly  2. aril  Daf'.in,  'tt-uo  ailed  Cordtlio  tie  Page. 

\VHAT  '.  wouH  my  humble  comrades  have  me  fay, 
ijjcc^ator.-,  j'tay  ext-ufc  the  play  ? 

•»•  The  family  fojt  »  a*  then  At  Wimple, 

\  SirT,  A!.'     .  ;  •••"'    C.  Ur.  ».'>xoil. 

I,  &K!<i,.l..«.p  LtuC.  i!fo  v,43  a  ^viaiou,  l/tl.d.ttur, 


Such  work  by  hireling  aflprs  IhonlJ  be  done, 
Whom  you  may  clap  or  hifs  for  half  a  crown. 
Our  generous  fcenes  for  friendmip  we  repeat; 
And,  if  we  don't  delight,  at  Icaft  we  treat. 
Ours  is  the  damage,  if  we  chance  to  blunder: 
We  may  be  afk'd  "  whofe  patent  we  act  under  ?" 
How  (hall  we  gain  you,  a  la  mode  Je  Fiance  ? 
We  hir'd  this  room  ;  but  none  of  us  can  dance. 
In  cutting  capers  we  fhall  never  pleafe  : 
Qur  learning  does  not  lie  below  our  knec^ 

Shall  we  procure  you  fymphony  and  found  ? 
Then  you  mull  each  fubfcribe  two  hundred  pound. 
There  we  flvuld  fail  too,  as  to  point  of  voice  : 
Miftake  us  not ;  we're  no  Italian  boys, 
True  Britons  born ;  from  Wcftminfter  we  come, 
And  only  fpeak  the  ftyle  of  ancient  Rome. 
We  would  deferve,  not  poorly  beg,  applaufe  ; 
And  ftand  or  lall  by  Freind's  and  Bufby".  laws. 

For  the  diflrcfs'd,  your  pity  we  imploro  : 
If  once  refus'd,  we'll  trouble  you  no  more, 
But  leave  our  Orphan  fqualling  at  your  door. 


HUSBAND  AND  WIFE. 

H.  Oa\  with  what  woes  am  I  oppreft  | 

W.  Be  ftill,  you  fenfelefs  calf  ! 
What  if  the  gods  mould  make  ycu  bleft  ? 

H.   Why  then  I'd  ling  and  laugh  : 
But,  if  they  won't,  I'll  wail  and  cry. 

W.  You'll  hardly  laugh,  before  you  die. 


TRUTH  AND  FALSEHOOD. 

A  TALE. 

ONCE  on  a  time,  in  fim-ftiine  weather, 

fr'alfchood  and  1'iuth  walk'd  out  together, 

The  neighbouring  woods  and  lawns  to  view, 

As  oppoliteS  will  fometimes  do, 

Through  many  a  blooming  mead  they  paft, 

And  at  a  brook  arriv'd  at  Uft. 

The  purling  ftrcam,  the  margin  green 

With  flowers  bedeck'd,  a  vernal  fcene, 

Invited  each  itinerant  maid 

To  reft  awhile  beneath  the  fliadc. 

Under  a  ipreading  beach  they  fat, 

And  pals'd  the  time  with  female  chat ; 

Whillt  each  her  character  maintam'd  ; 

One  fjioke  her  thoughts,  the  other  fugri'-d. 

At  length,  quoth  l-'aiicliv-ud,  iil'cr  Truth 

(lor  io  flie  cah'd  lur  from  her  youthj, 

Wnat  if,  to  (bun  yon'  fultry  beam, 

We  bathu  in  this  delighit'ui  dream  ; 

1'he  bottom  fmooth,  the  water  cltar, 

And  there's  no  pi  yisi^  Iheplierd  near  '. — 

Willi  all  my  licaif,  the  nymph  reply 'J, 

And  threw  her  liiowy  robea  afiiii, 

Strijit  herfelf  t;:.hi.d  to  the  (km, 

A:itl  with  a  1'priiijj  leapt  headlong  in. 

1'alUhtnKi  m<  re  luturely  undrcH, 

Aud,  layi:;g  by  hi:  uudr_,  vtit, 
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Trlck'd  herfelf  out  in  Truth's  arrays 
And  crofs  the  meadows  tript  away. 

From  this  curft  hour,  the  ff  audful  dame 
Of  facred  Truth  ufurps  tlie  name, 
And,  with  a  vile,  perfidious  mind, 
Roams  far  and  near,  to  cheat  mankind ; 
Falfe  fighs  fuborns,  and  artful  tears, 
.And  ilarts  with  vain  pretended  fears  ; 
In  vifits  ftill  appears  mod  wife, 
And  rolls  at  church  her  faint-like  eyes  ; 
Talks  very  much,  plays  idle  tricks,     ' 
While  rifing  ftock  f  her  confuence  pricks  ; 
When  being,  poor  thing,  extremely  gravell'd, 
She  fecrets  op'd,  and  all  unraveli'd. 
But  on  fhe  will,  and  fecrets  tell 
Of  John  and  Joan,  and  Ned  and  Nell, 
Reviling  every  one  Ihe  knows, 
As  fancy  leads,  beneath  the  rofe. 
Her  tongue  fo  voluble  and  kind, 
It  always  runs  before  her  mind  ; 
As  times  do  ferve,  flic  flily  pleads, 
And  copious  tears  ftill  fhow  her  needs, 
With  pro:nifes  as  thick  as  weeds — 
Speaks  pro  and  con,  is  wondrous  civil, 
To-day  a  faint,  to-morrow  devil. 

Poor  Truth  fhe  flript,  as  has  been  faid, 
And  naked  left  the  lovely  maid, 
Who,  fcorning  from  her  caufe  to  wince, 
Has  gone  ftark-nuked  ever  firice  ; 
And  ever  naked  will  appear, 
Bclov'd  by  all  who  truth  revere. 


THE  CONVERSATION. 

A    TALE. 

IT  always  has  been  thought  difcreet, 

To  know  the  company  you  meet; 

And  fure  there  may  be  iecret  danger, 

In  talking  much  before  a  flranger. 

"  Agreed  :   What  then  ?"  Then  drink  your  ale  ; 

I'll  pleage  you,  and  repeat  my  tale. 

No  matter  where  the  fcene  is  jix'd  : 
The  perfons  were  but  oddly  mixt ; 
When  fober  Damon  thus  began 
(And  Damon  is  a  tkver  man) : 
"  I  now  grow  old  ;  but  ftill,  from  youth, 
"   Have  held  for  modcfty  and  truth. 
"  '1  he  men,  who  by  thele  lea-marks  (leer, 
"   In  life's  great  voyage  never  trr  : 
"  Upon  this  point  1  dare  defy 
"  The  world.     1  panic  for  u  reply." 

"  Sir,  cither  is  a  good  afiitlant," 
Said  one  who  fat  a  little  diftanc  : 
"  Truth  decks  our  fpteches  and  our  books, 
"  And  modttty  adorns  our  looks  : 
"  But  farther  progrtfs  we  muft  take  : 
"  Not  only  born  to  look  and  ipcak; 
"  The  man  mu(l  a&.     The  Stagyrite 
"   Says  thus,  and  lays  extremely  right  : 
"   Strict  jultice  is  the  fovcreign  guide, 
^  That  o'er  our  adieus  ihould  pn.lide  ; 

•f-  Seuth-Sea,  1710, 


"  This  queen  of  virtues  is  confeft 

"  To  regulate  and  bind  the  reft. 

"  Thrice  happy,  if  you  once  can  find 

"   Her  equal  balance  poife  your  mind  : 

**  All  different  gracts  loon  will  enter, 

"  Like  lines  concurrent  to  their  centre."    , 

' Twas  thus,  in  fhort,  thefe  two  went  on, 
With  yea  and  nay,  and  fro  and  con, 
Through  many  points  divinely  dark, 
And  VVattrland  affaulting  Clarke  ; 
Till,  in  theology  half  loft, 
Damon  took  up  the  Evening  Poft  : 
Confounded  Spain,  compos'd  the  North, 
And  deep  in  politics  held  forth. 

"  Methinks  we're  in  the  like  Condition, 
"  A*  at  the  treaty  of  Partition  : 
"  That  ftroke,  for  all  King  William's  care, 
"  Begat  another  tediou*  war. 
"   Matthew,  who  knew  the  whole  intrigue, 
:"  Ne'er  much  approv'd  that  myftic  league  : 
"   In  the  vile  Utrecht  treaty  too, 
"   Poor  man  !   he  found  enough  to  do. 
"  Sometimes  to  me  he  did  apply  ; 
"   But  down-right  Dunftable  was  I, 
"   And  told  him  where  they  were  miftaketi, 
"   And  counfel'd  him  to  fave  his  bacon  : 
"  But  (pafs  his  politics  and  profe) 
"   1  never  herded  with  his  foes; 
"  Nay,  in  his  verfes,  as  a  friend, 
"  I  ftiil  found  fomething  to  commend. 
"  Sir,  I  excus'd  his  Nut-brown  Maid, 
"  Whate'er  feverer  critics  faid  : 
"  Too  far,  I  own,  the  girl  was  try'd; 
"  The  women  all  were  on  my  fide. 
"   For  Alma  I  return'd  him  thanks  ; 
"  I  lik'd  her  with  her  little  pranks. 
"  Indeed,  poor  Solomon  in  rhyme 
"   Was  much  too  grave  to  be  fublime." 

Pindar  and  Damon  fcorn  tranfition, 
So  on  he  ran  a  new  divifion, ; 
Till,  out  of  breath,  he  turn'd  to  fpit 
(Chance  often  helps  us  more  than  wit). 
T"  other  that  lucky  moment  took, 
Juft  nick'd  the  time,  broke  in  and  fpoke. 

"  Of  all  the  gifts  the  gods  afford 
"   (If  we  may  take  old  Tally's  word), 
"  The  greateft  is  a  friend,  whofe  Irrve 
"  Know*  how  to  praife,  and  when  reprove  : 
"•  From  fuch  a  treafure  never  part, 
"  But  hang  the  jewel  on  your  heart  : 
"   And,  pray,  Sir  (it  delights  me),  tell, 
<%   You  know  this  author  mighty  well — " 

"  Know  him  !  d'ye  qneftion  it  ?  Od*  fifh, ', 
"  Sir,  does  a  beggar  know  his  difn  ? 
"  I  lov'd  him;  as  1  told  you, I 
"  Advis'd  him" — Here  a  ftander-by 
Twitch'd  Damon  gently  by  the  cloke, 
And  thus,  unwilling,  filence  broke  ; 

"  Damon,  'tis  time  we  fhould  retire  : 
"  The  man  you  talk  with  is  Mat  Prior." 

Putron   through  life,   and    from  .thy   birth  my 

friend, 

Dorfet !   to  thee,  this  fable  let  me  fend  : 
With  Damon's  lig.htnefs  weigh  thy  folid  worth; 
The  foil  is  km.  wn  to  let  the  disrao;:d  forth  ; 
1  i  iiij 


$•4 

Let  the  feign'd  talc  this  real  moral  give, 
How  many  Damons,  how  jew  Dorfets  live  ! 
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When  in  the  glafs,  and  river  ten, 
My  face  I  lately  view'd, 

Such  was  I,  if  the  glafs  be  true, 
If  true  the  cryftal  flood. 


THE  FEMALE  PHAETON. 

THUS  Kitty*,  beautiful  and  young, 

And  wild  as  colt  untam'd, 
Bcfpoke  the  fair  from  whence  (he  fprung, 

With  little  rage  inflam'd  : 

Inflam'd  with  rage  at  fad  reftraint, 
Which  wife  mamma  ordain'd ; 

And  forely  vex'd  to  play  the  faint, 
Whilft  wit  and  beauty  reign'd  ; 

"  Shall  I  thumb  holy  books,  confin'd 

With  Abigails  forfaken  ? 
Kitty's  for  ether  things  defiga'd, 

Or  I  am  much  miftaken. 

Muft  Lady  Jenny  frifk  about, 

And  vifit  wi'h  her  coufins? 
At  balls  muft^*  make  all  the  rout, 

And  bring  home  hearts  by  dozens*1 

What  has  fhe  better,  pray,  than  J, 
What  hidden  charms  to  boaft, 

That  all  mankind  for -her  fhonld  die, 
Whilft  I  am  fcarce  a  toait  ? 

Deareft  Mamma  '.  for  once  let  me, 

Unchain'd,  my  fortune  try ; 
I'll  have  my  earl  as  welf  as  fhe  ||, 

Or  know  the  reafon  why. 

I'll  foon  with  Jenny's  pride  quit  fcore, 

Make  all  her  1<  vers  fall : 
They'll  grieve  I  was  not  loos'd  before  ; 

She,  I  was  loos'd  at  all." 

Fondnefs  prevail'd,  Mamma  gave  way; 

Kitty,  at  heart's  defire, 
Obtain'd  the  chariot  for  a  day, 
.hi  -wtrld  on  jirc. 


WHEN  Kneller's  works  of  various  grace 

Were  to  fair  Venus  flv*wn, 
The  g<  ddefsfpy'd  in  every  lace 

Some  features  of  her  own. 

Juft  fo,  (and  pointing  with  her  hand) 

So  (hone,  fays  (he,  my  eyei  ^, 
When  from  two  goddcfles  1  gain'd 

An  apple  for  a  prize. 

*  lady  ^atharinr  Hyde,  now  Duelled  of  Queenfbcrry. 
||  'I  he  1  ari  o'KTcx  married  Lady  Jane  Hyde, 
^  Lady  Ranelagh. 


In  colours  of  this  glorious  kindf 

Apelles  painted  me  ; 
My  hair  thus  flowing  with  the  wind, 

Sprung  from  my  native  fea. 

Like  this  fl  ,  diforder'd,  wild,  forlorn, 
Big  with  ten  thoufand  fears, 

Thee,  my  Adonis,  did  I  mourn, 
Ev'n  beautiful  in  tears. 


But  viewing  Myra  plac' 

I  fear,  fays  (he,  I  fear, 
Apelles,  that  Sir  Godfrey's  art 

Has  far  furpafs'd  thine  here. 

Or  I,  a  goddefs  of  the  (kies, 

By  Myra  am  outdone, 
And  muft  refign  to  her  the  prize, 

The  apple,  which  I  won. 

But,  foon  as  (he  had  Myra  feen, 

Majeftically  fair, 
The  (parkling  eye,  the  look  ferene, 

The  gay  and  eafy  air  ; 

With  fiery  emulation  fill'd, 
The  wondering  goddefs  cry'd, 

Apelles  muft  to  Kneller  yield, 
Or  Venus  mult  to  Hyde, 


DAPHNE  AND  APOLLO. 

IMITATED  FROM  THE   FIRST  BOOK  OF 
METAMORPHOSES. 

"  Nymfba^frecor,  Penci,  mane." 
APOLLO. 

ABATE,  fair  fugitive,  abate  thy  fpced, 
Diimils  thy  fears  and  turn  thy  beauteous  head  ; 
With  kind  regard  a  panting  lover  view  ; 
I.efs  fwiftly  fly,  lefs  fwifrly  I'll  purfue  : 
Pathltfs,  alas  !  and  nigged  is  the  ground, 
Some  (lone  may  hurt  thee,  or  fome  thorn  may 
wound. 

PAPIINE   (ofide). 

This  care  is  for  himft  <i,  ;i^  lure  as  death  ! 
O/ie  ii  ile  has  put  the  ft    ow  <  ut  of  breath; 
He'll  never  do  :   I'll  Itad  him  t'other  round  : 
Wafhy  he  is,  perhaps  not  over  found. 
APOLLO. 

You  fly,  alas     not  knowing  whom  you  fly  ; 
N  r  ill-bred  fwain  nor  rufty  clown  am  I  : 
I  Claros  ifle,  and  I'enedos  command — 

DAPHNE- 

Thank  you  :   I  would  not  leave  my  native  land. 

f  Lady  Sal'fljury. 

n  Lady  Jane,  Liter  to  the  Duke  of  Douglas ;  afterward! 
married  to  Sir  John  Stewart, 


POEM 


AP01LO. 

What  is  t«  come,  by  certain  arts  I  know. 

DAPHNE. 

Pllh  !  Partridge  has  as  fair  pretence  as  you. 

APOLLO. 
Behold  the  beauties  of  my  locks— 

DAPHNE. 

—A  fig!— 

That  may  be  counterfeit,  a  Spanifh  wig  : 
Who  cares  for  ail  that  bufh  of  curling  hair, 
Whilft  your  fmocth  chin  is  fo  extremely  bare  : 

APOLLO. 
Ifing— 

DAPHNE. 

—That  never  ihall  be  Daphne's  choice : 
Syphacio  had  an  admirable  voice. 

APOLLO. 

Of  every  herb  I  tell  the  myftic  power ; 
To  certain  health  the  patient  reftore ; 
Sent  for,  carefs'd— • 

DAPHNE. 

— Ours  is  a  wholefome  air  ; 
You'd  better  go  to  town,  and  pracWe  there  : 
For  me,  I've  no  obftrudtions  to  remove  ;  "> 

I'm  pretty  well,  I  thank  your  father  Jove  ; 
Andphyfic  is  a  weak  ally  to  love.  j 

,  APOLLO. 
For  learning  fam'd,  fine  verfes  I  compofe.      *) 

DAPHNE.  / 

So  do  your  brother  quacks,  and  brother  beaux.  f 
Memorials  only  and  reviews  write  profe.  J 

APOLLO. 

From  the  bent  yew  1  fend  the  pointed  reed, 
Sure  oi  its  aim,  and  fatal  in  its  fpeed.— 
DAPHNE. 

Then,  leaving  me,  whom  fure  you  would  not  kill, 
In  yonder  thicket  exercife  your  (kill ; 
Shoot  there  at  beads  ;  but  for  the  human  heart, 
Your  coufin  Cupid  has  the  only  dart. 
APOLLO. 

Yet  turn,  O  beauteous  maid  '.  yet  deign  to  hear, 
A  love-fick  deity's  impetuous  prayer  ; 
0  let  me  woo  thee  as  thou  would'ft  be  wood  ! 
DAPHNE. 

Firft,  therefore,  be  not  fo  extremely  rude. 
Tear  not  the  hedges  down,  nor  tread  the  clover, 
Like  an  hobgoblin,  rather  than  a  lover. 
Next,  to  my  father'*  grotto  fometimts  come ; 
At  ebbing  tide  he  always  is  at  home. 
Read  the  Courant  with  him,  and  let  him  know  ~\ 
A  little  politics;  how  matters  go 
Upon  his  brother-rivers,  Rhine  or  Po.  j 

As  any  maid  or  footman  comes  o~  goes, 
Pull  off  your  hat,  and  afk  how  Daphne  does  : 
Thefe  fort  ef  folks  will  to  each  other  tell, 
That  you    refpe(ft    me;   that,  you   know,   looks 

well 

Then  if  you  are,  as  you  pretend,  the  god 
That  rules  the  d'ay,  ana  much  upon  the  road, 
You'll  find  a  hundred  trifles  in  your  way, 
That  you  may  bring  one  home  from  Africa  ; 
Some  littlt  rarity,  fome  bird,  or  beaft, 
And  now  then  a  jewel  from  the  caft  ; 
A  lacquer'd  cabinet,  fome  China  ware ; 
You  have  them  mighty  cheap  at  Pekin  fair. 


Next,  nota  bent,  you  fhali  never  rove, 

Nor  take  example  by  your  father  Jove. 

Lai,  for  the  cafe  and  comfort  of  my  life, 

Make  me  your  (Lord !  what  ftartles  you  ?)  your 

wife. 

I'm  now  (they  fay)  fixtcen,  or  fomething  more; 
We  mortals  feldom  live  above  fourfcore  : 
Fourfcore  ;  you're  good  at  numbers ;  let  us  fee, 
Seventeen  fuppofe,  remaining  fix-.y-three 
Aye,  in  that  fpan  of  time,  you'll  bury  me. 
JVL-an  time,  if  you  have  tumult,  noife,  and  ftrife, 
(Things  not  abhorrent  to  a  marry'd  life  :) 
They'll  quickly  end,  yc,u  fee  ;  what  fignify 
A  few  odd  years  to  you  that  never  die  ? 
And,  after  all,  you're  half  y  ur  time  away; 
You  know  your  bufinels  t;ike&  you  up  all  day  ; 
And,  coming  late  to  bed,  you  need  not  fear, 
Whatever  noife  I  make;  you'll  fleep,  my  dear ; 
Or,  if  a  winter-evening  (hould  be  long, 
Ev'n  read  your  phyfic-book,  or  make  a  fongr. 
Your  fteeds,  your  wife,  diachalon,  and  rhyme, 
May  take  up  any  honeft  godhead's  time. 
Thus,  as  you  like  it,  you  may  love  again, 
And  let  another  Daphne  have  her  reign. 

Now  love,  or  leave,  my  dear;  retreat  or  follow; 
I  Daphne  (this  premis'd)  take  thee  Apollo. 
And  may  I  fplit  into  ten  thoufand  trees, 
If  I  give  up  on  other  terms  than  thcfe  ! 

She  faid ;  but  what  the  amorous  god  reply'd, 
(So  fate  ordain'd)  is  to  our  fearch  deny'd: 
By  rats,  alas  :  the  manufcript  is  eat, 
O  cruel  banquet  !   which  we  all  regret, 
Bavius,  thy  labours  muft  this  work  reftore; 
May  thy  good- will  be  equal  to  thy  power  1 


THE    MICE. 

TO   MR.  ADRIAN  DRIFT,  1  708. 

Two  mice,  dear  boy,  of  genteel  fafhion, 

And  (what  is  more)  good  education, 

Frolic  and  gay  in  infant  years, 

Equally  mar'd  their  parents'  cares. 

The  fire  of  thefe  two  babes  (poor  creature  !) 

Paid  bin  la.,  debt  to  human  nature; 

A  wealthy  widow  left  behind,. 

Four  babes,  ibree  males,  one  female  kind. 

The  (ire  being  under  ground  and  bury'd, 

'Twas  thought  his  fpouie  would  foon  have  mar 
ry'd; 

Matches  propos'd,  and  numerous  fuitors, 

Mbft  tender  hufbands,  careful  tutors, 

She  modeflly  rtfus'd  ;  and  fhow'd 

She'd  be  a  mother  to  her  brood. 
Mothti  !  dear  mother  1  that  endearing  thought 
Has  thouland  and  ten  thoufand  fancies  brought. 
Tell  me,  oh  ;   tell  me  (thou  art  now  above) 
How  to  defcribe  thy  true  maternal  love, 
Thy  early  pangs,  thy  growing  anxiou*  cares, 
Thy  flattering  hopes,  thy  fervent  pious  prayer», 
Thy  doletul  days  and  melancholy  nights, 
Cloyfter'd  from  common  joys  and  juft  delights; 
How  thou  didit  conltamly  in  private  mourn, 
And  wafh  with  4aity  tears  thy  fpoufe's  urn ; 
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How  it 'employ fd  your  thoughts  and  lucid  time, 

That  your  young  offspring  might  to  honour  climb  ; 

How  your  firft  care,  by  numerous  griefs  opprelt, 

Under  the  burden  funk,  and  went  to  reft; 

How  your  dear  darling,  by  confumptjon's  wade, 

Breath'd  her  laft  piety  into  your  bread ; 

How  you,  alas!  tir'd  with  your  pilgrimage, 

Bow'd  down  youBfhead,  and  dy'd  in  good  old  age. 

Though  not  infpir'd,  oh !  may  I  never  be 

Forgetful  of  my  pedigree,  or  thcc  ! 

Ungrateful  howfoe'er,  mayn't  I  forget 

To  pay  this  fmall,  yet  tributary  debt ! 

And  when  we  meet  at  God's  tribunal  throne, 

Own  me,  I  pray  thee,  for  a  pious  fon. 

But  why  all  this  ?  Is  this  your  fable  ? 
Believe  me,  Mat,  it  feems  a  Babel; 
If  you  will  let  me  know  th'  intent  on't, 
Go  to  your  mice,  and  make  an  end  on't. 

Well  then,  dear  brother 
As  fure  as  Hudi's  *  fword  could  fwaddle, 
Two  mice  were  brought  up  in  one  cradle; 
Well  bred,  I  think,  of  equal  poit, 
One  for  the  gown,  one  for  the  court: 
They  parted  ;  (did  they  fo,  an't  pleafe  you  ?) 
Yes,  that  they  did  (dear  Sir),  to  eafe  you. 
One  WCIK  to  He-Hand,  where  they  huff  folk, 
T'  other  to  vend  his  wares  in  Suffolk. 
(That  mice  have  traveli'd  in  old  times, 
Horace  and  Prior  tell  in  rhymes, 
Thofe  two  great  wonders  of  their  ages, 
Superior  far  to  all  the  fages!) 
Many  days  pafl,  and  many  a  night, 
Ere  they  could  gain  each  other's  fight ; 
At  lair,  iu  weather  cold  nor  fultry, 
They  met  at  the  Three  Cranes  in  Poultry. 
After  muehbufs,  and  gieat  grimace 
(Ufual  you  know  in  fuch  a  cafe), 
Much  chat  arofe,  what  had  been  done, 
What  might  before  next  fummer's  fun  ; 
Much  faid  of  France,  of  Suffolk's  goodnefs, 
The  gentry's  loyalty,  mob's  rudenefs. 
That  ended,  o'er  a  cha:ming  bottle 
They  cnter'd  on  this  tittle-tattle. 
'        Quoth  Suffolk,  by  pre-eminence 
In  years,  though  (God  knows)  not  in  fenfe; 
All's  gone,  dear  bi other,  only  we 
Remain  to  raife  poftcri  y  : 
Marry  you,  brother  ;  1'il  go  down, 
bell  nouns  and  verbs,  and  lie  aloi  e; 
May  you  ne'er  meet  with  feuds,  or  babble, 
May  olive-branches  crown  your  table  1 
Somewhat  I'll  lave,  and  for  this  end, 
To  prove  a  brother  and  a  friend. 
Wha,  I  propolc  isjuft,  I  fwe-ar  it; 
Or  may  1  perifh,  by  this  claret : 
The  dice-are  thrown,  choofe  this  or  that 
('Tis  all  alike  to  honcft  Mat)  ; 
Til  take  then  the  contrary  part, 
And  propagate  with  ^11  my  heart. 
.After  foaic  thought,  fome  l-'.u  luputfe  f , 
Seme  wine,  the  younger  thu    replies  : 

frair  are'your  words,  as  lair  your  carriage, 
Let  me  be  free,  drudge  you  in  marriage; 


*  Hudibras. 


•f  Suuff, 


Get  me  a  boy  call'd  Adri'nn, 
Truft  me,  I'll  do  for't  what  I  can. 

Home  went  well  pleas'd  the  Suffolk  tony, 
Heart  free  from  tare,  as  purfe  from  mo»ey ; 
He  got  a  lufty  fquallin'g  boy 
(Doubtlcfn  the  dad's  and  mamma's  joy). 
In  fhort,  to  make  thing*  fquare  and  eveii, 
Adrian  he  nam'd  was  by  Dick  Stephen. 
Mat's  debt  thus  paid,  he  now  enlarges, 
And  fends  you  in  a  bill  of  charges--, 
A  cradle,  brother,  and  a  bafket 
(Granted  as  foon  as  e'er  I  afk  it)  ; 
A  coat  not  of  the  fmalleft  fcantlii)g, 
Frocks,  {lockings,  (hoes,  to  grace  the  bantling ; 
Thefe  too  were  fent  (<>r  I'm  no  drubber), 
Nay,  add  to  thefe  the  fine  gum-rubber  ; 
Yet  thefe  won't  do,  fend  t'other  coat, 
For,  faith,  the  firft's  not  worth  a  groat ; 
Difmally  fhrunk,  as  herrings  fhotten, 
Suppoi'd  originally  rotten. 
Pray  let  the  next  be  each  way  longer, 
Of  iftuff  more  durable,  and  llronger; 
Send  it  next  week,  if  you  are  able. 
By  this  time,  Sir,  you  know  the  fable. 
From  this,  and  letters  of  the  fame  make, 
You'll  find  what  'tis  to  have  a  name-fake. 

Cold  and  hard  times,  Sir,  here  (believe  it). 
I've  loll  my  curate  too,  and  grieve  it. 
At  Eafter,  for  what  I  can  fee, 
(A  time  of  eafc  and  vacancy) 
If  things  but  alter,  and  not  undone, 
I'll  kil's  your  hands,  and  vifit  London. 
Molly  fends  greeting;  fo  do  I,  Sir; 
Send  a  good  coat,  that's  all;  good- by,  Sir. 


TWO  RIDDLES. 

FIRST    PRINTED    IN    THE    EXAMINER, 

SPHINX  was  a  monfter  that  would  eat 
Whatever  ftranger  file  couhl  get; 
Unle'fs  his  ready  wit  dilclos'd 
The  fubtle  riddle  fhc  prrpos'd. 

CEdipus  was  refolv'd  to  go, 
And  try  what  ftrength  of  parts  would  do. 
Says  Sphinx,  on  this  depends  your  fate; 
Tell  me  what  animal  is  that, 
Which  has  tour  feet  at  morning  bright, 
lias  two  at  noon,  and  three  at  night  ? 
'  I'is  man,  faid  he,  who,  weak  by  nature, 
At  firft  creeps,  like  hi-  fellow-creature. 
Upon  all-tout  ;  as  years  accrue, 
With  ilurdy  flcps  he  walks  on  two  ; 
In  age,  at  kngtu,  grows  weak  and  lick, 
For  his  third  leg_  adopts  a  flick. 

Now,  in  your  turn,  'lis  juk,  mcthinks, 
You  fhould  reiolve  me,  Madam  Sphinx. 
What  greater  ilrai;ger  yet  is  he, 
Who  hus  four  legs,  thai  two,  ;hen  three; 
Then  lofes  one,  then  gets  two  more, 
And  runs  away  at  lalt  on  four? 


POEMS. 


EPIGRAM  EXTEMPORE, 
'To  tie  M.ijler  of  St.  Johns  College, \   1JIZ. 

i  Stood,  Sir,  patient  at  your  feet 

Before  your  elbow- chair ; 
Bur  make  a  bifhop's  throne  your  feat, 

I'll  kneel  before  you  there. 

One  only  thing  can  keep  you  down, 

-  For  your  grcar  foul  too  mean  ; 
You'd  not,  to  mount  a  bifhop's  throne, 
'Pay  lomage  |j  to  the  queen. 


NELL  AND  JOHN. 

WHEN  Nell,  giv'n  o'er  by  the  dotSlor,  was  dying, 
And  John  at  the  chimney  flood  decently  crying  ; 
'Tis  in  vain,  faid  the  woman,  'to  make  fuch  ado, 
For  to  our  long  home  we  niuft  ail  of  us  go  ! 

True,   Nell,  reply'd  John  ;  but  what  yet  is  the 

worft 

For  us  that  remain,  the  beft  always  po  firft ; 
Remember,  dear  wife,  that  I  faid  fo  latt  year, 
When  you'loil  your  white  heifer,  and  I  my  brown 
mare  ! 


BIBO  AND  CHARON. 

WHEN  Eibo  thought  fit  from  the  world  to  re 
treat, 

As  full  of  champagne  as  an  egg's  full  of  meat, 
He  wak'd  in  the  boat;  and  to  Charon  he  faid, 
)lc  would  be  row'd  back,  for  he  was  nut  yet  dead. 
Trim   the  boat,  and  fit  quiet,   ftern    Charon  re- 

p'y'J ;  [<¥<!• 

You  may  have  forgot;  you   was  drunk  when  you 


WIVES  BY  THE  DOZEN. 

O  DEATH  '.  how  thou  fpoU'ft  the  beft    proied  of 

life  ? 
Said  Gabriel,  who  full,  as  he  biuy'd  one  wife, 

For  the  fake  of  her  family,  rminy'd  her  coufin  ; 
And  thus,  in  an  honeft  collateral  line, 
Hc^Pnl!  marry'd  on  till  his  number  was  nine, 

TU!J  forry  to  die  till  he  made  up  his  dozen. 


FATAL  LOVE. 

POOR   Hal  caught  his  death,  flanding   under  a 

fpout,  [out; 

Expeding  till  midnight,  when  Nan  would  come 

t  See  -the  hiitr.ry  of  th's  epigram,  Gcnr.  Mag.  1774,  P. 

M.  IJJyVrj'or-  t:-PU;7h  he  '.""I"  becoming  Terence  to 
UK  Mailer  01  Sc  J.  !,n's,  a>  t,  Kliow  or  tlut  College, 
P"'."j(li«  tome  juptfl  was  tlue  ti.  u-e  jniN;C  character 
^lauiUe  luujuit  i,c,oie  lultair.cilinFrar.ce. 


But  fatal  his  patience,  as  cruel  the  etutne, 

And  curs'd  was  the  weather  that  quench'd  the 

mar.'s  flame. 

Who'er  thou  art,  that  read'ft  thefe  moral  lines 
Make  love  at  home,  and  go  to  bed  betimes. 


A  SAILOR'S  WIFE. 

QTOTH  Richard  in  jeft,  looking  wiftly  at  Nelly,     ' 
Methinks,  child,  you   feem   fomething  round 'in 

the  belly. 

Nell  anfwer'd  him  fnappifhly,  How  can  that  be 
When  my  hufband  has  been  more  than  two  years 

at  fea  ?  [carry'd 

Thy  hufband!    quoth  Dick;  why  that  matter  was 
Moil  fecretly,   Nell ;  I  ne'er  thought  thou  wert 

marry'd. 


ON  A  FART, 

tET  IN  T«E   HOUSE  OF  COMMONS, 

READER,  I  was  born,  and  cry'd  • 
I  crack'd,  1  fmelt,  and  fo  I  dy'd! 
Like  Julius  C*far's  vras  my  death 
Who  in  the  Senate  loft  his  breath. 
Much  alike  entomb'd  does  lie 
The  noble  Romulus  and  I : 
And  when  1  dy'd,  like  Flora  fair. 
I  left  the  Commonwealth  my  heir. 


THii  MODERN  SAINT. 

HER  time  with  equal  prudence  Silvia  fhares; 
Fir  it  writes  a  bi.let-dwx,  then  fays  her  prayers; 
Her  mals  and  toilet ;  veipers  and  the  play  • 
Thus  God  and  Aihtaroth  divide  flic  day  ; ' 
Coi;rbnt  me  keeps  her  Ember- week  and  Lent 
At  Eafter  calls  all  Ifrael  to  htr  tent : 
Looie  without  bawd,  ami  pious  without  zeal, 
She  itill  repeats  the  fins  fhe  would  conceal. 
Envy  herlcif  from  Silvia's  life  nuift  grant, 
An  artful  woman  makes  a  Modern  baiiU;. 


THE  PARALLEL. 

PROMETHEUS,  forming  Mr.  Day, 
Carv'd  fomething  like  a  man  in  clay. 

The  mortal's  work  might  well  mifcarry  ; 
He,  that  does  heaven  and  earth  control, 
Alone  has  power  to  form  a  foul, 

His  hand  is  evident  in  Harry. 
Since  one  is  but  a  moving  clod, 
T'other  the  lively  form  of  God  ; 

'Squire  Wallis,  you  will  fcarce  be  able 

To  prove  all  joeiry  but  fable. 
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TO  A  YOUNG  LADY, 

WUO    WAS  FOND    O»    FORTUNE-TELLING. 

Ywu,  Madam,  may  with  fafety  go, 
Decrees  of  deftiny  to  know  ; 
For  at  y«ur  birth  kind  planets  reign'd, 
Am:  certain  happirefs  ordain'd  : 
Such  charms  as  yours  are  only  given 
To  chofen  favourites  of  hcav.  n. 

But  fuch  is  my  uncertain  ftate, 
'Tis  dangerous  to  try  ray  fate  ; 
!For  I  would  only  know  from  art 
The  future  motions  of  your  heart, 
And  what  predeftmated  doom 
Attends  ray  love  for  years,  to  c^me; 
N.I  fecre  s  el!e,  that  mortals  it«;n, 
My  c^res  deferve,  or  life  concern : 
Bu:  this  will  fo  important  be, 
I  dread  t;i  fcarch  the  dark  decree.; 
For,  while  the  fmalieft  hope  remains, 
Faint  joys  are  mingled  with  my  pains; 
Tain  diftant  views  my  fancy  pleafc, 
And  give  fome  intermitting  eafe  : 
Bu  ,  fhould  the  ftars  too  plainly  fhow 
That  you  have  doom'd  my  endltfs  woe, 
No  human  force,  or  art,  could  bear 
The  torment  ol  my  wild  deipair. 

This  fecret  then  I  dare  not  know, 
And  other  truths  are  ufelefs  now. 
What  matters,  if  unbleft  in  love, 
How  long  or  fhort  my  life  will  prove  ? 
To  gratify  what  low  defire, 
Should  I  with  needlefs  hafte  inquire 
How  great,  how  wealthy  I  fliall  be  ? 
Oh  !  what  is  wealth  or  power  to  me  ! 
If  I  am  happy,  or  undone, 
It  mull  proceed  from  you  alone. 


A  GREEK  EPIGRAM  IMITATED. 

WHEN  hungry  wolves  had  trefpafs'd  on  the  fold, 

And  the  robb'd  fhepherd  his  fad  ftory  told ; 

"  Call  in  Alcides,"  faid  a  crafty  prieft  ; 

"*  Give  him  one  half,  and  he'll  fecure  the  reft." 

No  !  faid  the  fhepherd,  if  the  Fate*  decree, 

By  ravaging  my  ftock,  to  ruin  me, 

To  their  commands  I  willingly  refign, 

Power  is  their  character,  and  patience  mine  ; 

Though,  troth  '.  to  me  there  fcems  but  little  odds, 

Who  prove  the  greatcft  robbers,  wolves  or  gods ! 


TO  A  FRIEND  ON  HIS  NUPTIALS. 

WHEN  Jove  lay  bleft  in  his  Alcmxna's  charms, 
Three  niphts  in  one  he  prefs'd  her  in  his  arms  ; 
The  fun  lay  fet,  and  a  nfcious  nature  ftrove 
To  fhade  her  god,  and  to  prolong  his  love. 

Prom  that  aufpicious  night  Alcides  came ; 
What  left  could  rife  from  Jove,  and  fuch' a  dame  ? 


May  this  aufpidous  night  with  that  compare," 
Nor  Itlsthe  joys,  nor  le's  the  rifing  htir  ; 
He  flrung  as  Jove,  flic  like  Aknixu*  fiir  ! 


THE  WANDERING  PILGRIM. 

HUMBLY    ADDRESSED    TO 

SIX  THOMAS  FRANKLAND,  Bart. 

POiT-MASTEK,    AND    PAY   MASTER-GENERAL 
QUEEN    ANNE. 

WILL  PIOGOT  f  muft  to  Coxwould  [j  go, 

To  live,  alas  !  in  want, 
Unlefs  Sir  Thomas  fay,  No,  n»; 

Th'  allowance  is  too  fcant. 

The  gracious  knight  full  well  does  weet 

Ten  farthings  ne'er  will  do 
To  keep  a  man  each  day  in  meat : 

Some  bread  to  meat  is  due. 

A  Rechabite  poor  Will  muft  live, 

And  dri:,k  of  Adam's  ale  ; 
Pure  element  no  life  can  give, 

Or  mortal  foul  regale. 

Spare  diet,  and  fpring- water  clear, 

Pnyficians  hold  are  good : 
Who  diets  thus  need  never  fear 

A  fever  in  the  blood. 

But  pafs — The  ./Efculapian  crew, 

Who  eat  and  quaff  the  beft, 
They  feldom  mils  to  bake  and  brew, 

Or  lin  to  break  their  faft. 

Could  Yorkfhire  tyke  bat  do  the  fame, 
Then  he  like  them  might  thrive  ; 

But  Fortune,  Fortune,  cruel  dame'! 
To  ftarve  thou  doft  him  drive. 

In  Will's  old  matter's  plenteous  days, 

His  memory  e'er  be  blcft  . 
What  need  of  fptaking  in  his  praife  \ 

His  goodnels  ftands  confcft. 

At  his  fam'd  gate  flood  Charity, 

In  lovely  fweet  array ; 
Ceres  and  Hofpitality 

Dwelt  there  both  night  and  day. 

But,  to  conclude,  »nd  be  concife, 

Truth  muft  Will's  voucher  be  : 
Truth  nrver  yet  went  in  dilguife, 

for  naked  ftill  is  flic. 


t  Thii  merry  petition  was  written  to  obtain  the  porter's 
n'ace  for  \\  ill  rijjgot. 
II  Twelve  miles  north  beyoadthc  city  of  Yoik, 
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There  is  but  one,  but  one  alone , 

Can  fet  the  pilgrim  free. 
And  make  him  ceaie  to  pine  and  moan  ; 

O  Frankland  !  it  is  thee. 

O  !  fave  him  from  a  dreary  way ; 

To  Coxvvould  he  muft  hie, 
Bereft  of  thee,  he  wends  aftVray, 

At  Coxwould  he  muft  die. 

Oh  !  let  him  in  thy  hall  but  (land, 

And  wear  a  porter's  gown, 
Duteous  to  what  thou  may'ft  command; 

Thus  William's  wifhes  crown. 


VENUS'S  ADVICE  TO  THE  MUSES. 

THUS  to  the  mufes  fpoke  the  Cyprian  dame  ; 

"  Adorn  my  altars,  and  revere  my  name. 

"  My  fon  (hall  elfe  affume  his  potent  darts, 

"  Twang  goes  the  bow,  my  girls ;  have  at  your 

"  hearts !" 
The  mufes  anfwerM,  "  Venus,  we  deride 

**  The  vagrant's  malice,  and  his  mother's  pride  ; 

"  Send  him  to  nymphs  who  fleep  on  Ida's  fhade, 
'  To  the  loofe  dance,  and  wanton  mafquerade ; 
*  Our  thoughts  are  fettled,  and  intent  our  look, 
'  On  the  inftrudtive  verfe,  and  moral  book  : 
'  On  female  idlenefs  his  power  relies; 
'  But,  when  he  finds  us  ftudying  bard,  he  flies," 


CUPID  TURNED  PLOUGHMAN. 

FROM    MOSCIIVS. 

His  lamp,  his  bow,  and  quiver,  laid  afide, 
A  ruflic  wallet  o'or  his  fhoulders  ty'd, 
Sly  Cupid,  always  on  new  mifchief  bent, 
To  the  rich  field  and  furrow'd  tillage  went ; 
Like  any  ploughman  toil'd  the  little  god, 
His  tune  he  whiflled,  and  his  wheat  he  fovv'd ; 
Then  fat  and  laugh'd,  and  to  the  fkies  above 
Railing  his  eye,  he  thus  in-fulted  Jove  : 
Lay  by  your  hail,  your  hurtful  ftorms  reftrain, 
And,  as  I  bid  you,  let  it  mine  or  rain  ; 
Elfe  you  again  beneath  my  yoke  mall  bow, 
Feel    the    fharg   goad,   and   draw    the    fcrvilel 
plough ;  I 

What  once  Europa  was,  Nannette  is  now. 


PONTIUS  AND  PONTIA. 

PONTICS  (who  loves,  you  know,  a  joke, 
Much  better  than  he  loves  his  life) 

Chanc'd  t'other  morning  to  provoke 
The  patience  of  a  well-bred  wifs. 

Talking  of  you,  faid  he,  my  dear, 
Two  of  the  greateft  wits  in  town, 

One  aflc'd  if  that  high  furze  of  hair 
Was,  L:najide,  all  your  own. 


Her  own  !  moftx:ertain,  t'other  fald  j 

For  Nan,  who  knows  the  thing,  will  tell  ye, 

The  hair  was  bonght,  the  money  paid, 
And  the  receipt  was  fign'd  Ducailly. 

Pontia  (that  civil  prudent  flf?, 

Who  values  wit  much  lefs  than  fenfe. 

And  never  darts  a  repartee, 

But  purely  in  her  own  defence). 

Reply'd,  thefe  friends  of  yours,  my  dear, 
Are  given  extremely  much  to  fatire  ! 

But  pr'ythee,  hufband,  let  one  hear 

Sometimes  lefs  wit,  and  more  good-nature. 

Now  I  have  one  unlucky  thought, 

That  would  have  fpoil'd  your  friend's  conceit 
Some  hair  I  have,  I'm  fure,  unbought : 

Pray  bring  your  brother  wits  to  fee'*. 


CUPID  TURNED  STROLLER. 

IR»M    ANACREON. 

AT  dead  of  night,  when  ftars  appear, 
And  ftrong  Bootes  turns  the  bc^r  ; 
When  mortals  fleep  their  cares  away, 
Fatigu'd  with  labours  of  the  day, 
Cupid  was  knocking  at  my  gate; 
Who's  there  !  fays  I,  who  knocks  fo  late, 
Difburbs  my  dreams,  and  breaks  my  reft  * 
"  O  fear  not  me,  a  harmlefs  gueft, 
He  faid,  but  open,  open,  prayl 
A  foolifh  child,  I've  loft  my  way, 
And  wander  here  this  moon-light  night, 
All  wet  and  cold,  and  wanting  light." 
With  due  regard  his  voice  I  heard, 
Then  rofs,  a  ready  lamp  prepar'd, 
And  faw  a  naked  boy  below, 
With  wings,  a  quiver,  and  a  bmv ; 
In  haile  4  ran,  unlock'd  my  gate, 
Secure  and  thoughtlefs  of  my  fate  : 
I  fet  the  child  an  ealy  chair 
Againft  the  fire,  and  dry'd  his  hair; 
Brought  friendly  cups  of  cheerful  wine, 
And  warm'd  his  little  hands  with  mine. 
All  this  did  I  witJIkind  intent ; 
But  he,  on  wanton  mifchief  bent, 
Said,  deareft  friend,  this  bow  you  fee^ 
This  pretty  bow  belongs  to  me  : 
Obferve,  I  pray,  if  all  be  right; 
I  fear  the  rain  has  i'poil'd  it  (Juite. 
He  drew  it  then,  and  ftrait  i  found 
Within  my  hreaft  ^fecret  wound. 
This  done,  the  rogue  no  lunger  (laid, 
But  leapt  away,  and  laughing  faid, 
"  Kind  hoft,  adieu  '.   we  now  muft  partj 
"  Safe  is  my  bow,  but  ficlc  thy  heart  /' 


' 


TO  A  POET  OF  QUALITY, 

PRAISING    THE    LADY    H1N  CL'INBROKE. 

OH  thy  judicious  miife's  fenfe, 

Young  Hiuchinbroke  fo  very  proud  i*t 
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That  Sachariffa  and  Hortcufe 

bhc  looks,  henceforth,  upon  as  dowdies. 

Yet  (he  to  one  muft  flill  Aibmit, 

'I'o  dear  Mamma  muft  pay  her  duty ; 

She  wonders,  praififtg  Wilmot's  wit, 

Thou  fbould'it  forget  his  daughter's  beauty. 


THE  PEDANT. 

J-TSANDER  talks  extremely  well; 
On  any  fubjecft  let.  him  dwell, 

Hi*  tropes  and  figures  will  content  ye  ; 
He  fhould  poflefs  to  all  degrees 
The  -jrt  of  talk  ;  he  praclifes 

Full  fourteen  hours  in  four-and-tvventy. 


CAUTIOUS  ALICE. 

So  pood  a  wife  doth  I, iffy  make, 
That  from  all  company  (he  flieth ; 

Such  virtuous  courfes  doth  fhe  take, 
That  flie  all  evil  tongues  defieth ; 

And,  for  her  deareft  fpoufe's  fake. 
She  with  his  brethren  only  liech. 


THE  INCURABLE. 

Pttiti-is,  youboaft  of  perfedl  health  is  vain, 
And  laugh  at  thoie  who  of  their  ills  complain  ; 
That  with  a  frequent  fever  Cloe  burns, 
And  Stella's  plumpnef.s  into.dropfy  turns! 

0  Phillis,  while  the  patients  are  nineteen, 
J ,ittle,  alas  !  are  their  diftempers  feen. 

But  thou,  for  all  thy  feeming  health,  art  ill. 
Beyond  thy  lover's  hopes,  or  Blackmore's  'kill; 
No  lenitives  can  thy  difeafe  afluage, 

1  tell  thee,  'tis  incurable — 'tis  age. 


TO  FORTUNE. 

WHILST  I  in  prifon  or  in  court  look  down, 
Nor  beg  thy  favour,  nor  deferve  thy  frown, 
In  vain,  malicious  fortune,  haft  thou  try'd, 
By  taking  from  my  ftate,  to  quell  my  pride  : 
Infulting  girl !   thy  prefent  rage  abate, 
Aod,  would'ft  thou  have  me  humbled,  make  me 
great. 


NONPAREIL. 

LET  others  from  the  town  retire, 

And  in  the  lit  Ids  feck  new  delight; 
JVIy  Phillis  dots  fuch  joys  infpire, 
No  other  objeds  pieafe  my  light, 


In  her  alone  I  find  whateVr 

Beauties  a  country  landfcape  grace  ! 

No  fhado  fo  lovely  as  her  hair. 
Nor  plain  fo  fwtct  as  in  her  face. 

Lilies  and  rofes  there  combine, 

More  beauteous  than  in  flowery  field  ; 

Tranfparcnt  is  her  fkin  fo  fine, 

To  this  each  cryft.il  ftream  muft  yield. 

Her  voice  more  fweet  than  warbling  found, 
Though  fung  by  nightingale  or  lark ; 

Her  eyes  Irch  lu  ire  dart  around, 
Compar'd  to  them,  the  fuu  is  dark. 

Both  light  and  vital  heat  they  give  ; 

Cherifh'd  by  them,  my  love  takes  root, 
From  her  kind  Io<  ks  does  life  receive, 

Grows  a  fairplanr,  bears  flowers  and  fruit. 

Such  fruit,  I  ween,  did  once  deceive 
The  common  parent  of  mankind, 

And  made  tranfgrefs  our  mother  t'vc  : 
Poifon  its  core,  though  fair  its  rind. 

Yet  fo  delicious  is  its  tafte, 

I  cannot  from  the  bait  abftain, 
But  to  th'  enchanting  pleafure  hade. 

Though  I  were  lure  'twould  end  in  pain. 


CHASTE  FLORIMEL, 

No — I'll  endure  ten  thoufaml  deaths, 

Ere  any  farther  I'll  comply  ; 
Oh,  Sir!   no  man  on  earth  that  breathos 

Had  ever  yet  his  hand  fo  high  '. 

Oh  !   take  your  fword,  and  pierce  my  heart, 
Undaunted  fee  me  meet  the  wor.nd ; 

Oh  !  will  you  ad  a  Tarquin's  part  ? 
A  fecond  Lucrcce  yeu  have  found. 

Thus  to  the  preffing  Corydon, 

Poor  Florimel,  unhappy  maid  I 
Fearing  by  love  to  be  undone, 

lu  broken  dying  accents  faid. 

Delia,  who  held  the  confciou«  door. 

Infpir'd  by  truth  and  brandy,  fmil'd. 
Knowing,  that  fixteen  months  before, 

Our  Lucrece  had  her  ftcond  child. 

And,  hark  ye  !  Madam,  cry'd  the  bawd, 

]Nonc  of  your  flights,  yt.ur  high-rcpe  dodging1; 

Be  civil  here,  or  march  abroad  ; 

Oblige  the  'fquire,  or  quit  the  lodging. 

Oh  !   have  I — Florimel  went  on — 

Have  I  then  loft  my  Delia's  aid  ? 
Where  fhall  forfaken  virtue  run, 

If  by  her  friend  fhe  is  betray'd  ? 

Oh  !  curfe  on  empty  friendfhip'sname' 
Lord,  what  is  ai)  our  future  vif-v  . 
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Then,  dear  deftroyer  of  my  fame, 
Let  my  laft.  fuccour  be  to  you  ! 

From  Delia's  rage,  and  Fortune's  frown, 
A  wretched  love-fick  maid  deliver  ; 

Oh  !  tip  me  but  another  crown, 
£)ear  Sir,  and  make  me  yours  for  ever. 


DOCTORS  DIFFER. 

WHEN  Willis   *  of  Ephraim  heard  Rochefter  f 
preach,  [brother, 

Thui    Bently  faid   to    him,    T   pr'ythee,     dear 
How  lik'ft  thou  this  fermon  ?  'tis  out  of  my  reach. 

His  is  one  way,  faid  Willis,  and  ours  is  another, 
I  care  not  for  carping  ;  hut,  this  I  can  tell, 
We  preach  very  fadly,  if  he  preaches  well. 


EPIGRAM  f. 

MEEK  Francis  lies  here,  friend  :  without  ftop  or 
ftay,  [way- 

As  you  value  your  peace,   make  the  beft  of  your 
Though  at   prcfent  arrefted  by  death's  caitiff  paw, 
If  he  ftirs,  he  may  flil!  have  recourfe  to  the  law. 
And  in  the  King's- bench  fhouki  a  verdi«5tbe  found, 
That  by  livery  and  leifin  his  grave  is  his  ground, 
He  will  claim  to  himfelf  what  is  flri£ly  his  due, 
And  an  adion  of  trefpafs  will  ftraighiway  enfue, 
That  you  without  right  on  his  premifes  tread, 
On  a  fimple  furmile  that  the  owner  is>  dead. 


•  N  BISHOP  ATTERBURY'S    BURTINC   THE  PUKE 

Of    BUCKINGHAM,    I7?O. 

"  1  JIAVE  no  hopes,"  the  Duke  he  fays,  and  dies; 
"   In  fure  an<!  certain  hopes,"  the  prelate  cries  : 
Of  thefe  two  learned  peers,  I  pr'ythee,  lay,  man, 
Who  is  the  lying  knave, the  prieft,  or  layman? 
The  Duke  he  ftands  an  infidel  confeft, 
«'   He's  our  dear  brother,"  quoth  the  lordly  prieft. 
The  Duke,  though  knave,   ftill  "  Brother  dear," 

he  cries ; 
And  who  can  fay  the  reverend  prelate  lies  ? 


UPON  HONOUR. 

A    FRAGMENT. 

HONOUR,  I  fay,  or  honed  fame, 

1  mean  the  fubflance,  not  the  name; 

(Not  that  light  heap  of  taudry  \yares, 

Of  ermine,  coronets,  and  ftars, 

Which  often  it.  by  merit  fought, 

By  gold  and  flattery  oftener  bought ; 

*  Bifhopof  Glouccfter. 

1  Bilhop  Atteibury. 

t  See  AtterbuiYi  Ufqrs,  ic  Pope-s  Works,  ed.  5751. 


The  (hade,  for  which  ambition  looks 
n  Selden's  *  or  in  Afiimolc's  §  books) 
But  the  true  glory,  which  proceeds, 
Reflected  bright,  from  honeft  deeds, 
Which  vve  in  our  own  breaft  perceive, 
And  kings  can  neither  take  nor  give. 


ENIGMA. 

ON    PAM    AT    LOO. 

By  birth  I'm  a  flavr,  yet  can  give  you  a  crows, 
I  diipoie  of  all  honours,  myielf  having  none  ; 
I'm  oblig'd  by  juft  maxims  to  govern  my  life, 
Yet  I  hang  my  own  rnafter,  and  lie  with  his  wife. 
When  men  are  a-gaming,  I  cunningly  fneak, 
And  their  cudgels  aud  fliovels  away  from  them 

take. 

Fair  maidens  and  ladies  I  by  the  hand  get, 
And  pick   off  their  diamonds,   though   ne'er  fo 

well  fet. 

For  when  I  have  comrades  we  rob  in  whole  bands, 
Then    prefently   take   off  your  lands   from   your 

hands. 

Buti  this  fury  once  over,  I'vefuch  winning  arts, 
That  you  love  me  much  more  than  you  do  your 

own  hearts. 


ANOTHER. 

FORM'D  half  beneath,  and  half  above  the  earth, 
We  fifters  owe  to  art  our  fccond  birth  ; 
The  fmith's  and  carpenter's  adopted  daughters, 
Made  on  the  land,  to  travel  on  the  waters. 
Swifter  they  move,  as  they  are  ftraiter  bound, 
Yet  neither  tread  the  air,  or  wave,  or  ground; 
They  ferve  the  poor  for  ufe,  the  rich  for  whim. 
Sink  when  it  rains,  and  when  it  freezes,  fwim. 


THE  OLD  GENTRY. 

THAT  all  from  Adam  firft  began, 
None  but  ungodly  Woolfton  doubts  } 

And  that  his  fon,  and  his  fon's  lion, 

Were  all  but  ploughmen,  clowns,  and  louts. 

Each,  when  his  ruftic  pains  began, 

To  merit  pleaded  equal  right ; 
'Twas  only  who  left  off  at  noon, 

Or  who  went  on  to  work  till  nighf« 

But  coronets  we  owe  to  crowns, 
And  favour  to  a  court's  alFtdiion  ; 

By  nature  we  are  Adam's  Cons, 
And  fons  of  Anftis  ^  by  cle&ion, 


*  Titles  af  Honour. 
$  Order  01  the  Garter- 
1  Gaiter  King  AC  Anas. 
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Kingfale  !   eight  hundred  years  have  roll'd 
Since  thy  forefathers  held  the  plow ; 

When  this  in  ftoi  y  fhall  be  told, 
Add,  that  my  kindred  do  fo  now. 

The  man  who  by  his  labour  get* 
His  bread,  in  independent  flate, 

"Who  never  begs,  and  feldom  eats, 
Hirofelf  can  fix.  or  change  his  fate. 


THE  INSATIABLE  PRIEST. 

iuKE  PREACHILL  admires  what  we  laymen  can 

mean, 

That  thus  by  our  profit  and  pleafure  are  fway'd  : 
Me  has  bat  three  livings,  and  would  be  a  dean  ; 
His  wife  dy'd  this  year,  he  has  marry'd   his 
maid. 

To  fnpprefs  all  his  carnal  defires  in  their  bipth, 
At  all  hours  a  lufty  young  huffy  is  near  : 

And,  to  take  off  his  thoughts  from  the  things  of 

this  earth, 
He  can  be  content  with  two  thoufand  a-year. 


A  FRENCH  SONG  IMITATED. 

WHT  thus  from  the  plain  does  my  fhepherdefs  rove, 
Forfaking  her  fwain,  and  neglecting  his  love  ? 
You  have  heard  all  my  grief,  you  fee  how  I  die, 
Oh  I  give  feme  relief  to  the  fwain  whom  you  fly. 

How  can  you  complain,  or  what  am  I  to  fay, 
Since  my  dog  lies  unfed,  and  my  fheep  run  aft  ray  ? 
Need  I  tell  what  I  mean,  that  I  languifh  alone  '. 
When  I  leave  all  the  plain,  you  may  guefs   'tis 
for  one. 


A  CASE  STATED. 

Now  how  fhall  I  do  with  my  love  and  my  pride, 
Dear  Dick  §,   give  me  counfel,  iffriendlhip  has 
any ;  [rsply'd, 

Fry'thee  purge,    or  let   blood !    furely    Richard 
And  forget  the  coquette  in  the   arms  *f  your 
Nanny  ^. 

While  I  pleaded  with  paffion  how  much  I  defcrv'd, 
For  the  pains  and  the  torments  of  more  than  a 
year; 

She  look'd  in  an  almanack,  whence  fhe  obferv'd, 
That  it  wanted  a  f>  rtnight  to  BartTmew  fair. 

My  Cowley  and  Waller  how  vainly  I  quote, 
While  my  negligent  judge  only  hears  with  her 
eye ! 

In  a  long  flaxen  wig,  and  embroider'd  new  coat, 
Her  fpark  faying  nothing  talks  better  than  I. 


<  VTr.  Shelton- 


f  Mrs,  Durham* 


I  KNOW  that  fortune  long  has  wanted  fight, 
And  therefore  pardon'd  when  fhe  did  not  right ; 
But  yet  uii  then  it  never  did  appear, 
That,  as  fhe  wanted  eyes,  fhe  could  not  hear; 
I  begg'd  that  fhe  would  give  me  leave  to  lofe, 
A  thing  fh«  does  not  commonly  refufe ! 
Two  matadorcs  are  oat  againft  my  game, 
Vet  ftill  I  play,  and  ftill  my  luck's  the  fame  ; 
Unconquer'd  in  three  fuits  it  does  remain, 
Whereas  I  <  nly  afk  in  one  to  gain  ; 
Yet  fhe,  ftill  contradicting,  gifts  imparts, 
And  gives  fuccefs  in  every  fuit — but  hearts. 


CUPID'S  PROMISE, 

A    FRENCH    SONG    PARAPHRASE*. 

SOFT  Cupid,  wanton,  amourous  bey, 
The  other  day,  rnov'd  with  my  lyre, 

In  flattering  accents  fpoke  his  joy, 
And  utter'd  thus  his  fond  clefirc. 

Oh  !  raife  thy  voice  '.  one  fong  I  afk  ; 

Touch  then  thy  harmonions  firing  : 
To  Thyrfis  eafy  is  the  tafk, 

Who  can  fo  fweetly  play  and  fing. 

Two  kiffes  from  my  mother  dear, 
Thyrfis,  thy  due  reward  fhall  be; 

None,  none,  like  beauty's  queen  is  fair, 
Paris  has  vouch'd  this  tnrh  for  me. 

I  ftrait  reply'd,  Thou  know'ft  alone 
That  brighteft  Chloe  rules  my  breaft  : 

I'll  fing  thee  two  inflead  of  one, 

If  thoul't  be  kind,  and  make  roe  bleft. 

One  kifs  from  Chloe's  lips,  no  more, 
I  crave  :  He  promi^'d  me  fuccefs; 

I  play'd  with  all  my  fkill  and}>ower, 
My  glowing  paffion  to  cxprcfs. 

Buf ,  oh  !  my  ChW,  beauteous  maid ! 

Wilt  thou  the  wifh'd  reward  beftow  ? 
Wilt  thnu  make  good  what  love  has  faid« 

And,  by  thy  grant,  his  power  fhow  ? 


TO  THE  EARL  OF  OXFORD. 

WRITTEN    EXTEMPORE,    IN    LADY   OXFOR»V 
STUDY,  1717- 

PEN,  ink,  and  wax,  and  paper,  fend 
To  the  kind  wife,  the  lovely  friend  : 
Smilir.g  bid  her  freely  write 
What  her  happy  thoughts  indite  , 
Of  virtue,  g<  odnefs,  peace,  and  love, 
Thoughts  which  angeU  may  approve. 
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A      LETTER 


•frO  THE  HONOURABLE    LADY    MARGARET  CAVEN 
DISH  BARLEY,  WHEN  A  CHILD. 

MY  noble,  lovely,  little  Peggy, 
Let  this  my  firft  epiftle  beg  you, 
At  dawn  of  morn,  and  clofe  of  even, 
To  lift  your  he-art  and  hands  to  Heaven. 
In  double  beanty  fay  your  prayer  : 
Our  Father  firft, — then,  Notre  Pert: 
And,  deareft  child,  along  the  day, 
In  every  thing  you  do  and  fay, 
Obey  and  pleafe  my  lord  and  lady, 
So  God  fhall  love,  and  angels  aid  ye. 

)f  to  thefe  precepts  you  attend,  "> 

No  fecond  letter  need  I  fend, 

And  fo  1  reft  your  conftant  friend.  J 


LINES 

WRITTEN  UNDER    THE   PRINT  OF    TOBit 
THE  SMALL-COAL-MAN, 

Pjintid  by  Mr.  Woo'.ajlon. 

THOUGH  doom'd  to  fmall-coal,  yet  to  arts  ally'd, 
fcich  without  wealth,  and  famous  without  pride  ; 
Mufic's  beft  patton,  judge  of  books  and  men, 
Belov'd  and  honour'd  by  Apollo's  train : 
In  Greece  or  Rome  fure  never  did  appear 
So  bright  a  genius,  in  fo  dark  a  fphere .: 
More  of  the  man  had  artfully  been  fav'd, 
Had  Knelier  painted,  and  had  Vertuc  grav'd. 


TRUTH  TOLD  AT  LAST. 

SATS  Pontius  in  rage,  contraditfling  his  wife, 

You  never  yet  told  me  one  truth  in  your  life." 
Vext  Pontia  no  way  could  this  thefis  allow, 
**  You're  a  cuckold,  fays  {he ;  do  I  tell  you  truth 
'  **  now?" 


WRITTEN  IN  LADY  HOWE'S  OVID'S 
EPISTLES. 

HOWEVER  high,  however  cold,  the  fair, 
However  great  the  dying  lover's  care, 
Ovid,  kind  author,  found  him  fome  relief, 
Rang'd  his  unruly  fighs,  and  fet  his  gritf; 
Taught  him  what  accents  had  the  power  to  move, 
And  always  gain'd  him  pity,  fometimes  love. 
But,  oh  :   what  pangs  torment  the  deftin'd  heart, 
That  feels  the  wound,  yet  dares  not  fhow  the  dart ; 
What  eale  could  Ovid  to  his  forrows  give, 
Who  mufl  not  Ipeak,  and  therefore  cannot  live  ? 


AN    EPISTLE,    1716. 

I  *RAY,  good  Lord  Harley,  let  Jonathan  know, 
How  long  you  huend  to  live  incognito. 

Your  humble  fervant, 

ELKANA  SETTLE. 
VOL.  VII. 


ANOTHER  EPISTLE. 


I  PRAY  Lady  Harriot  the  time  to  aflign 
When  me  fKall  receive  a  turkey  and  chine; 
That  a  body  may  come  to  St.  James's,  to  dine. 


TRUE'S  EPITAPH. 

Ir  wit  or  honefty  could  fave 
OUr  mouldering  afh.es  from  the  gave, 
Ttiis  ftone  had  flill  remain'd  unmark'd, 
1  ftill  writ  profe,  ('rue  ftill  have  bark'd. 
But  envious  Fate  has  claim'd  its  due  j 
Here  lies  the  mortal  part  of  True  : 
His  deathlefs  virtues  mull  furvive, 
To  better  us  that  are  alive. 

His  prudence  and  his  wit  were  feen 
In  that,  from  Mary's  grace  and  mien, 
He  own'd  the  power,  and  lov'd  the  queen. 
By  long  obedience  he  confeft 
That  ferving  her  was  to  be  Weft — 
Ye  murmurers,  let  True  evince 
That  men  are  beafts,  and  dogs  have  fenfe  L 

His  faith  and  truth  all  Whitehall  knows, 
He  ne'er  could  fawn  or  flatter  thofe 
Whom  he  believ'd  were  Mary's  foes : 
Ne'er  fkulk'd  from  whence  his  fovereign  led  him, 
Or  fnarl'd  againft  the  hand  that  fed  him.— 
Read  this,  ye  ftatefmen  now  in  favour, 
And  mend  your  own  by  True's  behaviour ! 


EPIGRAM. 

To   Richmond    and    Peterburgh,  Matt  pave  his 

letters,  [betters. 

And  thought  they  were  fafe  in  the  hands  of  his 

How  happen'd  it  then  that  the  packets  were  loft .' 

Thefe  were  Knights  of  the  Garter,  not  Knight*  ef 

the  Poft. 


THE  VICEROY, 

A  BALLAD. 
To  the  tune  of,  Lady  IJlibella'i  Trfgedy. 

OF  Nero,  tyrant,  petty  king  *, 

Who  heretofore  did  reign 
In  fam'd  Hibernia,  I  will  ling, 

And  in  a  ditty  plain. 

He  hated  was  by  rich  and  poor, 

For  reafons  you  fhall  hear ; 
So  ill  he  exercis'd  his-power, 

That  he  himfelf  did  fear. 

Full  proud  and  arrogant  •  as  he, 

And  covetous  withal; 
The  guilty  he  would  ftill  fet  free, 

But  guiltlefs  men  enthral. 

*  Loril  Coningfby,  oa«  of  tf •.;  lore,   tuttices  of  IreU.".<K 

Kk 
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He,  with  a  haughty  Impious  nod, 

Would  curfe  and  dogmatize ; 
Not  fearing  either  man  or  God: 

Gold  he  did  idolize. 

A  patriot  f  of  high  degree, 

Who  could  no  longer  bear" 
This  upflart  viceroy's  tyranny, 

Againft  him' did  declare. 

And,  arm'd  with  truth,  impeach'd  the  Dba- 

Of  his  enormous  crimes, 
Which  I'll  unfold  to  yon  anon, 

In  low,  but  faithful  thymes. 

The  articles  recorded  (land 

Againft  this  peerlefa  peer, 
Search  but  the  archives  of  the  land  (}, 

You'll  find  them  written  there. 

1  Attend,  and  jnftly  I'll  recite 

His  trcafons  to  you  all, 
The  heads  fet  in  their  native  light 
(And  Cgh  poor  Gaphny's  fall). 

That  traiteroufly  he  did  abufe 

The  power  in  him  repos'd, 
And  wickedly  the  fame  did  ufc, 

On  all  mankind  impos'd. 

That  he,, contrary  to  all  law, 
An  oath  did  frame  and  make, 

Compelling  the  militia 
Th'  illegal  oath  to  take. 

Free  quarters  for  the  army  too 

He  did  exadt  and  force 
On  Froteftants;  his  Jove  to  fhow: 

Than  Papift  us'd  them  worfe. 

Gn  all  provifions  deftin'd  for 

The  camp  at  Limerick, 
He  laid  a  tax  full  hard  and  fore, 

Though  many  men  were  fick. 

The  futlers  too  he  did  ordain. 

For  licences  fhould  pay, 
Which  they  refus'd  with  juft  difdain, 

And  fled  the  camp  away. 

By  which  provifiom  were  fo  fcant, 
That  hundreds  there  did  die ; 

The  foldiers  food  and  drink  did  want. 
Nor  famine  could  tfiey  fly. 

He  fo  much  lov'd  his.  private  gain, 

He  could  not  hear  or  fee ; 
They  might  or  die,  or  might  complain, 

Without  relief  fardie. 

That,  above  and  againft  all  right. 

By  word  of  mouth  did  he, 
Jn  council  fitting,  hellifti  ipite, 

The  farmer's  fate  decree  : 

+  The  Earl  of  Bellairont  impeached  CnrJnpf 
It  >eunul>  iiUUiti,  16  Uic  Ucccntbrii,  I0y3 


That  he,  0  del  t  without  trial^ 

Straitway  fliould  hanged  be  ; 
Though  then  the  courts  were  open  afl, 

Yet  Nero  judge  would  be. 

No  fooner  faid,  but  it  wat  done, 

The  kourrcau  did  his  worft; 
Gzphny,  alas     is  dead  and  gone, 

And  left  his  judge  accurft. 

In  this  concife  defpotic  way 

Unhappy  Gaphriy  fell, 
Which  did  all  honeft  men  affray, 

As  truly  it  might  well. 

Full  two  good  hundred  pounds  a  ye*r, 

This  poor  man's  rtal  eflare, 
He  fettled  on  his  favourite  dear, 

And  Culliford  can  fay't4 

Befides,  he  gave  five  hundred  pound 

To  Fielding  his  own  fcribe, 
Who  was  his  bail  ;  one  friend  he  founcTj 

He  ow'd  him  to  the  bribe. 

But  for  thw  horrid  murder  vile 

None  did  him  profecute; 
His  old  friend  help'd  him  o'er  the  ftile? 

With  Satan  who  difpute  '. 

With  France,  fair  England's  mortal  foe, 

A  trade  ha  carry'd  on ; 
Had  aay  other  done  't,  I  trow, 

To  Tripos  he  had  gone. 

That  he  did  Hkewife  traiteroufly, 

To  bring  his  ends  to  bear, 
Enrich  himielf  moft  knavilhly; 

O  thief  without  compare  ! 

Vaft  quantities  of  (lores  did  he 

Embezzle  and  purloin ; 
Of  the  king's  {lores  he  kept  a  key,' 

Converting  them  to  coin. 

The  forfeited  eftatcs  alfo, 

Both  real  andperfonal, 
Did  with  the  (lores  together  go. 

Fierce  Cerberus  fwallow'd  all. 

Mean  while  the  foldiers  figh'd  and  fobb'dr 

For  not  one  fous  had  they; 
His  excellence  had  each  man  fobb'd, 

For  he  had  funk  their  pay. 

Nero,  without  the  leaft  difguife, 

The  Papifts  at  all  times 
Still  favour'd,  and  their  robberies 

Look'd  on  as  trivial  crimes. 

The  Protcftants  whom  they  did  rob 

During  hi»  government, 
Were  forc'd  with  patience,  like  good  Job, 

To  reft  themtelvei  content. 
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FCT  he  did  bafely  them  refute 

All  legal  remedy  ; 
The  Romans  ftill  he  well  di 

Still  fcreen'd  their  roguery. 

Succinctly  thus  to  you  I've  told, 
How  this  viceroy  did  reign  ; 

And  other  truths  (  (hall  untuld, 
For  truth  is  always  plain. 

The  beft  of  queens  he  hath  revil'd, 

Before  and  fmce  her  death; 
He,  cruel  and  ungrateful,  fmil'd 

When  (he  refign'd  her  breath. 

Forgetful  of  the  favour?  kind 

She  had  on  him  heftow'd, 
Like  Lucifer  his  rancorous  mind, 

He  lov'd  nor  her  nor  God. 

But  liften,  Nero,  lend  thy  ears, 

As  ftill  thou  haft  them  on ; 
Hear  what  Britannia  fays  with  tears, 

.Of  Anna  dead  and  gone. 

'*  Oh  1  (acred  be  her  memory, 

"  For  ever  dear  her  name  '. 
"  There  never  was,  nor  e'er  can  T>e, 

"  A  brighter,  jufter  dame. 

rt  Bleft  be  my  fons,  and  eke  all  thofe 
"  Who  on  her  praifes  dwell  ! 

11  She  conquer'd  Britain's  fierceft  foes, 
"  She  did  all  queens  excel. 

*'  All  princes,  kings,  and  potentates, 
"  Ambafiadors  did  fend  •; 
All  nations,  provinces,  and  ftates, 
"  Sought  Anna  for  their  friend. 

"  In  Anna  they  did  all  confide, 
"  For  Anna  they  could  truft  : 
Her  royal  faith  they  all  had  try'd, 
"  For  Anna  ftill  was  juft. 

"  Truth,  mercy,  juftice,  did  furround 
"  Her  awful  judgment-feat, 
hi  her  the  graces  all  were  found, 
"  In  Anna  all  complete. 

fc  She  held  the  fword  and  balance  right, 
"  And  fought  her  people's  good ; 

"  In  clemency  (he  did  delight, 
'•  Her  reign  not  ftain'd  with  blood. 

Her  gracious  goodnefs,  piety, 
"  In  all  her  deeds  did  (hine, 
J'  And  bounteous  was  her  charity ; 
"  All  attributes  divine. 

tc  Confummate  wifdom,  meeknefs  all, 
"  Adorn'd  the  words  (he  fpoke, 

"  When  they  from  her  fair  lips  did  fall ; 
"  And  fwcet  her  lovely  lo^k. 


"  Ten  thoufand  glorious  deeds  to  crown, 

"  She  caus'd  dire  war  to  ccufl-  : 
"  A  greater  emprefs  ne'er  was  known  ; 

"  She  fix'd  the  world  in  peace. 

"  This  laft  and  godlike  ad:  atchiev'd, 
"  To  heaven  (he  wing'd  her  flight  : 

"  Her  lofs  with  tears  all  Europe  grier'd  } 
"  Their  ftrength,  and  dear  delight. 

"  Leave  we  in  blifs  this  heaveniy  wait,    - 

"  Revere,  ye  juft,  her  urn  ; 
"  Her  virtues  high  and  excellent, 

"  Aftrea  gohe  we  mourn. 

"  Commemorate,  my  fons,  the  day 
"  Which  gave  great  Anna  birth  j 

"  Keep  it  for  ever  and  for  aye, 
"  And  annual  be  your  mirth  !"    -I 

Illuftrious  George  now  fills  the  throne, 

Our  wife  benign  good  king  : 
Who  can  his  wondrous  deeds  make  known^ 

Or  his  bright  actions  fihg  ? 

Thee,  favourite  Nero,  he  has  deign'd 

To  raife  to  high  degree  ! 
Well  thou  thy  honours  haft  fuftain'd, 

Well  vouch'd  thy  anceftry. 

But  pafs-«—  Thefe  honours  on  thee  laid, 
Can  they  e'er  make  thee  white  ? 

Don't  Gaphny's  blood,  which  thou  haft  (hcd, 
Thy  guilty  foul  affright  i 

Oh  !  are  there  not,  grim  mortal,  tell, 

Places  of  blifs  and  woe  ? 
Oh  !  is  there  hot  a  heaven,  a  hell  ? 

But  whither  wilt  thou  go  ? 

i 

Can  nought  change  thy  obdurate  mind  ? 

Wilt  thou  for  ever  rail  ? 
The  prophet  oft  thee  well  refin'd, 

And  fet  thy  wit  to  fale. 


How  thou  art  loft  to  fenfe  and 

Three  countries  witnefs  be  : 
Thy  conduct  all  juft  men  do  blame, 

Ltibera  nos,  Damine  ! 

Dame  Juftice  waits  thee,  well  I  ween, 

Her  fword  is  brandifli'd  high  : 
Nought  can  thee  from  her  vengeance  fcreen, 

Nor  canft  thou  from  her  fly. 

Heavy  her  ire  will  fall  on  thee, 

The  glittering  fteel  is  lure  : 
Sooner  or  later,  all  agree, 

She  cuts  off  the  impure. 

To  her  I  leave  thee,  gloomy  peer! 

Think  on  thy  crimes  committed  ; 
Repent,  and  be  for  once  fincere, 

Thou  ne'er  wilt  he  de-wittcd. 
Kkij 
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WHO  TOLD  ME,  1  COULD  NOT.  LOVE  HER  HEARTILY, 
BECAUSE  I    HAD   LOVED   OTHERS. 

Probably  by  Mr.  Prior  f. 
IN  IMITATION  OF   MR.  WALLER. 

FAIR  Sylvia,  ceafe  to  blame  my  youth 

For  having  lov'd  before  ; 
So  men,  ere  they  have  learnt  die  truth, 

Strange  deities  adore. 

My  youth  ('tis  true)  has  often  rang'd, 

Like  bees  o'er  gaudy  flowers  ; 
And  many  thoufan'd  loves  has  chang'd, 

Till  it  was  fixt  in  yours. 

For,  Sylvia,  when' I  faw  thofe  eyes, 

'Twas  foon  determin'd  there  ; 
Stars  might  as  well  forfake  the  flcie»,, 

And  vanifh  into  ait  ! 

If  I  from  this  great  rule  do  err, 

New  beauties  to  explore  ; 
Alay  I  again  turn  wanderer/, 

And  never  fettle  more  ! 


AGAINST  MODESTY  IN  LOVfi. 

FOR  many  unfurcefsful  years 

At  Cynthia's  feet  I  lay  ; 
And  often  bath'd  them  with  my  tears, 

Delpair'd,  but  durft  not  pray. 

No  proftrate  wretch,  before  the  fhrine 

Of  any  faint  above, 
JE'er  thought  his  goddefs  more  divine, 

Or  paid  more  awful  love. 

Still  the  difdainful  dame  look'd  down 

With  an  infulting  pride  ; 
Rcceiv'd  my  paffion  with  a  frown, 

OF  tofs'd  her  head  afide. 

When  Cupid  whiiper'd  in  my  ear. 

"  Ufe  more  prevailing  charms, 
"  Fond,  whining,  modeft  fool,  draw  near, 

"  And  clafp  her  in  your  arms. 

"  With  eager  kiffes  tempt  the  maid, 

"  From  Cynthia's  feet  depart; 
*  The  lips  he  warmly  mult  invade, 

"  Who  would  poffefs  the  heart." 

With  that  I  fhook  off  all  my  fears, 

My  better  fortune  try'd ; 
And  Cynrhia  gave  what  fhe  for  yean 

Had  foolifhly  dcny'd. 

•r  By  the  manner  in  which  this  and  the  two  following 
little  pieces  areprinted  in  the  Oxford  anil  Cambridge  Mif- 
ce!UnyPr«Tru,  there  is  little  doubt  but  thev  are  Hie  pro 
auctions  of  the  excellent  poet  to  whom  they  are  afcribed 


ON  A  YOUNG  LADY'S  GOING  TO  TOWtf 
IN  THE  SPRING. 

ONE  night  unhappy  Celadon, 

Beneath  a  friendly  myrtle's  fhade, 
With  folded  arms  and  eyes  caft  down, 

Gently  repos'd  his  love-fick  head  : 
Whilft  Thyrfisfporting  on  the  neighbouring  plain, 
Thus  heard  the  discontented  youth  complain  : 

"  Afc  not  the  carafe  why  fickly  flowers 

"   Faintly  recline  their  drooping  heads; 
"  As  fearful  of  approaching  fhowers, 

"  They  ftrive  to  hide  thtm  in  their  beds, 
"  Grieving  with  Celadon  they  downward  grow, 
And  feel  with  him  a  fympathy  of  woe. 

"  Chloris  will  go  ;  the  cruel  fair, 

"  Regardlels  of  her  dying  fwain, 
"  Leaves  him  to  languid),  to  defpair, 

"  And  murmur  out  in  fighs  his  pain. 
"  The  fugitive  to  fair  Augufta  flies, 
"  To  make  new  flaves,  aud  gain  new  victories. 

"  So  reftlefs  monarchs,  though  poffefs'd 

"  Of  all  that  we  call  ftate  or  power, 
"  Fancy  themfelves  but  meanly  bleft, 

"  Vainly  ambitious  (till  of  more. 
"  Round  the  wide  world  impatiently  they  roans, 
te  Not  fatisfy'd  with  private  iway  at  home." 


WHEN  THE  CAT  IS  AWAY, 
THE  MICE  MAY  PLAY. 

A  FABLE  *,  INSCRIBED  TO  T>R.  SWIFT. 

Probably  by  Mr.  Prior. 

"  In  domibus  Mures  avido  dente  omnia  captant 
"  In  domibus  Fures  avida  mence  omnia  raptaiit. 

A  LADY  once  (fo  (lories  fay) 

By  rats  and  mke  infefted, 
With  gins  and  traps  long  fought  to  flay 
The  thieves ;  but  frill  they  fcap'd  away, 

And  daily  her  molefted. 

Great  havock  'mongft  her  cheefe  was  made, 
And  much  the  lofs  did  grieve  her : 

At  length  Grimalkin  to  her  aid 

She  call'd  (no  marc  of  cacs  afraid), 
And  begg'd  him  to  relieve  her. 

Soon  as  Grimalkin  came  in  view, 

The  vermin  back  retreated  ; 
Grimalkin  fwift  as  lightning  flew, 
Thoufands  of  mice  he  daily  flew, 

Thoufands  of  rats  defeated. 

*  The  hints  of  this  and  the  following  fnble  appear 
have  oripinatec1  I'roin  "  The  Fable  01"  the  Old  Lady  a 
her  Cats,"  printed  in  "  The  General  Portlcript,"  Nov. 
1 709.  They  hare  been  both  afcribcd  to  Vr.  Swii:. 


POEMS. 


Ne'er  cat  before  ftich  glory  won  ; 

All  people  did  adore  him  : 
Grimalkin  far  all  cats  out-ihone, 
And  in  his  lady's  favour  none 

Was  then  preferr'd  before  him. 

Pert  Mrs.  Abigail  alone 

Envy'd  Grimalkin's  glory  : 
Her  favourite  lap-dog  now  was  grown 
Negle&ed  ;  him  fhe  did  bemoan, 

And  rav'd  like  any  Tory. 

She  cannot  bear,  fhe  f wears  fhe  won't 

To  fee  the  cat  regarded  ; 
But  firmly  is  refolv'd  u;>on't, 
And  vows,  that,  whatfoe'er  comes  on't, 

She'll  have  the  cat  difcarded. 

She  begs,  fhe  ftorms,  fhe  fawns,  fhe  frets, 

(Her  arts  are  all  employ'd) 
And  tells  her  lady  in  a  pet, 
Grimalkin  coft  her  more  in  meat 

Than  all  the  rats  deftroy'd. 

At  length  this  fpiteful  waiting-maid 

Produc'd  a  thing  amazing  ; 
The  favourite  cat's  a  vicfcim  made, 
To  fatisfy  this  prating  jade, 

And  fairly  turn'd  a-grazing. 

Now  lap-dog  is  again  reftor'd 

Into  his  lady's  favour; 
Sumptuoufly  kept  at  bed  and  board, 
And  he  (fo  Nab  has  given  her  word) 

Shall  from  all  vermin  fave  her. 

Nab  much  exults  at  this  fuccefs, 
And,  overwhelm'd  with  joy, 
Her  lady  fondly  does  carefs, 
And  tells  her,  Fubb  can  do  no  Ids 
Than  all  her  foes  deftroy. 

But  vain  fuch  hopes;  the  mice  that  fled 

Return,  now  Grim's  difcarded  ; 
Whilft  Fubb  till  ten,  on  filken  bed, 
Securely  lolls  his  drowfy  head, 
And  leaves  cheefe  unregarded. 

Nor  rats  nor  mice  the  lap-dog  fear, 
Now  uncontroll'd  their  theft  is : 
And  whatfbe'er  the  vermin  fpare, 
Nab  and  her  dog  betwixt  them  fhare, 
Nor  pie  nor  pippin  left  is. 

Mean  while,  to  cover  their  deceit, 
At  once,  and  fiander  Grim  ; 

Nab  fays,  the  cat  comes  out  of  fpitCj 

To  rob  her  lady  every  night, 
So  lays  it  all  on  him. 

Nor  corn  feciire  in  garret  high, 

Nor  cheefecake  i'ufe  in  cloi'et ; 
The  cellars  now  unguarded  lie, 
Ou  every  ihelf  the  vermin  piey  ; 
And  {till  Grlaialkia  does  it. 


The  gains  from  corn  apace  decay"  d, 

No  bags  to  market  go: 
Complaints  came  from  the  dairy-maid, 
The  mice  had  fpoil'd  her  butter  trade, 

And  eke  her  cheefe  alfo. 

With  this  fame  lady  once  there  liv'd 

A  trufty  fervant-maid, 
Who,  hearing  this,  full  much  was  griev'd, 
Fearing  her  lady  was  deceived, 

And  haften'd  to  her  aid. 

Much  art  fhe  us'd  for  to  difclofe 

And  find  out  the  deceit ; 
At  length  fhe  to  the  lady  goes, 
Difcovers  her  domeftic  foes, 

And  opens  all  the  cheat. 

Struck  with  the  fenfe  of  her  miflake, 

The  lady,  difcontented, 
Refolves  again  her  cat  to  take, 
And  ne'er  again  her  cat  forfake, 

Left  flie  again  repent  it. 


d  HI 


A   FABLE  f. 

A  WIDOW  kept  a  favourite  cat, 

At  firft  a  gentle  creature ; 
But,  when  he  was  growu  fleek  and  fat, 
With  many  a  moufe,  and  many  a  rat, 

He  foon  difcios'd  his  nature. 

The  fox  and  he  were  friends  of  old, 

Nor  could  they  now  be  parted; 
They  nightly  flunk  to  rob  the  told, 
Devour'd  the  lambs,  the  fleeces  fold; 

And  Pufs  grew  lion-hearted. 

He  fcratch'd  her  maid,  he  ftole  the  cream, 

He  tore  her  beft  lac'd  pinner ; 
Nor  Chanticleer  upon  the  beam, 
Nor  chick,  nor  duckling  'fcapes,  when  Grim 

Invites  the  fos  to  dinner. 

The  dame  full  wifely  did  decree, 

For  fear  he  mould  difpatch  mere, 
That  the  falfe  wretch  fhould  worried  be  ; 
But  in  a  faucy  manner  he 

Thus  fpeech'd  it  like  a  Lechmere  §  : 

"  Muft  I,  againft  all  right,  and  law, 

"  Like  pole-cat  vile  be  treated  ? 
"  I,  who  fo  long  with  tooth  and  claw, 
"  Have  kept  domeftic  mice  in  awe, 

"  And  foreign  foes  defeated  I 

+  In  TinUal's  "  Continuation  of  Fapin,"  XVII.  4^4, 
this  fable  is  faid  to  be  by  Prinr  or  Swilt.  I:i  Fov-r's  "  Po 
litical  State,"  1710,  p.  510,  where  it  is  applied  to  the  Duke 
of  Marlliorough,  it  is  laid  to  be  by  Swift  us  i'rior. 

I  '1  he  i-dcirateil  lawyer. 

JCkiij 
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"  Your  golden  pippin«,  and  your  pies, 

"   How  oft  have  I  defended ! 
"  '  Fis  true,  the  pinner  which  you  prize, 
"  I  tore  in  frolic  ;  to  your  eyes 

"  I  never  harm  intended. 

"  I  am  a  cat  of  honour."—"  Stay !" 

Quoth  (he,  "  no  longer  parley  ; 
"  Whate'er  you  did  in  battle  flay, 
"   By  law  of  arms,  became  your  prey  : 
"  (  hope -you  won  it  fairly. 

"  Of  this  we'll  grant  you  (land  acquit, 

"  But  not  of  your  outrages  : 
"  Tell  me,  perfidious  '.  was  it  fit 
'•  To  make  my  cream  a  perquifite, 

"  And  fteal,  to  mtnd  your  wage*  ? 

tl  So  flagrant  \s  thy  infolence, 

"  So  vile  thy  breach  of  truft  i=, 
"  That  longer  with  thee  to  difpenfe, 
"•   Were  want  of  power,  or  warjt  of  fenfe— 
"  Here,  Towzer  !-^do  him  juftice." 


THE    WORKS    OF,   PRIOR. 

Think,  Flavia,  we.  may  meet  again, 


SONGS, 

5ET  TO  SJUSIC  BY  THE   MOST  EMINENT  MASTERS' 
I.    Sit  by  Mr.   46(1. 

RFADING  ends  in  melancholy; 

Wine  breeds  vices^and  difeafes; 
Wealth  is  but  care,  and  love  but  lolly ; 

Only  frieudfliip  truly  pleafes. 
My  wealth,  my  books,  my  flafk,  my  Molly; 

.tare well  all,  if  friendfhip  ceafes. 

II.    Set  by  Mr.  Pur  celt* 

WHITHKR  would  my  paffion  run 

S)!ali  f  fly  h<zr,  or  puifue  her  ? 
Loling  her,  1  :im  undone  ; 

Yet  would  not  gain  her,  to  undo  her. 

Ye  tyrants  of  the  human  breaft, 
Love  and  region  '.   ceafe  your  war, 
order  death  to  give  me  reft ; 
each  will  equal  triumph  Ihare. 

III.   Set  Ly  Mr.  D*Fefeb. 


\,  why  d'ye  fly  me, 
With  fuch  rigour  in  your  eyes  ? 
Oh  !   '  ib     •;:',!  to  flfny  me, 

Since  yt.ur  k.'..ar;iis  i  I*  much  prize, 

But  I  plainly  fee  the  reafnn, 
Why  in  va.n  1  yen.  :>-r,  !';:<  <1; 

HIT  to  gain  *t»vas  out  ut  f.-aii  ;i, 
VVlu  ufforc  tl"J  cliuplain  Wi'e;'d. 

IV     >ct  by  Mr.  Smith. 

r>--,^«w   weep  no  more,  f  T  't'i*  in  vain; 
no;  u.us  ;. our  piety  heart ; 


As  well  as,  that  we  now  muft  part. 

You  figh  and  weep  ;  the  gods  neglect 
That  precious  dew  your  eyes  let  fall : 

Our  joy  and  grief  with  like  refped 
They  mind  ;  and  trut  is,  not  at  all. 

We  pray,  in  hopes  they  will  be  kind, 
As  if  they  did  regard  our  ftate  : 

They  hear ;  and  the  return  we  find 
Is,  that  no  prayers  can  alter  fate. 

Then  clear  your  brow,  and  look  more  gay, 
Do  not  yourfelf  to  grief  refign ; 

Who  knows  but  that  thofe  powers  may, 
The  pair  they  now  have  parted,  join  ? 

But  fince  they  have  thus  cruel  been, 
And  could  fuch  conflant  lovers  fever  f 

I  dare  not  truft,  left,  now  they're  in, 
They  Ihould  divide  us  two  for  ever. 

Then,  Flavia,  come,  and  let  u»  grieve, 
Remembering  though  upon  what  fcore; 

This  our  laft  parting  look  believe, 
Believe  we  muft  embrace  no  more. 

Yet  mould  our  fun  fhine  ouf  at  laft, 
And  fortune,  without  more  deceit, 

Throw  but  one  reconciling  caft, 

To  make  two  wandering  lovers  meet 

How  great  th<;n  would  our  pleafure  be. 
To  find  Heaven  kinder  than  believ'd; 

And  we,  v/ho  had  no  hopes  to  fee 
Each  other,  to  be  thus  tieceiv'd ! 

But  fay,  fltould  Heaven  bring  no  relief, 
Suppofe  our  fun  ihould  never  rife  : 

Why  then  what's  due  to  fuch  a  grief, 
We've  paid  already  with  our  eyes. 

V.   Set  by  ffr.  De  F.-fcl. 

LET  perjur'd  fair  Amynta  know, 
What  for  her  fake  I  undergo  ; 
Tell  her  for  her  how  I  fuftain 
A  lingering  fev<  r's  wafting  pain  ; 
Tell  her  the  torments  !  endure, 
Which  only,  only  fhe  can  cure. 

4 

Eu%  oh  !  fhe  fcorns  to  hear,  or  fee, 
The  wretch  that  lies  fo  low  as  me  ; 
Her  fudden  greatnefs  turns  her  brain, 
And  Srrepho;i  hopes,  alas  '.   in  vain  . 
For  ne'er  'twas  found  (though  often  try'o) 
That  pity  ever  dwelt  with  pride. 

VI.   Setly  Mr.  Smlib.      ' 

PHJLLI?,  fince  we  have  Kith  been  kind; 

Aiat  c.i  each  other  had  our  fill : 
T«!l  me  what  pleafure  yon  can  find, 

Jn  forciag  udtuic  'gsinil  be;  will. 


vTis  tree,  you  may  with  art  and  pain, 
Keep  in  fome  glowings  of  dtfire  , 

But  ftill  thofe  glowings  which  remain, 
Are  only  afhes  of  the  fire. 

Then  let  us  free  each  other's  foul, 
And  laugh  at  the  dull  conftant  fool, 

Who  would  love's  liberty  control, 
And  teach  us  how  to  whine  by  rale. 

iitt  us  no  impofitions  frt, 

Or  clogs  upon  each  other's  heart  j 
Sut,  as  for  pleafure  firft  we  met, 

So  now  for  pleafure  let  us  part. 

We  both  have  fpent  our  ftock  of  love, 
So  conftquently  fliould  be  free  ; 

Thyrfis  expects  you  in  yon'  grove, 
And  pretty  Chloris  ftays  for  me. 


VII.  Set  by  Mr.  De 


PHILLIS,  this  pious  talk  give  o'er, 
And  modeftly  pretend  no  more ; 

It  is  too  plain  an  art : 
Surely  you  take  me  for  a  fool, 
And  would, by  this  prove  me  fo  dull., 

As  not  to  know  your  heart. 

Jn  vain  you  fancy  to  deceive, 
for  truly  I  can  ne'er  believe 

But  this  is  all  a  -fliam  : 
?6ince  any  one  may  plainly  fee, 
Vou'd  only  fave  yourfelf  with  me* 

And  with  another  damn. 

VIII.  Set  By  Mr.  Smiti. 

STILL, Dorinda,  I  adore, 
Think  I  mean  not  to  deceive  you; 
For  I  lov'd  you  much  before, 
And,  alas  .   i+ow  love  -you  more, 
Though  I  force  myfclf  to  leave  you. 

Staying,  I  my  vows  mail  fail ; 
Virtue  yields,  as  love  grow*  ftronger; 

Fierce  defires  will  fi:re  prevail; 

You  are  fair,  and  I  am  frail, 
And  dare  truft  myfclf  no  longer. 

You,  my  love,  too  nicely  coy, 
Left  1  fliould  have  gain'd  the  treafure, 
Made  my  vows  and  oaths  deflroy 
The  pleafirig  hopes  I  did  enjoy 
Of  all  my  future  peace  and  pleafure. 

To  my  vows  I  have  been  true, 
And  in  filence  hid  my  anguifh, 
But  I  cannot  promife  too 
What  my  love  may  make  me  do, 
While  with  her  for  whom  I  languiftu 

For  in  thee  ftrange  magic  lies, 
And  my  heart  is  too,  ioc.  teode*  j 
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N  o thing's  proof  apainft  thofe  eyes, 

Beft  refolvcs  and  ftndteft  ties 
To  thtir  force  irruft  foon  furrendcr. 

But,  Dorinda,  you're  fevere, 
I  moir  doating  thus  to  fever; 
Since  from  ill  I  hold  moft  dear, 
That  you  may  no  longer  fear, 
I  divorce  myfelf  for  ever. 

IX.   Set  by  Mr.  De  Fcfc!,. 

Is  it,  O  love,  thy  want  of  eyes, 

Or  by  the  fates  decreed, 
That  hearts  fo  fddom  fympathize, 

Or  for  each  other  bleed  2 

If  thou  would'ft  make  two  youthful  hearts 

One  amorous  fhaft  obey ; 
'Twould  fave  thee  the  expence  of  darts, 

And  more  extend  thy  fway. 

Forbear,  alas !  thus  to  deflroy 
Thyfelf,  thy  growing  power ; 

For  that  which  would  he  flretdi'd  by  jpyj 
Defpair  will  foon  devour. 

Ah  :  would  then  my  relentlefs  fair, 
For  thy  ow,n  fake  and  mine  ; 

That  boundlefs  biffs  may  be  my  fhares 
And  double  glory  thine. 

X.  Stt  by  Mr.  Smith. 


WHY,  Harry,  what  ails  you  1  why  look  you  fo 

fad? 

To  thinkand  ne'er-drink,  will  make  you  ftark-mad. 
'Ti«  the  miftrefs,  the  friend,  and  the  bottle,  old 

boy  ! 

Which  create  all  the  pleafiire  poor  mortals  enjoy  j 
But  wine  of  the  three's  the  moft  cordial  brother,  . 
For  one  it  relieves,  and  it'ftrengthens  the  other. 

XI.   Set  by  Mr.  SmM. 

SIN.CE  my  words,  though  ne'er  fo  tender^ 

With  incereft  truth  exprett, 
'annul  make  your  heart  furrender, 
Nor  fo  much  as  warm  your  breaft  : 

What  will  movjf  the  fprjngs  of  nature  ? 
What  will  make  you  think  me  true  J 
Pell  me,  thou  myfterious  creature, 
Tell  poor  Strephon  what  will  do. 

Do  not,  Charmion,  rack  your  lover, 

Thus,  by  feeming  not  f>  know 
What  fo  plainly  ah  difcover, 
What  his  eyes  fo  plainly  fhow« 

air  one,  'tis  yourfelf  deceiving, 
'Tis  againft  your  reafon's  laws  : 
Adieiil-like  (  h'  effect  perceiving) 
Still  to -difljelieve  th»  wufe. 
Jv  k  iiij 
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XH.    Set  by  Mr.  De  fefcb. 

MORELLA,  charming  without  art, 

And  kind  without  defign, 
Can  never  lofe  the  fmalleft  part 

Of  fuch  a  heart  as  mine. 

Oblig'd  a^thoufand  feveral  ways, 
It  ne'er  can  break  her  chains ; 

While  paffion,  which  her  beauties  raife, 
My  gratitude  maintains. 

XIII.  Set  ly  Mr.  De  Fefcb. 

LOVE  !  inform  thy  faithful  creature 
How  to  keep  his  fair  one's  heart; 

JMuft  it  be  by  truth  of  nature, 
Or  by  poor  diffembling  art  ? 

Tell  the  fecret,  mew  the  wonder, 
How  we  both  may  gain  our  ends; 

J  am  loft  if  we're  afunder, 
Ever  tortur'd  if  we're  friends. 

XtV.  Set  by  Mr.  De  Fefei. 

TOUCH  the  lyre,  on  every  ftring, 
Touch  it,  Orpheus,  I  will  fing 
A  fong  which  {hall  immortal  be; 
Since  me  I  fmg's  a  deity ; 
A  Leonora,  whole  bleft  birth 
Has  no  relation  to  this  earth. 

XV.  Set  by  Mr.  Smltl. 

ONCE  T  was  unconCn'd  and  free, 
Would  I  had  been  {o  ftill  1 

Enjoying  fweeteft  liberty, 
And  roving  at  my  will. 

But  now,  not  mafter  of  my  heart, 

Cupid  does  fo  decide, 
That  two  {he-tyrants  {hall  it  part, 

And  fo  poor  me  divide. 

Victoria's  will  I  muft  obey, 
She  a&s  without  control : 

Phillis  has  fuch  a  taking  way, 
She  charms  my  very  foul. 

Decciv'd  by  Phillis'  looks  and  fmilef, 

Into  her  fnares  I  run  : 
Victoria  {hows  me  all  her  wiles, 

Which  yet  I  dare  not  fhun. 

From  one  I  fancy  every  kifs 
Hasfomething  in't  divine; 
An  !,  awful,  tailc  the  balmy  blifg, 
'    That  joins  her  lips  with  mine. ' 

JJut,  when  the  other  I  embrace, 
Though  me  be  not  a  queen, 

lrf.'*.thinks  'tis  facet  with  fuch  a  laf* 
.To  tumble  on  the  j;recn. 


bus  here  you  fee  a  fhared  hearty 
But  I,  meanwhile,  the  fool : 
Jach  in  it  has  an  equal  part, 
But  neither  yet  the  whole. 

^or  will  it,  if  I  right  forecaft, 
To  either  wholly  yield  : 
find  the  time  approaches  faft, 
When  both  muft  quit  the  field. 

XVI.    Set  by  Mr.  Dt  Ftfib. 


Amynta,  we  muft  part; 
The  charm  has  loft  its  power, 
Which  held  fo  faft  my  captiv'd  heart 
Until  this  fatal  hour. 

fladft  thou  not  thus  my  love  abus'd, 

And  us'd  me  ne'er  fo  ill, 
Thy  cruelty  I  had  excus'd, 

And  1  had  lov'd  thee  Itill. 

But  know,  my  foul  ditdains  thy  {way, 
And  fcorns  thy  charms  and  thee, 

To  which  each  fluttering  coxcomb  may 
As  welcome  be  as  me. 

Think  in  what  perfect  blifs  you  reign'd, 

How  lov'd  before  thy  fall ; 
And  now,  alas !  how  much  difdain'd 

By  me,  *nd  fcorn'd  by  all. 

Yet  thinking  of  each  happy  hour, 
Which  I  with  thee  have  fpent, 

So  robs  my  rage  of  all  its  power, 
That  I  almoft  relent. 

But  pride  will  never  let  be  bow, 
No  more  thy  charms  can  move  : 

Yet  thou  art  worth  my  pity  now, 
Bccaufe  thou  hadft  my  love. 

XVII.    Set  ly  Mr.  SmM, 

ACCEPT,  my  love,  as  true  a  heart 

As  ever  lover  gave  : 
'Tis  free  (it  vows)  from  any  art, 

And  proud  to  be  your  (lave. 

Then  take  it  kindly,  as  'twas  meant, 

And  let  the  giver  live  : 
Who,  with  it,  would  the  world  have  fcnt^ 

Had  it  been  his  to  give. 

And,  that  Dorinda  may  not  fear 

1  e'er  will  prove  untrue, 
My  vow  fball,  ending  with  the  year, 

With  it  begin  anew. 

XVIII.    Set  ly  Mr.  De  Fefcb. 

NAN  NT  bluftie*.  when  I  woo  her, 
And,  with  kindly-chiding  eyes, 

Faintly  fays,  I  {ball  undo  her, 
Faintly,  O  forbear !  flic  cries. 
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But  her  breafts  while  [  am  preffing, 

While  t»  hers  my  lips  I  join, 
Warm'd  (he  feems  to  tafte  the  bleffing, 

And  her  kiffes  aufwer  mine. 

Undebauch'd  by  rules  of  honour, 
Innocence  with  nature  charm*; 

One  bids,  gently  pufh  me  from  her, 
T'other,  take  me  in  her  arms. 


XIX.    Set  by  Mr.  Smith. 

SINCE  we  your  hufband  daily  fee 

So  jealous  out  of  feafon, 
\PhilHs,  let  you  and  I  agree 

To  make  him  fo  with  reafon. 

I'm  vext  to  think,  that  every  night 

A  fot  within  thy  arms, 
Tafting  the  moft  divine  delight, 

Should  fully  all  your  charm*. 

\ 
While  fretting  I  muft  lie  alone, 

Curfing  the  powers  divine, 
That  undefervedly  have  thrown 

A  pearl  unto  a  fvvine. 

Then,  Phillis,  heal  my  wounded  heart, 

My  burning  pailion  cool ; 
Let  me,  at  leaft,  in  thee  have  part 

With  thy  infipid  fool. 


XX.    Set  ty  C.  R.  • 

FHILLIS,  give  this  humour  over, 
We  too  long  have  time  abus'd ; 

I  fhall  turn  an  arrant  rover, 
If  the  favour's  ftill  retus'd. 

Faith !  'tis  nonfenfe  out  of  meafure, 

Without  ending,  thus  to  fee 
Women  forc'd  10  tafte  a  pleafure 

Whicli  they  love  as  well  as  we. 

Let  not  pride  and  folly  fhare  you, 
We  were  made  biit  to  enjoy  ; 

Ne'er  will  age  or  cejifure  fpare  you, 
ii'er  the  more  for  being  coy. 

Never  fancy  time's  before  you, 
Youth,  believe  me,  will  away  ; 

Then,  alas !  who  will  adore  you, 
Or  to  wrinkles  tribute  pay  ? 

All  the  fwains  on  you  attending 

Show  how  much  your  charms  deferve; 

But,  mifer-like,  for  fear  of  fpending 
You  amidft  your  plenty  ilarve. 

While  a  thoufand  freer  lafles, 

Who  their  youth  and  charms  employ, 
'* !  •r.tigh  your  beauty  their's  furpaffes, 
a  far  more  p rrfcft  jov, 


xxr. 


HASTE,  my  Nannette,  my  lovely  maid  ! 

Hade  to  the  bower  thy  fwain  has  made; 

For  thee  alone  I  made  the  bower, 

And  ftrew'd  the  couch  with  many  a  flower* 

None  but  my  fheep  fhall  near  us  come  : 

Venus  be  prais'd  !  my  fheep  are  dumb. 

Great  God  of  love  '.  take  thou  my  crook, 

To  keep  the  wolf  from  Nannette's  flock. 

Guard  thou  the  fheep,  to  her  fo  dear ; 

My  own,  alas '.  are  lefs  my  care. 

But  of  the  wolf  if  thou' ft  afraid, 

Come  not  to  us  to  call  for  aid ; 

For  with  her  fwain  my  love  fhall  ftay, 

Though  the  wolf  prowl,  and  the  fheep  (tray. 

XXII.  &/  by  Mr.  Df  Ftfcb. 

SINCE  by  ill  fate  I'm  forc'd  away, 

And  fnatch'd  fo  foon  from  thofe  dear  arms, 
Againft  my  will  I  muft  obey, 

And  leave  thole  fweet  endearing  charms. 

Yet  ftiil  love  on,  and  never  fear, 
But  you  and  conftancy  will  prove 

Enough  my  prcfent  flame  to  bear, 

And  make  me,  though  in  abfence,  love* 

For,  though  your  prefence  fate  denies, 

I  feel,  alas '.   the  killing  fmart ; 
And  can  with  undifcerned  eyes, 

Behold  your  picture  in  my  heart. 

XXIII.  Set  by  Mr,  De  Fcfeb. 

IN  vain,  alas !  poor  Strephon  tries 

To  eafe  his  tortur'd  breaft ; 
Since  Amoret  the  cure  denies, 

And  makes  his  pain  a  jeft. 

Ah  !  fair-one,  why  to  me  fo  coy  ? 

And  why  to  him  fo  true, 
Who  with  more  coldnefs  flights  the  joy, 

Than  I  with  love  purfue  I 

Die  then,  unhappy  lover !    die; 

For,  fince  fhe  gives  thee  death, 
Th«  world  has  nothing  that  can  buy 

A  minute  more  of  breath. 

Yet,  though  I  could  your  fcorn  outlive, 

'Twere  folly ;  fince  to  me 
Not  love  itfelf  a  joy  can  give, 

But,  Amoret,  in  thee. 

XXIV.  SctlyMr.DeFcfd. 

WELL  !  I  will  never  more  complain, 

Or  call  the  fates  unkind ; 
Alas  1  how  fond  it  is,  how  vain  ! 
But  felf-conceitednefsdoci  reign 

In  every  mortal  mind. 
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"tit  true  they  long  did  me  deny, 

Nor  would  permit  a  fight : 
I  rag'd ;  for  I  could  not  efpy, 
Or  think  that  any  harm  could  lie 

Difguis'd  in  that  delight. 

At  laft,  my  wifhes  to  fulfil, 

They  did  their  power  refign ; 
I  faw  her ;  but  I  wilh  I  ftill 
Had  been  obedient  to  their  will, 
.And  they  not  unto  mine. 

Yet  I  by  this  have  learnt  the  wit, 

Never  to  grieve  or  fret : 
Contentedly  1  will  fubmit, 
And  think  that  beft  which  they  think  fit, 

Without  the  leaft  regret. 

XXV.  Setty  Mr.  C.R. 

CHLOE  beauty  has  and  wit, 

And  an  air  that  is  not  common ; 

Every  charm  in  her  does  meet, 
Fit  to  make  a  handfome  woman. 

But  we  do  not  only  find 

Here  a  lovely  face  or  feature  ; 

For  file's  merciful  and  kind, 

Beauty 'sanfwer'd  by  good-nature. 

She  is  always  doing  good, 
Of  her  favours  never  fparing, 

And,  as  all  good  Chriftians  fhould, 
Keeps  poor  mortals  from  defpairing. 

Jove  the  power  knew  c>  her  charms., 
And  that  EJ  rasn  could  endure  them; 

So,  providing  'gainft  all  harms, 

Gave  to  her  the  power  to  cure  them. 

And  'twould  be  a  cruel  thing, 

When  her  black  eyes  have  rais'd  defire, 
Should  fhe  not  her  bucket  bring, 

And  kindly  help  to  quench  the  fire. 

xxvr. 

SINCE,  Moggy,  I  mun  bid  adieu, 

How  can  1  help  defpairing  I 
Let  cruel  fate  us  ftill  purfue, 

There's  nought  more  worth  my  caring. 

Twas  fhe  alone  could  calm  my  foul, 
When  racking  thoughts  did  grieve  me ; 

Her  eyes  my  trouble  could  control, 
And  into  joys  deceive  me. 

Farewell,  ye  brooks;  no  more  along 
Your  banks  mun  I  be  walking ; 

Jslo  more,  you'll  hear  my  pipe  or  fong, 
Or  pretty  Moggy's  talking. 

But  I  by  death  an  end  will  give 
To  grief,  fince  we  mun  lever; 

For  who  can  after  parting  live, 
Ought  to  be  wretchtd  ever. 


XXVII. 


SOME  kind  angel,  gently  flying, 
Mov'd  with  pity  at  my  pain, 

Tell  Corinna  I  am  dying, 
Till  with  joy  we  meet  again* 

Tell  Corinra,  fince  we  parted, 
I  have  never  known  delight ' 

And  fhall  foon  be  broken-hearted, 
If  I  longer  want  her  fight. 

Tell  her  how  her  lover,  mourning, 
Thinks  each  lazy  day  a  year ; 

Curfing  every  morn  returning, 
Since  Corinna  is  not  here. 

Tell  her  too.  not  diftant  placet, 
Will  (he  be  but  true  and  kind, 

Join'd  with  time  and  change  of  faces, 
E'er  fhall  fhake  my  conltant  mind. 

XXVIII.    NELLY. 

WHILST  others  proclaim 

Tnis  nymph,  or  that  (wain, 
Deareft  Nelly  the  lovely  I'll  Cng; 

She  fhall  grace  every  verfe, 

I'll  her  beauties  rehearfe, 
Which  lovers  can't  think  an  ill  thing. 

Her  eyes  fhine  as  bright 

As  ftars  in  the  night, 
Her  complexion  divinely  is  fair; 

Her  lips,  red  as  a  cherry, 

Would  a  hermit  make  merry, 
And  black  as  a  coal  is  her  hair. 

Her  breath,  like  a  rofe, 

Its  i'weets  doesdifclofe, 
Whenever  you  ravifh  a  kifs; 

Like  ivory  inchas'd. 

Her  teeth  are  well  placed, 
An  exquifite  beauty  fhe  is. 

Her  plump  breads  are  white, 

Delighting  the  fight, 
There  Cupid  difcovers  her  charms ; 

Oh  !  fpare  then  the  reft, 

And  think  of  the  beft : 
'Tis  heaven  to  die  in  her  arms. 

She's  blooming  as  May, 

Brifk,  lively,  and  gay  ; 
The  graces  play  all  round  about  her  : 

She's  prudent  and  witty, 

Sings  wondroufly  pretty, 
And  there  is  no  liviug  without  her. 


MISCELLANEA. 

AD    COM1TEM    DORCESTRIJt, 

In  Annum  incuntcm  {684. 

AD    JANUM. 

Sic  tua  perpetuis  fument  altaria  donis, 
Pluriiua  fie  flamms  pabula  mitut  Arabs ; 
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Sic  dum  facra  novis  red5muntur  tcmpora  fertis, 

Nefioreos  pofcant  fcemina  virquc  dies  ; 
Caflide  depofita,  placide  fie  nuncia  pads 

Janua  fopito  Curdine  limen  amet : 
Candida  procedant  feftivo  tempora  motu, 

Et  favcat  Domino  quxlibet  hora  meo ! 
Publica  concibis  gravibus  feu  commoda  ^radlet, 

Seu  vacuum  peclus  mollior  urat  amorjt 
Scu  pia  inordaci  meditecur  vulnera  charta, 

Vylncra  quse  tali  fola  levantur  ope ; 
Seu  legat  oblito  tacilis  mca  carmina  faftu, 

O  !  bcne  carminibus  confule,  Dive,  mcis, 
Jane  fave,  Domini  veniet  natalis  ad  aras ; 

O  !  fuperis  ipfis  facra  fit  ilia  dies  : 
Sacra  fit  ilia  dies,  niveoque  notata  lapillo, 

Qua  tulit  illuftns  nobilc  mater  onus, 
Qua  mihi,  patronum  geftit,  gcntique  Quiritem, 

Artificique  Deo  pene  dediffe  parem. 


AD  DOM.  GOWER,  COLL.  MAGISTRUM, 

EFJSTOLA    DEPR.ECATORIA. 

Niu  tuam  jampridem  benevolentiatn  ct  laudafarn 
ab  expeitis  audiviflem,  et  expertus  ipfe  faspiflime 
laudallem,  et  pudor  et  triftitia  confcio  mihi  filen- 
tium  indixiflent :  at  enim  V.  R.  dum  coram  pa- 
trono,  amico,  patre,  provolvor,  te  non  dubitat 
impetrare  audax  dolor  per  accepta  olim  beneficia, 
per  effluentes  lacrymas  (et  h«e  mentiri  nefciunt) 
perque  tuum  ifthunc  celeberrimum  candorem, 
quern  imprudens  Isefi,  folicitus  repeto  ut  peccanti 
iguoicas,  et  obliteres  crimen,  ut  non  folum  ad 
condiicipulorum  menfam,  fed  ad  magiftri  gratiam 
rejttituatur,  favoris  tui  ftudiofifiimus,  M.  F. 


CARMEN  DEPRECATORIUM 

AD    EUNDiM. 

IRATAS  acuit  dum  laefus  Apollo  fagittas, 

NegkiSas  renovat  nioefta  Thalia  preces; 
Q^ialefcunque  poteft  jejuiio  promere  cantu  : 

Heu  mihi  non  eft  res  ingeniofa  fames  ! 
Grana  negcs,  alacri  languet  vis  ignea  gallo, 

Demc  iaboranti  pabula,  languet  cquus. 
Latrujitis  ftou:athi  Iterilis  nee  paicis  niatum 

I)  nhni,  ntc  arentem  Caftalis  unda  litim. 
Turn  bene  laiTatur  Flaccus  cum  dixerit  One  1 

Pieriafque  merum  nobilitavit  aquas. 
Jejum  deprtffa  jacet  vel  Mufa  Maronis, 

l:kt  culicem  efuiiens  qui  fatur  arma  canit. 
O  fi  Mzcenas  major  mihi  riferit,  O  fi 

Fulgenti  folitum  regnet  in  ore  jubar, 
Crimine  purgato  pie  poft  jejunia,  Mufa 

lutiperet  prasful  grandia,  tequc 


M.  P. 


"    — DUM    BIBIMUS— • 
fc    OBREPIT    NON    INTELtECTA    3ENECTWS." 

ISTE  mero  bibulas  effufo  temporis  alas, 
Jiefteruunive  minax  coge  rtdire  diem  3 


Nil  facis;  ufque  volabit  inerorabilis  aetas, 
Canitiemquc  caput  fcntiet  atque  lugas. 

I  brevis,  et  properans  in  funus  nedle  corollas, 
Mox  conflagrando  conde  Falerna  rogo. 

Clepfyclra  Saturni  tua  nee  cryilallina  dillant, 
Dum  motu  pahli  viaum  et  arena  iluunt. 

Dum  loquor,  ecce !  perit  redimita  gloria 
Dat  rofa  de  fertis  lapfa,  Memento  mori. 

Sed  tibi,  dum  noras  nimis  properare  puellas^ 
Ut  citius  runipat  ftamina,  Bacchus  adeft. 

DefHtui:  cscuni  fubito  fol  ebrius  orbem, 
Occafum  tremulo  narrat  adeflc  rubor. 

M. 


REVERENDO    IN    CHRISTO    PATRI 

THOMjE  SPRAT, 

EPJSCOPO    ROFFENSI,  &C. 


VICIMUS,  cxultans  fauflo  crepat  omine  Daphnis; 

Teftaturque  bonos  nuncia  fibra  Deos  ; 
Grandius  eloquium  me  Jitare,  Thalia,  patronum 

Quern  modo  laudafti,  nunc  venerate  patrem. 
Quis  putet  incertis  volvi  fubtegmina  Parcis? 

Quis  meritos  xquum  deflituiife  Jovem  ? 
Cum  virtute  tuum  crefcit  decus,  aucle  facerdos, 

Impatienfque  breves  fpernit  utrumque  modos. 
Qnaliter  Elxo  felix  in  pulvere  viclor, 

Cui  femel  ornatas  lambit  oliva  comas, 
Sufpirans  partas  queritur  marccfcere  frondes, 

Et  parat  elapfaa  ad  nova  bella  rotas  : 
Sic  tibi  major  honos  veteres  protrudit  honores. 

Metaque  praeteritae  laudis  origo  novx  eft  ; 
Phcebaese  juvenile  caput  cinxere  corollx, 

Palnia  viri  decuit  tempora,  mitra  ienis. 

M.  ?. 


EPISTOLA  EODEM  TEMPORE  MISSA; 

CCM  voluntas  regia,  opMmatum  confenfus,  bo- 
norumque  omnium  ftudia  infulam  merenti  concef- 
ferint.  ignofcas,  pater  reverende,  quod  inter  com- 
munem  populi  plaufum  cliens  eo  minus  ad  enar- 
randum  fufficiens  qu6  beneficiis  plus  fuerim  de- 
vincius,  ct  tuos  in  ecclefia  honores  et  ecclefix  a 
tuis  honoribus  felicitatem  feftinet  gratulari,  favoris 
tui  ftudiofiffimus,  M.  P. 


AD  FRANC.  EPISC.  ELIENSEM, 

EXORATA  boni  tribuerunt  munera  Divi, 
Patronique  novus  tempora  cingit  honog. 

Concedas  hilaris  repetitum  Mufa  laborem, 
Et  notum  cclebres,  er  mihi  dulce  decus. 

O  fi  te  cancrem,  prxful  venerabilis,  .O  fi 
cum  ti;ulis  crgfccrc:  au^a  tuis, 
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JEqae  turba  tibi  non  cederet  ima  clientum, 
Cederet  ac  numeris  optima  Mufa  meis. 

Hoc  tamen  ut  meditor,mihiquid  nifi  vota  fuperfunt  ? 
Imbelles  hutneros  nobile  lafiat  onus. 

Ergo  minor  virtu*  celebretur,  dum  tibi  prxful 
Quod  laudem  fuperes  gloria  major  erit. 

OM  vjrtutes  tuas  unufquifque  collaudet  et  ho- 
norec  gratuletur,  noftrse  V.  R.  audaciae  ignofcat 
tua  benignitas,  fi  minima  pollens  eloquent!!,  ar- 
dentiflimo  tamen  Audio  accenfus,  ad  communem 
populi  chorum  adjungens  vocem,  cum  virum  op 
timum  turn  benigniffimum  celebret  patronum,  qui, 
tuis  Biaxime  devindus  beneficiis,  fummopere  co- 
natu'r  merito  vocari 

Favoris  tui  fhidiofiffimus,          M.  P. 


DUM  tingit  Siculus  folis  coclique  meatus, 
Aftra  polofque  tuos  quos  fibi  condit  habet, 

Nil  facit  inftantis  mortis  bellique  tumultus  ; 
Ufque  fed  cgregium  fedulus  urget  opus, 
vacat  exiguas  curas  impendere  vitz ; 
Sat  fibi  curarum  Conditor  orbis  habec. 


Lemma,  "  Suftentare  et  Delellere." 

DUM  tibi  dat  fortes  Cybele  veneranda  leones, 

Flavaque  colle<5las  addit  Eleufis  opes : 
Jrmdii  major,  vi&oque  potentior  aevo, 

I  decus,  I  noftra  Ceciliana  domus. 
Sparge  inopi  fruges,  et  pelle  leonibus  hoftem; 

Copia  quid  valet  hinc,  quid  timer  inde,  refer. 
Pollens  muneribus  belli  vel  pacis,  babes,  quo 

Atque  homines  fuperes,  atque  imitere  Deos. 


EPITAPHIUM. 

M.  S.  CAROLI  MONTAGUE, 
Honorabilis  Georgii  de  Horton  in  agro  Northanto- 

nienfi 

Filius  natu  fextus, 

Henrici  Comitis  de  Manchefter  nepos, 

Scholiae  Regix  Weftmonaftcrienfis  Alumnus, 

Collegi  S.  S.  Trinitatis  Cantabrigienfis  Socius. 

Literas  humaniores  feliciter  excoluit, 

Et  in  difpari  laudis  genere  clarus, 
Inter  Poetas  pariter  ac  Oratores  Anglos  excelluit : 

Magna  ingenii  indole ; 
Bonarumque  artium  difciplinis  inftruc^us, 

Ex  Academix  umbraculis 
In  cunfpeduin  homiiium  prodiit, 


Literatorum  decus  ct  prsfjdium. 

Omni  dehinc  cogitatione 
Communi  bono  promtivendo  incubuit : 

Breviqne  hunc  virum, 

Sua  in  fenatu  folertia,  in  concilio  providentia, 

In  utroque,  juftitia,  fides,  audoritas, 

Ad  gerendam  xrarii  curam  evexit : 

Ubi  laborantibus"B£ci  rebus  opportune  fubvenicni, 

Siniul  monetam  argenteam 
Magno  Republics  detrimento  imminutam 

De  novo  cudi  fecit ; 

Et  inter  abfolvendum  tantae  molis  opus, 
FJagrante  etiam  bello, 

Impreffis  chartulis 

Pecunitrum  rationem  pretiumque  impertiit. 
His  meritis  et  patriae  et  principis  gratiam  confecutns, 
Familiam  fuam  diu  illuftrem.illuft'iorem  reddidit ; 

Baro  fcilicet,  deinde  Comes  de  Halifax  creatus, 
Ad  tres  Montacutani  nominis  proceres  quaitus  ac- 

ccffit. 

Summo  deniqae  Perifcelidis  honore  ornatus, 
Publici  commodi  indefe0us  adhuc  conlultor, 
Media  inter  conamina,  otium  cum  dignitate, 
Quod  defideravit,  et  meruit,  vix  tandem  affecutus ; 
(Proh  brevcm  humanarum  rerum  fiduciam  !) 

Omnibus  bonis  flcbilis  occidit, 
xxi  die  Maii,  Anno  Salutis  M.DCC.XV. 

^tatis  fuz  LIV. 

Patruo  de  fe  optime  merenti, 

Et  bonorum  et  honorum  hzres, 

Georgius  comes  de  Halifax. 


EPITAPH. 

Here  lies  Sir  THOMAS  POWYS,  Knight : 

As  to  his  Profeffion, 

In  accufmg  cautious;  in  defending  vehement ; 
In  all  his  pleadings  fedate,  clear,  and  lirong  ; 
In  all  his  decifions  unprejudic'd  and  equitable. 
He  ftudied,  pradlifed,  and  governed  the  Law 

In  fuch  a  manner,  that 

Nothingeqiralledhisknowledgc.excepthiscloquence: 
Mothing  excelled  both,  except  his  juftice. 

As  to  his  Life, 

He  poffefled,  by  a  natural  happinefs, 

All  thofe  civil  virtues  which  form  the  gentleman  : 

And  to  thefe,  by  divine  goodnefs,  were  added 

That  fervant  zeal  and  extenfive  charity, 

Which  diftinguilh  the  perfect  Chriftjan  I 

The  tree  it  known  Ly  b'u  fruit. 

He  was  a  loving  hufband,  and  an  indulgent  father, 

A  conftant  friend,  and  a  charitable  patron  ; 

Frequenting  the  devotions  of  the  church  ; 

Pleading  the  caufe,  and  relieving  the  ntceflitics, 

of  the  poor. 

What  by  example  he  taught  throughout  his  life, 
At  his  death  he  recommended  to  his  family  and 

friends : 

*'  To  fear  God,  and  live  uprightly." 

Let  whoever  reads  this  Hone, 

fie  wife,  and  be  initru&ed. 
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In  eafy  dialogues  is  Fletcher's  praife  ; 

He  mov'd  the  mind,  but  had  no  power  to  raife : 

Great  Jonfon  did  by  ftrength  of  judgment  pleafe  ; 

Yet  doubling  Fletcher's  force,  he  wants  his  eafe : 

But  both  to  CONGREVE  juftly  flvall  fubmit ; 

One  match'd  in  judgment,  both  o'er-match'd  in  wit. 

In  him  all  beauties  of  this  age  we  fee,  _ 

Etberege  his  courtfhip,  Southerns' s  purity;  t 

The  fatire,  wit,  and  ftrength  of  manly  Wyclerly.  J 

This  is  your  portion  ;  this  your  native  ftore ;  -> 

Heav'n  that  but  once  was  prodigal  before, 

To  Skakffeare  gave  as  much  ;  foe  could  not  give  him  more. 

BRFDEN'S  VERSES  TO  CONCRETE, 


EDINBURGH: 

PRINTED  BY  MUNDELL  AND  SON,  ROYAL  BANK  GLOSS. 
Aw  1793, 
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CONGREVE,  one  of  the  greatefl  names  in  the  EnglifK  drama,  was  the  fon  of  Williata 
Congreve,  Efq  fecond  fon  of  Richard  Congreve,  Efq.  of  Congreve  and  Stretton,  in  Staffordlhire. 

He  was  born,  as  appears  by  the  infcription  on  his  monument,  in  1671 ;  but  the  place  of  his  birth 
is  differently  affigned  by  his  biographers. 

Jacob,  from  information  communicated  by  himfelf,  afierts,  that  he  drew  his  firft.  breath  at  the 
village  of  Bardfa,  near  Leeds  in  Yorkflure,  which  was  the  eftate  of  Sir  John  Lewis,  his  great  uncle 
by  the  mother's  fide. 

In  the  "  General  Dictionary,"  it  is  contended,  on  the  authority  of  his  friend  Southerne,  that  he 
was  a  native  of  Ireland  :  but  it  is  not  faid  when  or  where  he  was  born ;  nor  are  thefe  circumftanees 
mentioned  in  the  Englifh  tranflation  of  Sir  James  Ware's  works,  in  which  his  life  is  inferted  as  a 
native  of  that  country. 

Notwithttanding  his  own  affertion,  Dr  Johnfon  is  fo  deficient  in  candour  as  to  "  doubt  whether 
Le  told  the  truth  about  his  birth,"  and  infinuates  a  fufpicion  of  his  maintaining  a  "  falfehood  of  con 
venience  or  vanity;"  fer  which  there  does  not  appear  to  be  any  fufficient  reafon,  as  his  veracity  was 
as  unqueftionable  as  his  genius ;  and  his  affigning  fo  particularly  the  place  in  Yorkfliire,  where  he 
declared  he  was  born,  has  all  the  appearance  of  truth. 

His  laft  biographer,  the  learned  and  candid  Dr.  Kippis,  decidedly  prefers. his  own  teftimony  to 
that  of  Southerne,  who  might  poffibly  be  miftaken,  or  might  very  probably  be  firmly  perfuaded, 
from  his  having  feen  him  a  youth  in  Ireland,  that  he  was  his  countryman. 

His  own  authority  for  the  matter  of  fact,  publiflied  by  Jacob  in  his  lifetime,  feems  fo  ftrong,  that 
at  firft  fight  it  muft  appear  not  only  probable,  but  morally  certain,  that  England  is  entitled  to  the 
honour  of  his  birth. 

In  the  preface  to  "  The  Poetical  Regifter,"  printed  in  1719,  Jacob,  fpeaking  of  the  communica» 
tions  which  he  had  received  from  living  authors,  has  this  paflage  :  "  I  am  in  particular  obliged  to 
Mr  Congreve  for  his  free  and  early  communication  of  what  relates  to  himfelf,  as  well  as  his  kind 
directions  for  the  compofing  this  work." 

His  father  carried  him,  when  a  child,  into  Ireland,  where  he  then  had  fome  military  employment, 
but  afterwards  was  ftcward  to  the  Earl  of  Burlington,  which  fixed  his  refidence  there. 

He  received  the  rudiments  of  his  education  in  the  fchool  of  Kilkenny,  and  gave  very  early  proofs 
«f  a  poetical  genius.  His  firfi.  attempt  in  poetry,  it  is  faid,  was  a  copy  of  verfes  on  the  death  of  his 
mafter's  magpie. 

He  went  from  the  fchool  of  Kilkenny  to  the  univerfity  of  Dublin,  where,  in  a  very  fhort  time, 
under  the  direction  of  Dr.  St.  George  Afhe,  he  became  perfectly  acquainted  with  the  different 
branches  of  polite  literature,  and  acquired  a  correct  and  critical  knowledge  of  the  claflics. 

Having  puffed  through  the  ufual  preparatory  ftudies  with  great  celerity  and  fuocefs,  his  father 
thought  it  proper  to  affign  him  a  pr^feflion  ;  and,  about  the  time  of  the  Revoluiion,  lent  hij.,  at  the 
age  of  fixteen,  to  ftudy  law  in  the  Middle  Temple,  where  he  lived  for  feveral  years,  but  with  very 
little  attention  tojlatutts  or  rcportt. 

His  difpofition  to  become  an  author  appeared  very  early;  for,  at  the  age  of  feventeen,  he  wrote  a 
uovel,  called  Incognita,  or  Love  and  Duty  Rt(tncUed)  which,  under  the  affumed  name  of  C'/«/<W,  he  de* 
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dicated  to  Mrs.  Catharine  Levefon.  His  defign  in  writing  it,  was  to  fhow  how  works  of  thb  kir.'l 
ought  to  be  written.  It  is  praifed  by  his  biographers,  though  Dr.  Johnfon  faftidioufly  fays,  he 
"  would  rather  praife  it  than  read  it,"  and  has  merit  for  fuch  a  time  of  life.  It  is  chiefly  diflin- 
guifhed  by  that  intricacy  of  plot,  which  he  afterwards  fo  much  difplayed  in  his  dramatic  writings; 
and  fomething  alfo  may  be  traced  in  the  dialogue  parts  of  his  fucceeding  corrufcations  of  wit.  The 
flory,  however,  is  very  unnatural. 

'About  three  years  after  his  return  to  England,  he  wrote  his  firft  dramatic  performance,  Tie  O'd 
Bachelor^  "  to  amufe  himfelf,"  as  he  fays,  "  in  a  flow  recovery  from  a  fit  of  ficknefs."  It  was  acted 
at  the  theatre  in  Drury  Lane,  in  1693,  when  he  was  not  more  than  twenty-one  years  old,  and  was 
then  recommended  by  Dryden,  Southerne,  and  Maynwaring,  who,  finding  it  deficient  in  fome  things 
frequifite  to  the  fuccefs  of  its  exhibition,  fitted  it  for  the  ftage.  Dryden  faid,  that  he  had  never  feen 
fuch  a  firft  play. 

"  Such  a  comedy,  written  at  fuch  an  age,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  requires  fome  ccnGdcration.  As 
tne  lighter  fpecies  of  dramatic  poetry  profefles  the  imitation  of  common  life,  of  real  manner',  and 
common  incidents,  it  apparently  prefuppofes  a  familiar  knowledge  of  many  characters,  and  exact 
obfervations  of  the  patting  world  ;  the  difficulty,  therefore,  is,  to  conceive  how  this  knowledge  can 
be  obtained  by  a  boy." 

£ut  if  the  Old  Bachelor  be  more  nearly  examined,  it  will  be  found  to  be  one  of  thofe  comedies, 
\vhich  may  be  made  by  a  mind  vigorous  and  acute,  and  furnifhed  with  fuch  comic  characters  by  the 
perufal  of  other  poets,  without  much  actual  commerce  with  mankind.  The  dialogue  is  one  con- 
flant  reciprocation  of  conceits,  or  clafh  of  wit,  in  which  nothing  flows  neceffarily  from  che  occaiion, 
or  is  dictated  by  nature.  The  characters,  both  of  men  and  women,  are  either  fictitious  and  artifi 
cial,  or  eafy  and  common  ;  and  the  cataftrophe  arifes  from  a  miftake  not  very  probably  produced,  by 
marrying  a  woman  in  a  maik. 

Yet  this  gay  comedy,  when  all  thefe  deductions  are  made,  will  ftill  remain  the  work  of  very 
powerful  and  fertile  faculties  :  the  dialogue  is  quick  and  fparkling,  the  incidents  fuch  at  feize  the  at 
tention,  and  the  wit  fo  exuberant,  that  it  "  o'erinforms  its  tenement." 

The  Old  Eacbtlor,  when  printed,  was  dedicated  to  Lord  Clifford,  eldeft  fon  of  the  Earl  of  Bur 
lington,  the  friend  and  patron  of  his  father. 

The  fuccefs  that  attended  this  play  upon  the  ftage,  and  after  it  came  from  the  prcfs,  was  fingu- 
larly  beneficial  to  Congreve ;  for  it  procured  him  the  patronage  of  Montague,  who  immediately 
made  him  one  of  the  Commiffioners  for  licenfmg  coaches,  and  foon  after  gave  him  a  place  in  the  Pipe 
Office,  and  another  in  the  Cuftoms,  of  fix  hundred  ponnds  a  year. 

The  next  year,  he  produced  the  Double  Dealer,  Which  was  not  received  with  equal  kindftdr, 
though  the  characters  of  it  are  ftrongly  drawn,  the  wit  genuine  and  original,  the  plot  finely  laid,  and 
the  conduct  inimitable.  It  was  dedicated  to  his  patron,  Montague,  and  defended  agalnlt  the  capri 
cious  difpofition  of  audiences,  with  a  confiderable  difplay  of  critical  ability.  Dryden,  his  poetical  fa 
ther,  addrefled  a  copy  of  verfesto  him  on  its  appearance,  which  are  generally  known  ;  aud  Hcpkins 
alfo  wrote  a  copy  of  verfes  on  the  fame  occafion. 

The  exhibition  of  both  thefe  plays  was  honoured  by  the  prefcnce  of  Queen  Mary,  on  whofe  death, 
which  happened  in  the  clofe  of  this  year,  he  teftified  his  gratitude,  and  concurred  with  the  general 
forrow,  by  writing  The  Mourning  Mufe  of  Alexii,  an  clegical  paftcral,  which  has  been  extravagantly 
commended. 

In  1695,  he  produced  Love  for  Love,  with  which  the  new  theatre,  in  Lincoln's-  Inn-Fieide,  was 
opened,  under  the  direction  of  Betterton.  It  met  with  fo  much  fucrds,  that  Bettertnn  and  the 
other  managers  made  him  an  offer  of  a  whole  fliarc  with  them  in  their  profits,  on  condition  of  his 
furnifhing  them  with  a  new  play  every  year,  which  he  accepted.  It  was  dedicated  to  the  Earl  of 
Dorfct,the  univerfal  patron.  It  is  frequently  acted  with  the  approbation  it  juftly  merits.  It  is,  as 
Dr.  Johnfon  obferves,  of  nearer  alliance  to  life,  and  exhibits  more  real  manners  than  either  the  Old 
Bachelor  or  the  Double  Dealer.  The  character  of  Fore/ight  wa»  then  common.  The  S*iu»r  is  not 
accounted  very  natural,  but  he  is  very  pleafaj.t. 
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Two  years  afterwards  (1697),  he  produced  th'-  Mourning  dri-/e,  a  tragedy,  which  was  received 
with  rrvTj  appLiufe  'han  any  other  of  his  plays,  and  ftili  continues  to  be  aeled  and  applauded  The 
verfificati  ;n  is  regular,  the  plot  is  buiy  and  intricate,  and  rhe  events  take  hold  on  the  addition  It 
is  fo  written,  D-.  Johnfon  obferves-,  as  to  Ihow  him  fufEciently  qualified  for  either  kind  of  dramatic 
poetry.  But,  except  a  very  few  pafiages,  he  adds,  we  are  ratlur  u-.nazcd  with  noife,  and  perplexed 
with  flratagem,  than  entertained  with  any  true  delineation  of  natural  characters.  It  is  net  without 
faults;  but  it  has  confiderable  excellencies  ;  audit  is  fome  argument  in  its  favour  that  it  maintains 
its  popularity  on  the  theatre  M-*.  Siddons  has  not  deemed  it  derogatory  to  her  reputation  to  ap- 
f>ear  frequently  in  the  character  of  Zara. 

To  th'jfe  ftrictureo,  Dr  Johnfon  has  added  a  piffage  highly  to  Congreve's  honour  :  "  But  what 
ever  objections  may  be  made  either  to  his  comic  or  tragic  excellencies,  they  are  loft  at  >  nee  in  a 
blaz'"  of  admiration,  when  it  is  remembered  that  he  had  produced  t.hefe  four  plays  before  he  had 
pafied  his  twenty-fifth  year;  before  other  men,  even  fuch  as  are  fome  time  to  ftiine  in  eminence,  have 
patted  their  jTobation  of  literature,  or  ;  refume  to  hope  for  any  other  notice  than  fuch  as  is  beftowed 
on  diligence  and  inquiry.  Among  all  the  effects  of  early  genius  which  literary  hiftory  records,  I 
doubt  whether  any  one  can  be  produced  that  more  furpaffes  the  common  limits  of  nature  than  the 
plays  of  Congreve." 

In  1690,  the  famous  Jeremy  Collier  publifhed  his  "  Short  View  of  the  Immorality  and  Profane- 
nefs  of  the  English  Stage,"  in  which  he  cenfured,  with  fierce  and  implacable  feverity,  moft  of  the 
<jramatic  writers,  from  Dryden  to  Durfey.  .Congreve,  among  others,  attempted  an  anfwer,  under 
a  very  plain  title  :  Amendments  of  Mr.  Colliers  Falfe  and  /mperfett  Citations,  Izfc.  from  tie  Old  Bachelor ,, 
Doubl* Dialer,  Low  far  Love,  Mourning  Bride  :  By  the  Author  of  tbefe  flays.  It  Was  addreffed  to 
his  friend  Walter  Moyle,  Efq.,  and  contained  a  modeft,  but  fpirited  juft.ificai.ion  of  the  greateft  part 
of  the  paffages  objected  to;  but  it  was  totally  out  of  his  power  to  defend  the  general  tendency  of 
his  plays.  Collier  replied,  with  equal  zeal  and  pertinacity,  and  lived  to  lee  the  reward  of  his  labour 
in  the  reformation  of  the  ftage. 

In  170®,  his  laft  comedy,  Tht  Way  of  tic  World,  was  exhibited  at  Lincoln's- Inn-Fields.  It  met 
with  but  indifferent  fuccefs,  though  it  is  perhaps  the  moft  perfect  of  all  his  comedies.  The  language 
is  pure,  the  wit  genuine,  the  characters  natural,  and  the  painting  highly  finiflied.  It  is  now  as  fre^ 
ej'jently  performed  as  any  of  his  other  plays. 

The  fate  of  this  play,  which  was  written,  as  he  hints  in  the  dedication  to  the  Earl  of  Montague, 
with  great  labour  and  much  thought,  completed  his  difguft  at  the  theatre;  and  from  this  time  he 
refolved  to  commit  his  quiet  and  his  fame  no  more  to  the  caprice  of  an  audience  :  Upon  which  Den 
nis  well  obferved,  that  Congreve  quitted  the  ftage  early,  and  that  c<  medy  quitted  it  with  him. 

He  afterwards  produced  two  mufical  piece*,  Tl.<e  "Judgment  of  Paris ,  a  malque,  performed  in  1701, 
and  Semeli,  an  opera,  which  was  never  rcpreiented. 

The  fame  year,  he  wrote  a.  Hymn  to  Harmony,  in  honour  of  St.  Cecilia's  day,  which  was  fet  t« 
mufic  by  Mr.  Eccie«,  a  famous  compofer,  who  fet  the  fongs  in  his  opera. 

In  1705,  he  wrote  Tbe  Tears  of  Amaryllis  for  Anyntai,  a  paftora!,  on  the  death"*of  the  Marquis  of 
Blandlord,  only  fun  of  the  Duke  of  Marlborough,  which  he  a-.kireffed  to  Lord  Treafurer  Godol- 
phin. 

About  the  fame  time,  Marlborough's  victories  furniflied  him  with  materials  for  An  Ode  to  tie  <$hticn. 
In  another  Pindurk  Ode  he  celebrated  that  great  ftaufman  and  true  patriot,  Lord  Godolphin  ;  to 
•which  he  added,  a  criticifm  on  tjiat  ipecies  of  poetry. 

Though  he  very  fcldom  Hiked  the  character  he  had  obtained  for  the  fake  of  exalting  it,  yet  he 
never  miffed  any  opportunity  of  paying  his  compliments  to  his  illufirious  friends,  nor  neglected 
any  occafion  of  fhowing  his  gratitude  to  thofe  of  a  lefs  exalted  flation. 

He  wrote  an  epilogue  to  his  old  friend  Southerne's  "  Oroonoko,"  and  Dryden  has  acknowledged 
his  afliftance  in  the  translation  of  Virgil.  He  contributed,  by  his  verfion  of  the  eleventh  fatire  of  Ju 
venal,  to  the  tranflation  of  that  poet,  publilhed  by  Dryden  ;  and  wrote  a  copy  of  verfes  to  him 
on  his  tranflation  of  Perfius.  He  wrote  alfo  a  prologue  for  a  play  of  Mr.  Charles  Dryden's,  and 
gave  a  noble  teftimony  of  his  filial  regard  to  the  memory  of  his  father,  in  the  dedication  ol  his  plays 
to  the  Duke  of  Newcaftle. 
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J3«  THE    LIFE    OF    CONGREVE. 

in  1710,  lie  publifhcfl  a  collection  of  his  plays  and  mifcellaneous  poem«,  with  a  dedication  to  Ha 
lifax;  and  though  lie  lived  many  years  after  the  publication,  yet  he  almoit  added  nothing  to  them, 
but  lived  on  in  literary  indolence,  engaged  in  no  controverfy,  and  contending  with  n<>  rival,  but 
j-'iiTing  his  time  among  the  great  and  fplendid,  in  the  placid  enjoyment  of  his  fame  and  fortune. 

lie  continued  always  of  the  Whig  parry;  but  without  violence  or  acrimony;  and  his  firmnefi 
and  abilities  were  fo  much  hor^ured   by  the  advcrfe  party,  that  when,  upon  the  removal  of  the 
Whigs,  fome  interctffiun  was  ufed  left  he  fhouLl  he  difplaccd,  Harley  made  this  anfwer  : 
N-m  r>b  tufa  adio.geftamu*  peciora  Poenj 
Nee  tarn  artri'us  cquos  Tyria  f'ol  jungit  ab  urbe. 

At  th?  accefllon  of  King  George,  when  his 'friends  returned  to  power,  he  vr?s  made  Secretary  for 
th«  ifland  of  Jamaica,  which,  with  his  place  in  the  CuP.oms,  is  faid  to  have  afforded  him  izcol. 
a-year. 

Thus  exalted,  above  dependence,  he  pave  hirr.felf  ro  trouble  about  reputation.  He  wiibed  to  1  « 
confidered  rather  as  a  mail  of  failiion  than  of  wit ;  an«l  when  he  received  a  vifit  from  Voltaire,  dif- 
gufted  him  by  defiring  to  be  confidered  hot  as  an  author,  but  a  gentleman  ;  to  which  the  French 
poet  replied,  "  that  if  he  had  been  on!y  ra  gentleman,  he  fliould  not  have  come  to  vifit  him." 

The  common  fenfe  of  mankind  wiil  find  h  difficult  to  acquit  Congreve  of  fome  degree  of  vanity 
ami  affectation  in  hi?,  reception  of  Voltaire,  yet  he  has  found  an  ingenious  defender  in  an  cminert 
modern  poet.  "  I  have  often  thought,"  f;<ys  Mafon,  in  his  memoirs  of  Gray,  "  that  Mr.  Congreve 
might  very  well  be  vindicated  on  this  head.  'It  fddom  happens  that  the  vanity  of  authnrfhip  con 
tinues  to  tTse  end  of  a  man's  days.  It  u'fually  foon  leave'  MiVi  where  it  found  him,  and  if  he  ha*  not 
Something  better  to  build  his  felf-approbation  upon,  than  th^t  of  being  a  popular  writer,  he  g*. orally 
finds  himfelf  ill  at  er.fe,  if  refpccfled  wholly  on  that  account.  Mr.  Congreve  was  much  advanced  in 
years  when  the  young  French  poet  paid  him  this-vifir,  and  though  a  man  of  the  world,  he  might 
r.ow  ft-el  that  indifference  to  literary  fame  which  Mr.  Gray,  who  always  led  a  more  retired  and 
philofophical  life,  certainly  felt  much  eailicr.  Both  of  them,  therefore,  might  reafonahly,  at  times,  ex- 
prefs  fome  difguft,  if  their  quiet  was  obtruded  upon  by  perfom  who  thought  they  flattered  them  by 
fiich  intruftcn." 

In  a  familiar   epiflle  to   L^rd  Cobham,   Of  Improving  the  Prefcnt  Time,  written  but  a  very  fhort 
time  before  his  death,   he  defcribes,  with  limple  tkgaqce  and  dignify  of  femimcnt,  the  fludies  a&4 
'  imufcaiems  of  his  declining  age. 

Come,  fee  thy  friend  retir'd,  without  regret, 
,     Forgetting'  care  or  driving  to  forget, 
In  tv.fy  contcmplatiufl  foothing  time-, 
AVith  morals  much,  and  r.ow  and  then  with  rhyme, 
Not  lo  robuft  in 'body  as  in  mind, 
And  always  undejccled,  though  declin'd. 

His  ftrtJt'fs, In  his  latter  days,  were  obftrucHed  by  cataracls  in  his  eyes,  wJiich  at  lad  terminated 
in  total  blininel's.'  Tliis  melancholy  ftate  \vas  aggravated  by  the  gout,  for  which  he  fought  relief 
t>v  a  journey  to  Bath,  but  being  overturned  in  his  chariot,  complained  from  (hat  time  of  a  pain  in 
riis  fide,  and  died  at  his  houfe,  in  Sifrry  ftreet,  in  the  Strand,  London,  January  19.  i  728-9,  in  tne 
?/th  year  of  his  age.  Havirg  lain  in  fbte  in  the  JeruiUtm  Chamber,  he  was  butied  on  the  26th 
following,  in  XVciirmnflcr  Abbey,  the  pall  being  fupported  by  perfons  of  the  firft  iliftiuclion. 

Scmetime  after,  an  elegant  monument  was  creeled  to  his  memory,  among  the  worthies  of  his  coun 
try,  with  the  following  inscription,  by  riti:  ie'tta  Duchefs  of  Marlbi  rough  : 

:.  "  William  Congreve  died,  January  19.  172?,  aged  56,  and  was  buried  neat  this  place,  to  whofe 
-moft  valuable' memory  this  monument  is  fet  up,  by  Heiirietta  Duchef»  of  Mailborough,  as  a  mark 
J.ow  dtattj-  ih'c  remembers  the  happinefs  'and  honour  flie  enjoyed  in  the  fincere  frientlfhip  of  fo 
worthy  an  j  honed  a  man,  xvhofe  virtue,  candour,  and  wit,  gained  him  the  love  and  efteem  of  the 
trefent  age, -and  whol'o  writings  will  be  the  admiration  of  the  future." 

,    He  conllituted  cl/e  Earl  nf  Oodo'phin  his  fole  executor,  in  trull"  for  the  duchefs  his  wife,  leaving 
ico  I.  to  his  friend    Mrs  Eracrgiritle,  whofe   admirable  performance   added  fpirit  to  his  dramatic 
s,    a"!   3:0  1.    to    William  CJongrevc,  f»>n  "of  Colonel  William  Congreve  of   Highgate  ;    a;»d, 
tool,  to  &H-J.  .Awne  Conjjrevc,  oauglner  of  C^!on-.l  Ralph  Congreve  ofChrgcs-Strei;;. 
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The  beqneft  of  the  bulk  of  his  fortune,  amounting  to  ic.ooo  1.  to  the  Dachefs  of  Marlbo- 
rough,  has  been  expofed  to  ftridures,  and  is  not  to  be  juftified.  Her  attachment  to  him  appears 
to  have  been  of  a  very  extravagant  nature,  and  her  veneration  for  his  memory  approached  even  to 
madnefs.  Common  fame  reports,  that  (he  had  his  figure  made  in  wax,  after  his  death  ;  talked  to 
it  as  if  it  had  been  alive  ;  placed  it  at  table  with  her;  took  great  care  to  help  it  to  different  kinds 
of  food ;  had  an  imaginary  fore  on  its  leg  regularly  drcfled  ;  and  even  confulted  phyficians  with  re 
lation  to  its  health.  But  as  this  account  is  grounded  only  on  common  report,  there  is  the  higheft 
probability  of  its  being  greatly  exaggerated. 

His  plays  and  poems  were  collected  and  printed,  not  long  after  his  death,  in  3  voh.  izmo.  with 
memoirs  of  his  life,  by  Mr.  Wilfon. 

It  appears  from  Mr.  Ayfcough's  catalogue,  that  there  are  preferved,  in  the  Britifli  M«feum,  feveral 
original  letters  of  Congreve's  to  Mr.  Porter,  and  a  manufcript  poem  intituled,  Satire  againjt  Love. 

A  Short  Effjy  on  Humour,  in  Englijb  Comedy,  and  Remarks  on  Jon/on,  which  are  very  judicious,  are 
inferted  among  "  Dennis'  Letters,"  and  one  paper  is  afcribed  to  him  in  the  "  Taller." 

The  manners  of  Congreve  may  reafonably  be  fuppofed  to  have  been  polite,  and  his  converfatipn 
equally  pleafing  with  his  writings;  fince  he  was  univerlully  beloved  and  cfteemed  by  his  contem 
poraries.  Among  his  friends,  he  was  able  to  name  every  man  of  his  time,  whom,  wit  and  elegance 
had  raifed  to  reputation.  Every  writer  mentioned  him  with  refpccl.  Addifon  teftified  his  regard 
for  him  upon  many  occafions  ;  Stee'le  made  him  the  patron  of  his  "  Mifcellany  ;"  Pope  infcribed  to 
him  his  tranflation  of  the  Iliad;  Dennis  always  fpoke  of  him,  not  with  decency  only,  but  with  ve 
neration  ;  and  Young,  is  lavifh  in  hispraife  : 

Congreve,  who  crown'd  with  laurels  bravely  won, 

Sits  fmiling  at  the  goal  while  others  run.  LOVE  or  FAME,  Sat.  i. 

The  general  eftimation  of  his  genius  as  a  drarnatift,  is  finely  exprelTed  by  Dr.  Johnfon  :  "  Con- 
greve,"  fays  that  excellent  critic,  "  has  merit  of  the  higheft  kind  :  he  is  an  original  writer,  who 
borrowed  neither  the  models  of  his  plot,  nor  the  manner  of  his  dialogue.  His  characters  are  com 
monly  fictitious  and  artificial,  with  very  lirtle  of  nature,  arid  not  much  of  life.  He  formed  a  pecu 
liar  idea  of  comic  excellence,  which  he  fuppofed  to  confift  in  gay  remarks  and  unexpected  anfwers ; 
"but  that  which  he  endeavoured,  he  feldom  failed  of  peribrrr.ing.  His- fcenes  exhibit  not  much  of 
humour,  imagery,  or  paflion  :  his  pcrfonagss  are  a  kind  of  intellectual  gladiators ;  every  fentence  is 
to  ward  or  ttrike,  the  conteft  of  fmartnefs  is  never  intermitted;  his  wit  is  a  meteor  playing  to  and 
fro  with  alternate  corrufcations.  His  comedies  have,  therefore,  in  fome  degree,  the  operation  of 
tragedies ;  they  furprife  rather  than  divert ;  and  raife  admiration  rather  than  merriment.  But  they 
are  the  works  of  a  mind  replete  with  images,  and  quick  in  combination." 

His  biographers  have  bcftowed  the  mod;  extravagant  encomiums  on  his  Mifcellanewt  Poems.  Such 
exuberant  and  indifcriminatc  praife  is  feldom  the  refuh  of  judgment,  and  certainly  is  not  fo  in  the 
prefent  cafe.  His  dramatic  works  exempted,  few  readers  will  now  be  able  to  go  through  his  poeti 
cal  productions,  with  any  great  degree  of  pleafure.  Dr.  Johnfon's  criticifm  upon  them  affords  a 
fine  contraft  to  the  loud  applaufes  of  the  biographers;  and  indeed,  in  every  view,  deferves  to  be 
inferted.  Perhaps,  in  the  t'iftidioufnefs  of  his  tafle,  he  may  fometimes  be  thought  too  fevere  ;  but 
his  remarks,  in  general,  are  ftridtly  jufl. 

"  Of  his  mifcellaneous  poetry  1  cannot  fay  any  thing  very  favourable.  The  powers  of  Congreve  feem. 
to  leave  him  when  he  leaves  the  ft^ge,  as  Antus  was  no  longer  ilrong  than  he  could  touch  the  ground. 
It  cannot  be  obferved  without  wonder,  that  a  mind  fo  vigorous  and  fertile  in  dramatic  compofitions 
ihould  on  any  other  occafion  difcover  nothing  but  impotence  and  poverty.  He  has  in  thefe  little 
pieces  neither  elevation,  fancy,  felec~lion  of  language,  nor  fkill  in  verification ;  yet,  if  I  were  re- 
quired  to  felcdl  from  the  whole  mafs  of  Englifli -poetry,  the  moft  postkal  paragraph,  I  know  nr.; 
what  I  could  prefer  to  an  exclamation  in  the  Mourning  Bride. 

Algeria.     It  was  a  fancy'd  noife  ;   for  all  is  hufh'd. 

l^c.'tura.     It  bore  the  accent  of  a  human  voice,  4 


fai  tHELIFEOFCONGREVE. 

Slintria.    It  was  thy  fear,  or  elfe  fome  tranfient  wind 

Whittling  thro'  hollows  of  this  vaulted  ifle. 

We'll  lifhen. 
Leonora.     Hark ! 
Alnerla.     No,  all  is  hufh'd,  and  dill  as  death. — 'Tis  dreadful ! 

How  reverend  is  the  face  of  this  tall  pile, 

Whofe  ancient  pillars  rear  their  marble  heads 

To  bear  aloft  its  arch'd  and  ponderous  roof, 

By  its  own  weight  made  ftedfaft  and  immoveable, 

Looking  tranquility  '.  It  ftrikes  an  awe 

And  terror  on  my  aching  fight ;  the  tombs 

And  monumental  caves  of  death  look  cold, 

And  fhoot  a  chillnefs  to  my  trembling  heart. 

Give  me  thy  hand,  and  let  me  hear  thy  voice ; 

Nay,  quickly  fpeak  to  me,  and  let  me  hear 

Thy  voice — my  own  affrights  me  with  its  echoes. 

He  who  reads  thefe  lines  enjoys,  for  a  moment,  the  powers  of  a  poet ;  he  feels  what  he  remem 
bers  to  hare  felt  before,  but  he  feels  it  with  great  increafe  of  fenfibility ;  he  recognizes  a  familiar 
image,  but  meets  again  amplified  and  expanded,  cmbtllifhcd  with  beauty,  and  enlarged  with  ma- 
jefty. 

This  tiffue  of  poetry,  from  which  he  feemi  to  have  hoped  a  lafting  name,  is  totally  neglected,  and 
known  only  as  it  is  appended  to  his  plays. 

The  Birtb  of  tie  Mufe  is  a  miferable  fiction.  One  goqd  line  it  has,  which  was  borrowed  from. 
Dryden  Of  his  irregular  poems,  that  to  Mrs.  Arabella  Hunt,  feems  to  be  the  beft.  His  OJifur 
5/.  Ceciiia't  Day,  however,  has  fome  lines  which  Pope  had  in  his  mind  when  he  wrote  his  own. 
His  Imitations  of  Horace  are  feebly  paraphraftical,  and  the  additions  which  he  makes  are  of  little 
value.  Of  his  tranflations,  The  Satire  ofju-uenal  was  written  very  early,  and  maytherefpre  be  for 
given,  though  it  had  not  the  maffinefs  and  vigour  of  the  original.  In  all  his  verfions,  ftrengih  and 
fprightlinefs  are  wanting  :  his  Hymn  to  Venus,  from  Homer,  is  perhaps  the  beft.  His  lines  are 
weakened  with  expletives,  and  his  rhymes  are  frequently  impeifecT:.  His  petty  poems  are  feldom 
worth  rhe  coft  of  criticifm.  Sometimes  the  thoughts  are  falfe,  and  fometimes  common.  In  hii 
verfes  on  Lady  Gethin,  the  latter  part  is  an  imitation  of  Dryd^n's  "  Ode  on  Mrs  Killigrew  :"  Doris, 
that  has  been  fo  lavifhly  flattered  by  Steelc,  has  indeed  fome  lively  ftanzas ;  but  the  e*preflion  might 
be  mended,  and  the  mofl  fit  iking  part  of  the  character  had  been  already  fhown  in  Lovifor  Love. 
His  Art  of  P leafing  is  founded  on  a  vulgar,  but  perhaps  impra>5licable  principle,  and  the  flalencfs  of 
the  icnfe  is  not  concealed  by  any  novelty  of  illuftration  or  elegance  of  diction. 

While  comedy,  or  while  tragedy  is  regarded,  his  plays  are  likely  to  be  read  ;  but  except  what 
relates  to  the  ftage,  I  know  not  that  he  has  ever  written  a  ftarza  that  is  fung,  or  a  couplet  that  is 
quoted.  The  general  character  of  his  Mifcetlanies  is,  that  they  fhow  little  wit,  and  little  virtue. 

Yet  to  him  it  muft  be  confeffed,  that  we  sre  indebted  for  the  corredlion  of  a  national  error, 
and  for  the  cure  of  our  Pindaric  madncfs.  He  firft  taught  the  Englifti  writers  that  Pindar's  odes 
were  regular;  and  though  certainly  he  had  not  the  fire  requifite  for  the  higher  fpecies  of  lyric 
poetry,  he  has  fliown  us  that  CBthufiafm  has  its  rule?,  and  that  in  mere  confufion  there  is  neither 
grace  nor  greatnefs." 


RECOMMENDATORY  POEM. 


TO  MR.  CONGREVE, 

ON    HIS    PLAYS    AND    POEM.S. 

BY  MRS.  ELIZABETH  TOLLET  \. 

CON GR EVE  !  the  jufteft  glory  of  our  age  ! 
The  whole  Menander  of  the  Engliih  ftage  ! 
Thy  comic  mufe,  in  each  complete  clefign, 
Does  manly  fenfe  and  fprightly  wit  combine. 
And  fare  the  theatre  was  meant  a  fchool, 
To  lafh  the  vicious,  and  expofe  the  fool ; 
The  wilful  fool,  whofe  wit  is  always  fhown 
To  hit  another's  fault  and  mifs  his  own, 
Laughs  at  himfelf,  when  by  thy  fkill  expreft, 
And  always  in  his  neighbour  finds  the  jeft. 
A  fame  from  vulgar  characters  to  raife 
Is  every  poet's  labuur,  and  his  praife; 
They,  fearful,  coaft ;  while  you  forfake  the  fhore, 
And  andifcover'd  worlds  of  wit  explore, 
Enrick  the  fcerie  with  characters  unknown, 
There  plant  your  colonies,  and  fix  your  throne. 
Let   MafkwcU's  treacheries  and  Touchwood's 

rage, 

Let  rugged  Ben,  and  Forefight's  timorous  age 
And  Heartwell's  fallen  paffion,  grace  the  flage 

t  Daughter  of  George  To'Jct.Efq. 
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Then  let  half  critics  veil  their  idle  fpite, 

For  he  knows  beft  to  rail,  who  word  can  write. 

Let  jufter  fatire  now  employ  thy  pen, 

To  tax  the  vicious  on  the  world's  great  fcene ; 

There  the  reformer's  praife  the  poet  fhares, 

And  b'.idly  lafhes  whom  the  zealot  fpares. 

Ye  Britifh  fair  !  could  your  bright  eyes  refufc 
A  pitying  tear  to  grace  his  tragic  mufe  ? 
Can  generous  Ofmyn  figh  beneath  his  chain, 
Or  the  difrrefs'd  Almeria  weep  in  vain  ? 
A  kindly  pity  every  breaft  muft  move, 
For  injur'd  virtue,  or  for  fuffering  love. 
The  nymphs  adorn  Paftora's  facred  tomb, 
And  mourn  the  lov'd  Amynta's  fhort-liv'd  bloom  v 
The  learn'd  admire  the  poet,  when  he  flies 
To  trace  the  Theban  fwan  amid  the  flcies ; 
When  he  cranflates,  (till  faithful  to  the  fenfe, 
He  copies  and  improves  each  excellence. 
Or  when  he  teaches  how  the  rich  and  great, 
And  all  but  deathkfs  wit,  muft  yield  to  fate  ; 
Or  when  he  fings  the  courfer's  rapid  fpecd, 
Or  virtue's  loftier  praife,  and  nobfer  deed; 
Each  various  grace  embelliihes  his  fong, 
As  Horace  caiy,  and  as  Pindar  ftrong ; 
Pindar,  who  long  like  oracles  ador'd  "J 

In  reverend  darknefs,  now  to  light  reftor'd,         / 
Shall  flamp  thy  current  wit,  and  Teal  thy  fame's  t" 
record.  j 

L  I  iij 
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"  — Mir-ucntur  atrae 

Carmine  curx." 


Hon. 


EPISTLE 

TO    THE    RIGHT    HONOURARLt 

CHARLES  LORD  HALIFAX. 

To  you,  my  Lord,  my  mufe  her  tribute  pays 
Of  various  verfe,  in  various  rude  effays; 
1o  you  Ihe  firft  attdrefs'd  her  early  voice, 
By  inclination  led,  and  fix'd  by  choice; 
To  yt  u,  on  whofe  indulgence  flie  depends, 
Her  few  collected  lays  flic  now  commends. 

By  no  one  meafure  bound,  her  nnmbers  range, 
And,  unrefolv'd  in  choice,  delight  in  change  ; 
Her  fongs  to  no  diftinguifh'd  fame  afpire, 
For  now  (he    tries  fl.c  iced,   anon   attempts  the 

lyre : 

In  high  Parnaffus  fhe  no  birth  right  claims, 
Nor  drinks  deep  draughts  of  Heliconian  ftreams  : 
Yet  near  the  facred  mount  fhe  loves  to  rove, 
Vilits  the  fprings,  and  hovels  round  the  grove. 
She  knows  what  dangers  wait  too  bold  a  flight, 
And  fears  to  fall  ffom  an  Icarian  height : 
Yet  (he  admires  the  wing  that  lafely  foars, 
At  diftance  follows,  and4ts  tfack  adores. 
She  knows  what  r^om,    what   force,    the  fwan 

requires, 

Whofe  tow'ring  head  above  the  clouds  afj'ires, 
And  knows  as  well,  it  is  your  toweft  praik, 
inch  heights  to  reach  with  iqual  iiresigth  and  eafe. 

O  had  your  genius  been  ti>  Icifiire  boin, 
Ami  not  more  bound  to  aid  us,  than  adoin  ! 
Aibi»<n  in  verfe  with  ancient  Greece  had  vie'd, 
And    gain'd   ali.ne    a    lame,  which,  there,  kven 

ftates  divide. 

But  fuch,  ev'n  luch  renown,  too  der.r  had  cofl, 
Hud  we  the  patriot  in  the  poet  loir. 
A  true  poetic  ilate  we  had  deplor'd, 
K«d  not  your  miniflry  our  coin  reltorM. 

But  flill,  my  lord,  though  your  exalted  name 
Stands  foreructl  in  the  faircft  lift  of  lame, 
'!  hough  your  ambition  ends  in  jmb!ic  good 
i . .  MJ  ;IK  lincul  to  your  hvul's  a;.u  L . 


Yet  thinlc  not  meanly  of  your  other  praife-, 
Nor  flight  the  trophies  which  the  mules  raife. 
How  oft  a  patriot's  bed- laid  fchemes  we  mid 
By  party  crofs'd,  or  faction  undermin'd ; 
If  he  fucceed,  he  undergoes  this  lor, 
The  gi;od  receiv'd,  thj  giver  is  forg»t. 
But  honours  which  from  verfe  their  fource  derive, 
Shall  both  furmouut  detraiSion,  and  furvivt : 
And  pcets  have  unqueflion'd  right  to  claim, 
It  not  the  greateil,  the  molt  lading  name. 

W.  COJNGREVE. 


THE  MOURNING  MUSE  OF  ALEXIS. 

A     PASTORAL. 

Lamenting  the  death  .f  Sh^cen  Mary. 

"  Infandum,  regina,  jubcs  renovare  dolorem." 

Vino. 

ALEXIS,    MENALCAS. 
MEN  ALCAS. 

BEHOLD,  Aleii?,  fee  this  gloomy  fhade, 
Which  ieenib  alor.elcr  iorrow's  fliclter  made; 
VVhere  no  glad  beams  of  light  can  ever  piay, 
But  night  luccecding  night  excludes  the  ei.iy, 
Where  never  birds  with  harmony  repa«r, 
And  lightlome  notes,  to  cheer  the  dufky  air  : 
To  wcLx'me  day,  or  bid  the  fun  farewell, 
By  moir.ing  lark,  or  evening  ljhilomcl. 

No  violet  here,  nor  daify,  e'er  w;us  fee-c  ; 
No  fweetly-budding  flower,  nor  f^ringing  green  : 
I'Vr  fiagi^nt  myrtle,  and  the  biiiihing  role-, 
Here  baiclul  yew  v.  iili  deadly  cyprds  grows. 
Here  then,  extruded  on  :l,is  witiier'cl  ir..;l^, 
We'll  lie,  and  thou  fhalt  1'aig  of  Albion's  Lfs, 
Of  Albion's  lofs,  and  of  Puitora's  ilta-h, 
Begin  thy  mournful  Ibi  g,  and  u:;*  thy  tun.ful 
b:  t uih. 
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All  woe  too  great  !  Ah  theme  which  far  exceeds 
The  lowly  lays  of  humble  fh.-phtrds  rteds ! 
.    O  could  I  ling  in  verfe  of  equal  ftrain  . 
With  the  Sicilian  bard,  or  Mantiian  fwain  ; 
Qr  melting  words  and  moving  numbers  choofe, 
Sweet  as  the  Britifh  C'>lin's  mourning  mule  ; 
Could  I,  like  him,  in  tuneful  grief  excel, 
And  mourn  like  Stella  for  her  Attrofel ; 
Then  might  I  faile  my  voice  (feciire  of  (kill), 
And  with  melodious  vvoe  the  valleys  <ill ; 
The  liitening  echo  on  my  fong  fhouki  wait, 
A"d  hollow  rocks  Ps  flora's  name  repeat  ; 
Each   whittling   wind,    and    murmuring    ftream 

fhould  tell. 
How  lov'd  file  liv'd,  and  ho%v  lamented  fell. 

MENAI.CAS. 

.  Wert  thou  v.'ich  every  bay  and  laurel  crown'd, 
And  high  as  Pun  himfelf  in  long  renown'dj 
A'et  would  not  al!  thy  art  avail,  t<>  fhow 
Verfe  worthy  of  her  name,  or  of  our  woe  : 
Hut  fuch  true  pa:7ion  in  thy  face  ai.-pears, 
In  thy  pax  lips,  thick  Eghs,  at.d  guTiiri'j;  tears; 
Such  tender  furrow;  in  thy  heart  I  read, 
As  (hall  fupply  all  ficill,  if  nnt  exce«d. 
Then  leave  this  common  line  of  dumb  diflrels, 
Each  vulgar  grief  can  fighs  and  tears  exprcfs  ; 
In  fweet  complaining  notes  thy  pafli:>n  vent, 
And  not  in  iighs,  but  words  explaining  fighs,  Ja- 

nient. 

ALEXIS. 

Wild  be  my  words,  Menalcas,  wild  my  thought, 
Artlefs  as  nature's  notes  in  birds  untaught ; 
B-jundlefs  my  verfe,  and  roving  be  my  drains, 
Various  as  flowers  on  ntifrequeufed  plains. 
And  thou,  Thalia,  darling  of. my  brtall, 
By  whom  infpir'd,  I  fulig  at  Corrius'  feaft; 
While  in  a  ring,  the  jolly  rural  throng 
Have  fat  and  IniilM  ti>  hejir  my  cheerful  fong ; 
Brgone,  with  all  thy  mirth  and  f'prightly  lays, 
My  pipe- no  longer  now  thy  power  obeys; 
JLearri  to  Jameilt,  my  nut'e,  to  weep,  and  mourn, 
Thy  (printing  laurel*  all  to  cyprefs  turn; 
Wound  with  thy  d'fma!  cries  the  tender  air,   [hair  ; 
And  beat  thy  ihnwy  breaft,  and   rend   thy  yellow 
1'ar  hence,  in  utniolt  wilds,  thy  dwelling  choofe, 
Begone,  Thalia;   ior.ro  w  is  my  mufe. 

1  mourn  Paftora  dead  ;  let  Albion  thnurn; 
And  fable  d-..uds  her  chalky  cltftV  udurn. 

No  mere   thcfe   woods  [hull   with  her  fight  be 

bMh'd, 

Nor  with  her  feet,  thefe  flowery  plains  he  prefs'd  ; 
No  more  the  winds  fhali  with  her  tr etuis  piay, 
And  from  her  balmy  breath  Aeal  fweeisuiway  j 
No  more  thefe  rivers  cheerful!)'  fliall  pafi, 
1-ieas'd  to  jvflfift  the  beauties  of  her  face; 
White  on  their   banks   the  wondering  fi>,ok»  have 

fto.-.d, 

Greedy  of  fight,  and  negligent  of  food. 
Xo  more  the  .'lyirsphs  (hall  with  foft  tale~  delight 
Her  ears,  no  ru-"f  with  dances  pic  ale  hrr  fight  : 
Nor  ever  more  i!i Al  f«:i  n  make  font;  of  mirth, 
To  blefi  the  j'-,yoi'.s  day  that  gave  her  birth  ; 
1-oft  i-.  that  d.:y  \vl:irh  h.id  from  her  its  Uv'.t, 
Fur  tvcr  lull  v\ua  her,  in  eudleis  r.ight  : 


In  endlefs  night  and  arm1'  «f  dea'h  (he  lies, 
Death  in  eternal  lhades  has  fh'at  Pa  flora's  eyes. 

Lament  ye  nymphs,  and   mourn  ye  wretched 

f wains ; 

Stray  all  ye  il  >dts,  and  dtfart  be  ye  p'ains  ; 
Sigh  all  ye  winds  and  weep  ye  cryftal  floods; 
Fade  all  ye  flowers,  and  wither  all  ye  word's. 
I  mourn  Paftora  dead  ;   let  Albion  mourn, 
And  fable  clouds  her  chalky  cliffs  ad.  rn. 

Within  a  difmal  grot,  which  damps  furround, 
All  cold  (ha  lies  upon    h'  unwholefotne  ground j 
V!ie  marble  weeps,  ai  d  xvith  a  filent  pace, 
It*  trickling  tears  diflil  ti;>on  her  f-jce. 
Ki'ltly  ye  weep,  ye  rices,  and  falfely  mourn;    • 
F  r  never  will  you  let  tae  nymph  rttiirn  ! 
With  a  feign'd  grief  the  fahhlefs  tomh  relents, 
A-id  like  the  en  codile  its  prey  lament*. 

O  fht;  was  heavenly  fj^,  in  face  and  mind  ! 
Never  in  nartire  were  fuch  beauties  join'd  : 
Without,  all  fhining;   and  within,  all  white; 
Pure .10  the  fenfe,  and  pleafing  to  the  fight; 
Like  IV) me  ra?e  flower,  whc/fe  leaves  all  colours 

yieid, 

And  opening  is  with  fweefeft  od'-urs  fill'd. 
As  lofty  pines  o'ertop  th«  lowly  reed, 
So  did  her  graceful  height  all  nymphs  exceed  ; 
To  \yhich  excelling  height,  fhe  bore  a  mind 
Humble,  a*  ofieis  bending  to  the  wind. 

Thus  excellent  (he  was 

Ah  wretched  fare  !  fhe  was,  but  is  no  more  : 
Help  n:e,  ye  hills  and  valleys,  to  deplore. 

1  mourn  Paltora  dead;  let  Albion  mourn, 
A;  d  fable  clouds  her  chalky  cliffs  adorn. 

From  that  bleft  eanh,  on  which  her  body  liev 
May    Mo'.iining    iiowers    with    fragrant    i'w'eets 

at iie. 

L*t  Myrrha  weeping  aromatic  gum, 
And  ever-living  lain  el,  flia^e  her  tomb. 
Thitr.ir  let  al!  th' imiufcrious  bees  repair, 
Unlade  thur  thighs  and  leave  their  honey  there  : 
Thither  l->t  fairies  with  their  train  refort, 
NegWc  their  revels  and  their  midnight  fport ; 
There  in  unufuul  wailings  walte  the  night, 
And  wa^ch  her  by  the  fiery  glow-worm's  lighf.  fc 

1'hsre  m.iy  m>  difmal  yew  nor  cyprefs  £»'ow, 
Nor  Ki-.lly-bufh,  nor  hirer  alder's  bough; 
Let  ca».ii  unlu^Jry  biid  far  biu'ul  his  neil, 
And  ditlanr  dens  receive  each  howling  heart  ; 
Let  wolves  h..'  gone,  be  ravens  put  to  flight, 
With  ho. -ting  owls,  and  bais  that  hare  the  lighf. 

li  it  let  the  fiyi'iiig  doves  t!...r  furrows  bring, 
And  nigiiiingales  in  l\veet  camplainings  fing  ; 
Let  (wans,  from  their  forfnketi  rivet b  fly,  J 

And,  fickening  at  her  tomb,  make  haite  to  die,  V 
Tn.it  they  may  help  to  fing  her  elegy.  J 

1-et  £ch»  too,  in  mimic  moan  deplore, 
And  cry  with  me,  "  Faftora  is  no  more!" 

1  mourn  Paftora  dead ;  let  Albion  mourn, 
Ai.-J  fabie  clouds  her  chalky  cliffs  adorn. 

And  fee  the  heavens  to  weep  in  dtw  prcparcf 
Aii'.i  l.tavy  iriiils  '/bicure  the  burden' J  uir; 
A  i<;d'L-n  damp  o\r  ..ii  the  plain  is  fpreaJ, 
E.ich  illy  folds  its  leave*  rn,o  h:ii).-.  i"»  head: 
On  every  tree  the  bloffon^  turn  to  te.'-r-i, 
A..-d  every  "b  .ng"  a  W.ee^if  njoifturc  " 
Ju 
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Their  wings  the  feather'd  airy  people  dro  p, 
And  flocks  beneath  their  dewy  fleeces  (loop 

The  r-.cks  a-e  cleft,  and  ntw-defc  nding  rills 
Furrow  the  b^ows  of  all  th'  impending  hills  : 
The  water-gods  to  floods  their  rivulets  turn, 
And  each,  with  ftreaming  eyes,  fupj>liss  his  want 
ing  urn.  [grove, 

The  fawns  forfake  the  woods,   the  nymphs  the 
And  round  the  plain  in  fad  diftradtion  rove  ; 
In  prickly  brakes  their  tender  limbs  they  tear, 
And  leave  on  thorns  their  locks  of  goldjen  hair. 

With   their  fharp  nails,  themfelves  the  fatyrs 

wound, 

And   tug   their    fhaggy  beards,    and    bite   with 
grief  the  ground. 

Lo  Pan  himftlf  beneath  a  blafted  oak 
Dejedled  lies,  his  pipe  in  pieces  broke. 
See  Pales  weeping  too,  i*  wild  defpair, 
And  to  the  piercing  winds  her  bofom  bare. 

And  fee  yon  fading  myrtle,  where  appears 
The  queen  of  love,  all  bath'd  in  flowing  tears; 
See   how   fhe  wrings   her  hands,  and  beats  her 

breaft, 

And  tears  her  ufelefs  girdle  from  her  waift  : 
Hear  the  fad  murmurs  of  her  fighir.g  doves, 
For  grief  they  figh,  forgetful  of  rheir  loves. 

Lo,  Love  himielf,  with  heavy  woe*  oppreft  ! 
See  how  his  forrows  fwell  hi*  tender  breaft  ; 
His  bow  he  breaks,  and  wide  his  arrows  flings, 
And  folds  his  little  arms,  and  ha;:gs  his  drooping 

wings ;_ 

Then  lays  his  limbs  upon  the  dyln^  grafs, 
And  all  with  tears  bedtws  his  beauteous  face, 
With  tears,  which  from  his  folded  lidsarife, 
And  even  Love  himfelf  has  weeping  eyes. 
All  nature  mourn*;   the  floods  and  rocks  deplore, 
And  cry  with  me,  "  Paftora  is  ro  more  !" 

I  mourn  Paftora  dead  ;  let  Albion  mourn, 
And  fable  clouds  her  chalky  cliff's  adorn. 

The  rocks  can  melt,  and  air  in  mid*  can  mourn, 
Acd  floods  can  weep,  and  winds  to  figh-.  can  turn  ; 
The  birds,  in  fongs,  their  forrows  can  difclofc, 
And   nymphs  and  fwain?,  in  won's,  can  tell  theft 

woes. 

But,  oh  !  behold  that  deep  and  wild  defpair, 
Which  neither  winds  can  fliow,  nor  floods,  nor  air. 

See  the  great  fhepherd,  chief  of  all  the  fwains, 
Lord  of  thefe  woods,  and  wide-extended  plains, 
Jjtretch'd  on  the  ground,    and   clofc  to  earth  his 

face, 

Scalding  with  tears  th*  already-faded  graft; 
To  the  cold  clay  he  John  his  throbbing  bieaft, 
No  more  within  Paftora's  arms  to  reft  ! 
No  m<  re     for  thole  once  foft  and  circling  arms 
Themfelves  are  clay,  and  cold  are  all  her  chorms  j 
Cold  are  thofe  lips,  which  he  no  more  muft  kifs, 
And  cold  th.it  hofom,  once  all  downy  blifs; 
On  whofe  loft  pillows,  lull'd  in  fw.-et  delights, 
He  us'd  in  balmy  fleep  to  loie  the  nights. 

Ah  !  where  is  all  that  love  and  fondnefs  fled  ? 
Ah  !  where  is  all  that  tender  fweerncfs  laid  ? 
To  duft  muft  all  that  heaven  of  beauty  come  ! 
And  mnft  Paftora  moulder  in  the  tomb  ! 
Ah,  death  :   more  fieici»-and  unrelenting  far, 
Than  wildeft  wolves  '•'fyavage  tigers  arc  : 


With  la-vb-  and  fheep  thtir  hungers  are  appeas'dt 
But  ravenous  death  the  fhtpherdcfs  hasfciz'd. 
I  piourii  Paftora  dead  ;  let  Al'iiou  mourn, 
And  fable  clouds  her  chalky  rliffs  ad  rn          i 
"  But  fee   Menalcas,  where  a  fudden  lieht, 
"  With  wonder  flops  my  fong,  and  ftnke*  my 

"  fight ! 

"  And  where  Paftora  lies,  it  fprcads  around, 
"  SI,' .\ving  all  radiant  bright  the  facred  ground. 
•'  Whiie  from  her  tomb,  behold,  a  Same  afcends 
''  Of  whiteft  lire,  whole  flight  to  heaven  extends  ! 
"  On  flaking  wings  it  mounts,  and  quick  a«  fight 
"  Cuts  through  the  yielding  air  with  rays  of  light ; 
w  Till  the  blue  firmament  at  lad  it  gains, 
•'  An  J,  fixing  there,  a  glorious  ftar  remains :" 

Faireit  it  fhines  of  all  that  light  the  Ikies,          • 
As  once  on  earth  were  fcen  Pailoia's  eyes. 


TO  THE  KING, 

ON    THE    TAKING    OF    NAMCR. 
Jrrfu'ar  Ode. 

m 

Przfer.ti  ttbi  maturo-  largimur  honore*  : 
Nil  oriturum  alias,  nil  ortum  tale  fatentes." 
Hor.  ad  Auguftunv. 


OF  arms  -md  war  my  mufc  afpires  to  fing, 
And"  ftrike  the  lyre  upon  an  untiy'd  firing  : 
Now  lire  informs  my  foul,  unfelt  before  ; 
And,  on  new  wings,  to  heights  unknown  I  foar. 
O  power  unfeen  !  Jjy  whnfe  refiftlefs  force 
Compell'd,  1  take  this  flight,  diredl  my  coutfe  ; 
For  fancy  wild  and  pathlefs  ways  will  choofe, 
Which  judgment  rarely,  or  with  pain,  pjrfues  : 
Say,    facred   nymph,    whence  this  great    cha-ngc 

proceeds, 

Why  fronts  the  lowly  fwain  his  oaten  reeds  ; 
Daring  aloud  to  (hike  the  founding  lyre, 

And  fing  hen  ic  deeds; 
Neglecting  flames  of  love,  for  martial  fire  ? 

it. 

William,  alone,  my  feeble  voice  can  raife; 
What  voice  fo  weak,  that  cannot  fing  hi°  praife  ! 
The  liftening  world  each  whifper  will  befriend  '. 
That  breathes  his  name,  and  every  ear  attestd. 
The  hovering  wxnds  on  downy  wings  (hall   wait 
around,  [found. 

And  catch,  and  waft  to  foreign  lands,  the  flyit 

Ev'n  I  will  in  his  praife  be  heard  ; 
For  by  his  name  my  verfe  fhall  he  preferred. 
Borne  like  a  Jjrk  upon  this  eagle's  wing. 
High  as  the  fpheres,  I  will  his  triumph  fing; 
High  as  the  head  of   Fame  ;  Fame  whofe  exalt 
fi-e  [ik»« 

From   the  deep  vale  extends  up    to   the  vaulte 
A  thoufand  talking  tongues  the  monfter  bears, 
A  thouf.uid  waking  eyc»  and  ever-open  ears ; 
Hourly  fhe  ftalks  wr.h  huge  gigantic  pace, 
Mcafuring   the   globe,  like  time,   with  conftant 

race  : 

Yet  flull  fhe  (lay,  and  bend  to  William's  praife  : 
6 


POEM     S. 


Of  him  her  thoufar.d  ears  ftiall  hear  triumphant 

lays  [frail  gaze. 

Of  him  her  tongue   fhall  talk,    on  him  her   eyes 

in 

But  lo,  a  change,  aftonifhing.  my  eyes ! 
-  And  all  around,  behold,  new  objects  rife  ' 

What  forms  are  thcfe  I  fee  ?  and  whence  ? 
Beir.g^  fubftantial  !  or  does  air  condenfe, 
To  cl   he  in  vifi-  nary  fhape  my  various  thought? 

Are  thffe  by  fancy  wrought ! 
Can  (r'-ong  ideas  ftrike  fo  deep  the  fenfe  ? 
O  facred  poefy  !   O  bou;  dle.'s  power  ! 
What  wonders  doll  thou  trace,  what  hidden  worlds 
explore !  [iky, 

Through  leas,  earth,  air,  and  the  wide-circling 
What  i»  not  fought  and  fetn  by  thy  all-piercing  eye  1 

IV. 

'Twasnow,  when  flowery  lawns  the  profpedl  made, 
And  flowing  brooks  beneath  a  foreft's  fliade; 
A  lowing  heifet ,  lovelieft  of  the  herd, 
Stood  feeding  by  ,  while  two  fierce  bulls  prepar'd 
Their  armed  heads  ft  r  fight ;   by  fate  of  _war   to 

pp  ve 

The  viclor  worthy  of  the  fair-one's  love. 
Unthought  preface  of  what  met  next  my  view  ! 

For  foon  the  fbady  fcene  withdrew  : 
And  now,  f<T  woods,  and  fields,  and  fpringlr.g 

flowers. 
Behold?,  t'-wh  arife.bulwark'd  with  walls,  and  lofty 

towers 

Two  rival  armies  all  il.e  plain  o'erfpread, 
Each  in  battalia  rang'd,  a:;d  fhining  arms  array \l : 

Witu  eager  eyes  beholding  both  from  far 
>       Namur,  the  prize  and  millrds  of  the  war. 

v. 

Now,  thiril  of  conque  fr,  and  immortal  fame, 
Does  every  chief  and  foldicr's  heait  inflame. 
D'-frnfive  a:m<  the  Gallic  forces  bear, 
While-  hardy  Britons  for  tlu  ftorm  prepare  : 
Fi.r  fortune  had,  with  partial  hand,  before 

Rtfign'd  the  rule  to  Gallia's  power. 
High  on  a  rock  the  mighty  fortrefs  ifands, 

Fo  .nded  by  f-Ste,  and  wrought  by  nature'*  hands. 
A  wondrous  taik  it  is  th'  alcent  to  gain, 

Through  craggy  cliff*,  that  llrike  the  fight  with 

pain, 

And  n</d  impending  terrors  o'er  the  plain. 
To  this,  what  dangers  men  can  add,  by  force  or 

ikili 

(Anu  gixat  <s  human  force  and  wit  in  ill), 
Are  join'd;  on  every  fidf  wick-gaping  engines  wait, 
Teeming  with  fire,  and  big  with  certain  fu:e  ; 
Ready  to  hurl  deiirudtion  from  above, 
In  dreadful  roar,  mocking  the  wrath  of  Jove. 
Thus  fearful   does  the  face  of  adverfe  power  ap 
pear  ; 

But  Britifh  forces  are  ui'uv'd  to  fear; 
Though  thus  oppos'd  they  might,  if  William  were 
not  there. 

VI. 

But  hark,  the  voice  of  war  !  behold  the  ftorm  be 
gin  ! 
The  trumpet's  clnngor  fpeaks  in  loud  alarms, 

Mingling  fhtill  note^.  with  dreadful  dm 
Of  cannons  burft,  and  rattling  clafti  of  arms. 


Clamours  from  earth  to  heaven,  from  heaven  to 

earth  rebound, 

Diftindion  in  pr<  mifcuous  noife  is  drown'd 
And  echo  loft  in  one' continued  found. 
Tt»rrems  of  fire  from  brazen  mouths  are  fent 
Fc<llow'd  by  peals,  as  if  each  pole  were  rent' 
Such  flames  the  gulf  of  Tartarus  difgorge, 

So  vaulted  ./Etna  roars  from  Vulcan's  forge  - 
Such  were  the  peals  from  thence,  fuch  t,-,e  vaft 

blaze  that  broke, 

Reddening  with  horrid  gloom  the  dufky  fmote, 
When  the  huge  Cyclops  did  with  moulding  thunder 

fwear, 
And  maffive  bolts  on  repercuffive  anvih  beat. 

VII. 

Amidft  this  rage,  behold,  where  William  {lands. 

Undaunted,  undifmay'd ! 
With  face  ferene,  difpenfing  dread  command' ; 
Which,  heard  with  awe,  are  with  delight  obey'J. 
A  thoufand  fiery  deaths  around  him  fly " 

And  burning  balls  hifs  harmlefs  by  ; 
For  ev'ry  fire  his  facred  head  muft  fpare, 
Nor  dares  the  lightning  touch  the  laurels  there, 

vui. 

Now  many  a  wounded  Briton  feels  the  rage 
Of  mifiive  fires  that  ft:fter  in  each  limb, 
Which  dire  revenge  alone  has  power  t'a'lTuage  • 
Revenge  makes  danger  dreadlefs  feem. 
And  now,  with  dcfperate'  force,  and  frefh  at 
tack, 
Through  obvious  deaths,  refiftlefs  way  they 

make  ; 
Raifing  high  piles  of  earth,  and  heap  on  heap  they 

lay, 

And  then  afcend ;  refembling  thus  (as  far 
As  race  of  men  inferior  may) 

The  fam'd  gigantic  war, 
When  thofe  tall  fons  of  earth  did  heaven  afpire  ; 

(A  brave,  but  impious  fire  ') 
Uprooting  hills,  with  mo'.,  frupendous  hale, 
To  form  the  high  and  dreadful  fcale- 
The  gods,  with  ho/ror  and  amaze,  Icok'u  down. 
Behoving  rocks  from  their  fi/m  bafis  rent;  ' 
Mountain  on  mountain  thrown,        fment! 
With  threatening  hurl  that  fhook  th'  aeriaffirma- 
Th'  attempt  did  fear  in  heaven  create  ; 
Even  J  ve  defponcii:,g  fate, 
Till  Mars,  with  all  his  force  collected,  flood, 
And  p  ur'd  whole  war  on  ihe  rebellious  brood  ; 
Who,  tumbling  headlong  from  th'  empyreal  fkies,  * 
O'erwhclm'd  thofe  hills,  by  which  they  thought 

to  rife. 

Mars  on  the  gods  did  then  his  aid  beftow, 
And   now  in  godhice    William  florms  with  equal 
force  below. 

IX. 

Still  they  proceed,  with  firm  unfhaken  pace, 
And  hanJy  breafts  oppos'd  to  danger's  lace. 
With  daring  feet,  on  fpringing  mines  they  tread 
Of  fccret  fulphur,  in  dire  ambufh  laid. 

Still  they  proceed;  though  all  beneath,  the  labour 
ing  earth 
Trembles  to  give  the  dread  irruptions  birth. 

Through  this,  through  more,  through  all  they  go, 
Mounting  at  laft  amidft  the  vaucmi&'d  foe. 
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See,  how  they  climb,  and  fcale  the  fteepy  walls ! 
See,  'how  the  Britons  rife  !   fee  the  retiring  Gauls  ! 
Now  from   the  fort,  behold,  the  yielding  flag  is 

fprcad, 
And  William's  banner  on  the  breach  dif^lay'd. 

x. 
Hark,  the  triumphant  Ihotus  from  every  voice  ! 

The  Ikies  with  acclamations  ring  ! 
Hark,  how  around,  the  hills  rejoice, 
And  rocks  reflected  los  fing  ! 
Hautboys  and  fifes  and  trumpets  join'd 

Heroic  harmony  prepare, 
And  charm  to  filence  every  wind, 

Av.d  glad  the  late-tormented  air. 
Far  is  the  found  of  martial  mufic  fpread, 
Echoing  through  all  the  Gallic  lioft, 
"Whofe  m  merous  troops  the  dreadful  ftorm  fur- 

vty'd  : 
But  they,  with  wonder  or  wirh  awe  difmay  d, 

Unmov'd  beheld  the  fortrefs  loft. 
""William,  their  numerous  troops  with  terror  filPd, 
Such  wondrous  charms  can  godlike  valour  fliow  ! 
Not  The  wing'd  Ferfeus,  with  petrific  fliield 
Of  Gorgon's  head,  to  more  amazement  charm'd  his 

foe, 

Nor,  when  on  fearing  hnrfe  he  flew,  to  aid 
And  fave  from  monfter's  rage  the  beauteous 

maid ; 

Or  more  heroic  was  the  deed  ; 
Or  flic  to  furer  chains  decreed, 
Than  was  Namur,  till  now  by  William  freed. 

XI. 

Defcend,  my  mufe,  from  thy  tco-daring  height, 
Defcend  to  earth,  and  eafe  thy  wide-ftretch'd 

wing  ; 
For  weary  art  th^ti  grown  of  this  unwonted  flight, 

And  dtrrt  with  pain  of  triumphs  ling. 
More  fit  for  thce,  refume  thy  rural  reeds ; 
Fnr  war  let  mere  harmonious  harps  be  ftrung  : 
Sing   thou  of  love,  and  leave  great  William's 
deeds  l/upg 

To  him  who  fung  the  Boync;  or  him  to  whom  he 
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TO  THE   RIGHT   HONOURABLE 

CHARLES  LORD  HALIFAX. 
"   Dignunt  laud:  -jirutn  mtifa  v:tat  aiori. — HOR. 

DESCEND,  eeleftial  mtife  !  thy  fon  infpire 

Of  thee  to  fing  ;  infufe  thy  holy  fire. 

Bclov'd  of  gods  and  men,  thyleii  Hifclofe; 

Say,  from  what  fource  thy  heavrnly  power  arofe 

Which,  from  unnun-bci'd  years  duliveriiig  down 

The  deeds  of  heroes  deathkfs  in  renown, 

Extends  their  life  and  fame  to  ages  ytt  unknown. 

Time  and  the  mule  fet  forth  with  equal  pace; 

At  once  the  rivals  Parted  to  the  race  : 

And  both  at  once  the  dcftin'd  courfe  (ball  end, 

Or  both  to  all  tternity  contend. 

One  to  prefcrve  what  t'other  cannot  fave, 

And  rcfcuc  virtue  nfing  from  the  grave. 


To  thee,  O  Montague,  thefc  drains  are  furig, 
For  thee  my  voice  is  tuu'd,   and  fpeaking  lyre  ii 

ftrung  ; 

For  every  grace  of  every  mufe  is  thine  ;  } 

In  fhee  their  various,  fires  united  fliine. 
Darling  of  Phoebus  and  the  ttuu-ful  Nine  !  J 

T<>  thce  alone  I  dare  my  fong  commend,  } 

Whole  nature  can  forgive,  and  power  defend,      > 
And  mow  by  rujns  the  patron  and  the  friend.     J 
Begin,  my  mufe,  from  Jove  derive  thy  f<>ng, 
Thy  fong  of  right  does  firft  to  Jove  belong; 
For  thou  thyfdf  art  of  celeftial  feed, 
Nor  dare  a  fire  inferior  boaft  the  breed. 
When  firft  the  frame  of  this  vaft  ball  was  made, 
And  Jove  with  joy  the  finifli'd  work  furvey'dj 
VicJflitude  of  things,  of  men  and  ftates, 
Their  rife  and  fall,  were  deftin'd  by  the  fates. 
Then  time  had  firlt  a  name ;  by  firm  decree 
Appointed  lord  of  all  futurity, 
Within  whofe  ample  bofom  fates  repofe 
CaufcS  of  things,  and  lecrec  feeds  cnclofe. 
Which,  ripening  there,  (hall  one  day  gain  a  birth, 
And  force  a  paffag«  through  the  teeming  earth. 
To  him  they  give  to  rule  the  fpaci^us  light, 
And  bound  the  yet  imparted  clay  and  night ; 
To  wing  the  hours  that  whirl  the  rolling  fphere, 
To  fhift  the  feaf«ns,  and  conduct  the  year, 
Duration  of  dominion  and  of  power 
To  him  prefcribe,  and  fix  each  fated  hour. 
This  mighty  rule  to  time,  the  fates  ordain, 
But  yet  to  hard  conditions  bind-his  rdgr> ; 
For  every  beauteous  birth  he  brings  to  light, 
(How  good  foe'er  and  gratd'ul  in  his  light,) 
He  muft  again  to-  native  earth  rcftore, 
And  all  his  race  with  iron  teeth  devour. 
Nor  good  r.or  great  ilia! I  'fcape  hi.  hungry  maw, 
But  bleeding  nature  prove  the  rigid  iaw. 

Not  yet  the  loofen'd  earth  aloft  was  flung, 
Or  p<>is'd  amid  ihe  flues  in  balance  hung; 
Nor  yet  did  golden  fires  the  fun  adorn. 
Or  borrow'd  lutlre  filver  Cynthia's  horn; 
Nor  yet  had  time  commiflion  to  begin, 
Or  fate  the  many  twilled  web  to  fpin  ; 
\\'hen  all  the  heavenly  hofl  afljmliled  c 
To  view  the  world  yet  reding  on  its  fran.e; 
Eager  they  prcfs,  to  fee  the  fire  dilhufs 
And  roll  the  globe  along  the  va!i  abyfj. 

Whi.-u  deep  revolving  thoughts  the  god  retain, 
Which  tor  a  fpace  fufpei.^1  the  promis'd  fccne ; 
Oi.ce  mere  his  eye*  en  time  intcntive  look, 
Again  inlpecl  Ute's  univerful  book: 
Abroad  the  wondrous  volume  he  difplay, 
And  prefcnt  views  the  deeds  of  future  days. 

A  beauteous  fccne  adorns  the  forcmoit  p«g«,    ' 
Where  nature's  bloc  m  )  relents  the  golden  age. 
The  golden  k;,f  to  filver  foou  refigns, 
And  fair  tl'.e  theet,  but  yet  more  faintly,  (hiucs. 
Of  ba.'er  braf:-,  the  next  denotes  the  times  ; 
An  impious  page,  deform'd  \vith  deadly  crim.-s. 
The  fourth  yet  wears  a  worfe  and  browner  face, 
And  adds  to  gloomy  days  an  iron  race. 

He  turns  the  book,  and  every  age  reviews, 
'I  hen  all  the  kingly  line  his  eye  purfue* : 
The  firft  of  men.  and  lords  of  earth  dalgn'd, 
Who  inder  him  fiioulJ  goYtiii  hu:n;n-kiad, 
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•f  future  hcree?,  there,  the  live*  he  reads, 
In  fcarch  of  glory  fptnt,  and  godlike  dftds; 
\A  ho  empires  found,  and  goodly  cities  build, 
And  favage  men  compel  to  leave  the  field, 

All  this  he  faw,  and  all  he  faw  approv'd  ; 
When  lo  !  but  thence  a  narrow  fpace  remov'd, 
And  hungry  time  has  all  the  fcene  defac'cl, 
The  kings  deftroy'd,  and  laid  the  kingdoms  wafte  : 
Together  all  in  common  ruins  lie, 
Anil  but  anon,  and  ev'n  the  ruins  die. 
Th'  Almighty,  inly  touch'd,  compaflion  found, 
To  fee  great  actions  in  oblivion  drown'd  ; 
And  forward  f'earch'd  the  roll,  to  find  if  fate 
Had  no  referve  to  fpare  the  good  and  great. 
Bright  in  his  view  the  Trojan  heroes  fhine, 
And  llian  ftrucftures  rais'd  by  hands  divine  ; 
But  Ilium  (bun  in  native  dull  is  laid, 
And  all  her  Loaded  pile  a  ruin  made  : 
Nor  great  JEncas  can  her  fall  withdand, 
But  flies,  to  fave  hi»  gods,  to  foreign  land. 
The  Roman  race  fucceed  the  JDartlan  ftate, 
And  firft,  and  itcond  Cafar,  godiike  grear. 
Still  on  to  after- days  his  eyes  dffcend, 
And  riling  heroes  dill  the  icarch  attend. 
Proceeding  thus,  he  many  empires  pafs'd ; 
When  fair  Britannia  fix'd  his  fight  at  laft. 

Above  the  waves  fhe  lifts  her  Giver  head, 
And  looks  a  Venus  born  from  Ocean's  bed. 
For  rolling  yearc,  her  happy  fortunes  (mile, 
And  fates  propitious  b lei's  the  beauteous  ifle  ; 
To  world* remote  fhe  wide  extends  her  reign, 
And  wields  the  trident  of  the  ftormy  main. 
Thus  on  the  bafe  of  empire  firm  Ihe  flands, 
"While  bright  Eliza  rules  the  willing  lards. 

But  foon  a  lowering  Iky  comes  on  apai-e, 
And  fate  revtrrs'd  (hows  an  ill  omen'd  face. 
The  void  of  heaven  a  gloomy  horror  fills, 
And  cloudy  veils  involve  her  fhining  hills ; 
Of  greatnefs  pafs'd  no  fcotdcps  fhe  retains, 
Sunk  in  a  fenes  of  inglorious  reigns, 
fehe  feels  the  change,  and  deep  regrets  the  fhame 
Of  honours  loll,  and  her  dimiuiih'd  name  : 
Confcious,  flie  freks  from  day  to  fhrowd  her  head, 
And  glad  would  fhrink  beneath  her  oozy  bed. 
Thus  t'ar,  the  facred  leaves  Britannia's  wots 
In  fliai'y  draughts  and  dufky  lines  difclofc. 
Th'  eniuing  fcene  revolves  a  martial  age, 
And  ardent  colours  gild  the  glowiijg  page. 

Behold  !   of  radiant  light  an  otb  arife, 
Which,  kindling  day,  rcftores  the  uarkenM  fkies : 
And  fee  '.  on  fcasthe  beamy  ball  defcends, 
And  now  its  courle  to  fair  Biiuannia  bci:ds: 
Along  the  foamy  main  the  billows  bear 
The  floating  fire,  and  waft  the  finning  fphere. 
Hail,  happy  omen  !   Hail,  aufpicious  fight  1 
Thou  glorious  guide  to  yet  a  greater  light. 
For  fee  a  prince,  whom  dazzling  arms  array,     ~) 
Furiuitig  clofcly,  plows  the  watery  way, 
Tracing  the  glory  through  the  flaming  ft- a.          j 

Britannia,  rife ;  awake,   O  faired  ifle, 
From  non  ileep;   again  thy  fortunes  fmile. 
Once  more  look  up,  the  mighty  man  behold, 
Whufe  reign  renews  the  former  age  c.f  gold. 
The  fates  at  length  the  bliuful  web  havi:  fpun, 
bid  it  round  in  erdlds  circkgran. 
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Again  fhall  diftant  lands  conkfs  tfiy  (Way, 

Again  the  watery  world  thy  rule  obey; 

rtgain  thy  martial  fons  fhall  third  for  fame, 

And  win  in  foreign  fields  u  deathlefs  name; 

For  William's  genius  every  foul  iofpires, 

And  warms  the  frozen  youth  with  warlike  fires. 

Already,  fee,  the  hoftile  troops  retreat, 

And  fe'tm  forewarn'd  <>f  their  impending  fate. 

Already  routed  foes  his  fury  feel, 

And  fly  the  force  of  his  marring  fteel. 

The  haughty  Gaul,  who  wei),  fill  now,  might  b'oaft 

A  matchlefs  fword  and  unrdided  hoff, 

At  his  forefeen  approach  the  field  forfskes; 

Hi*  ciiies  tremble,  and  his  empire  (hakes. 

His  towering  enfigns  long  had  aw'd  the  plain, 

And  fleets  audacioufly  ufutp'd  the  main  ; 

A  gathering  dorm  he  i'eem'd,  which  from  afar 

Teein'd  with  a  deluge  of  dedrudlive  war, 

Till  William's  ftrcnger  genius  foar'd  above, 

And  down  the  Ikies  the  daring  temped  drove. 

So  frc.m  the  radiant  fun  retires  the  night, 

And  wedern  clruds  fhot  through  with  orient  light; 

So  when  th'  aduming  god,  whom  dorms  obey, 

To  all  the  warring  winds  at  ance  gives  way, 

The  frantic  brethren  ravage  all  around, 

And   rocks,   and  woods,   and  fhores,  their  rag<! 

relound ; 

Incumbent  o'er  the  main,  at  length  they  fweep 
The  liquid  plains,  and  raife  the  peaceful  deep. 
But  when  fupetior  Neptune  leaves  his  bed, 
His  trident  (hakes,  and  (hows  his  awful  head  ; 
The  madding  winds  are  huih'd,  the  icmpefls  ceafe, 
And  every  rolling  furge  reficles  in  peace. 

And  now  the  facred  leaf  a  landikip  wears, 
Where  heaven  ferene,  and  air  unmov'd,  appears. 
The  rofe  and  lily  paint  the  verdant  plains, 
And  palm  and  olive  fliade  the  Sylvan  fcenes. 
The  peaceful  Thames  beneath  his  banks  abides, 
And  left,  and  dill,  the  filver  furfuce  glides. 
The  Zephyrs  fan  the  fields,  the  whifycring  breeze 
With  fragrant  breath  remurmtirs  through  the  trees. 
The  warblii  g  birds,  applauding  new-born  light, 
In  wanton  mcafurcs  wing  their  airy  flight. 
Above  the  floods  the  tinny  race  repair, 
And  bound  aloft,  and  balk  in  upper  air  ; 
They  gild  their  fcaly  backs  in  Phoebus'  beams, 
And  (coin  to  fkim  the  level  of  the  drtams. 
Whole  nature  wears  a  gay  and  joyous  face, 
And  blooms  and  ripens  with  the  fruits  of  peace. 

No  more  the  labouring  hind  regrets  his  toil, 
But  cheerfully  manures  the  grateful  foil ; 
Stcure  the  glebe  a  plenteous  crop  will  yield, 
And  golden  Ceres  grace  the  waving  field. 
1  li"  advrntun.us  man,  who  durd  the  deep  explore, 
Oppofe  the  winds,  and  tempt  the  fhelfy  ihore, 
Beneath  his  roof  i;ow  taites  unbroken  red, 
Enough  with  native  wealth  and  plenty  bled. 

No  more  the  forward  youth  purluts  alarms, 
Nor  leaves  the  facred  arts  for  dubborn  arms. 
No  moie  the  mothers  from  their  hopes  are  torn, 
Nor  weeping  maids  the  promis'd  lever  mourn. 
No  more  the  widows'  ihrieks,  and  orphans'  cries, 
Torment  the  patient  a:r,  and  pierce  the  fkies  ; 
But  peaceful  jojs  the  prosperous  times  affojd, 
And  bsuiih'd  virtue  is  ag-mi  reilor'd. 
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And  he  whofe  arms  alone  ftiftain'd  the  toil, 
And  propp'd  the  nodding  frame  of  Britain's  ifle ; 
By  whofc  illuftrious  deeds,  her  leaders  fir'd, 
Have  honours  l"ft  retriev'd,  and  new  acquir'd, 
With  equal  fway  will  vinue's  laws  maintain, 
And  good,  as  great,  in  awful  peace  (hall  reign ; 
For  his  example  {till  the  rule  (hall  give, 
And  thofe  it  taught  to  conquer,  teach  to  live. 

Proceeding  on,  the  father  ftill  unfolds 
Succeeding  leaves,  and  brighter  dill  beholds; 
The  lateft  feen  the  faireft  feems  to  fhine, 
Yet  fuddeto  does  to  one  more  fair  refign. 

Th'  Eternal  paus'd 

Nor  would  Britannia's  fate  beyond  explore ; 
Enough  he  faw  befides  the  coming  ftore. 
Enough  the  hero  had  already  done,          > 
And  round  the  wide  extent  of  glory  run : 
Nor  further  now  the  (hining  path  purfues, 
But  like  the  fun  the  fame  bright  race  renews. 

And  fliall  remorlelefs  fates  on  him  have  power! 
Or  time  unequally  ft.ch  worth  devour  1 
Then,  wherefore  (hall  the  brave  for  fame  conteft  ? 
"Why  is  this  man  diftinguUh'd  from  the  reil  ? 
Whofe  foaring  genius  now  fuhlime  afpires, 
And  deathlcfsfame  the  due  reward  requites. 
Approving  heaven  th'  exalted  virtue  views, 
Nor  can  the  claim  which  it  approves  refufe. 
The  great  Creator  foon  the  grant  refolves, 
And  in  hi«  mighty  mind  the  means  revolves. 
He  though: ;  nor  doubted  once  again  to  choofe, 
But  fpake  the  word,  and  made  th'  immortal  mufe. 
Ne'er  aid  his  power  produce  fo  bright  a  child, 
On  whofe  creation  infant  nature  fmil'd. 
Pcrftd  at  firft,  a  finifli'd  form  fhe  wears, 
And  ycuth  perpetual  ia  her  face  appears. 
Th'  aflembled  gods,  who  long  exptdling  ftaiJ,    *} 
With  new  delight  gaze  on  the  lovely  maid,         f 
And  think  the  wifli'd-for  world  was  well  cie-f 
lay'd.  J 

Nor  did  the  fire  himfelf  his  joy  dii'guife, 
But  ftedfaft  view'd,  a;:J  fix'd,  and  fed  his  eyes  : 
Intent  a  fpace,  at  length  he  lilence  broke, 
And  thus  the  god  the  heavenly  fair  befpoke: 
•'  To  thee,  immortal  maid,  from   vlas  blcfs'd 

"  hour, 

"  O'er  time  and  fame,  1  give  unbounded  power. 
"  Thou  from  oblivion  (halt  the  hero  favc ; 
"  Shalt  rife,  revive,  immortalize  the  brave. 
14  To  thee,  the  Dardan  prince  mail  owe  his  fame; — 
"  To  thee,  the  Czfars  their  eternal  name. 
"  Eliza,  fung  by  thee,  with  fate  (hall  ftrive, 
"  And  long  as  time  in  facred  verfe  furvive. 
"  And  yt-T,  O  mufe,  remains  the  nobleft  theme  ; 
"  The  rirfc  of  men,  mature  for  endlefs  fame, 
"  Thy  future  fongsfhall  grace,  and  all  thy  lays, 
"  Thcnceforth.alont  fliall  wait  on  William's  praife. 
"  On  his  heroic  deeds  thy  vcrfe  (hall  rile  ; 
;'  Thru  flialt  diffufe  ihe  fires  that  he  1'upplies. 
"  Through  him  thy  fongs  fhall  more  lublime  af- 
fpiie;  [quire; 

"   And  he,  through  them,  fliall  deathlefs  fame  ac- 
"  Nor  time  nor  fate  his  gl<  ry  (hall  oppofe, 
"  Or  blafl  the  monuments  the  mufe  bellows." 

This   (aid ;  no   more  rcmain'd      Th'   ethereal 
Again  impatient  crowd  the  cryftal  coaft.         [hoft 


The  father,  now,  within  his  fpacious  hands, 
Encompafs'd   all  the    mingled  mafs   of  feas  and 

lands; 

And,  having  heav'd  aloft  the  ponderoas  fphere, 
He  launch'd  the  worW  to  float  in  ambient  air. 


ON  MRS.  ARABELLA  HUNT,  SINGING. 

IRREGULAR  ODE. 
I. 

LET  all  be  hufh'd,  each  fofteft  motion  ceafe, 
Be  every  loud  tumultuous  thought  at  peace, 
And  every  ruder  gnfp  of  breath 
Be  calm,  as  in  the  arms  of  death. 
And  thou,  moft  fickle,  moft  uneafy  part, 
Thou  reftlefs  wanderer,  my  heart, 
Be  ftill ;  gently,  ah  leave, 
Thou  bufy,  idle  thing,  to  heave. 
Stir  net  a  pulfe ;  and  let  my  blodd, 
That  turbulent,  unruly  flood, 

Be  foftly  ftay'd  : 

Let  me  be  all,  but  my  attention,  dead. 
Go,  reft,  unneceflary  fprings  of  life, 

Leave  your  officious  toil  and  ftrife ; 
For  I  would  hear  her  roice,  and  try 
If  it  be  pofilble  to  die. 

n. 
Come,  all  ye  love-fick  maids  and  wounded  (wains, 

And  liflen  to  her  healing  (trains. 
A  wondrous  balm  between  her  lips  (he  wears, 

Of  fovereign  force  to  foften  cares  ; 
And  this  through  every  ear  fhe  can  impart 
(By  tuneful  breath  diffus'd)  to  every  heart. 
Swiftly  the  gentle  charmer  flies, 
And  to  the  tender  grief  foft  air  applies, 
Which,  warbling  myftic  founds, 
Cements  the  bleeding  pantcr's, wounds. 
But  ah  !  beware  of  clamorous  moan  ; 
Let  no  unpleafing  murmur,  or  harfli  groan; 

Your  flighted  loves  declare: 
Your  very  tendered  moving  fighs  forbear, 
For  even  they  will  be  too  bcillcrous  here. 
Hither  let  nought  but  facred  filence  come, 
And  let  all  iaucy  praife  be  dumb. 

in. 

And  lo  !   Silence  himfelf  is  here  ; 
Methinks  I  fee  the  midnight  god  appear. 
In  all  his  downy  pomp  array'd, 

Behold  the  reverend  (hade  : 
An  ancient  figh  he  fits  upon, 
Whofe  memory  of  found  is  long  fince  gone, 
And  purpofely  annihilated  for  his  throne  : 
Beneath,  two  foft  tranfparent  clouds  do  meet, 
In  which  he  feems  to  fink  his  fofter  feet. 
A  melancholy  thought,  condeni'd  to  air, 

StoPn  from  a  lover  in  defpair, 
Like  a  thin  mantle,  lerves  to  wrap 
In  fluid  folds  his  vifionary  fhape. 
A  wreath  of  darknefs  round  his  head  he  wears. 
Where  tin  ling  milts  fupply  the  want  of  hairs; 
While  the  fiiil  vapours,  which  from  poppies  rife, 
Ecdew  his  hoary  lace,  and  lull  his  eyes. 
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But  hark !  the  heavenly  fphere  turns  round, 
And  filencc  now  is  drown'd 
In  ecftafy  of  found. 

How  on  a  fudden  the  ftill  air  is  charm'd, 
As  if  all  harmony  were  juft  alarra'd  ! 

And  every  foul,  with  tranfport  fill'd, 
Alternately  is  thaw'd  and  chiU'd. 
See  how  the  heavenly  choir 
Come  flocking  to  admire, 
And  with  what  fpeed  and  care 
Defcending  angels  cull  the  thinneft  air  ! 
Hafte  then,  come  all  th'  immortal  throng, 

And  liften  to  her  fong  '. 
Leave  your  lov'd  manfions  in  the  fky, 
And  hither,  quickly  hither  fly. 
Your  lofs  of  heaven  nor  fhall  you  need  to  fear ; 
While  fhe  fings,  'tis  heaven  here. 

v. 
See  how  they  crowd,  fee  how  the  little  cherubs 

fkipl 
While  others  fit  around  her  mouth,  and  fip 

Sweet  Hallelujahs  from  her  lip, 
Tjiofe  lips,  where  in  furprife  of  blifs  they  rove  j 
For  ne'er  before  did  angels  tafte 
Sn  exquifite  a  feaft, 
Of  muiic  and  of  love. 
Prepare  then,  ye  immortal  choir, 
Each  facred  minftrel  tune  his  lyre, 
And  with  her  voice  in  chorus  join  ; 
Her  voice,  which  next  to  yours  is  mod  divine. 

Blefs  the  glad  earth  with  heavenly  lays, 
And  ro  that  pitch  th'  eternal  accents  raifc, 

Which  only  breath  infpir'd  can  reach,      [teach  : 
To  notes,  which  only  (he  can  learn,  and  you  can 
While  we,  charm'd  with  the  Lv'd  excels, 
Are  wrapt  in  fweet  forgetfulnefs 
Of  all,  of  all,  but  of  the  prefent  happinefs  : 
\Vilhing  for  eve.r  in  that  ft  ate  to  lie, 
For  ever  to  be  dying  fo,  yet  never  die. 


PRIAM'S  LAMENTATION  AND  PETITION 
TO  ACHILLES, 

FOR  THE   BODY  OF   HIS   SON   HECTOR. 

Tranjlatedfrom  tie  Greek  of  Homer,  Iliad  a. 

Beginning  at  this  line : 


Argument  introJufJory  to  this  tranjlation. 

Heeler's  body  (after  he  was  flain)  remained  ftill  in 
the  poffeffion  of  Achilles ;  for  which  Priam 
made  great  lamentation.  Jupiter  had  pity  on 
him  ;  and  fent  Iris  to  comfort  him,  and  direct 
him  after  what  manner  he  fhould  go  to  Achil- 
les's  tent;  and  how  he  fhould  there  ranfom  the 
body  of  his  fon.  Priam  accordingly  orders  his 
chariot  to  be  got  ready,  and, preparing  rich  pre- 


fents  for  Acnillcs,  fefs  forward  to  the  Grecian 
camp,  accompanied  by  nobody  but  his  herald 
Idseus.  Mercury,  at  Jupi'er's  command,  meets 
him  by  the  way,  in  the  figure  of  a  young  Gre 
cian,  and,  after  bemoaning  his  misfortune,  un 
dertakes  to  drive  his  chariot  ur.o/bferved  through 
the  guards,  and  to  the  door  of  Achilles's  tent ; 
which  having  performed,  he  difcovered  himfelf 
a  god,  and  giving  him  a  fhort  inftruction  how 
to  move  Achilles  to  compaflion,  flew  up  to  hea 
ven. 

So  fpake  the  god,  and  heavenward  took  his  flight; 

When  Priam  from  his  chariot  did  alight ; 

Leaving  Idxus  there,  alone  he  went 

With  folemn  pace  into  Achilles'  tent. 

Heedlefs  he  pafs'd  through  various  rooms  of  ftate, 

Until  approaching  where  the  hero  fate  ; 

There,  at  a  feaft,  the  good  old  Priam  found 

Jove's  beft-belov'd,  with  all  his  chiefs  around  ; 

Two  only  were  t'  attend  his  perfon  plac'd, 

Automedon  and  Alcymus;   'bereft 

At  greater  di.'ance,  greater  (late  exprefs'd. 

Priam,  unfeen  by  thefe,  his  way  purfued, 
And  firft  of  all  was  by  Achilles  vicw'd. 
About  hi*  knees  his  trembling  arms  he  caft. 
And  agonizing  grafp'd  and  held  them  fad  ; 
Then  caught  his  hand=,and  kifs'd  andprefs'd  them 

clofe, 

I'hofe  hands,  th'  inhuman  authors  of  his  woes; 
Thofe  hands,  whofe  unrelenting  f;>rce  had  coft, 
Much  of  his  blood  (for  many  fons  he  loft). 

But,  as  a  wretch  who  has  a  murder  done. 
And,  feeking  rtfage,  does  from  juftice  run, 
Entering  Tome  !ioufe,in  hafte,  where  he's  unknown, 
Creates  amazement  in  the  lookers  on  : 
So  did  Achilles  gaze,  furpris'd  to  fet: 
The  godlike  Priam's  royal  mifery  ; 
All  on  each  other  gaz'd,  all  in  furprife, 
And  mute,  yet  feem'd  to  qneftion  with  their  eyes. 
Till  ha  at  length  the  folemn  filence  broke; 
And  thus  the  venerable  fupyliant  fpokc  : 

"   Divine  Achilles,  at  your  feet  behold 
"  A  proftrate  king,  in  wretchednefs  grown  old  : 
"  Think  on  your  father,  and  then  look  on  me, 
"  His  hoary  age  and  helplefs  perfon  fee; 
"  So  furrow'il  are  his  cheeks,  fo  white  his  hairs, 
"  Such,  and  fo  many,  his  declining  years ; 
"  Could  you  imagine  (but  that  cannot  be) 
"  Could  you  imagine  fuch,  his  mifery  ! 
"  Yet  it  may  come,  when  he  (hall  be  opprefs'dT 
"  And  neighbouring  princes  lay  his  country  wafte; 
"  Ev'n  at  this  time, perhaps,  fome  powerful  foe, 
"    Who  will  no  mercy,  r.o  companion,  fhow, 
'*  Entering  his  palace,  fees  him  feebly  fly, 
"  And  feek  protection  where  no  help  is  nigh. 
"  In  vain  he  may  your  fatal  abfence  mourn, 
"  And  wifh,  in  vain,  for  your  delay'd  return  ; 
"  Yet,  that  he  hears  you  live,  is  fome  relief; 
"  Some  hopes  alleviate  his  excefs  of  grief ; 
"  It  glads  his  foul  to  think  he  once  may  fee 
"  His  much-lov'd  fon ;  would  that  were  granted 

me! 

"  But  I,  mofl  wretched  1 !  of  all  bereft ! 
"  Of  all  jny  worthy  fons  how  few  are  left ! 
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"   Yet  fifty  goodly  youths  I  had  to  boaft, 

M  When  firil  the  Greeks  invaded  Ilion's  coafl : 

"  Nineteen,  the  joyful  iffue  of  one  womb, 

*4  Are  row,  alas!  a  mournful  tribute  to  one  tomb. 

•*   Mfrcilsfs  war  this  dcvaiUtion  wrought, 

*•   And  thtit  1'rong  nerves  to  difiolutioti  brought. 

"  Still  one  was  left,  in  whom  was  all  my  hope, 
"  My  age's  comfort,  and  his  country's  prop; 
f<  Hector,  rny  ctailmg,  and  my  laft  defence, 
•*  Whofe  life  alone  their  deaths  could  recompenfe  ; 
**  And,  to  complete  my  (lore  of  countlefs  woe, 

"  Him  you  have  fhin cf  him  bercav'd  me  too! 

"  IPor  his  fake  only  hither  am  1  come  ; 

"  Rich  gifts  1  bring,  and  wealth,  an  endlefs  fum  ; 

•l  .All  to  redeem  that  fatal  prize  you  won, 

*«•  A  worthlef*  rani-,  m  for  in  brave  a  fon. 

"  Fear  the  juft  gods,  Achilles  ;  and  on  me 
"  With  pity  look  ;  think  you  your  father  fee; 
"  Such  as  1  am,  he  is ;   alone  in  this, 
"  1  can  no  equal  have  in  mileries; 
"  Of  all  mankind  moft  wretched  and  forlorn, 
*  Bow'd   with  iuch  weight  as   never  has  been 

borne ; 

•*  Reduc'd  to  kneel  and  pray  to  yon,  from  whom 
"  The  fpring  and  fource  of  all  my  ionows  come  ; 
"  With  gitis  to  court  mine  and  my  country's  bane, 
"  And  kifs  thofe  hands  which  have  my  children 

llain." 
He  fpake 

Now  fadnefs  o'er  Achilles'  face  appears,          -p 
Priam  he  views,  and  for  his  father  tears; 
That,  and  compaffion,  melt  him  into  tears.  j 

Then  gently  with  his  hand  he  put  away 
Old  Priam's  face;  but  he  ftill  jiroftrate  lay, 
And  there,  with  tears  and  fighs,  afrelb.  begun 
To  mourn  the  fall  of  his  iil-fated  fon. 
But  paflion  different  ways  Achilles  turns, 
Now  he  Patroclus,  now  his  father  mom  us  : 
Thus  both  with  lamentations  fill'd  the  place, 
Till  lorrow  leem'd  to  wear  one  common  face. 


THE  LAMENTATIONS  Or 

HECUBA,  ANDROMACHE,  AND  HELEN 

OVER  THE  DEAD  BODY  OF  HECTOR. 
Tranjlated 'from  the  Creel  of  Homer,  Iliad  a. 

Beginning  at  this  line  : 
'Ku;  St  *£«xo!rt3rXflj  tx/Snofc  •aratrav  IT'  a<  «». 

Connf.£?icn  of  tlis  ivltb  the  former  tranjlation. 

Priam,  at  lafl,  moves  Achilles  to  compnffion,  and, 
after  having  made  him  prcfents  of  great  value, 
obtains  the  body  of  his  fon.  Mercury  awakens 
Priam  early  in  the  morning,  and  advilVs  him  to 
halte  away  with  the  body,  left  Agamerr.non 
fhou'd  be  informed  of  his  being  in  the  camp  : 
he  hirr.fell  hc!j>s  to  harnefs  the  mules  and  horles, 
and  conveys  him  fafely,  and  without  noife,  <ha- 
not  and  all,  fiom  among  the  Grecian  tents ; 


then  flies  up  to  heaven,  leaving  Priam  and  Idxut 
to  travel  on  with  the  body  toward  Troy. 

Now  did  the  faffron  morn  her  beams  difplay, 
Gilding  the  face  of  univerfal  day  ; 
When  mourning  Priam  to  the  town  return'd  ; 
Slowly  his  chariot  mov'd,  as  that  had  mourn'd; 
The  mules  beneath  the  mangled  body  go, 
As  bearing  (now)  unufual  weight  of  woe. 
To  Pergamus'  high  tpp  Caffandra  flie», 
Thence  fhe  afar  the  fad  proceffion  fpies : 
Her  father  and  Ida;u»  firft  appear, 
Then  Hector's  corpfe  extended  on  a  bier; 
At  which  her  boundlefs  grief  loud  cries  began, 
And,  thus  lamenting,  through  the  ftreet  flic  ran  : 
"  Hither,  ye  wretched  Trojans,  hither  all  ! 
"   Behold  the  godlike  Hector's  funeral  '. 
"  Jf  e'er  you  went  with  joy  to  fee  him  come 
"  Adorn'd  with  conqueft  and  with  laurels  home, 
"   Affemble  now,  hi*  rar.fom'd  body  fee, 
"  What  once  was  all  your  j'jy  ;  now  all  your  mi- 
fery  '." 

She  fpake,  and  ftrait  the  numerous  crowd  obcy'J, 
Nor  man,  nor  woman,  in  the  city  flay'd  ; 
Common  confent  of  grief  had  made  them  one ; 
With  clamorous  moan  to  Screa's  gate  they  run  ; 
There  the  lov'd  body  of  their  Hector  meet, 
Which  they,  with  loud  and  frefti  lamenting?,  greet. 
His  reverend  mother,  and  his  tender  wife, 
.Equal  in  love,  in  grief  had  equal  ftnfe  : 
In  lorrow  they  no  moderation  knew, 
But,  wildly  wailing,  to  the  chariot  flew  ; 
There  11  rove  the  rolling  wheels  to  hold,  while  each 
Attempted  firft  his  breathlefs  c*rpfe  to  reach  ; 
Aloud  they  beat  their  breafts,  and  tore  their  hair, 
Rending  around  with  fhritks  the  fuffcring  air. 

Now -had  the  thir>ng  of  people  fto;,t  the  way, 
Whb  would  have  there  lamented  all  the  day  ; 
But  Priam  from  his  chariot  rufe,  and  fpake, 
"  Trojans,   enough ;    truce   with    your    forrows 

make  ; 

"  Give  way  to  me,  and  yield  the  chariot  room  : 
"   Firft  let  me  bear  my  Hector's  body  home, 
"  Then  mourn  your  fill."  At  this  the  crowd  gave 
Yielding  like  waves  of  a  divided  fea.  [vvjy, 

Idxus  to  the  palace  drove,  then  laid 
With  cars  the  body  on  a  fumptuous  bed, 
And  round  about  were  fkilful  fingers  plac'd, 
Who  wept,  and  figh'd,  and  in  fad  notes  txprtfs'd 
Their  moan;  all  in  a  chorus  did  agree 
Of  univerfal  mournful  harmony, 
When  firft  Andromache  htr  ptiflion  broke. 
And  thus  (clofe  prefling  his  pale  cheeks)  fhe  fpokc: 

ANDROMACHE'S  LAMENTATION. 

O  try  loft  hufband  '.  let  me  ever  mourn 
Thy  early  fate,  and  too  untimely  urn  : 
In  the  full  pride  of  youth  thy  glories  fade. 
And  thou  in  aflics  muft.  with  them  be  laid. 

Why  is  my  heart  thus  miferably  torn  '. 
Why  am  I  thus  diftrefsM  !  why  thus  forlorn  ! 
Am  I  that  wretched  thing  a  widow  left  !    * 
Vvl  y  do  I  live,  who  am  of  thee  bereft? 
Yet  1  were  b'.eft,  were  I  alone  undone; 
Alas-,  my  child  '.  where  can  an  infant  run  ? 
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tJ:. happy  orphan  !  thou  in  woes  art  nurs'd ; 
Why  were  you  born  ? — I  am  with  bleffitigscurs'd  ; 
For  long  ere  thou  fhah  be  to  manhood  grown, 
Wide  delegation  will  lay  wafte  this  town  : 
Who  is  there  now  that  can  protection  give, 
Since  he,  who  was  her  ftrength,  no  more  doth  live  ? 
Who  of  her  reverend  matrons  will  have  care? 
•Who  Awe  her  children  from  the  rage  of  war  ? 
For  he  to  all  father  and  hufband  was, 
And  all  are  orphans  now,  and  widows,  by  his  lofs. 
Soon  'will  the  Grecians  now  infulting  come, 
And  bear  us  captives  to  their  diftant  home  ; 
I,  with  my  child,  muft  the  fame  fortune  fhare, 
And  all  alike  be  prifoners  of  the  war; 
'Mc,ngft  bafc-born  wretches  he  his  lot  muft  have, 
And  be  to  fome  inhuman  lord  a  flave. 
Elfe  fome  avenging  Greek,  with  fury  fill'd, 
Or  for  an  only  fon  or  father  kill'd 
By  Hector's  hand,  on  him  will  vent  his  rage, 
And  with  his  blond  his  thirfty  grief  afiuage  ; 

For  many  fell  by  his  relentlefs  hand, 

Biting  that  ground,  with  which  their  blood  was 

ftainVi. 
Fierce  was  thy  father  (O  my  child)  in  war, 

And  never  did  his  foes  in  battle  (pare ; 

Thence  come  thefe  fuffei  ings,  which  ft)  much  have 
c«ft. 

Much  teoe  to  all,  but  fure  to  me  the  moft. 

I  faw  him  n<>t  when  in  the  pangs  of  death, 

N->r  did  my  lips  receive  his  latelt  breath  ; 

Why  heW  he  not  to  me  his  dying  hand  ? 

And  why  receiv'd  not  I  his  laft  command'? 

Something  he  would  have  faid,  had  I  been  there, 

"Which  I  Ihoxi'd  (till  in  fad  remembrance  bear  ; 

For  I  could  never,  never  words  forget, 

Which  night  and- day  I  fhould  whh  tears  repeat. 

hhe  fpake,  and  wept  afrefh,  when  all  around 

A  general  figh  diffused  a  mournful  found. 

Then  Hecuba,  who  long  had  been  pppreft 

With  boiling  pafficns  in  her  aged  breail, 

Mingling  her  words  with  figHs  and  tears,  begun 

A  lamentation  for  her  darling  fon. 

HECUBA'S  LAMENTATION, 
Hector,  ray  joy,  and  to"  my  foul  more  dear 
Than  all  my  other  numerous  ifftie  were  ; 
O  my  laft  comfort,  and  my  beft-belov'd  ! 
Thou,  at  whofe  fall  even  Jove  himfclf  was  mov'd, 
And  fent  a  god  his  dread  commands  to  hear, 
So  far  thou  wert  high  Heaven's  peculiar  care ; 
From  fierce  Achilles'  chains  thy  corpfe  was  freed, 
So  kind  a  fiite  was  for  none  dfe  decreed  : 
JYIy  other  fons,  made  pnfoners  by  his  hands, 
Were  fold  like  flaves,  and  faipt  to  foreign  lands. 
Thou  too  were  fentenc'd  by  his  barbarous  doom, 
And  dragg'd,  when  dead,  about  Putrodus'  tomb. 
His  lov'd  Patroclus,  whom  thy  hands  had  £luin  :  ~) 
And  yet  that  cruelty  was  us'd  in  vain,  > 

Since  all  could  not  reftore  his  life  again.  j 

Now  frem  and  glowing  ev'n  in  death  thou  art, 
And  fair  as  he  who  fell  by  Phoebus'  dart.  •' 
Here  weeping  Hecuba  her  "pallion  ftay'd, 
And  univerfal  moan  again  was  made  ; 
When  Helen's  lamentarion  hers  fuppty'd, 
And  thus,  uv.udj  that  fatal  beany  ciy'd. 


HELEN'S  LAMENTATION. 
O  Hector,  thou  wert  rooted  in  my  heart, 
No  brother  there  had  half  fo  large  a  part  1 
Not  lefs  than  twenty  years  are  now  pafs'd  o'er, 
Since  firfl  I  landed  on  the  Trojan  fhore  ; 
Since  I  with  godlike  Paris  fled  from  home  : 
(Would  I  had  dy'd  before  that  day  had  come  !) 
In  all  which  tin.-;  (fo  genrle  was  thy  mind) 
I  ne'er  could  charge  thee  with  a  deed  unkind  ; 
Not  one  untender  word,  or  look  of  fcorn, 
Which  I  too  often  have  from  others  borne. 
But  you  from  their  reproach  flill  fet  me  free, 
And  kindly  have  repruv'd  their  cruelty; 
If  by  my  fillers  or  the  queen  revil'd, 
(For  the  good  king,  like  you,  was  ever  mild) 
Your  kindnefs  (till  has  all  my  grief  beguii'd. 
Ever  in  tears  let  me  your  lofs  bemoan, 
Who  had  no  friend  alive  but  you  alone  : 
All  will  reproach  me  now  where'er  I  pafs, 
And  fly  with  horror  from  my  hated  face. 
This  faid,  file  wept;  and  the  vaft  throng  was  mov'J, 
And  with  a  general  figh  her  grief  approv'd. 
When    Priam'  (who  had    heard   the    mourning 

crowd) 
Rofe  from  his  feat,  and  thus  he  fpake  aloud  : 

'•  Ceafe  your  iamentings,  Trojans,  for  a  while, 
"   And  fell  down  trees  to  build  a  funeral  pile ; 
"   Fear  not  an  ambufh  by  the  Grecians  laid, 
"   For  with  Achilles  twelve  days  truce  I  made." 

He  fpake ;  and  all  obey'd  as  with  one  mind, 
Chariots  were  brought,  and  mules  and  oxen  join'd; 
Forth  from,  the  city  all  (he  people  went, 
And  nine  days  fpacc  was  in  that  labour  f'pent ; 
The  tenth,  a  moft  fhipendous  pile  they  made, 
And  on  t:.-,  top  the  manly  Hedtor  laid, 
Then  gave  it  fire;  while  all,  wi.h  weeping  eyes^ 
Beheld  the  rolling  flames  and  fmoke  arife. 
All  night  they  wept,  and  all  the  night  it  burn'd ; 
But  when 'the  rofy  mom  with  day  return'd, 
About  the  pile  the  thronging  people  came, 
And  with  black  winequench'd  the  remaining  flame. 
Hi*  brothers  then  and  friends  fcarch'd  every  where, 
And  gathering  up  his  ihowy  bouts  with  care, 
Wept   o'er    them ;    when   an    uru   of  gold   was 

brought, 

Wrapt  in  foft  purple  palls,  ami  richly  wrought, 
In  which  the  facred  afhes  were  interr'd, 
Then  o'er  his  grave  a  monument  they  rear'd. 
Meantime   itrong  guards  were  plac'd,   and  care 
ful  fpies, 

To  watch  the  Grecians,  and  prevent  furprife. 
The  work  once  ended,  all  the  vail  rcfort 
Of  mourning  people  went  to  Priam's  court ; 
There  they  reffefh'd  their  weary  li;nbs  with  reft, 
hnding  the  fuiieial  with  a  iblemn  leatt. 


PARAPHRASE  UPON  HORACE, 

ODE     XIX.     LIB.    I. 

"  ALitcr  fxva  Cupidinum,  &c." 

i. 

Tnr  f.'rant  q-ieen  of  foft  defires, 

.1  ...c  i^U.eii  u.d  uf  fprighjy  wine 
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And  wanton  cafe,  confpires 

To  make  my  heart  its;  peace  refign, 
And  re-admit  love's  long-rejcAed  fires. 

For  beauteous  Glycera  I  burn,  [return. 

The    flames  fo   Jong-  repell'd    with   double   force 
Matchlefs  her  face  appears,  and  fhines  more  Bright 
Than  polifh'd  marble  when  refU6li:ig  light  : 
Her  very  coynefs  warms ; 

And  with  a  grateful  fullennef?  fhe  charms : 
Each  look  darts  forth  a  thoufand  rays, 

Whofe  luftre  an  unwary  fight  betrays ; 
My  eye-balls  fwim,  arid  I  grow  giddy  while  I  gaze, 
n. 

She  comes!  fhe  comes !  {he  rufhes  in  my  veins  ! 

At  once  all  Venus  enters,  and  at  large  fhe  reigns  ! 
Cyprus  no  more  with  her  abode  is  blefl; 
I  am  her  palace,  and  her  throne  my  brcalt. 
Of  favage  Scythian  arms  no  more  I  write, 
Of  Parthian  archers,  who  in  flying  right, 
And  make  rough  war  their  1'port; 

Such  idle  themes  no  more  can  move, 
Nor  any  thing  but  what's  of  high  import : 

And  what's  of  high  import,  but  I've  ? 
Vervain  and  gums,  and  the  green  turf  prepare  ; 
With  wine  of  two  years  old  your  cups  be  tilJ'd  : 

Afrer  our  facrifice  and  prayer, 
The  goddefs  may  incline  her  heart  to  yield. 


STANZAS 

IN    IMITATION    OF    HORACE, 
LIB.    II.    ODE    XIV. 

'*  Eheu  fugaces,  Pofthume,  Poflhumc, 
"  Labuntur  anni,  &c." 


AH  '.  no,  'tis  all  in  vain,  believe  me  'tis, 

This  pious  artifice. 

Not  all  thefe  prayers  arid  alms  can  buy 

One  moment  tow'rd  eternity\ 

Eternity!  that  boundlef-  race, 
Which  Time  himft.lf  can*  never  run 
(Swift  as  he  flies,  with  an  unwcaty'd  pace)  : 
Which,  when   tea   thoufund,  thoufand  years  are 

done, 
Is  1H11  the  fame,  and  ftill  t"  be  begun. 

Fix'd  are  thofe  limits,  which  prdcribe 
A  fhort  extent  to  the  moft  Lfting  breath; 
And  though  thou  could'ft  for  facrifice  lay  down 
Millions  of  other  lives  to  fave  thy  own, 

'Twere  fruitlefs  all;  nrt  all  would  bribe 
One  fupernumcrary  gafp  from  death, 
n. 

In  vain's  thy  inexhaufted  flore 

Of  wealth,  in  vain  thy  power; 

Thy  honour*,  titles,  all  mu  •  fail, 
Where  piety  itfelf  can  nought  avail. 
The  rich,  the  great,  the  innocent,  and  juft, 

Muft  all  be  huddled  to  the  grave, 
With  the  moft  vile  and  ignominious  Have, 

And  undiftinguifh'd  lie  induit. 

In  vain  the  fearfiu  flic?:  'larms, 
lo  vain  he  is  fecure  from  wounds  ef  arms, 


In  vain  avoids  the  faithlrfs  fca«, 
And  is  confin'd  to  home  and  eafe, 
Bounding  hi";  knowledge',  to  extend  his  days. 

In  vain  are  all  thofe  arts  we  try, 
Al1  our  evafions,  and  regret  to  die  : 
From  the  contagion  of  mortality, 

No  clime  is  pure,  no  air  is  free  : 

And  no  retrea^ 
Is  fo  obfcure,  as  to  be  hid  from  fate. 

in. 

Thou  muft,  alas :  thou  muft,  my  friend ; 
(The  vtry  hour  thou  now  doft  fpend 
In  (tudying  to  avoid,  brings  on  thy  end) 
Thou  rriuft  forego  the  deartft joys  of  life; 
Leave  the  ^  arm  bofom  of  thy  tender  wife, 
And  all  .he  much-!nv'd  offspring  of  her  womb, 
To  moulder  iis  the  cold  e;>  btacts  of  a  tomb. 

_ All  muft  be  left,  and  ai!  be  loft; 
Thy  houle,  whofe  fiately  ftrucflure  fo  much  coft, 

Shb.l  not  afford 

Ro.-m  for  the  {linking  carcafe  of  its  lord. 
Of  all  thy  pleafant  gardens,  grots,  and  bowers, 
Thy    coftly   fruits,    thy  far-fetch'd   plants  and 
flowers, 

Nought  fhalt  thou  Hive ; 
Or  but  a  fprig  of  rofemary  fhalt  have, 

T<>  wither  with  thee  in  the  grave  : 
The  reft  fhall  live  and  flourifh,  to  upbraid 
Their  tranfitory  mafler  dead. 

IV. 

Then  fhall  thy  long-ex peding  heir 

A  joyful  mourning  wear  : 
And  riot  in  the  wafte  of  that  eltate 
Which  thoti  haft  taken  fo  much  pains  to  get. 
All  thy  hid  ftores  he  fhall  unfold, 
And  ftt  at  large  thy  captive  gold. 
That  precious  wine,  cordemn'd  by  thee 
To  vaults  and  prifons,  (hall  again  be  free  : 
Bury'd  alive  though  now  it  lies, 

Again  flul!  rife ; 

Again  its  fparkling  furface  fhow, 
And  free  as  element  profufely  flow. 
With  fuch  high  food  he  fhall  ftt  forth  his  feafts, 
That  cardinals  (hall  wifh  to  be  his  guefts; 

And  pamper'd  prelate?  fee 
Thend'elves  outdone  in  luxury. 


IN  IMITATION  OF  HORACE, 

ODE  JX.    LIB.    I. 

"  Vides  ut  alta,  &c." 

i. 

BLESS  me,  'tis  cold  !  how  thill  the  air  ! 
How  naked  does  the  world  appear  ' 
But  fee  (big  with  the  offspring  of  rhe  north) 

The  teeming  cloiuN  bring  fortli : 
A  fhower  of  loft  and  fleecy  rain 
Falls,  to  new-clot  he  the  earth  again. 
Behold  the  mountain- tops  around, 
As  if  with  fur  of  ermins  crown'd  ; 

Andlo!  how  by  degrees 
The  univtrfal  mantle  huie»  the  trees 

In  hoary  flakes,  which  downward  fly, 
As  if  it  were  the  autumn  of  the  fky  : 


P    O    E 

Trembling,  the  grove*  fuftain  their  weight,  and 
Like  aged  limbs,  which  feebly  go  [bow 

Beneath  a  venerable  head  of  fnow. 

ii. 

Diffufive  cold  does  the  whole  earth  invade, 
Like  a  difeafe,  through  all  its  veins  'tis  fpread, 
And  each  late  living  ilream  is  numb'd  and  dead. 
Let's  melt  the  frozen  hours,  make  warm  the  air ; 
Let  cheerful  fires  Sol's  feeble  beams  repair ; 
Fill  the  large  bow]  with  fparkling  wine  ; 
Let's  drink  till  our  own  faces  fhine, 

Till  we  like  funs  appear, 
To  light  and  warm  the  hemifphere. 
Wine  can  difpenfe  to  all  both  light  and  heat, 

They  arc  with  wine  incorporate  ;  [mix, 

That  powerful  juice,   with  which  no    cold  dares 
Which  ftill  is  fluid,  and  no  froft  can  fix  : 

Let  that  but  in  abundance  flow, 
And  let  it  ftorm  and  thunder,  hail  and  fnow, 
'Tis  Heaven's  concern  ;  and  let  it  be 
The  care  of  Heaven  ftill  for  me  :  [fess, 

Thofe  winds  which  rend  the  oaks  and  plough  the 

Great  Jove  can,  if  he  pleafe, 
With  one  commanding  nod  appeafe. 

in. 

Seek  not  to  know  ^-morrow's  doom ; 
That  is  not  ours,  which  is  to  come  : 
The  prefent  moment's  all  our  (lore ; 
The  next  ihould  Heaven  allow, 
Then  this  will  be  no  more  : 
So  all  our  life  is  but  one  inftant  now. 

Look  on  each  day  you've  paft 
To  be  a  mighty  treafure  won; 
And  lay  each  moment  out  in  hafte; 
We're  fure  to  live  too  faft, 
And  cannot  live  too  foon. 
Youth  doth  a  tkoufand  pleafures  bring, 
Which  from  decrepit  age  will  fly  ; 
The  flowers  that  flourifh  in  the  fpring, 
la  winter's  cold  embraces  die. 

IV. 

Now  Love,  that  everlafting  boy,  invites 
To  i-cvel  while  you  may,  in  foft  delights: 
Now  the  kind  nymph  yields  all  her  charms, 
Nor  yields  in  vain  to  youthful  arms. 
Slowly  flie  promifes  at  night  to  meet, 
But  eagerly  prevents  the  hour  with  fwifter  feet. 
To  gloomy  groves  and  (hades  obfcure  (he  flies, 
There  veils  the  bright  confeflion  of  her  eyes. 

Unwillingly  (he  (lays, 
Would  more  unwillingly  depart, 
And  in  foft  fighs  conveys 
The  whifpers  of  her  heart. 
Still  (he  invites  and  ftill  denies, 
And  vows  (he'll  leave  you  if  you're  rude ; 
Then  from  her  ravilher  (he  flits, 

But  flies  to  be_purfu'd; 
If  from  his  fight  fhe  does  herfelf  convey, 
Wi'h  a  tei<rn'd  laugh  (he  will  herfelf  betray, 
And  cunningly  inftrudl  hin^in  ths  way. 

SONG, 
i. 

I  LOOK*D,  and  I  Ogh'd,  and  I  wifh'd  I  could  fneak, 
And  very  fain  would  have  been  at'hcr  : 
VOL,  VII,  " 


S.  j,4 

But  when  I  drove  mod  my  great  pafllon  to  break 
Still  then  I  kid  leaft  «f  the  matter. 

n. 
I  fwore  to  myfelf,  and  refolv'd  I  would  try 

Some  way  my  poor  heart  to  recover ; 

But  that  was  all  vain,  for  I  fooner  could  die, 

Than  live  with  forbearing  to  love  her. 

in. 
Dear  Caelia,  be  kind  then ;  and  Cncc  your  ow» 

eyes 

By  looks  can  command  adoration, 
Give  mine  leave  to  talk  too,  and  do  not  defpifc 
Thofe  oglings  that  tell  you  my  paflion. 

IV. 

We'll  look,  and  we'll  love,,  and  though  neither 
fhould  (peak, 

The  pleafure  we'll  ftill  be  purfuing;  [make 
And  fo,  without  words,  I  don't  doubt  We  may 

A  very  good  end  of  this  vVooing. 


THE  RECONCILIATION, 

RECITATIVE. 

FAIR  Crelia  love  pretended, 
And  nam'd  the  myrtle  bower, 
Where  Damon  long  attended 
Beyond  the  promis'd  hour. 
At  length  impatient  growing 
Of  anxious  expectation, 
His  heart  witii  rage  o'erflowingj 
He  vented  thus  his  pafiion. 

ODE. 

To  all  the  fex  deceitful, 

A  long  and  laft  adieu  ; 
Since  women  p/ove  ungrateful 

As  oft  as  men  prove  true. 
The  pains  they  caufe  are  many, 

And  long  and  hard  to  bear  5 
The  joys  they  give  (if  any) 

Few,  fivjrt,  and  infincere. 

RECITATIVE. 

But  Celia  now,  repenting 
Her  breach  of  aflignation, 
Arriv'd  vvi:h  eyes  conferring, 
And  fparkling  inclination. 
Like  Cithorea  fmiling, 
She  blunYd,  and  laid  his  pafllon ; 
The  fhepherd  ceas'd  reviling, 
And  fung  this  recantation. 

PALINODE. 

How  engaging,  how  endearing, 

Is  a  lover's  pain  and  care ! 
And  what  joy  the  nymph's  appearing, 

After  abfence  or  defpair : 
Women  wife  increase  deiiring, 

By  contriying  kind  delays  ; 
And  advancing,  or  retiring, 

All  they  mean  is  more  to  pleafe. 


A  B-S  E  N  C  E. 

ALAS  !   what  pains,   vrhat  racking   thoughts  b,e. 

proves, 

Who  l\ves  remov'd  from  her  he  deareft  loves  I 
Mm 


546 


THE    XVORKS    OF    CONGREVE. 


In  cruel  abfence  doom'd  paft  joys  to  mourn, 
And  think  on  hours  that  will  no  more  return  ! 
Oh  let  me  ne'er  the  pangs  of  abfence  try, 
Save  me  from  abfence,  Love,  or  let  me  die. 


SONG.         I 

FJLSE  though  (he  be  to  me  and  love, 

I'll  ne'er  purfue  revenge; 
For  flill  the  charmer  I  approve, 

Though  I  deplore  her  change. 

In  hours  of  Mifs  we  oft  have  met, 
They  could  not  always  laft  ; 

And  thouph  the  prefer*  I  regret, 
I'm  grateful  for  the  paft. 


SONG  IN  DIALOGUE, 

FOR  TWO  WOMEN. 
I. 

I  LOVE  and  am  belov'd  again, 
Strephon  no  more  {hall  figh  in  vain  : 
I've  try'd  his  faith,  and  found  him  true, 
And  all  my  coynefs  bid  adieu, 
n. 

I  love,  and  am  belov'd  again, 
Yet  flill  my  Thyrfis  fhall  complain  ; 
I'm  fure  he's  mine,  while  I  refufe  him, 
But  when  I  yield,  I  fear  to  lofe  him. 

I.  Men  will  grow  faint  with  tedious  faffing  : 

4.  And  both  will  ti/e  with  often  tafling, 
When  they  find  the  blifs  not  lading. 

I.  Love  is 'complete  in  kind  pofleifinjj. 

*.  Ah  no  '.   ah  no  ;   that  ends-  the  bleifing. 

CHORUS  Of   BOTH. 

Then  let  us  beware  how  far  we  confent, 
Too  foon  whtn  we  yield,  too  late  we  repent; 
"Pis  ignorance  makes  men  admire  ; 
And  granting  defire, 
We  feed  not  the  fire, 
.But  make  it  more  quickly  expire. 


SONG. 

i. 
TELL  me  no  mere  I  am  deceived, 

That  Cloe's  falfe  and  common  ; 
I  always  knew  (at  lead  hflicv'd) 

She  was  a  very  woman  : 
As  fuel)  I  lik'd,  a«  fuch  carefs'd, 
She  ftill  wus  conftant  when  pofiefs'd, 

bhe  could  do  more  for  no  man. 

ii 
But,  oh  T  her  thoughts  on  others  ran, 

And  tha'  you  think  a  hard  thing; 
Perhaps  (he  fancy 'd  you  the  man, 

And  what  care  1  me  farthing  ? 
You  think  f.ie'>  falfe,  I'm  fure  (he's  kind; 
1  take  her  body,  you  her  mind, 

Who  has  tin,  better  bargain  ? 


THE    PETITION. 
GRANT  me,  gentle  Love,  faid  I, 
One  dear  bleffing  ere  I  die  ; 
Long  I've  borne  excek  of  pain, 
Let  me  now  forne  blifs  obtain. 

Thus  to  almighty  Love  I  cry'J, 
When  angry  thus  the  god  reply'd : 

Bleffings  greater  none  can  have, 
Art  thou  not  Amynta's  flave  ? 
Ceafe,  fond  mortal,  to  implore, 
For  Love,  ev'n  Love  himfelf 's  no  more. 


SONG. 


CRUEL  Amynta  can  you  fee 

A  heart  thus  torn,  which  you  betray'd  ? 
Love  of  himfelf  ne'er  vanquifh'd  me, 

But  through  your  eyes  the  conqueft  made. 

n. 
In  ambufh  there  the  traitor  lay, 

Where  I  was  led  by  faithlefs  fmile» ; 
No  wretches  are  fo  loll  as  they 

Whom  much  fecurity  beguile*. 


SONG. 


SEE,  fee,  fhe  wakes,  Sabina  wakes '. 

And  now  the  fun  begins  to  rife  ; 
Left  glorious  is  the  morn  that  break* 

From  his  bright  beams,  than  her  fair  eyes. 

n. 
With  light  united,  day  they  give, 

But  different  fates  ere  night  fulfil; 
How  many  by  his  warmth  will  live '. 

How  many  will  her  coldnefs  kill  1 


Qccafioned  i\  a  Lady's  Laving  -writ  Verfes  ii 

da  i ion  of  a  Poem  which  -wat  lur  itlenin  j/rai/e  »f  an»~ 
tber  Lady. 

HARD  is  the  tafk,  and  bold  th'  adventurous  flight, 
Oi  him,  who  dares  in  praife  of  beauty  write ; 
For  v\hen  to  that  high  theme  our  thoughts  afcend, 
'Tis  to  detract,  too  poorly  to  commend. 
And  he,  who,  praifing  beauty,  does  no  wrong, 
May  boaft  to  be  fuccefsfui  in  his  fong  : 
But  when  the  fair  themlelves  approve  hislay«, 
And  one  accepts,  and  one  vouchsafes  to  praiie  ; 
His  wide  ambition  knows  no  farther  bound, 
Nor  cau  his  mule  with  brighter  fame  be  crown'it 


EPIGRAM, 

Written  after  tit  deceafe  of  Mrs.  Arabella  Hunt, 
der  Ler  Pi&lurt  drwn  play  ing  on  a  Lutt, 

WERE  there  on  earth  arcther  voice  likethiae, 
Another  hand  fo  blcft  with  flcill  diviac  ! 


POEMS. 


The  late  affliAed  world  forte  hopes  might  have, 
And  harmony  retrieve  thee  from  the  grave. 


SONG. 


Pious  Selinda  goes  to  prayers, 

If  I  but  aflc  the  favour; 
And  yet  the  tender  fool's  in  tears, 

When  fhe  believes  I'll  leave  her. 

ii. 
Would  I  were  fred  from  this  reftra'mt, 

Or  elfe  had  hopes  to  win  her  ! 
Would  fhe  could  make  of  me  a  faint,    . 

Or  1  of  her  a  finner  1 


A  HYMN  TO  HARMONY, 

JN  HONODR  or  ST.  CECILIA'S  DAY,  MDCCI. 

Set  to  Mufic  by  Mr.  John  Ecclet. 

I. 

O  HARMONY,  to  thee  we  (ing, 
To  thee  the  grateful  tribute  bring 
Of  facred  verie,  and  fweet  refounding  lays ; 
Thy  aid  invoking  while  thy  power  we  praife. 
All  hail  to  thee, 
All-powerful  Harmony '. 
Wife  nature  owns  thy  undilputed  fway, 
Her  wondrous  works  refigning  to  thy  care  : 
The  planetary  orbs  thy  rule  obey, 
And  tuneful  roll,  unerring  in  their  way, 
Thy  voice  informing  each  melodious  fphere, 

CHORUS. 
All  hail  to  thee, 
All  powerful  Harmony  ! 

n. 

Thy  voice,  O  Harmony,  with  awful  found 
Could  penetrate  th'  abyls  profound, 
Explore  the  realms  of  ancient  night, 
And  fearch  the  living  fource  of  unborn  light. 

Confuficn  heard  thy  voice,  and  fled, 
And  Chaos  detper  plung'd  his  vanquifh'd  head. 
Then  didft  thou,  Harmony,  give  birth 
To  this  fair  form  of  heaven  and  earth ; 
Then  all  th(.fe  fhining  worlds  above 
In  myftic  dance  began  to  move 
Aroumi  the  radiant  fphere  of  central  fire, 
A  Bever-ceafing,  never-filent  choir. 

CHORUS. 

Confufion  heard  thy  voice,  and  fled, 
And  Chao»  deeper  plung'd  his  vanquiih'd  head. 
>  in. 

Thou  only,  goddefs,  firft  could'ft  tell 
The  mighty  charms  in  numbers  found  ; 
And  didft  to  heavenly  minds  reveal 
The  iecret  force  of  tuneful  found. 
When  firft:  Cyllenius  ibrm'd  the  lyre, 
Thou  didft  the  god  infpire ; 
When  firft  the  vocal  fhell  he  ftrnng,* 

To  which  the  mufes  fung;  [play'd, 

Then  firft  the  mufes  fung ;  melodious  {trains  Apoilo 
And  uiufrc  firft  began  by  thy  aufpicious  aid. 


Hark,  hark  !  again  Urania  fings ! 
Again  Apollo  ftrikes  the  trembling  ftrings! 
And  fee,  the  liftening  deities  around 
Attend  infatiate,  and  devour  the  found. 
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Hark.haik!  again  Urania  fings  I 
Again  Apollo  flrikes  the  trembling  firings* 
And  fee,  the  liftening  deities  around 
Attend  infatiate,  and  devour  the  found.  ; 

IV 

Defcend,  Urania,  heavenly  fair  ! 
To  the  relief  of  this  afilided  world  repair; 

See  how,  with  vaiiouswoes  oppreft, 

The  wretched  race  of  men  is  worn  ; 

Confum'd  with  cares,  with  doubts  diftreft, 

Or  by  conflicting  paffions  torn. 

Reafon  in  vain  employs  her  aid, 

The  furious  will  on  fancy  waits ; 
While  reafon  ftill  by  hope'  or  fears  betray'd, 

Too  late  advances  or  too  foon  retreats. 
Mufic  alone  with  fudden  charms  can  bind 
The  wandering  fenfe,  and  calm  the  tr«ubled  mindt 

CHORUS. 

Mufic  alone  with  fudden  charms  can  bind 
The  wandering  fenfe,- and  calm  the  troubled  mind. 

T. 

Begin  the  powerful  f  >ng,  ye  facred  nine, 

Your  infrruments  and  voices  join  ; 

Harmony,  peace,  and  fweet  dcfire, 

In  every  breaft  infpire. 
Revive  the  melancholy  drooping  heart, 
And  foft  repofe  to  reftlefs  thoughts  impart. 
Appeafe  the  wrathful  mind, 

To  dire  revenge,  and  death  iiiclin'd  : 
With  balmy  founds  his  boiling  blood  affuage, 
And  melt  to  mild  remorfe  his  burning  rage. 
'  Tis  done ;  and  now  tumultuous  pafiions  ceafe  ; 

And  all  is  hufli'd,  and  all  is  peace. 
The  weary  world  with  welcome  cafe  is  bleft, 

By  mufic  lulPd  to  ph-ufing  reft. 

CHORUS. 
'  Tis  done  ;  and  now  tumultuous  paffions  ceafe; 

And  all  is  hufh'd,  and  all  U  pea.  e. 
The  weary  world  with  welcome  eafe  is  bleft, 

By  mufic  lull'd  to  pleafing  reft. 

VI. 

Ah,  fwee'  repofe,  too  foon  expiring ! 

Ah,  foolifti  man,  new  toils  requiring  ! 

Curs'd  ambition,  ftrife  purfuing, 

Wakes  the  world  to  war  and  ruin. 

See,  fee,  the  battle  is  prepar'd  1 

Behold  the  hero  comes  ! 
Loud  trumpets  with  fhrill  fifes  are  heard; 

And  hoarfc  refounding  drums.  J 

War,  with  difiordant  notes  and  jarring  noife, 

The  harmony  of  peace  deftroys. 

CHORUS. 

War,  with  difc<  rdant  notes  and  jarring  noife, 
The  harmony  of  peace  deftroys. 

VII. 

See  the  forfaken  fair,  with  ftreaming  eyei, 

Her  parting  lover  mourn; 
She  weeps,  llu  fighs,  dcfpairs,  and  dies, 
And  watchful  v  aftes  the  lonely  livelong  night*) 

Bewailing  paft  delights 
That  may  no  more,  no  rcrcr  morr  return. 
Mm  rj 


THE    WORKS   OF  CONGREVE. 


O  footh  h?r  car** 
With  fofteft,  fwecteft  airs, 
Till  victory  and  peace  reftore 
Her  faithful  lover  to  her  tender  breaft, 
Within  her  folding  arms  to  reft, 
Thence  never  to  be  parted  more, 
No  never  to  be  parted  more. 

CHOKUS. 

Let  victory  and  peace  reftore 
'Her  faithful  lover  to  her  tender  breaft, 

Within  her /oMthg  arms  to  reft, 

Thence  never  to  be  parted  more, 

No  never  to  be  parted  more. 

vm. 

Tnottgh,  Urania,  hearenly  fair  I 
Now  to  thy  native  fkies  repair, 
.Arid  rule  again  the  ftarry  fplu-re  ; 
Cecilia  tomes,  with  holy  rapture  fill'd, 

To  cafe  the  world  of  Care, 
Cecilia,  more  than  all  the  mufes  fkill'd  '• 

Pbotbus  himfelf  to  her  muft  yield, 
And  at  her  feet  lay  down 

Jlis.goiden  harp  and  laurel  crown. 

The  fcfj:  enervate  lyre  is  drown'd 
In  the  deep  organ's  more  majeftic  found. 
In  peals  the  fwelling  notes  afcend  the  fide*, 
Perpetual  breath  the  fwelling  notes  fupplies, 
And  lifting  as  her  name,  ' 
Who  form'd  the  tuneful  frame, 

Th'  immortal  mufic  never  dies. 

GRAND   CHORUS. 

Cecilia,  more  than  all  the  mufes  fkill'd, 
Phcebus  himfelf  to  her  muft  yield, 

And  at  her  feet  lay  down 
His  golden  harp  and  laurel  crown. 
The  foft  enervate  lyre  is  drown'd 

In  the  deep  organ's  more  majeftic  found. 

jn  peals  the  fwelling  notes  afccnd  the  ikies, 

Perpetual  breath 'the  fwelling  notes  fuppliei, 

And  lafting  as  iier  name, 
Who  form'd  the'  tuneful  frame, 
Th'  immortal  muiic  never  dies. 


VERSES  TO  THE  MEMORY  09 

GRACE    LADY    GET  H  IN, 

Occafioned  by  reading  her  Book,  entitled, 


^Lr  TER  a  painful  life  in  ftudy  fpent, 
Thd  learn  d  themfelves  their  ignorance  lament ; 
And  aged  men,  whofe  lives  exceed  the  fpace 
XVhich  feems  the  bound  prcfcrib'd  to  mortal  race, 
y^ith  hoary  heads,  their  fhort  experience  grieve, 
As  doom'd  to  die  pcfore  they  learn'd  to  live. 
So  hard  it  is  true  knowledge  to  attain, 
So  frail  is  life,  and  fruitlels  human  pain  ! 
Whoe'er  on  this  reflects,  and  then  behold*, 
Wah  ftrlct 'attention,  what  this  book  'ufolds, 
With  admiration  ftruck,  (hall  qucftion  who 
So  very  long  could  live,  (b  much  to  know  ? 
JJoi-  fo  complete  the  fiuiih'd  piece  appears, 
That  learning  fceais  ccmbiu'd  with  kngth  of  years  j 


And  both  improv'd  by  piT"ft  wit,  to  retch 
At  all  that  ftudy  or  that  time  can  teach. 
But  to  what  height  muft  his  amazement  rife, 
When,  having  read  the  work,  he  turns  his  eyes 
Again  to  view  the  furemoft  opening  page, 
And  there  the  beauty',  fex,  and  tender  age, 
Of  her  beholds,  in  whofe  pure  mind  aroie 
Th'  aethere'al  fource  from  whence  this  current  flows! 
When  prodigies  appear,  our  reafon  fails, 
And  fuperftition  o'er  phiiofophy  prevails. 
Some  heavenly  rninifter  we  ftrait  conclude, 
Some  angel-mind  with  female  form  endued, 
To  make  a  fhort  abode  on  earth,  was  fent  ' 
(Where  no  perfection  can  be  permanent) 
And,  having  left  her  bright  example  here, 
Was  quick  recall'd,  and  bid  to  diiappear. 
Whether  around  the  throne,  eternal  hymni 
She  fings  amid  the  choir  of  feraphims ; 
Or  fome  refulgent  ftar  informs,  and  guides, 
Where  fhe,  fhe  hleft  intelligence,  preiides; 
Is  not  for  us  to  know  who  here  remain  ; 
For  'twere  as  impious  to  inquire  as  vain  : 
And  all  we  ought,  or  can,  in  this  dark  ftatc, 
Is,  what  we  have  admir'd,  to  imitate. 


5  P  I  T  A  P  H 

UPON  ROBERT   HUNTINGDON,    Of   STANTON    HAR« 
COURT,  ESQ..    AND   ROBERT  Hll  SON. 

THIS  peaceful  tomb  does  now  contain 

Father  and  fon,  together  laid ; 
Whofe  living  virtues  (hall  remain, 

When  they  anil  this  are  quite  decay'd. 

What  man  (hould  be,  to  ripenefs  grown, 
And  finifh'd  worth  fhould  do,  or  fliun, 

At  full  was  in  the  father  (hown  ; 

What  youth  could  promife  in  the  fon. 

But  death,  obdurate,  both  deftroy'd 
The  perfe<5l  fruit,  and  opening  bud  r 

Firtl  feiz'd  thofe  fweets  we  had  enjoy'd, 
Then  robb'd  us  of  the  coming  good. 


TO   MR.   DRYDEN, 

ON   HIS  TRANSLATION  OF   PERSIDl. 

As  when  of  old  heroic  ftory  tells, 

Of  knights  impnfon'd  long  by  magic  fpells, 

Till  future  time  the  deftin'd  hero  fend, 

By  whom  the  dire  enchantment  is  to  end  : 

Such  feems  this  work,  and  fo  referv'd  for  thee, 

Thou  great  revcaler  of  dark  poei'y. 

Thoi'e  fullen  clouds,  which  have  for  ages  part, 
O'er  Perfius'  too-long  fuffering  mtife  been  caft, 
Difperfc,  and  fly  before  thy  facred  pen, 
And,  in  their  room,  bright  tracks  of  light  are  fe 
Sure  Phoebus'  felf  thy  fwelling  breaft  infpires, 
The  god  of  mufic,  and  poetic  fires: 
Elfe,  whence  proceeds  this  great  furprife  of  light  { 
How  dawcs  this  day,  forth  from  the  vvo<ub  -' 
night ! 


POEM    S. 


Our  wonder  now  docs  our  pad  folly  fliow, 
Vainly  contemning  what  we  did  not  know  : 
So  unbelievers  impioufly  defplfe 
The  facred  oracles  in  myueries. 
Piiffiw  before  in  fmall  tftecm  was  had, 
Unlefs  what  to  antiquity  is  paid; 
But  like  Apocrypha,  with  fcruplc  read 
(60  far  our  ignorance  our  fairh  milled)  ; 
Till  you,  Apollo's  darling  piicft,  thought  fit 
To  place  it  in  the  poet's  facred  writ. 

As  coin,  which  bears  fume  awful  monarch's  face 
For  more  than  its  intrinfic  worth  will  pafs; 
So  your  bright  image,  which  we  here  behold, 
Adds  worth  to  worth,  and  dignifies  the  gold, 
To  you  we  all  this  following  treafure  owe, 
This  Hippocrene,  which  from  a  rock  did  flow. 

Old  ftoic  virtue,  clad  in  rugged  lines, 
Poliih'd  by  you,  in  modern  brilliant  ihiaes; 
And  as  before,  for  Perfius,  our  efceem 
To  his  antiquity  was  paid,  not  him  : 
So  now,  wnatever  praife  from  us  is  due, 
Belongs  not  to  old  Perfius,  but  the  new. 
Fr.r  {till  obfcure,  to  us  no  light  he  gives; 
Dead  in  hjmftlf  in  you  alone  he  lives. 

So  {tubborn  flint?  their  inward  heat  conceal, 
Till  art  and  force  th*  unwilling  fparks  reveal ; 
But  through  your  ikill,  from  thufe  fmali  feeds  of 

fire 
Bright  flames  arife,  which  never  can  expire. 


THE  ELEVENTH  SATIRE  OF  JUVENAL. 

Tbi  Argument. 

THE  delign  of  this  Satire  is  to  expofe  and  repre 
hend  all  manner  of  intemperance  and  de 
bauchery;  but  more  particulary  that  exorbi 
tant  luxury  ufed  by  the  Romans  in  their  fcafting. 
The  poet  draws  the  occafion  from  an  invitation 
which  he  here  makes  to  his  friend  to  dir.e  with 
him ;  very  artfully  preparing  him  with  what 
he  was  to  expecft  from  his  feat,  by  beginning 
the  Satire  with  a  particular  invedtivc  agjinft 
the  vanity  and  folly  of  fome  perfons,  who, 
having  but  mean  fortunes  in  the  world,  at 
tempted  to  live  up  to  the  height  of  men  of 
great  eftates  and  quality.  He  fhows  us  the 
imietable  end  of  fuch  fpendfhrifts  and  gluttons, 
with  the  manner  arid  courfes  which  they  took 
to  bring  themfelves  to  it;  advifing  men  to  live 
•within  bounds,  and  to  proportion  their  incli 
nations  to  the  extent  of  their  fortune.  He  gives 
his  friend  a  bill  of  fare  of  the  entertainment  he 
has  provided  for  him  ;  and  from  thence  he  takes 
otcafion  to  reflect  upon  the  temperance  and 
frugality  of  the  greateft  men  in  former  ages : 
to  which  he  oppofes  the  riot  and  intemperance 
of  the  prefent ;  attributing  to  the  latter  a  vi- 
fible  remifTnefs  in  the  care  of  heaven  over  the 
Roman  ftate.  He  inftances  fome  lewd  practices 
at  feafi*,  and,  by  the  bye,  touches  the  nobility 
With'  making  \ice  and  debauchery  con£ft  with 


their  principal  pleafures.  He  concludes  with  a 
repeated  invitation  to  his  friend;  advifing  him 
(in  one  particular  fomewhat  freely)  to  a  negledt 
of  all  cares  and  difquiets  for  the  prefent,  and  a 
moderate  ufe  of  pleafures  for  the  future. 

IF  noble  Atticus  make  fplcndid  feafh, 

And  with  expenfive  food  indulge  his  guefts, 

His  wealth  and  quality  fupport  the  treat; 

Nor  is  it  luxury  in  him,  but  ftate. 

But  when  poor  Rutilus  fpends  all  his  worth, 

In  hopes  of  fetting  one  gcod  dinner  forch ; 

'  I'is  downright  madnefs :  for  what  greater  jefls. 

Than  begging  gluttons,  or  than  beggars'  feafts  ? 

But  Rutilus  is  now  notorious  grown, 
And  proves  the  common  theme  of  all  the  town. 

A  man  in  his  full  tide  of  youthful  blood, 
Able  for  arms,  and  for  his  country's  good; 
Urg'd  by  no  power,  rtilrain'd  by  no  advice, 
But  following  his  own  inglorious  choice  : 
'Mcngfl  common  fencers  pradtifes  the  trade, 
I  hat  end  debafing  for  which  arms  were  made  ; 
Arms  which  to  man  ne'er-dying  fame  afford, 
But  his  difgrace  is  owing  to  his  fword. 
Many  there  are  of  the  fame  wretched  kind, 
Whom  their  defpairing  creditors  may  find 
Lurking  in  fhambles;  where  with  borrow'd  com 
They  buy  choice  meats,  and  in  cheap  plenty  diue; 
Such,  whofe  folehlifs  is  eating;  who  can  give 
But  that  one  brutal  reafon  why  they  live. 
And  yet  what's  more  ridiculous,  of  thefe 
The  pooreft  wretch  is  {till  mod  hard  to  pleafc; 
And  he  whofe  thin  tranfparent  rags  declare 
How  much  his  tatter'd  fortune  wants  repair, 
Would  ranfack  every  element  for  choice 
Of  every  fifli  and  fowl  at  any  price; 
If,  brought  from  far,  it  very  dear  ha»coft, 
It  has  a  flavour  then,  which  pleafes  moft, 
And  he  devours  it  with  a  greater  guft. 

In  riot  thus,  while  money  lads,  he  lives, 
And  that  exhaufted,  (till  new  pledges  gives; 
Till  i'orc'd  of  mere  neceffity  to  eat, 
He  comes  to  pawn  his  difh  to  buy  his  meat. 

thing  of  filver  or  of  gold  he  fparcs, 
Not  what  his  mother's  facred  image  bears; 
The  broken  relic  he  with  f'peed  devours, 
As  he  would  all  the  reft  of  "s  anceftors, 
f  wrought  in  gold,  or  if  expos'd  to  fa'e, 
They'd  pay  the  price  of  one  luxurious  meal. 
Thus  certain  ruin  treads  upon  his  heels, 
The  (tings  of  hunger,  foon,  and  want,  he  feels  J 
And  thus  is  he  reduc'd,  at  length,  to  ferve 
Fencers  for  miferablc  fcrap=,  or  ftarve. 

Imagine  now  you  fee  a  plenteous  feaft  ; 
The  qutftion  is,  at  whofe  exptnce  'tis  dreft. 
n  great  Ventidius  we  the  bounty  prize; 
n  Rutilus  the  vanity  defpife. 

Strangt  ignorance  :  that  the  fame  man  who  tnovr* 
riow  far  you  mount  above  this  mole-hiil  {hows, 
Should  not  perceive  a  difference  as  great 
Setween  fmall  incomes  and  a  vaft  eftate  ! 
?rom  hcnvfn  to  mortals  Hire  that  ruls  was  fent, 
Of  "  Know  thyfelf,"  and  by  fome  god  was  meant 
To  be  our  never-erring  pilot  here, 
Through  all  the  various  courfes  which  we  fleer. 
M  ru  ii] 


THE  WORKS   OF   CONGREVf. 


Therfitet,  though  the  moft  prefumptuous  Greek, 
Yet  durft  not  for  Achilles'  armour  fpeak; 
When  fcarce  Ulyfies  had  a  good  pretence, 
With  all  th'  advantage  of  his  eloquence. 
Whoe'er  attempts  weak  caufes  to  fupport, 
Ought  to  be  very  fure  he's  able  for't ; 
And  rot  miftake  ftrong  lungs  and  impudence, 
For  harmony  of  words  and  force  of  fenfe  : 
Tools  only  make  attempts  beyond  their  (kill; 
A  wife  man's  power's  the  limit  of  his  will. 

If  Fortune  has  a  niggard  been  to  thee, 
Devote  thyfelf  to  thrift,  not  luxury  ; 
And  wifely  make  that  kind  of  food  thy  choice, 
To  which  neceflity  confines  thy  price. 
Well  may  they  fear  &me  miferable  end, 
Whom  gluttony  and  want  at  once  attend; 
Whofe  large  voraciou«  throats  have  fwallow'd  all, 
Both  land  and  flock,  intereft  and  principal : 
Well  may  they  fear,  at  length,  vile  PolhVs  fate, 
Who  fold  his  very  ring  to  purchafe  meat ; 
And,  though    a  knight,  'mongft  common   flaves 

now  (lands, 

Begging  an  alms  with  undiftinguifli'd  hands. 
Sure  fudden  death  to  fuch  fhould  welcome  be,    ~) 
On  whom  each  added  year  heaps  mifery,  >• 

Scorn,  poverty,  reproach,  and  infamy.  j 

But  there  are  fteps  in  villainy  which  thefe 
Ohferve  to  tread  and  follow  by  degree*. 
JVIoney  they  borrow,  and  from  all  that  lend, 
Which,  never  meaning  ro  reftore,  they  fpend; 
But  that  and  their  fmall  {lock  of  credir  gone, 
Left  Rome  fliould  grow  too  warm,  from  thence 

they  run  : 

Per  of  late  years  'tis  no  more  fcandal  grown, 
For  debt  and  roguery  to  quit  the  town, 
Than,  in  the  midft  of  fummer's  fcorching  heat, 
From  crowds,  and  noife,  and  bufmcfs,  to  retreat. 
One  only  grief  fuch  fugitives  can  find, 
Reflecting  on  the  pleafures  left  behind, 
The  plays  and  loofe  diverfions  of  the  place; 
But  not  one  blufti  appears  for  the  difgrace. 
Ne'er  was  of  modefty  fo  great  a  dearth, 
That  out  of  countenance  Virtue's  fled  from  earth  ; 
Baffled,  expos'd  to  ridicule  and  fcovn, 
She's  with  Aftrea  gone,  not  to  return. 

This  day,  my  Perficus,  thou  (halt  perceive 
Whether  myftlf  I  keep  thofe  rules  I  give, 
Or  clfc  an  unfufpedLcd  glutton  live ; 
If  moderate  fare  and  abflinence  I  prize    • 
In  public,  yet  in  private  gormandize. 
F.vander's  feaft  reviv'd,  to-day  thou'lt  fee; 
That  poor  Evander,  I,  and  thou  flialt  be 
Alcides  and  ./Eneas  both  t^o  me. 
Meantime,  I  fend  you  now  your  bill  of  fare  ; 
Be  not  furpris'd  that  'tis  all  homely  cheer  : 
Tor  nothing  from  the  fliambleb  I  provide. 
But  from  my  own  fmall  farm  the  tei.di.refl  kid, 
And  fatted  of  my  flock,  a  fuckling  yet, 
That  ne'er  had  nourilbment  but  from  the  teat ; 
No  bitter  willow-tops  have  been  itsf<  od. 
Scarce  grafs;  its  veinshave  ir.oie  of  milk  than  blood. 
Next  that,  lhall  mountain  "fparagus  be  laid, 
1'ull'd  by  fon:e  plain,  but  cleanly  country  maid. 
The  lurgelt  e«;g  ,  yet  warm  within  their  neft, 
T.  jxthtr  Vrii.li  Uie  hens  which  bid  them,  dreflj 


Clutters  of  grapes  preferv'd  for  half  a  yeaf, 
Which  plump  and  frefh  as  on  the  vines  appear; 
Apples  of  a  ripe  flavour,  frefli  and  fair, 
Mixt  with  the  Syrian  and  the  Signian  pear, 
Mt  llow'd  by  winter,  from  their  cruder  juice. 
Light  <>f  digeftion  now,  and  fit  for  life. 

Such  food  as  thi*  would  have  been  heretofore 
Accounted  riot  in  a  fenator  : 
When  the  good  Curius  thought  it  no  difgrace, 
With  his  own  hands  a  few  fmail  herbs  to  dicfs  : 
And  from  his  little  garden  cull'd  a  feaft, 
Which  fetter'd  flaves  would  now  difuain  to  tafte; 
For  fcarce  a  flave,  but  has  to  dinner  now, 
The  well-drefs'd  paps  <.f  a  fat  pregnant  fow. 

But  heretofore  'twas  thought  a  fumptuous  treat, 
On  birth-days,  feftivals,  or  days  of  ftate, 
A  fait  dry  flitch  of  bacon  to  prepare  : 
If  they  had  frefli  mea',  't*'as  delicious  fare  ! 
Which  rarely  happcn'd  :  and  'twas  highly  priz'i 
If  aught  was  left  of  what  they  facrific'd. 
To  entertainments  of  this  kind  would  come 
The  worthieft  and  the  greateft  men  in  Rome; 
Nay,  feldom  any  at  fuch  treats  were  feen, 
But  thofe  who  had,  at  leafl,  thrice  confuls  been; 
Or  the  dictator's  office  hail  difcharg'd, 
And  now  from  honourable  t«il  enlarg'd, 
Retir'd  to  hufband  and  manure  the  land, 
Humbling  themfelves  to  thole  they  might  com 
mand,  [hafte, 
Then  might  y'  have  feen   the  good  old  general 
Before  th'  appointed  hour,  to  fuch  a  feaft; 
Hisfpade  aloft,  as  'twere  in  triumph  held, 
Proud  of  the  conqueft  of  fome  flubborn  field. 
'  Twas  then  when  pious  confuls  bore  the  fway, 
And  vice,  difcourag'd,  pale  and  trembling  lay, 
Our  cenfors  then  were  fubject  to  the  law, 
Ev'n  powtr  itfelf  t-.f  juflict  flood  in  awe. 
It  was  not  then  a  Roman's  anxious  thought, 
Where  largefl  tortoife-fliells  were  to  be  bought, 
Where  pearls  might  of  the  greateft  price  be  had,'} 
And  fhining  jewels  to  adorn  his  bed,  > 
That  he  at  vail  expeuce  might  loll  his  head.       3 
Plain  was  his  couch,  and  only  rich  his  mind  ; 
Contentedly  he  flept,  a<  cheaply  ashedin'd. 
The  foldier  then,  in  Grecian  arts  unfkili'd, 
Returning  rich  with  plunder  from  the  field  ; 
If  cups  ot  filver  or  of  gold  be  brought, 
With  jewels  fet,  and  exquifitcly  wrought, 
To  glorious  trappings  llraight  the  plate  he  turn'd. 
And  with  the  glittering  fpoil  his  horic  adorn'd; 
Or  clle  a  helmet  for  himlelf  he  n.adc, 
Where  various  waihke  figures  were  inlaid  : 
Itie  Roman  wolf  fuckling  the  twins  wa>  there, 
And    M.irs  Limit  U",    arm'd  with   his   fliield   an<i 

fpear, 

Hovering  above  hiscreft,  did  dreadful  (how, 
As  threatening  death  to  each  refilling  foe. 
No  life  of  lilvcr,  but  in  arms,  w  as  known  ; 
Splendid  they  were  in  war,  and  there  alone. 
No  ildcboards  then  v>'ith  gilded  plate  were  drefs'd, 
No  fweating  Have-  v.  ith  muflive  difnvs  prcls'd  ; 
Expenlive  not  was  not  underftood, 
Br.t  eartht-rn  platters  held  their  homely  food. 
Who  would  not  envy  them  that  age  of  bliiV, 
That  I'cci  with  fhamc  the  li«ury  gi  this  ? 


POEMS. 


Heaven  unwearied  then  did  blcffings  pour, 
And  pitying  Jove  foretold  each  dangerous  hour ; 
Mankind  were  then  familiar  with  the  god, 
He  fnuff'd  their  incenfe  with  a  gracious  nod  ; 
And  would  have  {till  heen  hounteous,  as  of  old, 
Had  we  not  left  him  for  that  idol  gold. 
His  golden  ftatues  hence  the  god  have  driven  :   ~l 
For  well  he  knows  where  our  devotion's  given.  / 
Tis  gold  we  worfliip,  though  we  pray  to  hea-T 
ven.  J 

Woods  of  our  own  afforded  tables  then, 
Though  none  can  pleafe  us  now  but  from  Japan. 
Invite  my  lord  to  dine,  and  let  him  have 
The  niceft  difh  his  appetite  can  crave  ; 
But  let  it  on  an  oaken  board  be  fet, 
His  Inrdfhip  will  grow  fick,  and  cannot  eat : 
Something's  amifs,  he  knows  not  what' to  think, 
Either  your  venifon'srank,  or  ointments  {link. 
Order  lame  other  table  to  be  brought, 
Something  at  great  expence  in  India  bought, 
Beneath  whofe  orb  large  yawning  panthers  lie, 
Carv'd  on  rich  pedeflals  of  ivory  : 
He  finds  no  rr»ore  of  that  offenfive  fmell, 
The  meat  recovers,  and  my  lord  grows  well. 
An  ivory  table  is  a  certain  whet : 
You  would  not  think  how  heartily  he'll  eat, 
As  if  new  vigour  to  his  teeth  were  fent, 
By  fymparhy  from  thnfe  o'  th'  elephanr. 

But  fuch  line  feeders  are  no  guefts  for  me  : 
Riot  agrees  nor  with  frugality  ; 
Then,  that  unfafhionable  man  am  I, 
"With  me  they'd  ftarve  for  want  of  ivory  : 
For  not  one  hsch  does  my  whole  houfe  afford, 
Mot  in  my  very  tables,  or  chefs-board; 
Of  bone  the  handles  of  my  knives  are  made, 
Vet  no  ill  tafte  from  thence  afFe&s  the  blade, 
Or  what  I  carve ;  nor  is  there  ever  left 
Any  unfavoury  haut-gi-ut  from  the  haft. 

A  hearty  welcome  to  plain  wholefome  meat 
You'li  find,  but  ferv'd  up  in  no  formal  flate  ; 
No  fewers  nor  dexrrous  carvers  have  I  got, 
Uuch  as  by  fkilful  I'rypherusare  taught; 
In  whofe  fam'd  fchools  the  various  forms  appear 
Of  fifties,  beads,  and  all  the  fowls  o'  th1  air; 
And  where,  with  blunted  knives,  his  fcholars  learn 
How  to  difTedt,  and  the  nice  joints  difcern  ; 
\Vhilc  all  the  neighbours  are  with  noife  oppreft, 
From  the  harfh  carving  of  his  wooden  feafl. 
On  me  attends  a  raw  unfkilful  lad,  ~\ 

On  fragments  fed,  in  homely  garments  clad, 
At  once  n:y  carver,  and  my  Ganymede  :  j 

With  diligence  he'll  fcrve  us  while  we  dine, 
And  in  plain  bttchen  velfels  ill!  our  wine. 
No  beauteous  boys  I  keep,  from  Phrygia  brought, 
No  catamites,  by  fhameful  pandars  taught : 
Only  to  me  two  home-bred  youths  belong, 
Unfkill'd  in  any  but  their  mother-tongue ; 
Alike  in  feature  both,  and  garb  appear, 
With  honeft  faces,  though  with  uncurl'd  hair. 
This  day  thou  {halt  my  rural  pages  fee, 
For  I  have  drtft  them  both  to  wait  on  thee. 
Of  country  fwains  they  both  were  born,  and  one 
My  ploughman's  is,  t'  other  my  fhephcrd's  fan  ; 
A  cheerful  fweetnefs  in  his  looks  he  ha», 
Apd  innocence  unartful  i;i  hi?  face  : 


'-I 


Though  fometimes  facfnefs  will  o'ercaft  the  joy, 
And  gentle  fighs  break  from  the  tender  boy; 
His  ab!ence  from  his  mother  oft*  he'll  mourn, 
And  with  his  eyes  look  wifhes  to  return; 
Longing  to  fee  his  tender  kids  again, 
And  feed  his  lambs  upon  the  flowery  plain. 
A  modeft  blufh  he  wears,  not  form'd  by  art, 
Free  from  deceit  his  face,  and  full  as  free  his  heart. 
Such  looks,  fuch  bafhfulnefs,  might  well  adorn 
The  cheeks  of  youths  that  are  more  n  -bly  born  : 
But  noblemen  thofe  humble  graces  fcorn. 
This  youth  to-day  fhall  my  fmall  treat  attend, 
And  only  he  with  wine  fhall  ferve  my  friend, 
With  wine  from  his  own  country  brought,  and"} 
made  ["{hade/ 

From  the  fame  vines,  beneath   whofe  fruitful  f" 
He  and  his  wanton  kids  have  often  play'd.          J 
But  you,  perhaps,  expect  a  modiih  feaft, 
With  amorous  fongs  and  wanton  dances  grtc'd ; 
When  fprightly  females,  to  the  middle  bare, 
Trip  lightly  o'er  the  ground,  and  frifk  in  air  ; 
Whofe  pliant  limbs  in  various  pofhues  move, 
And  twine  and  b  und  as  in  the  rage  of  love. 
Such  fights  the  languid  nerves  to  action  ftir, 
And  jaded  luft  fpring*  forward  with  thisfpur. 
Virtue  would  {brink  to  hear  this  levvdnefs  told, 
Which  hufbands  now  do  with  their  wives  behold; 
A  needful  help,  to  make  them  both  approve 
The  dry  embraces  of  long-wedded  love. 
In  nuptial  cinders  this  revives  the  fire, 
And  turns  their  mutual  loathing  to  defire. 
But  fhe,  who  by  her  fex's  charter  muft 
Have  double  pleafure  paid,  feels  double  luft; 
Apace  (he  warms  with  an  immoderate  heat, 
Strongly  her  bofom  heaves,  and  pulfes  beat; 
With  glowing  cheeks  and  trembling  lips  me  lies," 
With  arms  expanded,  and  with  naked  thighs, 
Sucking  in  pallion  both  at  ears  and  eyes. 
But  this  becomes  not  me  aor  my  eftate  ; 
Thefe  are  rhe  vicious  fi.llies  of  the  great. 
Let  him  who  does  on  ivory  tables  dine, 
Whofe    marble    floors    with    drunken   fpawlings 

fnine ; 

Let  him  lafcivious  fongs  and  dances  have, 
Which,  or  to  fee,  or  hear,  the  kwdefl.  Have, 
The  vik-ft  proilitutc  in  all  the  flews, 
With  bafhful  indignation  would  refufe. 
But  fortune,  there,  extenuates  the  crime : 
What's  vic'e  in  me,  is  only  mirth  in  him  : 
The  fruits  which  murder,  cards,  or  dice  afford, 
A  veftal  ravifh'd,  or  a  matron  whor'd, 
Are  laudable  diverfions  in  a  lord. 

But  my  poor  entertainment  is  defign'd 
T'  afford  you  pleafures  of  another  kind  : 
Yet  with  your  tafte  your  hearing  fhall  be  fed, 
And  Homer's  facred  lines  and  Virgil's  read; 
Either  of  whom  does  all  mankind  excel, 
Though  which  exceeds  the  other  none  can  tell. 
It  matters  not  with  what  ill  tone  they're  fung; 
Verfe  fo  fublimtly  good  no  voice  can  wrong. 

Now  then  be  all  thy  weighty  cares  away,  "> 
Thy  jealoufies  and  fears;  and,  while  you  niay,  > 
To  peace  and  foft  repofe  give  all  the  day.  J 

From  thoughts  of  debt,  or  any  v.  orld'y  ill, 
E;  free  ;  bt  ail  uneafy  pafiion  ftili. 
3>1  m  iii; 


is* 


THE   WORKS   OF   CONGREVE. 


What  though  thy  wife  do  with  the  morning  light 
(When  thou  in  vain  haft  toil'd  and  drudg'd  all 

night) 

Steal  from  thy  bed  and  houfe,  ahroad  to'roam, 
And,  having  quench'd  her  flame,  come  breath. 

lefs  home, 

Fleck'd  in  her  face,  and  with  diforder'd  hair, 
Her  garment?  ruffled,  and  her  bofom  bare  ; 
With  ears  ftill  tingling,  and  her  eyes  on  fire, 
Half  drown'd  in  fin,  {till  burning  in  defire  : 
WhiJft  you  are  forc'd  to  wink,  and  fecm  content, 
Swelling  with  paflion,  which  you  dare  not  vent ; 
Nay,  if  you  would  be  free  from  night  alarms      T 
You   muft   fecm  fond,    and  doating   on    hcrf. 

charms,  C 

Take  her  (the  laft  of  twenty)  to  your  arms.       J 

Let  this^  and  every  other  anxious  thought, 
At  th'  entrance  of  my  threfhold  be  forgot; 
All  thy  domeftic  griefs  at  home  be  left, 
The  wife's  adultery,  with  the  fervant's  theft ; 
And  (the  mofl  racking  thought  which  can  intrude) 
Forget  falfe  friends  and  their  ingratitude. 
Let  us  our  peaceful  mirth  at  home  begin, 
While  Megalenfian  mows  are  in  the  Circus  feen ; 
There  (to  the  bane  of  horfe*)  in  high  ftatc 
The  Prsetor  fits  en  a  triumphal  feat ; 
Vainly  with  enfigns  and  with  robes  adorn'd, 
As  if  with  conqueft  from  the  wars  return'd. 
This  day  all  Rome,  (if  I  may  be  allow'd, 
Without  offence  to  luch  a  numerous  crowd, 
To  fay  all  Rome)  will  in  the  Circus  fweat ; 
Echoes  already  do  their  fhouts  repeat : 
Methinks  I  hear  the  cry — "  Away,  away, 
"  The  green  have  won  the  honour  of  the  day." 
Oh,  ihbuld  thefe  fports  be  but  one  year  forborn, 
Rome  would  in  tears  her  lov'd  diverfion  mourn ; 
Jor  that  would  now  a  caufe  of  forrow  yield, 
Great  as  the  lofs  of  Canna:'*  fatal  field. 
Such  mows  as  thtfe  were  not  for  us  defign'd, 
But  vigorons  youth  to  active  fports  inclin'd. 
On  beds  of  rofes  laid,  let  us  repofe, 
While  round  our  heads  refrelhing  ointment  flows ; 
Our  aged  limbs  we'll  balk  in  Phcebus'  rays, 
And  live  this  day  devoted  to  our  eafe. 
Early  to-day  we'll  to  the  bath  repair, 
Nor  need  we  now  the  common  cenfure  fear  : 
On  feftivals  it  is  allow'd  no  crime 
To  bathe  and  eat  before  the  ufual  time ; 
But  that  continued,  would  a  loathing  give, 
5<for  could  you  thus  a  week  together  live  : 
For  frequent  ufe  would  the  delight  exclude  ; 
Picafurc'»  a  toil  when  conftamly  purfued. 


PROLOGUE  TO  QUEEN  MARY, 

Vptn  ttr  Afuje/jy's  coming  to  fee  the  Old  Batclclor, 
after  Laving  fien  the  Double  Dealer. 

BY  this  repeated  aft  of  grace,  we  fee 

Wit  is  again  the  care  of  Majefty ; 

And  while  thus  honour'd  our  proud  flage  appears, 

Vfe  it  tie  to  liyai  »r.cicot  theatres. 


Thus  flourifh'd  \*it  in  our  forefather's  age, 
And  thus  the  Roman  and  Athenian  (tape 

Whofe  wit  is  beft,  we'll  not  prefume  to  tell; 
But  this  we  know,  our  audience  will  excel : 
For  never  was  in  Rome,  nor  Athens,  fcen 
So  fair  a  circle,  and  fo  bright,  a  Queen. 

Long  has  the  mufes'  land  been  ovcrcaft, 
And  many  rough  and  ftormy  winters  pad  ; 
Hid  from  the  world,  and  thrown  in  fhade*  c 

'  night, 

Of  heat  depriVd,  and  almoft  void  of  light : 
While  wit,  a  hardy  plant,  of  nature  bold, 
Has  ftruggled  ftrongly  with  the  killing  cold  : 
So  does  it  ftill  through  oppofition  grow, 
A*  it  its  root  was  warmer  kept  by  fnow  : 
But  when  (hot  forth,  then  draws  the  danger  near,"l 
On  every  frde  the  gathering  winds  appear,          ( 
And  blafts  deflroy  that  fruit,  Which  frofts  would  T 
fpare.  J 

But  now,  new  vigour  and  new  life  it  knows, 
And  warmth  that  from  this  royal  prefence  flows. 

O  would   fhe  fhine  with  rays  more  frequent 

here! 

How  gay  would  then  this  drooping  land  appear  ! 
Then,  like  the  fun,  with  pleafure  (he  might  view 
The  fmilirlg  earth,  cloth'd  by  her  beams  anew. 
O'er  ail  the  meads  mould  various  flowers  be"l 
feen  r 

Mix'd  with  the  laurel's  never-fading  green,        f 
The  new  creation  of  a  gracious  Q^een. .  J 


EPILOGUE 

At  the  tfcnlng  of  tie  Queen's   Tleatrct  in  tie  Jfdj~ 
Martct, 

WITH    AN    ITALIAN    PASTORAL. 

WHATEVER  future  fate  our  houfe  way  find, 
At  prefent  we  expect  you  fhould  be  kind ; 
Incr.nftancy  itfelf  can  claim  no  right, 
Before  enjoyment  and  the  wedding-night. 
You  muft  be  fix'd  a  little  ere  you  range, 
You  muft  be  true  till  youiiave  time  to  change. 
A  week,  at  leaft ;  one  night  is  fure  too  foon  : 
But  we  pretend  not  to  a  honey-moon.. 
To  novelty  we  know  you  can  be  true, 
But  what,  alas  !  or  who,  is  always  new  * 

This  day,  without  prefumption,  we  i<rctcn4 
With  novelty  entire  you're  entertain 'd ; 
For  not  alone  our  houfe  and  fcenes  are  new, 
Our  fong  and  dance,  but  even  our  adtors  too. 
Our  play  itfelf  has  fomething  in't  uncommon, 
Two  faithful  lovers,  and  one  conftant  woman. 
In  iweet  Italian  flrains  our  fhepherds  fing,  ~) 

Of  harmlefs  loves  our  painted  forefts  ring,  f 

In  notes,  perhaps,  lefs  foreign  than  the  thing,     j 
To  found  and  fhow  at  firft  we  make  pretence, 
In  time  we  may  regale  you  with  fome  fenfe, 
But  that,  at  prefent,  were  too  great  expencc 
We  only  fear  the  beaux  may  think  it  hard, 
To  be  to-night  from  fmutty  j  efts  debarr'd  : 
But,  in  good-breeding,  fure  they'll  once  excufc 
modefly,  when  in  a  ftranger-mulc. 


* 


f    O    E    M 


The  day's  at  hand  when  we  fhall  fhift  the  fcene, 
And  to  yourfelves  fhow  your  dear  felves  again  : 
Paint  the  rcverfe  of  what  you've  feen  to-day, 
And  in  bold  ftrokes  the  vicious  town  difplay. 


FROLCGUE  TO  PYRRHUS  KING  OF  EPI- 
RUS, 

A    TRAGEDY. 

Sy  Charles  Hopkins. 

ODR  age  has  much  improv'd  the  warrior's  art;  "1 
For  fighting,  now,  is  thought  the  weakeft  part ;  > 
And  a  good  head,  more  ufeful  than  a  heart.       j 
This  way  of  war  does  our  example  yield  ; 
That  ftage  will  win,  which  longeft  keeps  the  field. 
We  mean  not  battle,  when  we  bid  defiance ; 
But  flarving  one  another  to  compliance. 
Our  troops  encamp'd  are  by  each  other  view'd  ; 
And  thofe  which  firft  are  hungry,  are  fubdu'd. 
And  there,  in  truth,  depends  the  great  decifion  : 
They  conquer,  who  cut  off  the  foe's  provifion. 
Let  fools  with  knocks  and  bruifes  keep  a  pother, 
Our  war  and  trade  is  to  outwit  each  other. 
But,  hold  :  will  not  the  politicians  tell  us, 
That  both  our  cor.du6l  and  our  forefight  fail  us ; 
To  raife  recruits,  and  draw  new  forces  down  ; 
Thus,  in  the  dead  vacation  of  the  town, 
To  mufter  up  our  rhymes,  without  our  reafon, 
And  forage  for  an  audience  out  of  feafon  ? 
Our  author's  fears  mud  thisfalfe  ftep  excufe; 
'Tis  the  firft  flight  of  a  juft-feathcr'd  mufe  : 
Th'  occafion  ta'en,  when  critics  are  away; 
Half  wits  and  beaux,  thofe  ravenous  birds  of  prey. 
But,  heaven  be  prais'd,  far  hence  they  vent  their 

wrath, 

Mauling,  in  mild  lampoon,  th'  intriguing  Bmh. 
Thus  does  our  author  his  firft  flight  commence ; 
Thus,  agaiftft  friends  at  firft,  with  foils  we  fence  : 
Thus  prudent  Gimcrack  try'd  if  he  were  able 
(Ere  he'd  wet  foot)  to  ftvim  upon  a  table. 

Then  fpare  the  youth ;  or,  if  you'll  damn  the 
play, 

JLet  him  but  firft  have  hi$,  then  take  your  day. 


EPILOGUE  TO  OROONOKO. 

You  fee  we  try  all  fhapes,  and  fhifcs,  and  arts, 
To  tempt  your  favours,  and  regain  your  hearts. 
We  weep,  and  laugh,  join  mirth  and  gf  ief  together, 
Like  rain  and  funihine  mix'd  in  April  weather. 
Your  different  taftes  divide  our  poet's  cares  : 
One  foot  the  fock,  t'other  the  bufkin  wears  : 
Thus  while  he  drives  to  pleafe,  he'sforc'd  to  do't, 
Like  Volfcius,  hip-hop,  in  a  fingle  boot. 
Critics,  he  knows,  for  this  may  damn  his  books  : 
But  he  makes  feafts  for  friends,  and  not  for  cooks. 
Though  errant-knights  of  late  no  favour  find, 
Sure  you  will  be  t«  ladies-errant  kind. 
To   follow   fame,    knights-errant    make  pro-  ") 
fcffion  :  f 

We  damfcls  fly,  to  fave  our  reputation  :  f 

SB  they  their  valour  fhow ;  we,  our  djf.cre,U9P.  3 


To  lands  of  mongers  and  fierce  beads  they  go  :"J 
We  to  thofe  iflands  where  rich  hufbands  grow :  f 
Though  they're  no  monfters,  we  may  makef 

them  fo.  jr 

If  they're  of  Englifh  growth,  they'll  bear't  witk 

patience  : 

But  fave  us  from  a  fpoufe  of  Oroonoko's  nations? 
Then  blefs  your  ftars,  you  happy  London  wives, 
Who  love  at  large,  each  day,  yet  keep  your  lives? 
Nor  envy  poor  Imoinda's  doating  blindnefs, 
Who  thought  her  hufband  kill'd  her  out  of  kind- 

nefs. 

Death  with  a  hufband  ne'er  had  fhown  fuch  charms, 
Had  fhe  once  died  within  a  lover's  arms. 
Her  error  was  from  ignorance  proceeding  : 
Poor  foul  !  fhe  wanted  fome  of  our  town-breed- 

ing! 

Forgive  this  Indian's  fondnefs  of  her  fpoufe  ; 
Their  law  no  Chriftian  liberty  allows  : 
Alas !  they  make  a  confcience  of  their  vows  ! 
If  virtue  in  a  heathen  be  a  fault, 
Then  damn  the  heathen  fchool  where  fEe1  wa» 

taught. 

She  might  have  learn'd  to  cuckold,  jilt,  and  flisai 
Had  Covent- Garden  been  in  Surinam. 


''•  I 

rs!    > 


PROLOGUE  TO  THE  HUSBAND  HIS  OWN 
CUCKOLD, 

A    COMEDY, 

Written  by  Mr.  J.  Dry  Jen,  Junior. 

THIS  year  has  been  remarkable  two  ways, 
For  blooming  poets,  and  for  blafted  plays  : 
We've  been  by  much  appearing  plenty  mockM, 
At  once  both  tantaliz'd  and  over-ftock'd. 
Our  authors  too,  by  their  fuccefs  of  late, 
Begin  to  think  third-days  are  out  of  date. 
What  can  the  caufe  be,  that  our  plays  won't  keep 
Unlefs  they  have  a  rot  fome  years,  like  fheep  ? 
For  our  part*,  we  confefs,  we're  quite  afham'd, 
To  read  I'uch  weekly  bills  of  poets  damn'd. 
Each  parilh  knows  'tis  but  a  mournful  cafe 
When  chriftenings  fall,  and  funerals  increafe. 
Thus  'tis,  and  thus  'twill  be  when  we  are  dead, 
There  will  be  writers  which  will  ne'er  be  read. 
Why  will  you  be  fuch  wits,  and  write  fuch  things  ? 
You're  willing  to  be  wafps,  but  want  the  flings. 
Let  not  your  fpleen  provoke  you  to  that  height ; 
'Odslitc  !  you  don't  know  what  you  do,  firs,  whea 

you  write. 

You'll  find  that  Pegafus  has  tricks,  when  try'd,  ~\ 
Though  you  make  nothing  ori't,  but  up  and  A 

ride  :  t* 

Ladies  and  all,  i'faith,  now  get  aftride.  J 

Contriving  characters,  and  fcenes,  and  plot§,     ' 
Is  grown  as  common  now,  as  knitting  knots  : 
With  the  fame  eafe,  and  negligence  of  thought, 
The  charming  play  is  writ,  and  fringe  is  wrought. 
Though  this  be  frightful,  yet  we're  more  afraid, 
When  lac'ies  leave,  that  beaux  will  take  th«  trade  i 
Thus  far  'tis  well  enough,  if  here  'twould  flop, 
Bu:  fhould  ther  write,  >YC  ajull  e'ca  Ihut  up 


SJi 
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How  fliall  we  make  this  mode  of  writing  fink  ?  ~) 
A  mode,  faid  I  ?  'tis  a  difeafe  I  think,  > 

A  ftubborn  tetter  that's  not  cur'd  with  ink.        J 
For  ftill  it  fpreads,  till  each  th*  infection  takes, 
And  feizcs  ten,  for  one  that  it  forfakes. 
Our  play  to-day  is  fprung  from  none  of  thefe  ;  ~*\ 
Jlor  fhould  you  damn  it,  though  it  does  not  ( 
pleafe,  ( 

Since  born  without  the  bounds  of  your  four  feas..) 
For  if  you  grant  no  favour  as  'tis  new, 
Yet  as  a  ftranger,  there  is  frmething  due  : 
From  Rome  (to  try  its  fate)  this  play  was  f«nt ; 
Start  not  at  Rome  !  for  there's  no  popery  meant  : 
Though  there  the  poet  may  his  dwelling  choofe, 
Yet  ftill  he  knows  his  country  claims  his  mufe. 
Hrther  an  offering  his  firft-born  he  fends, 
Whofe  good,  or  ill  fuccefs,  on  you  depends. 
Yet  he  has  hope  fome  kindncfs  may  be  fhown, 
As  due  to  greater  merit  than  his  own. 
And  begs  the  fire  may  for  the  fon  atone. 
There's  his  laft  refuge,  if  the  play  don't  take, 
Yet  fpare  young  Dryden  for  his  father'*  fake. 


PROLOGUE  TO  A  VERY  GOOD  WIFE, 

A    COMEDY,    »T    POWELL. 

S^slen  by  Mr.  IJasnts. 


a  young  fellow  here  —  an  a£or  —  Powell  — 
One  whofe  perfon,  perhaps,  you  all  may  know 

well  ; 

And  he  has  writ  a  play—  this  very  play 
Which  you  are  all  come  here  to  fee,  to-day  ; 
And  fo,  it  being  an  ufual  thing  to  fpeak  ") 

S»mething  or  o:hcr  for  the  authir'«  fake, 
Before  the  play  (in  hopes  to  make  it  take)  ) 

I'm  come,  beirg  his  friend  and  fellow-player, 
To  fay  what  (if  you  pleafe)  you're  like  to  hear. 
J-'irft  know,  that  favour  which  I'd  lain  have"} 

fhown,  ( 

I  afk  not  for,  in  his  name,  but  my  own;  f 

For,  without  vanity,  I'm  better  known.  J 

Mean  time  then,  let  me  beg  you  would  forbear 
Your  cat-calls,  and  the  inftruments  of  war. 
For  mercy,  mercy,  at  your  feet  we  fall, 
Before  your  roaring  gods  deft:  oy  us  all  ! 
I'll  fpeak  with  words  fweet  as  diftiiling  honey, 
With  words  —  a*  if  I  meant  to  borrow  money  ; 
Fair,  gentle  firs,  mofl  foft  alluring  beaux, 
Think  'tis  a  lady,  that  for  pity  fues. 
Bright  ladies  —  but  to  gain  the  ladies  grace, 
I  think  I  need  no  more  than  fhow  my  face. 
Hext  then,  you  authors,  be  net  you  fcvere  ; 
Why,  what  a  fvvarm  of  fcribblers  have  we  here  ! 
One,  two,  three,  four,  five,  fix,  leven,  eight,  nine, 

ten, 

All  in  one  row,  and  brothers  of  the  pen. 
All  would  be  poers;  well,  your  favour's  due 
To  this  day's  author,  for  he's  one  of  you. 
Among  the  few  which  are  of  noted  fame, 
*m  fafc  ;  for  I  myfelf  am  one  of  them. 
You've  ieen  me  fmoke  at  Will's  among  the  wits; 
J'm  witty  too,  us  they  are  —  that's  by  tits. 


Now,  you,  our  city  friends,  who  hither  cotne 
By  three  o'clock,  to  make  furc  elbow-room  : 
While  fpoufe,  tucltt-up,  does  in  her  pattens-* 

trudge  it,  [budget,  I 

With    handkerchief  of  prog,   like   troll   with  L 
And  here,   by  turns,  you  cat  plumb-cake  and  T 

judge  it ;  J  j 

Pray  be  you  kind,  let  me  your  grace  importune, 
Orelfe — egad,  I'll  tell  you  ail  your  fortune. 
Well  now,  I  have  but  one  thing  more  to  fay, 
And  that's  irt  reference  to  our  third  day; 
An  odd  requeft — may  be  you'll  think  it  fo ; 
Pray  come,  whether  you  like  the  play  or  no  : 
And  if  you'll  flay,  we  fhall  be  glad  to  fee  you, 
If  not — leave  your  half-crowns,  and  peace  be  wi* 

you ! 


PROLOGUE  TO  THE  COURT, 
ON  THE  QUEEN'S   BIRTH-DAY,  1704. 

THE  happy  mufe,  to  this  high  fcene  preferr'd, 
Hereafter  fliall  in  loftier  drains  be  heard  ; 
And,  foaring  to  tranfcend  her  ufual  theme, 
Shall  fnig  of -virtue  and  heroic  fame. 
No  longer  fhall  fhe  toil  upon  the  ftage, 
And  fruitlefs  war  with  vice  and  folly  wage  ; 
No  more  in  meau  difguife  fhe  fhall  appear, 
And  fhapes  fhe  would  reform  be  forc'd  to  wear  : 
While  ignorance  and  malice  join'd  to  blame, 
And  break  the  mirror  that  reflets  their  lhame. 
Henceforth  fhe  fhall  purfue  a  nobler  taflc,         ' 
Show  her  bright  virgin  face,  and  fcorn  the  fatyr'* 

mafk. 

Happy  her  future  days !  which  are  defign'd 
Alone  to  paint  the  beauties  of  the  mind  : 
By  juft  originals  to  draw  with  care, 
And  copy  from  the  court  a  faultlefs  fair : 
Such  labours  with  fuccefs  her  hopes  may  crown, 
And  fliame  to  manners  an  incorrigible  town. 

While  this  defign  her  eager  thought  purfues, 
Such  various  vinue*  all  around  (he  view*, 
She  knows  not  where  to  fix,  or  which  to  choofe. 
Yet  l!ill  ambitious  of  the  daring  flight, 
ONE  only  awes  her  with  (uperior  light. 
From  that  attempt  the  confcious  mufe  retires, 
Nor  to  inimitable  worth  afpires ; 
But  fecretly  applauds,  and  filently  admires. 

Hence  fhe  refl«fts  upon  the  genial  ray 
That  firlt  enhven'd  this  aufpicious  day: 
On  that  bright  ilar,  to  u  hole  indulgent  power 
We  owe  the  blefiings.of  the  prefent  hour. 
Concurring  omens  of  propitious  fate 
Bore,  with  one  facred  birth  an  equal  date  ; 
Whence  %\e  derive  whatever  we  poffefs, 
By  foreign  conqucll,  or  domeftic  peace. 

Then,  Britain,  then,  thy  dawn  of  blifs begun; 
Then  broke  them<.rn  tiiat  lighted  up  this  fun! 
Then  was  it  doom'd  whofe  c^uncih  ihouM  fucceeo". 
Ami  by  whofe  arm  the  Ciiriftian  world  be  freed; 
Then  the  fierce  foe  was  pre-ordaiu'd  to  yield, 
And  then  the  bank  \von  at  Blenheim's  glorious 
field, 


POEM    #. 


THE    TEAM    OF 

AMARYLLIS  FOR  AMYNTAS, 

A  PASTORAL; 

Lamenting  the  death  of  the  Late 
LORD  MARQUIS  OF  BLANDFQRD. 

INSCRIBED  TO  THE  RIGHT  HONO  RABLE  THE 
LORD  GODOLPH1N,  LORD  HIGH  TREASURER  OF 
ENGLAND. 

"  Quails  populea  moerens  Philomela  fub  umbra 
"   Amifius  queritur  fcerus — 

"   .  niiferabile  carmen 

"  Integral,  et  mceftis  late  loca  queftibus  implet." 

VIRG.  Georg.  4. 

'TWAS  at  the  time  when  new-returning  light 
With  welcome  rays  begins  to  cheer  the  fight ; 
When  grateful  birds  prepare  their  thanks  to  pay, 
And  warble  hymns  to  hail  the  dawning  day; 
When  wholly  flocks  their  bleating  cries  renew, 
And  from  their  fleecy  fides  firil  {hake  the  filver 

dew. 

'Twas  then  that  Amaryllis,  heavenly  fair, 
Wout.ded  with  grief,  and  wild  with  her  defpair, 
Forfook  her  myrtle  bower,  and  rofy  bed,      [dead. 
To  tell  the  winds  her  woes,  and  mourn  Amyntas 
Who  had  a  heart  fo  hard,  that  heard  her  cries 
And  did  not  weep  ?  who  fuch  relentlefs  eyes,? 
Tigers  and  wolves  their  wonted  rage  forego,      ~\ 
And  dumb  diftrtas,  and  new  companion  fhow;    > 
As  taught  by  her  to  tafte  of  human  woe.  j 

Nature  herfeli' attentive  fiknce  kept, 
And  motion  feem'd  fufpended  while  {he  wept ; 
The  rifing  tun  reftrain'd  his  fiery  courfe, 
And  rapid  rivers  liften'd  at  their  fource ; 
Ev'n  Echo  fear'd  to  catch  the  flying  found, 
Left  repetition  {hould  her  accents  drown  ; 
The  very  morning  wind  withheld  his  breeze, 
JJfor  fann'd  with  fragrant  wings  the  noifelefs  trees  ; 
As  if  tfae  gentle  Zephyr  kad  been  dead, 
And  in  the  grave  with  loved  Amyntas  laid. 
No  noife,  no  whifpeiing  figh,  no  murmuring  groan, 
Prefum'd  to  mingle  with  a  mother's  moan  ; 
Her  cries  alone  her  anguiih  could  exprefs, 
AH  other  mourning  would  have  made  it  lefs. 
"  Hear  me,"  {he  cried,"  ye  nymphs  and  fylvan 

gods, 

"  Inhabitants  of  thefe  oncc-lov'd  abodes; 
•'  Hear  my  diftrefs,  and  lend  a  pitying  ear, 
•'  Hear  my  complaint — you  would  wot  hear  ray 

"  prayer; 

"  The  lofs  which  you  prevented  not,  deplore, 
"  And  mourn  with  me  Amyntas  now  no  more 

"   Have  I  not  caufe,  ye  cruel  powers,  to  mourn  ? 
"   Lives  there  like  me  another  wretch  forlorn  ? 
"  Tell  me,  thou  fun  that  round  the  world  doth 

"  {hine, 

*  Haft  thou  beheld  another  Infslike  mine? 
"    Ye  winds,  who  on  yaur  wings  fad  accents  bear, 
*'  And  catch  the  founds  of  forrow  and  defpair, 
"  Tell  me  if  e'er  your  tender  pinions  bore 
|*  Such  weight  cf  woe,  fu;h  deadly  fi^h;,  before  - 


'  Tell  me,  thou  earth,  on  whofe  wide  fpreading 

'  The  wretched  load  is  laid  of  human  race,  [bafe 

'  Doft  thou  not  feel  thyfelf  with  me  oppreft  ? 

'  Lie  all  the  dead  fo  heavy  on  thy  breaft  ? 

'   When  hoary  winter  on  thy  (hrinking  head 

'   His  icy,  cold  deprefilng  hand  has  laid, 

'  Haft  thou  not  felt  lefs  chillnefs  in  thy  veins  ? 

'  Do  I  not  pierce  thee  with  more  freezing  pain»? 

'  But  why  to  thee  do  I  relate  my  woe, 

1  Thou  cruel  earth,  my  moft  remorfelefs  foe, 

'  Within  whofe  darkfome  womb   the   grave  it 

"  made, 

'  Where  all  my  joys  are  with  Amyntas  laid  ? 
'  What  is't  to  me,  though  on  thy  naked  head    ' 
'  Eternal  winter  {hould  his  horror  (bed,       [froft, 
'  Though  all  thy  nerves  are  numb'd  with  endlef* 
'   And  all  thy  hopes  of  future  fpring  were  loft  I 
1  To  me  what  comfort  can  the  fpring  afford  ? 
;<  Can  my  Amyntas  be  with  fpring  reftor'd  ? 
"  Can  all  the  rains  that  fall  from  weeping  fkies, 
'   Unlock  the  tomb  where  my  Amyntas  lies  ? 
•'  No,  never  '   never  ! — Say  then,  rigid  earth, 
'•'  What  is  to  me  thy  everlafting  dearth  ? 
"  Though  never  flower  again  its  head  fhould  rear, 
"  Though  never  tree  again  {hould  bloffom  bear, 
"  Though  never  grafs  {hould  clothe  the  naked 
"  ground,  [found. 

"  Nor  ever  healing  plant  or  wholefome  herb  be 
"  None,  none  were  found  when  I  bewail'd  their 
"  want;  [plant, 

"  Nor  wholefome  herb   was  found,  nor  healing 
"  To  eafe  Amyntas  of  his  cruel  pains ; 
"  In  vain  I  fcarch'd  the  valleys,  hills  and  plains; 
"  But  wither'd  leaves  alone  appear'd  to  view, 
"  Qr  peifonous  weeds  diOilling  deadly  dew. 
"   And  if  fome  naked  ftalk,  not  quite  decay'd, 
"  To  yield  a  frefh  and  friendly  bud  effay'd, 
"   Soon  as  I  reach'd  to  crop  the  tender  {hoot, 
"  A  {bricking  mandrake  kill'd  it  at  the  root. 
"  Witnefs  to  this,  ye  fawns  of  every  wood, 
"  Who  at  the  prodigy  allonifh'd  flood. 
"  Well  I  remember  what  fad  figns  ye  made, 
"  What  {bowers  of  unavailing  tears  ye  {bed ; 
"  How  each  ran  fearful  to  his  moiTy  cav«, 
"  When  the  laft  gafp  the  dear  Amyntas  gave. 
"  For  then  the  air  was  fill'd  with  dreadful  cries, 
"  And  fudden  night  o'erfpread  the  darken'd  Ikies  ; 
"  Phantoms,   and  fiends,  and  wandering  fires  ap- 

"  pear'd, 

"  And  fcrearns  of  ill-prefaging  birds  were  heard. 
"  The  fortft  {hook,  and  flinty  rucks  were  cleft, 
"   And  frighted  ftreams  their  wonted  channels  left; 
"   With  frantic  grief  o'erflowing  fruit^'l  ground, 
"  Where  many  a  herd  and  harmlefs  {wain  wa$ 

"  drown'd ; 

"  While  I  forlorn  and  defolrrte  was  left, 
"  Of  every  help,  of  every  hope  bereft ; 
"  To  every  element  expos'd  1  lay, 
"  And  to  my  griefs  a  more  defencelefs  prey. 
"   F«T  thee,  Amyntas,  all  thefe  pains  were  borne, 
"  For  thee  thefe  hands  were  wrung,  thefe  hairs 

"  were  torn ; 

"  For  thee  my  foul  to  figh  fhall  never  leave, 
"  Thefe  eyes  to   weep,  this  throbbing  heart  t» 

"  heave, 
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'•  To  mourn  thy  fall,  I'll  fly  the  hated  light, 
"  And  hide  my  head  in  (hades  of  endlefs  night : 
"   For  thou  wert  light,  and  life,  and  health  to  me  ; 
"  The  fun  but  thanklefs  fhines  that  fhows  not  thec. 
"  Wert  thou  not  lovely,  graceful,  good,  and  young? 
"  The  joy  of  fight,  the  talk  of  every  tongue  ? 
"  Did  ever  branch  fo  fweet  a  bloflbm  bear  ? 
"  Or  ever  early  fruit  appear  fo  fair? 
"  Did  ever  youth  fo  far  his  years  tranfcend  ? 
"  Did  ever  life  fo  immaturely  end  ? 
"  For  thee  the  tuneful  fwains  provided  lays, 
"  And  every  mufe  prepar'd  thy  future  praife. 
"  For  thee  the  bufy  nymph  ftripp'd  every  grove, 
"  And  myrtle  wreaths'and  flowery  chaplets wove. 
"  But  now;  ah  difmal  change  !  the  tuneful  throng 
"  To  loud  lamentings  turn  the  cheerful  fong, 
"  Their  p"leafing  talk  the  weeping  virgins  leave, 
"  And  with  unfinifh'd  garlands  (trew  thy  grave. 
"  There  let  me  fall,  there,  there  lamenting  lie, 
"  There  grieving  grow  to  earth,  do'pair,  and  die." 

This  faid,  her  loud  complaint  of  force  fheccas'd, 
Excefs  of  grief  her  faultering  fpeech  fupprefs'd. 
Along  the  ground  her  colder  limbs  fhe  laid, 
Where  late  the  grave  was  for  Amyntas  made ; 
Then  from  her  fwimming  eyes  began  to  pour 
Of  foftly  falling  rain  a  filver  ihower ; 
Her  loofely-flowing  hair,  all  radiant  bright, 
G'erfpread  the  dewy  grafs  like  ftreams  of  light : 
As  if  the  fun  had  of  his  beams  been  (horn, 
And  caft  to  earth  the  glories  he  had  worn. 
A  fight  fo  lovely  fad,  fuch  deep  diftrefs, 
No  tongue  can  tell,  no  pencil  can  exprefs.       [dill, 

And  now  the  winds,  which  had  fo  long   been 
Began  the  fwelling  air  with  fighs  to  fill : 
The  water-nymphs,  who  motionlefs  remain'd, 
Like  images  of  ice,  while  (he  complain'd, 
Now  loos'd  their  ftreams;  as  when  defcending  rains 
Roll  the  deep  torrents  headlong  o'er  the  plains. 
The  prone  creation,  who  fo  long  had  gaz'd, 
Charm'd  with  her  cries,  and  at  her  griefs  amaz'd, 
Began  to  roar  and  how  1  with  horrid  yell, 
Difmal  to  hear,  and  terrible  to  tell ; 
Nothing  but  groans  and  fighs  were  heard  around, 
And  Echo  multiplied  each  mournful  found. 

When  all  at  once  an  univerfal  paufe 
Of  grief  was  made,  as  from  fome  fecret  caufe. 
The  balmy  air  with  fragrant  fccnts  was  fill'd, 
As  if  each  weeping  tree  had  gums  diflill'd. 
Such,  if  not  fweeter,  was  the  rich  perfume 
Which  fwift  afcindtd  from  Amyntas'  tomb  : 
As  if  tL'  Arabian  bird  her  neft  had  fir'd, 
And  on  the  fpicy  pile  were  now  expir'cl. 

And  now  the  turf,  which  late  was  naked  feen, 
Wasfudden  fpread  with  lively-fpringing  green; 
And  Amaryllis  faw,  with  wondering  eyes, 
A  flo%vcry  bed,  where  (he  had  wept,  arife  ; 
Thick  as  the  pearly  drops  the  fair  had  (hed, 
The  blowing  buds  advanc'd  their  purple  head; 
From  every  tear  that  fell  a  violet  grew, 
And  thence  their  fweetnefs  came,  and  thence  their 
mournful  hue. 

Remember  this,  ye  nymphs  and  gentle  maids, 
When  folitude  ye  feck  in  gloomy  (hades ; 
Cr  walk  on  banks  where  (ilcnt  waters  flow, 
lor  there  this  lovely  flcwcr  will  love  to  grow. 


Think  on  Amyntas  oft  as  ye  (hall  ftoop 

To  crop  the  (talks,  and  take  them  foftly  up. 

When  in  your  fnowy  necks  their  fweecs  you  wear, 

Give  a  foft  figh,  and  drop  a  tender  tear  : 

To  lov'd  Amyntas  pay  the  tribute  due,         [grew. 

And  blefs  hit  peaceful  grave,  where  firft   they 


TO  CYNTHIA, 
WEEPING,  AND  NOT  SPEAKIN8. 
ELEGY. 

WHY  are  thofe  hours,  which  heaven  in  pity  lent 
To  longing  love,  in  fruitlefs  forrow  fpent  ? 
Why  fighs  my  fair  ?  why  does  that  bofom  move 
With  any  paffion  ftirr'd,  but  rifing  love  ? 
Can  difcontent  find  place  within  that  bread, 
On  whofe  fofr.  pillows  ev'n  defpair  might  reft  ? 
Divide  thy  woes,  and  give  me  my  fad  part ; 
I  am  no  Itranger  to  an  aching  heart ; 
Too  well  I  know  the  force  of  inward  grief, 
And  well  can  bear  it  to  give  you  relief; 
All  love's  fevered  pangs  I  can  endure  : 
I  can  bear  pain,  though  hopelefsof  a  cure, 
I  know  what  'tis  to  weep,  and  Cgh,  and  pray, 
To  wake  all  night,  yet  dread  the  breaking  day; 
I  know  what  'tis  to  wifh,  and  hope,  and  all  in  vain, 
And  meet,  for  humble  love,  unkind  difdain  : 
Anger  and  hate  I  have  been  forc'd  to  hear, 
Nay,  jealoufy — and  I  have  felt  defpair. 
Thcfe  pains  for  you  I  have  been  £»rc'd  to  prove, 
For  cruel  you,  when  I  began  to  love, 
Till  warm  cornpafllon  took  at  length  my  part, 
And  melted  to  my  wifh  your  yielding  heart. 
O  the  dear  hour  in  which  you  did  refign !          "1 
When  round  my  neck  your  willing  arms  did  I 
twine,  f 

And,  in  a  kifs,  you  faid  your  heart  was  mine.     J 
Through  each  returning  year  may  that  hour  be 
Diftinguifh'd  in  the  rounds  of  all  eternity ; 
Gay  be  the  fun  that  hour  in  all  his  light, 
Let  him  collect  the  day  to  be  more 
Shine  all  that  hour,  and  let  th 
And  (hall  1  all  this  heaven  of  hlifs  receive 
From  you,  yet  not  lament  to  fee  you  grieve 
Shall  I,  who  nourifh'd  in  my  breait  defire, 
When  your  cold  fcorn  and  frowns  forbid  the  fire; 
Now  when  a  mutual  flame  you  have  reveal'd, 
And  the  dear  union  of  our  fouls  is  fcal'd, 
When  all  my  joys  complete  in  you  I  find, 
Shall  I  not  (hare  the  furrows  of  your  mind? 
O  tell  me,  tell  m:  all — whence  does  arife     [fighs? 
This  flood  of  tears  ?  whence   are   thefe   frequent 
Why  docs  that  lovely  head,  like  a  fair  flower 
Opprefs'ci  with  drops  of  a  rfard-falling  ihower, 
Bend  with  its  weight  of  grief,  andfcem  to  grow 
Downward  to  earth,  and  kifs  the  root  of  woe  ? 
Lean  on  my  brcaft,  and  let  me  fold  thee  faft, 
Lock'd  in  thcfe  arms,  think  all  thy  forrow s  pad  ; 
Or  what  remain  think  lighter  made  by  me; 
So  1  fliould  think,  were  1  fo  held  by  thee. 
Murmur  thy  plaints,  and  gently  wound  my  can; 
Sigh  on  my  lip,  and  let  me  drink  thy  tews ; 


all  his  light,  T 

>e  more  bright, 
he  red  be  night.      j 
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Join  to  my  check  thy  cold  and  dewy  face, 
And  let  pale  grief  to  glowing  love  give  place. 

0  fpeak — for  woe  in  filence  mod  appears; 
Speak,  ere  my  fancy  magnify  my  fears. 

Is  there  a  caufe  which  words  can  not  exprefs? 
Can  I  not  bear  a  part,  nor  make  it  lefs  ? 

1  know  not  what  to  think — am  I  in  fault  ? 

I  have  nor,  to  my  knowledge,  err'd  in  thought, 
Nor  wandei  'd  from  my  love ;  nor  would  I  be 
Lord  of  the  world,  to  live  depriv'd  of  thee. 
You  weep  afrefh,  and  at  that  word  you  ftart  1 
Am  I  to  be  depriv'd  then  ? — mult  we  part? 
Curfe  on  that  word  fo  ready  to  be  fpoke, 
For  through  my  lips,  unmeant  by  me,  it  broke. 
Oh  no,  we  muft  not,  will  not,  cannot  part, 
And  my  tongue  talks,  unprompted  by  my  heart. 
Yet  fpeak,  for  my  diitraciion  grows  apace, 
And  racking  fears  and  reftlefs  doubts  increafe 
And  fears  and  doubts  to  jsaloufy  will  turn, 
1  he  hotteil  hell,  in  which  a  heart  can  burn. 


AMORET. 


FAIX  Amoret  is  gone  aftray ; 

Purfue  and  feek  her,  every  lover; 
I'll  tell  the  figns  by  -which  you  may 

The  wandering  fhepherdtfs  difcover. 

ii. 
Coquet  and  coy  at  once  her  air, 

Both  ftudy'd,  though  both  fec'm  neglected; 
Carelefs  fhe  is  with  artful  care, 

Affecting  to  feem  unaffected. 

in. 
With  (kill  her  eyes  dart  every  glance, 

Yet  change  fo  foon  you'd  ne'er  fuipect  them  j 
fur  {he'd  perfuadc  they  wound  by  chance, 

Though  certain  aim  and  art  diredt  them. 

IV. 

She  likes  herfelf,  yet  others  hates 
For  that  which  is  herfelf  the  prizes; 

And,  while  fhe  laughs  at  them,  forgets 
She  is  the  thing  that  fhe  dtipiles. 


LESBIA. 

WHEN  Lefbia  firft  I  faw  fo  heavenly  fair, 
With  eyes  ib  bright,  and  with  that  awful  air, 
I  thought  my  heart,  which  durft  fo  high  afpire, 
As  bold  as  his  who  fnatch'd  ccleftial  fire. 
But  foon  as  e'er  the  beauteous  idiot  fpoke, 
Forth  from  her  coral  lips  fuch  folly  broke, 
Like  balm  the  trickling  nonfenfe  heal'd  my  wound. 
And  what  her  eyes  enthrall'd  her  tongue  unbound. 


DORIS. 

PORISS  a  nymph  of  riper  age, 
!   Has  every  grace  and  ait. 


A  wife  obferver  to  engage, 
Or  wound  a  heedleis  heart. 

Of  native  blufli,  and  rofy  dye, 

Time  has  her  cheek  bereft ; 
Which  makes  the  prudent  nymph  fupply 

With  paint  th'  injurious  theft. 

Her  fparkling  eyes  (he  ftill  retains, 

And  teeth  in  good  repair ; 
And  her  well-furninYd  front  clifdains 

To  grace  with  borrow'd  hair. 

Of  fize,  fhe  is  nor  fhort,  nor  tall, 

And  does  to  fat  incline 
No  more  than  what  the  French  would  eaH 

Aimabli  Embonpoint. 

Farther  her  perfon  to  dlfclofe 

I  leave — let  it  fufjice, 
She  has  few  faults  but  what  fhe  knows, 

And  can  with  ikill  difguife. 

She  many  lovers  has  refus'd, 

With  many  more  complyM; 
Which,  like  her  clothes,  when  litUe  uj'd. 

She  always  lays  afide. 

She's  one  who  looks  with  great  contempt 

On  each  affecled  creature, 
Whofe  nicety  would  feem  exempt 

From  appetites  of  nature. 

She  thinks  they  want  or  health  or  feofe. 

Who  want  an  inclination  ; 
And  therefore  never  takes  offence 

At  him  who  pleads  his  paflion. 

Whom  fhe  refufes  Ihe  treats  ftill 
With  fo  much  fweet  behaviour, 

That  her  refufal,  through  her  Ikill, 
Looks  almoft  like  a  favour. 

Since  fhe  thisfoftnefs  can  exprefs 

To  thofe  whom  fhe  rejects, 
She  muft  be  very  fond, you'll  gueft^ 

©f  fuch  whom  fhe  affedb : 

But  here  our  Doris  far  outgoes 

All  that  her  fey  have  done  ; 
She  no  regard  for  cuftom  knowa, 

Which  realon  bids  her  fhun. 

By  reafon  her  own  reafon's  meantj 

Or,  if  you  pleafe,  her  will  : 
For,  when  this  laft  is  difcontent, 

The  firft  is  ferv'd  but  ill. 

Peculiar  therefore  is  her  way; 

Whether  by  nature  taught, 
I  (hall  not  undertake  to  fay, 

Or  by  experience  bought. 

But  who  o'er  night  obtain'd  her  grsC€,: 
She  can  nest  day  difowrij 
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And  ftare  upon  the  ftrange  man's  face, 
As  one  {he  re'er  had  known. 

So  well  (he  can  the  truth  difguife, 

Such  artful  wonder  frame, 
The  lover  or  diftrufts  his  eyes, 

Or  thinks  'twas  all  a  dieuni. 

Some  cenfure  this  as  lewd  and  low, 

Who  are  to  bounty  blind  ; 
For  to  forget  what  we  beftow 

Bcfpcaks  a  noble  mind. 

Boris  our  thanks  nor  aiks,  nor  needs  : 

For  all  her  fa  v  ours  done 
From  her  love  flow,  as  light  proceeds 

Spontaneous  from  the  fun. 

On  one  or  other  ftill  her  fire* 

Difplay  their  genial  force  ; 
And  {he,  like  Sol.  alone  retires, 

To  fliinc  elfewhere  of  courfe. 


TO  SLEEP. 
ELECT. 

O  SLEEP  !  .thou  flatterer  of  happy  minds, 
How  foon  a  troubled  breaft  thy  falfehood  finds ! 
Thou  comnv  n  friend,  officious  in  thy  aid, 
Where  no  diflrefs  is  fliown,  nor  want  betray'd  : 
But  oh  !  how  fwift,  how  fure  thou  art  to  fhun 
The  wretch  by  fortune  or  by  lore  undone! 
Vrhere  are  thy  gentle  dews,  thy  fofter  powers, 
Which  us'd  to  wait  upon  my  midnight  hours  ? 
"Why  doft  thou  ceafe  thy  hovering  wings  to  fpread, 
"With  friendly  {hade,  around  my  reftlefs  bed  ? 
Can  no  complainings  thy  compaflion  move  ? 
Is  thy  antipathy  fo  ftrong  to  love  ? 

0  no  !  thou  art  the  profperous  lover's  friend, 
And  doft  uncalled  his  pleafing  toils  attend. 
With  equal  kindncfs,  and  with  rival  charms, 
Thy  {lumbers  lull  him  in  his  fair-one's  arms  ; 

Or  from  her  bofom  he  to  thine  retires,         [fpires, 
Where,  footh'd  with  eafe,  the  panting  youth  re- 
Till  foft  rcpofe  reilore  his  drooping  fenfe, 
And  rapture  is  reliev'd  by  indolence. 
But  oh !  what  torture  does  the  lover  bear, 
Forlorn  by  thee,  and  haunted  by  defpair  !  • 
From  racking  thoughts  by  no  kind  {lumber  freed, 
But  painful  nights  his  joylcfs  days  fuccecd. 
But  why,  dull  god,  do  I  of  thee  complain  ? 
Thou  didft  not  caufe,  nor  canft  thou  eafe  mypaia. 
Forgive  what  my  diftracting  grief  has  faid ; 

1  own,  unjuftly  1  thy  floth  upbraid. 
For  oft  I  have  thy  proffer' d  aid  repell'd, 
And  my  reluctant  eyes  from  reft  withheld ; 
Implor'd  the  mufe  to  break  thy  gentle  chains, 
And  fung  with  Philomel  my  nightly  ftrains. 
With  her  I  fmg,  but  ceafe  not  with  her  fong, 
For  more  enduring  woes  my  days  prolong. 
The  morning  lark  to  mine  accords  his  note, 
And  tunes  to  my  diftrefs  his  warbling  throat : 
Each  fetting  and  each  riling  fun  I  meurn, 
Wailing  alike  his  ablcoce  and  return. 


And  all  for  thee—  what  had  T  well  nigh  {aid  ?      ' 

Let  me  not  name  thee,  thou  too  charming  maid ! 

No,  as  the  winj/'d  muficians  of  the  grove, 

Th'  affuciates  of  my  melody  and  love, 

In  moving  found  alone  relate  their  pain, 

And  not  with  voice  ariculate  complain; 

So  fliallmy  mufe  my  tuneful  forrows  {ing, 

And  lofe  in  air  her  name  from  whom  they  fpring. 

O  may  no  wakeful  thoughts  her  mind  moieft. 

Soft  be  her  {lumbers,  and  fincere  htr  reft  : 

For  her,  O  Sleep  :  thy  balmy  fwects  prepare ; 

The  peace  I  lofe  for  her,  to  her  transfer. 

Huft'd  as  the  falling  dews,  whofe  noifelefs  (hower» 

Impearl  the  folded  leaves  of  evening  flowers, 

Steal  on  her  brow  :  and  as  thofe  dew»  attend'. 

Till  warn'd  by  waking  day  to  re-afcend, 

So  wait  thou  for  her  morn  ;  then  gently  rife, 

And  to  the  woridreftorcthe  day-break  of  hereyet. 


TO  SIR  GODFREY  KNELLER, 

OCCA8IONEQ  BT 

L r V  PICTURE. 

I  TIBLD,  O  Kneller  !  to  fuperior  {kill, 
Thy  pencil  triumphs  o'er  the  poet's  quill : 
If  yet  my  vanquilh'd  mufe  exert  her  lays, 
It  is  no  more  to  rival  thee,  but  praifc. 

Git  have  I  try'd,  with  unavailing  care, 
To  trace  feme  image  of  the  much  lov'd  fair; 
But  Uill  my  numbers  ineffectual  prov'd, 
And  rather  fliow'd  how  much,  than  whom,  I  lov'd  : 
But  thy  unerring  hands,  with  matchlefs  art, 
Have  ftiown  my  eyes  th'  imprefllon  in  my  heart ; 
The  bright  idea  both  exifts  and  lives, 
Such  vital  heat  thy  genial  pencil  gives  : 
Whofe  daring  point,  not  to  the  face  confin'd, 
Can  penetrate  the  heirt,  and  paint  the  mind. 
Others  fome  faint  refemblance  may  expref?, 
Which,  as  'tis  drawn  by  chance,  we  find  by  gueft. 
Thy  pictures  raife  no  doubts;  when  brought  to 

view, 
At  once  they're  known,  and  feem  to  know  us  too. 

Tranfccndent  artift  '.   how  complete  thy  {kill? 

Thy  power  to  act  is  equal  to  thy  will. 
Nature  and  art  in  thee  alike  contend, 

Not  to  oppole  each  other,  but  befriend; 

For  what  thy  fancy  has  with  fire  defign'd, 

Is  by  thy  {kill  both  temper'd  and  refin'd. 

As  in  thy  pictures  light  confents  with  fhade, 

And  each  to  other  is  fubk-rvient  made  ; 

Judgment  and  genius  fo  concur  in  thee, 

And  both  unite  in  perfect  harmony. 

But  after-days,  my  friend,  muft  do  thee  ri6.,v 

And  fet  thy  virtues  in  uncnvy'd  light. 
;air.e  due  to  vaft  dcfcrt  is  kept  in  ftore, 
Jnpaid,  till  the  deferver  is  no  more. 

Yet  thou,  in  prefent,  the  bcft  part  haft  gain'd, 

And  from  thechofen  few  applaufe  obtain'd: 
iv'n  he  who  beft  could  judge,  and  beft  could  praifir, 
rias  high  extoll'd  thee  in  his  deathlefs  lays; 
iv'n  Diyden  has  immortaliz'd  thy  name; 

Let  that  alone  fuffice  thee,  think  that  fame, 
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Unfit  T  follow  v/Jicre  he  led  the  wny, 
And  court  applaufe  by  what  I  fcem  to  pay. 
Myfelf  t  praife,  while  I  thy  praife  intend, 
For  'tis  fonie  virtue,  virtue  to  commend  ; 
And  next  to  deeds  which  our  own  honour  raife, 
Is  to  diftinguifh  them,  who  merit  praife. 


TO  A  CANDLE. 


THOU  watchful  taper,  by  whofe  filent  light 

I  lonely  pafs  the  melancholy  night ; 

Thou  faithful  witnefs  cf  my  fecrtt  pain, 

To  whom  alone  I  ven'ure  to  comj-lain  ; 

O  learn  with  me  my  hopelefs  love  to  moan  ; 

Commiferate  a  life  ib  like  thy  own. 

Like  thine,  my  flames  to  my  deftruftion  turn, 

Wafting  that  heart  by  which  fupply'd  they  burn. 

Like  thine,  my  joy  and  fuffering  they  difplay  ; 

At  once  are  figns  of  life,  and  fymptoms  of  decay. 

And  as  thy  fearful  flames  the  day  decline, 

And  only  during  night  prefume  to  fhine  ; 

Their  humble  rays  not  daring  to  afpire 

Before  the  fun,  the  fountain  of  their  fire  : 

So  mine,  with  confcious  fhame,  and  equal  awe, 

To  lhades  obfcure,  and  fditude  withdraw ; 

Nor  dare  their  light  before  her  eyes  difclofe, 

From  whofe  bright  beams  their  being  firil  arofe. 


OVJD's  THIRD  BOOK 

or  THE 
ART  OF  LQJ<'Z. 

TRANSLATED  INTO  ENGLISH  VERSE. 

Wherein  It  recommends  the  rules  and  injlrtiflions  to  tie 
fair  Sex  in  the  conduB  oftleir  amours ;  after  having 
already  compofed  tivt  bunks  for  the  uje  of  Men  upon 
tie  fame  J'ubjcQ. 

THE  men  are  arm'd,  and  for  the  fight  prepare; 
And  now  we  rnuft  inftrucT;  and  arm  the  fair. 
Both  fexes,  well  appointed,  take  the  field, 
And  nv'ghty  love  determine  which  fhall  yield. 
Man  were  ignoble,  when  thus  arm'd,  to  fhow 
Unequal  force  againft  a  naked  foe  : 
No  glory  from  fuch  conquett  can  be  gain'd, 
And  odds  are  always  by  the  brave  difdainM. 
But  fome  exclaim,  "  What  phrenzy  rules  your 

"  mind  f 

"  Would  you  increafe  the  craft  of  woman-kind  ! 
"  Teach  them  new  wiles  and  arts !  As  well  you 

"  may 

"  Inftruft  a  fnabe  to  bite,  or  wolf  to  prey." 
But,  fure,  too  hard  a  cenfure  they  purfue, 
Who  charge  on  all  the  failings  of  a  few. 
Examine  firft  impartially  each  fair, 
Then,  as  Ihe  merits,  or  condemn,  or  fpare. 
If  Menelaus,  and  the  king  of  men, 
With  juftice  of  their  filter-wives  complain  j 


e  pats  a. 
icauty's  ( 
r'd.       J 


'  what  ways  "V 
blifs  to  raife,  S- 
e'd  pleafe,  ,>, 


If  fa'fe  Eriphyle  forfoot  her  faith, 

And  for  reward  procur'd  her  hufband's  death; 

Penelope  was  loyal  lull,  and  chafte, 

Though  twenty  years  her  lord  in  abfence  pafs'd. 

Refted.  how  Laodama's  truth  was  try'd, 

Who,  though  in  bloom  of  youth,  and  beauty 

pride, 

To  (hare  her  hufband's  fate,  untimely  dy'd. 
Think  how  Alccfte's  piety  was  prov'd, 
Who  loft  her  life  to  fave  the  man  fhe  lov'd. 
Receive  me,  Capaneus,  Avadne  cry'd  ; 
Nor  death  itfelf  our  nuptials  mall  divide  : 
To  join  thy  afhes,  pleas' d  I  (hall  expire  ; 
She  faid,  and  leap'd  amid  the  funeral  fire. 
Virtue  herfelf  a  goddels  we  confefs, 
Both  female  in  her  name  and  in  her  drefs; 
No  wonder  then,  if,  to  her  fex  inclin'd, 
She  cultivates  with  care  a  female  mind. 
Bat  thefe  exalted  fiuls  exceed  the  reach 
Of  thatfoft  art  which  I  pretend  to  teach. 
My  tender  bark  requires  a  gentle  gale, 
A  li'tle  wind  will  fill  a  little  fail. 
Of  fportive  loves  I  fing,  and  fhow  what  ways 
The  willing  nymph  mull  ufe  her 
And  how  to  captivate  the  man  fhe 
Womsn  isfoft,  and  of  a  tender  heart, 
Apt  to  receive,  and  to  retain,  love's  dart : 
Man  has  a  breait  robuft,  and  more  fecure, 
It  wounds  him  not  fo  <leep,  nor  hits  fo  fare. 
Men  oft  are  fiilfe  ;  and,  if  you  fearch  with  care, 
You'll  find  lefs  fraud  imputed  to  the  fair. 
Thefaithlcfsjafon  from  Medea  fled, 
And  made  Creui'a  partner  of  his  bed. 
Bright  Ariadne,  on  an  unknown  ihore 
Thy  abfence,  perjur'd  Thefeus,  did  deplore. 
If  then  the  wild  inhabitants  of  air 
Forbore  her  tender  lovely  limbs  to  tear, 
It  was  not  owing,  Thefeus,  to  thy  cure. 
Inquire  the  caufe,  and  let  Dcmophoon  tell, 
Why  Phyllis  by  a  fate  untimely  fell* 
Nine  times,  ia  vain,  upon  the  promis'd  day, 
She  fought  th'  appointed  more,  and  view'd  thcfca; 
Her  fall  the  fading  trees  confent  to  mourn, 
And  fhed  their  leaves  round  her  lamented  urn. 

The  prince  fo  far  for  piety  renown'd, 
To  thee,  Eliza,  was  unfaithful  found; 
To  thce  forlorn  and  languifliing  with  grief, 
Hii  fword  alone  he  left,  thy  laft  relief. 
Ye  ruin'd  nymphs,  mall  I  the  cau/e  impart 
Of  all  your  woes?  'Twas  want  of  needful  art. 
Love  of  itfelf  too  quickly  will  expire  ; 
But  powerful  art  perpetuates  defire. 
Women  had  yet  their  ignorance  bewail'd, 
Had  not  this  art  by  Venus  been  reveai'd. 

Before  my  fight  the  Cyprian  goddtfs  fhone, 
And  thus  fhe  laid;   "  What  have  poor  women 

done  ? 

'    Why  is  thiit  weak,  defenceltfs  fex  expos'd. 
'    On  every  lide,  by  men  well  arm'd,  inclos'd  J 
1    Twice  are  the  men  inftruded  by  the  mufe,  • 
'    Nor  muft  fhe  now  to  teach  the  fex  refufe. 
'    The  Bard,  who  injur'd  Helen  in  his  fong, 
'    Recanted  after,  and  redrefs'd  the  wrong. 
'    And  you,  if  on  my  favour  you  depend, 
'    The  caufe  of  women,  while  you  live,  defend.'* 


THE  WORKS   01?   CONGREVE. 


This  faid,  a  myrtle  fprig,  which  berries  bore 
fche  gave  me  (for  a  myrtle  wreath  (he  wore). 
The  gift  receiv'd,  my  fenfe  eolighten'd  grew, 
And  from  her  prefence  infpiration  drew. 
Attend,  ye  nymphs,  by  wedlock  uncoiifin.'d,[mind: 
Aral   hear   my  precepts,  while  flic  prompts  my 
Ev'n  now,  in  bloom  of  youth,  and  beauty's  prime, 
Beware  of  coming  age,  nor  wa-fte  your  time : 
Jfow,  while  you  may,  and  ripening  years  invite, 
Injoy  the  feafonable,  fweet  delight : 
Tor  rolling  years,  like  dealing  waters,  glide; 
Nor  hope  to  (lop  their  ever-ebbing  tide  : 
Think  not  hereafter  will  the  lols  repay;  ") 

for  every  morrow  will  the  tade  decay, 
And  leave  lefs  relifh  than  the  former  day.  j 

I've  feen  the  time,  when,  on  that  withcr'd  thorn, 
The  blooming  roie  vied  with  the  blufhing  morn. 
With  fragrant  wreaths  1  thence  have  deck'd  my 

head, 

And  fee  how  leaflefs  now,  and  how  deray'd  ! 
And  you,  who  now  th*e  love-fick  youth  reje>ft, 
Will  prove,  in  age,  what  pains  attend  neglect. 
Npne,  then,  will  prefs  upon  your  midnight  hours, 
Nor  wake,  to   ftrew  your  ftreet  with  morning 

flowers. 

Then  nightly  knockings  at  your  door  will  ceafe, 
Wbofe  noifeiefs  hamnier,  then,  may  ruit  in  peace. 

Alas,  how  foon  a  clear  complexion  fades  ! 
How  foon  a  wrinkled  fein  plump  flefh  invade* ! 
And  what  avails  it,  though  the  fair-one  l\vj.ars 
She  from  her  infancy  had  fome  gray  hairs  i 
She  grows  all  hoary  in  a  few  more  years, 
And  then  the  venerable  truth  appears. 
The  fnake  his  ficin,  the  deer  his  horns  may  call. 
And  both  renew  their  youth  and  vigours  pall : 
Bat  no  receipt  can  human- kind  relieve, 
DoomM  to  decrepit  age  without  reprieve. 
Then  crop  the  flower  which  yet  invites  your  eye, 
And  which,  ungather'd,  on  its  dalk  mud  die. 
JJefides,  the  tender  fex  is  form'd  to  bear, 
And  frequent  births  too  foon  will  youth  impair: 
Continual  harveft  wears  the  fruitful  field, 
And  earth  itfeU'  decays  top  often  till'd. 
Thou  didil  not,  Cynthia,  fcorn  the  Latmian  fwain ; 
Nor  thou,  Aurora,  Gephalus  difdain  ; 
The  Paphian  queen,  who  for  Adonis'  fate 
So  deeply  mourn 'd,  and  who  laments  himyc£, 
Jlas  not  been  found  inexorable  fmcc ; 
Witnefs  Harmonia,  and  the  Dai  dan  prince. 
Then  take  example,  mortals,  from  above, 
And  like  immortals  live,  and  like  them  love. 
Refufe  not  thofe  delights,  which  men  require, 
Hor  let  your  lovers  languifh  with  defire. " 
Falfe  though  they  prove,  what  lofs  can  you  fuflain  ? 
Thence  let  a  thoufand  take,  'twill  all  remain. 
Though  conftant  ufe  ev'n  flint  and  flcel  impairs, 
What  you  employ  no  diminution  fears. 
Who  would,  to  light  a  torch,  their  torch  deny  ? 
Or  who  can  dread  drinking  an  ocean  dry  ? 
Still  women  lofe,  you  cry,  if  men  obtain  ; 
What  do  they  lofe,  that's  worthy  to  retain  ? 
Think  not  this  faid  to  proftitute  the  fex, 
But  undeceive  whom  necdlefs  fears  perplex. 
Thus  far  a  gentle  breeze  fupplies  our  fail, 
lauach'd  to  fen,  we  alk  a  briber  gale'. 


And,  firfl,  we  treat  of  drcfs.     The  well-drcfs'4 

vine 

Produces  plumped,  grapes, and  richeft  wine; 
And  plenteous  crops  of  golden  grain  are  found, 
Alqne,  to  grace  well-cultivated  ground. 
Beauty's  the  gift  of  gods,  the  fex's  pride  ! 
Yet  to  how  many  is  that  gift  deny'd  ? 
Art  helps  a  face ;  a  face,  though  heavenly  fair, 
May  quickly  fade  for  want  of  needful  care. 
In  ancient  days  if  women  flighted  drefs, 
Then,  men  were  ruder  too,  and  lik'd  it  lefs. 
If  Hector's  fpoufe  was  clad  in  Aubborn  duff, 
A  foldier's  wife  became  it  well  enough. 
Ajax,  to  fb.ielcJ  his  ample  bread,  provides 
Seven  lufty  bulls,  and  tans  their  durdy  hides; 
And  might  not  he,  d'ye  think,  be  well  carefs'd, 
And  yet  his  wife  not  elegantly  drefs'd  ? 
With  rude  fimplicity  Rome  fird  was  built, 
Which  now  we  fee  adorn'd,  and  carv'd,  and  gilt. 
This  capitol  with  that  of  old  compare  ; 
Some  other  Jove, you'd  think,  was  worfhipp'd  there. 
That  lofty  pile,  where  fenatcs  didlate  law,  [draw. 
Whep  Tatius  reign'd,  was  poorly  thatch'd  wiJ> 
And  where  Apollo's  fane  refulgent  (lands, 
Was  heretofore  a,  track  of  paftu re- lands. 
Let  ancient  manners  other  men  delight ; 
But  me  the  modern  pleaie,  as  more  polite. 
Not  that  materials  now  in  gold  are  wrought, 
And  diftant  fhores  for  orient  pearls  are  fought : 
Nor  for,  that  hills  exhauft  their  marble  veins, 
And  drudlures  rife  whofe  bulk  the  fea  reftrains; 
But,  that  the  world  is  civiliz'd  of  late, 
And  polifh'd  from  the  ruft  of  former  date. 
Let  not  the  nymph  with  pendants  load  her  earf 
Nor  in  embroidery,  or  brocade,  appear ; 
TOO  rich  a  Jrefs  may  fometimcs  check  defire, 
And  cleanlinefs  more  animates  love's  fire. 
The  hair  difpos'd,  may  gain  or  iofe  a  grace, 
And  much  become,  or  mifbecome  the  face. 
What  fuits  your  features,  of  your  glafs  inquire ; 
For  no  one  rule  is  fix'd  for  head-attire.    - 
A  face  too  long  fhould  part  and  flat  the  hair, 
Left,  upward  comb'd,  the  length  too  mnch  apj 
So  Laodamia  drcfs'd.     A  face  too  round     [pear  : 
Should  (how  the  ears, and  with  a  tower  be  crown'd. 
On  either  fhoulder,  one  her  locks  difplays ; 
Adorn'd  like  Phoebus,  when  "he  fings  his  lays ; 
Another,  all  her  treffcs  tics  behind ; 
So  drefs'd,  Diana  hunts  the  fearful  hind. 
Difhevell'd  locks  moft  graceful  arc  to  lome  ; 
Others,  the  binding  fillets  more  become  : 
Some  plait,  like  fpiral  Iheljs,  their  braided  hair, 
Others,  the  loofe  and  waving  curl  prefer. 
But  to  recount  the  feveral  drefles  worn, 
Which  artfully  each  feveral  face  adorn, 
Were  endlefs,  as  ta  tell  the  leaves  on  trees, 
The  beads  on  Alpine  hills,  or  Hybla'a  bees. 
Many  there  are,  who  feem  to  flight  all  care, 
And  with  a  pleafing  negligence  enfnare; 
Whofe  mornings  oft  in  fuch  a  drefs  arc  fpent, 
And  all  is  art  that  looks  like  accident. 
With  fuch  diforder  lole  was^rac'd, 
When  great  Alcides  fint  the  nymph  embrac'd. 
So  Ariadne  came  to  Bacchus'  bed, 

When  with  the  conqueror  from  Crete  fiie  fled, 


Stature,  indulgent  to  the  fex,  repays 
The  loffes  they  fuftain,  by  various  ways. 
Men  ill  fupp'ly  thofe  hairs  they  Ihed  in  age, 
Loft,  like   autumnal  leaves,   when   north-winds 

rage, 

Women,  with  juice  of  herbs,  pray  locks  difguife, 
And  art  gives  colour  which  with  nature  vies. 
The  well-wove  towers  they  wear,  their  own  are 

thought; 

But  only  are  their  own,  as  what  they've  bought. 
Nor  need  they  blufh  to  buy  heads  ready  drefs'd, 
And  choofe,  at  public  fhops,  what  fuits  them  bcft. 

Coflly  apparel  let  the  fair- one  fly, 
EnricH'd  with  gold,  or  with  the  Tyiian  dye. 
What  folly -mud  in  fuch  expence  appear, 
When  more  becoming  colours  are  lels  dear  ? 
One- with  a  dye  is  ting'd  of  lovely  blue; 
Such  as,  through  air  i'erene,  the  {ky  we  view. 
With  yellow  luftre  fee  another  fpread, 
As  if  the  golden  fleece  compos'd  the  thread. 
Some  of  the  fea-green  wave  the  caft  difplay ; 
With  this  the  nymphs  their  beauteous  forms  ar 
ray; 

And  fome  the  faffron  hue  will  well  adorn; 
Such  is  the  mantle  of  the  blufhing  morn. 
OF  myrtle-berries,  one  the  tindture  fhows ;  ~) 

In  this,  of  amerhyfts,  the  purple  grows, 
And  that  more  imitates  the  paler  rofe.  j 

Nor  Thracian  cranes  forget,  whofe  filvery  plumes 
Give  patterns,  which  employ  the  mimic  looms. 
Nor  almond,  nor  the  chefnut  dye  difclaim ; 
Nor  others,  which  from  wax  derive  their  name. 
As  fields   you  find,  with   various  flowers  o'er- 

fpread, 

When  vineyards  bud,  and  winter's  froft  is  fled  ; 
So  various  are  the  colours  you  may  try, 
Of  which,  the  thirfty  wool  imbibes  the  dye. 
Try  every  one  :  what  beft  becomes  you,  wear  j 
For  no  complexion  ail  alike  can  bear. 
If  fair  the  fkin,  black  may  become  it  beftj 
In  black  the  lovely  fair  Brifeis  drefs'd  : 
If  brown  the  nymph,  let  her  be  cloth'd  in  white, 
Andromeda  fo  charm'd  the  wondering  fight. 

I  need  not  Warn  you  of  too  powerful  fmells, 
Which  fometimes  health,  or  kindly  heat,  expels. 
Nor,  from  your,  tender  legs  to  pluck  with  care 
The  cai'ual  growth  of  all  unfeemly  hair. 
Though  not  to  nymphs  of  Ca.ucafus  I  fing, 
Nor  fuch  who  talte  remote  the  Myfian  fpring; 
Yet,  let  me  warn  you,  that,  through  no  neglect, 
You  let  your  teeth  diiclofe  the  leaft  defect. 
You  know  the  ufe  of  white  to 'make  you  fair, 
And  h"W,  with  red,  loft  colour  to  repair  ; 
Imperfect  eye-brows  you  by  art  can  mend, 
And  fidn   w!-en  wanting,  o'er  a  fear  extend. 
Nor  need  the  fair  one  be  aiham'd,  who  tries 
By  art,  to  add  new  luftre  to  her  eyes. 

A  little  book  I've  maJe,  but  with  great  care, 
How  to  pnrferv  the  face,  and  how  repair. 
In  that,  the  nymphs,  by  time  or  chance  annoy'd, 
May  fee,  what  pains  to  pleafe  them  I've  employ'd. 
But,  ftill  beware,  that  from  your  lover's  eye 
You  keep  conceal'd  the  medicines  you  apply  : 
Though  art  affifts,  yet  muft  that  art  he  hid, 
Left,  whom  it  would  invite,  it  fliould  forbid. 

VOL.  VII. 
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Who  would  not  take  offence,  to  fee  a  face 

All  daub'd,  and  dripping  with  the  melted  greafe  ? 

And  though   your  unguents   bear   th'  Athenian 

name, 

The  wool's  unfavoury  fcent  is  ftill  the  fame. 
Marrow  of  flags,  nor  your  pomaturns  try, 
Nor  clean  your  furry  teeth,  when  men  are  by; 
For  many  things,  when  done,  afford  dtlight, 
Which  yet,  while  doing,  may  offend  the  fight. 
Ev'n  Myro's  ftatutes,  which  for  art  furpafs 
All  other's,  once  were  but  a  fhapclefs  mafs ; 
Rude  was  that,  gold  which  now  in  rings  is  worn, 
As  once  the  robe  you  wear  was  wool  unfhorn. 
Think,  how  that  ftone  rough  in  the  quarry  grew, 
Which,  now,  a  perfect  Venus  fhows  to  view.' 
While  we  fuppofe  you  fleep,  repair  your  face, 
Lock'd  from  obfervers,  in  fome  lecret  place. 
Add  the  laft  hand,  before  yourfelves  you  fhow; 
Your  need  of  art,  why  fhould  your  lovers  know? 
For  many  things  when  moft  conceal'd,  are  beft; 
And  few  of  ftncl  inquiry  bear  the  teft. 
Thofe  figures  which  in  theatres  are  feen, 
Gilded  without, 'are  common  wood  within. 
But  no  fpeclatnrs  are  allow  'd  to  pry! 
Till  all  is  finifli'd,  which  allures  the  eye. 

Yet,  I  muft  own,  it  oft  affords  delight, 
To  have  the  fair-one  comb  her  hair  in  fight; 
To  view  the  flowing  honours  of  her  head 
Fall  on  her  neck,  and  o'er  her  fhoulder  fpread  j 
But  let  her  look,  that,  fhe  with  -care  avoid 
All  fretful  humours,  while  file's  fo  employ'd ; 
Let  her  not  ftill  undo,  with  peevifh  haftc, 
All  that  her  woman  does,  who  does  her  bcft. 
I  hate  a  vixen,  that  her  maid  affails, 
And  fcratches  with  her  bodkin,  or  her  nails; 
While  the  poor  girl  in  blood  and  tears  muft  mourn: 
And  her  heart  curfes  what  her  hands  adorn. 

Let  her  who  has  no  hair,  or  has  but  fome, 
Plant  centinels  Before  her  dreffmg-room  : 
Or  in  the  fane  of  the  good  goddefs  drefs, 
Where  all  the  male-kind  are  debarr'd  accefs. 

'  f  is  faid,  that  I  (but  'tis  a  tale  devis'd) 
A  lady  at  her  toilet  once  furpris'd  ; 
Who,  ftarting,  fnatch'd  in  hafte  the  tower  fhe  wore. 
And,  in  a  hurry,  plac'd  the  hinder  part  before. 
But  on  our  foes  fall  every  fuch  difgrace, 
Or  barbarous  beauties  of  the  Parthian  race. 
Ungraceful  'tis  to  fee  without  a  horn 
The  lofty  hart,  whom  branches  bcft  adorn  ; 
A  leafelefs  tree,  or  an  unverdant  mead; 
And  as  ungraceful  is  a  hairlcfs  head. 

But  think  not  thefe  inftruclion^are  defign'd 
For  firft-rate  beauties  of  the  finilh'd  kind  : 
Not  to  a  Semele,  or  Leda  bright, 
Nor  an  Europa,  thefe  my  rules  I  write  ; 
Nor  the  fair  Helen  do  I  teach,  whole  charms 
Stirr'd  up  -\trides,  and  all  Greece,  to  arms  :    ' 
Thee  to  regain,  well  was  that  war  begun, 
And  Paris  well  defended  what  he  won ; 
What  lover,  01  what  hufband,  would  not  fight 
In  fuch  a  caufe,  where  both  are  in  the  right  ? 

The  crowd  I  teach,  fome  h  mely,  apd  ibnie  fair, 
But  of  the  former  fort,  the  larger  (hare. 
The  handfome  leaft  require  the  help  of  art, 
Rich  in  themfclves,  and  pleas'd  with  nature's  part, 
N  a 


WORKS    O?    CONGRESS. 


When  calm  the  tea,  at  ea*>  the  pilot  lies, 

tut  all  his  {kill  exerts  -when  ftorms  arife, 

Faults  in  your  perfon,  or  y..ur  face,  correct  : 

And  few  arc  feen  that  have  not  fome  defe<St. 

The  nymph  too  fhort  herkat  fhould  feldom  quit, 

Left,  whtn  fhe  Hands,  fhe  nay  be  thought  to  fit ; 

And  when  extended  on  her  couch  (be  lies, 

Let  length  of  petticoats  conceal  her  fize. 

The  lean  of  thick- wrought  fluff  her  clothes  fhould 
choofe, 

And  fuller  made,  than  what  the  plumper  ufe. 

if  pale,  !tt  her  the  crimfon  juice  apply  ; 

iffwarthy,  to  the  Pharian  varnifh  fly. 

A  ]fg  mo  lank,  tight  garters  dill  mut  wear; 

Nor  fhoald  an  ill-fhap'd  foot  be  ever  hare. 

Ronncl  fhoulders,  bolfter'd,  will  appear  the  leaft  ; 

Ard  Incinj  ftrait,  confirms  too  Full  a  breaft. 

"Whofe  fingers  are  too  fat,  and  nails  too  cnatfe, 

Should  always  fhun  much  gefturc  in  difcourfe. 

And  you,  whofc  breath  is  touch'd,  this  caution 
take, 

Nor  fa'fting,  hor  too  near  another  fpeak. 

J,et  not  the  nymph  with  laughter  much  abound, 

XVhofe  teeth  are  black,  uneven,  or  nnfound. 

You  hardly  think  how  much  on  this  depends, 

And  how  a  laugh,  or  fpoils  a  face,  or  mends. 

Gape  noi  too  wide,  left  you  difclofe  your  gums, 

And  lofe  the  dimple  which  the  cheek  becomes. 
NGT  let  your  fides  too  (Irong  cor.cuffions  fhake, 
Left  you  the  fcftnds  of  the  fcx  forfake. 
In  fome,  diftortions  quite  the  face  difguife; 
Another  laughs,  that  you  would  think  fhe  cries. 
In  one,  too  hoarfe  a  voice  we  hear  betray'd, 
Another's  is  as  harfb  as  if  fhe  bray'd. 
'   What  cannot  art  attain!  many,  with  cafe, 
I  lave  learn'd  to  weep,  both  when  and  how  they 

pleafe. 

Others,  through  affectation,  lifp,  and  find, 
In  imperfe&ion,  charms  to  catch  ma:. kind. 
Negledt  no  means  which  may  promote  jour  ends; 
Now  learn  what  way  of  walking  recommends. 
Too  mafculinc  a  motion  fhocks  the  fight; 
But  female  grace  aUurcs  with  ftrange  delight. 
One  hag  an  artful  fwing  and  jut  behind, 
\Vhich  helps  her  coats  to  catch  the  fwelling  wind ; 
Swell'd  with  the  wanton  wind,  they  loofjy  flow, 
And  eveiy  ftep  and  graceful  motion  fhow. 
Another,  like  an  Umbrian's  flurdy  fp<;ufe, 
Strides  all  the  fpace  her  petticoat  allows. 
Between  extremes,  in  this,  a  mean  adjull ; 
N«r  fhow  too  nice  a  gait,  nor  too  robult. 
If  fnowy  white  your  neck,  yeu  ftill  fhould  wear 
That,  and  the  fhouldcr  of  the  left  arm,  bare, 
Such  fiphts  ne'er  fail  to  fire  my  amorous  heart, 
And  make  me  pant  to  kifs  the  naked  part, 
hyrens,  though  monfters  of  the  ftormy  main, 
Can  fhip«,  when  under  fail,  with  fougs,  detain  : 
Scarce  could  Ulyfiesby  his  friends  be  bound, 
When  firft  he  liften'd  to  the  charming  found. 
Ringing  infiriuates;  learn,  all  ye  maids; 
Oft,  when  a  face  forbids,  a  voice  perfuades, 
Whether  on  theatres  loud  ftrains  we  hear, 
Or  in  Ruellefome  foft  Egyptian  air. 
A\rell  fhall  flie  fin^,  of  whom  !  make  my  choice, 
And  with,  her  lute  accompany  her  vci;e. 
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The  rocks  were  ftirr'd,  the  bends  to  liften  fl^yM, 

When  on  his  lyre  melodious  Orpheus  play'd; 

Lv'n  Cerberus  and  hell  that  found  obcy'd. 
And  ftones  officious  were,  thy  walls  to  raife, 
O  Thebes,  attracted  by  Am^hion's  lays. 

The  dolphin,  dumb  iifclf,  thy  voice  admir'd, 

And  was,  Arion,  by  thy  fongs  infpir'd. 

Df  f  *eet  Callimachu?  the  works  rehearfc, 

And  read  Philetas'  and  Anacreon's  verfe. 
Terentian  plays  may  much  the  mind  improve  ; 

But  fofteft  Sappho  beft  inftrudb  to  love. 

Propertius,  Gallus,  and  Tibullus  read, 

And  let  Varronian  verfe  to  thefe  fucceed. 

Then  mighty  Maro's  work  with  care  pcruie  ; 

3f  all  the  Latin  bards  the  nobleft  mufe. 

Ev'n  I,  'tis  pnflible,  in  after-days, 

May  'fcape  oblivion,  and  be  nam'd  with  thefe. 

My  labour'cl  lines  fome  readers  ma-y  approve, 

Since  I've  irrftrudlcd  either  fex  in  love. 

Whatever  book  you  read  of  this  foft  art, 

R.ead  with  a  lover's  voice,  and  lover's  heart. 
Tender  epiftles  too  by  me  are  fram'd, 

A  work  before  unthought-of,  and  unnurn'd, 

Such  was  your  facred  will,  O  tuneful  Nine  1 

Such  thine,  Apollo  '.  and,  Lyieus,  thine  ! 

Still  unaccomplifh'd  may  the  maid  be  thought, 

Who  gracefully  to  dance  was  never  taught : 

That  active  dancing  may  to  love  engage, 

Witnefs  the  well-kept  dancers  of  the  ftage. 
Of  fome  old  trifles  I'm  afham'd  to  tell, 

Though  it  becomes  the  fux  to  trifle  Will ; 

To  raffle  prettily,  or  flur  a  dye, 

Implies  both  cunning  and  dexterity. 

Ni>r  is't  amifs  at  chefs  to  be  expert, 

For  games  moft  thoughtful,  fometimes,  moft  divert. 

Learn  every  game,  you'll  find  it  prove  of  ufc  ; 

Parties  begun  at  play,  may  love  produce. 

Biif  eafier  ';is  to  learn  how  btts  to  lay, 

Than  how  to  keep-your  temper  while  you  play. 
Unguarded  then  each  breaft  is  open  laid, 
And  while  the  head's  intent,  the  heart's  betray'd. 
Then  bafe  dcfire  of  gain,  then  rage  appears, 
Quarrels  aud  brawls  arife,  and  anxious  fears  ; 
Then  clamours  and  revilings  reach  the  fky, 
While  lofing  gameflers  all  the  gods  defy. 
Then  horrid  oaths  are  utter'd  every  caft  ; 
They  grieve,  and  curfe,  and  florni,  nay,  weep  at 

la  ft. 

Good  Jove,  avert  fuch  fliameful  faults  as  thefe 
From   every   nymph  whole  bsart  's  inclin'J  to 

pleafe. 

Soft  recreations  fit  the  female  kind  ; 
Nature,  for  men,  has  rougher  fportsdcfign'd  : 
To  wield  the  fword,  and  hurl  the  pointed  fpear  ; 
To  flop,  or  turn  the  fteed  in-  full  career. 

Though  martial  fields  ill  fuit  your  tender  frames, 
Nor  may  you  fwim  in  Tiber's  rapid  ftreams; 
Yet  when  S-il's  burning  wheels  from  Leo  drive, 
And  at  the  glowing  Virgin's  fign  arrive, 
'  Tis  both  allow'd  aud  fit  you  fhould  repair 
To  plcafant  walks,  and  breathe  refrefliing  air. 
To  Pompcy's  gardens,  or  the  ftiruly  groves 
Which  C'aiiUr  honours,  and  which  Phoebus  loves* 
Phoebus,  who  funk  the  proud  Egyptian  fleet, 
And  made  Auguftut'  vi&ory  complete. 
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Or  fecit  »*T>fc  lhades,  where  monuments  of  fame 

Are  rais'd,  to  Livia's  and  Oiftavia's  name  ; 

Or  where  Agrippa  firft  adorn'd  the  ground, 

When  he  with  naval  vidtory  was  crovvn'd. 

To  Ifis'  fane,  to  theatres  refort; 

And  in  the  circus  fee  the  noble  i'porf. 

In  every  public  place,  hy  turns,  be  fhown  ; 

In  vain  you're  fair,  while  you  remain  unknown. 

•Should  you,  in  Tinging,  Thamyras  tran&end  ; 

Your  voice  unheard,  who  could  your  flcill  com 
mend  ? 

Had  not  Apelles  drawn  the  fea-horn  queen, 

Her  beauties  ftill  beneath  the  waves  l*ad  been. 
Poets,  infpir'd,  write  only  for  a  name, 

And  think  their  labours  wejl  repaid  with  fame. 

In  former  days,  1  own,  the  poets  were 

Of  gods  and  kings  the  moft  peculiar  care  ; 

Majcftic  awe  was  in  th<e  name  allowM, 

And  they  with  rich  pofll-flions  were  endow'd. 

Enninswith  honours  was  by  Scipio  grac'd, 

And,  next  his  own,  the  poet's  ftatue  plac'd. 

But  now  their  ivy  crowns  bear  no  efteem, 

And  all  their  learning's  thought  an  idle  dream. 

Still,    there's   a   pleasure,    that    proceeds  from~) 
praife :  ( 

What  couid  the  high  renown  of  Homer  raife,      {* 

But  that  he  fung  his  Iliad's  deathiefs  lays?  ) 

Who  could  have  been  of  Danae's  charms  affur'd, 

Had  {he  grown  old,  within  her  tower  inunur'd  ? 

This,  as  a  rule,  let  every  nymph  purfue  ; 

That  'tis  her  interclt  oft  to  come  in  view. 
A  hungry  wolf  at  all  the  herd  will  run, 

In  hopes,  through  many,  to  make  fure  of  one. 

So,  let  the  fair  the  gazing  crowd  affail, 

That  over  one,  at  leak,  fhe  may  prevail. 

In  every  place  to  pleafe,  be  all  her  thought ; 

Where,   fometimes,   leaft  we  think,    the   fifh  is 
caught. 

Sometimes,  all  day,  we  hunt  the  tedious  foil ; 

Anon,  the  (lag  himfelf  fhall  feek  the  toil. 
How  could  Andromeda  o:>ce  doubt  relief, 

Whofe  charms   are   heighten* d   and  adorn'd   by 
grief  ? 

The  widow'd  fair  who  fees  her  lord  expire,        ^ 

While  yet  fhe  wceos,  may  kindle  new  deiire,       S. 

And  Hymen's  torch  re-light  with  funeral  fire,     j 
Beware  of  men  who  are  too  fprucely  drefs'd  ; 

And  look,  you  fly  with  fpeed  a  fop  profefs'd. 

Such  tools,  to  you,  and  to  a  thoufand  more, 

Will  tell  the  fame  dull  ftory  o'er  and  o'er. 

This  way  and  that,  unfteadiiy  they  rove, 

And,  never  fix'd,  are  fugitives  in  «•».'?. 

Such   fluttering  things  all   women    fure    fhould 
hate, 

Light  as  themfelves,  and  more  effeminate. 

Believe  me,  all  I  fay  is  for  your  good  ; 

Had  Priam  been  believ'd,  Troy  llill  had  flood. 
Many,  with  balj  defigns,  will  palfion  feign, 

Who  know  no  love,  but  Ibrdid  love  of  gain. 

But  let  nopowtler'd  heads,  nor  eflenc'd  hair, 

Your  well-believing,  eafy  hearts  enfnare. 

Rich  clothes  are  oft  by  coalman  iharpers  worn, 

And  diamond  rings  felonious  hands  adorn. 

So  may  your  lover  burn  with  fierce  defire 
Your  jewels  10  enpy,  and  bell  attire. 
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Poor  Cloe.robb'd,  runs  crying  through  the  flrccts  i 
And  as  flie  runs,  "  Give  me  my  ow,.,"  repeats. 
H->v7  often,  Venus,  had  thou  heatd  fuch  cries, 
And  laugh'd  amidft  thy  Appian  votaries! 
borne  fo  notorious  are,  their  very  name 
Muit  every  nymph  whom  'hey  frequent,  defame. 
Be  warn'd  by  ills,  which  others  have  deftroy'd, 
And  faithlefs  men  with  conftant  care  avoid. 
Truft  not  a   1'hefeus,  fair  Athenian  maid, 
Who  has  fo  oft  th'  attefling  gotls  betray'd. 
And  thou,  Dsmophoon,  heir  to  'i'hefeus*  crimes, 
H.ift  loft  thy  credit  to  all  future  times. 

Promife  for  promife  equally  afford, 
But  once  a  coniradr.  made,  ketp  well  your  word. 
For  (he  for  any  ail  of  hell  is  fit, 
And,  undifmay'd,  may  facrilege  commit, 
With  impious  b-mds  could  quench  the  veflal  fire, 
Foifon  herhufbtnd  in  her  arms  for  hire  ; 
Who  firft  to  take  a  lover's  gift  complies, 
And  then  defrauds  him,  and  his  claim  denies.          m 

But  hold,  my  mule,  check  thy  unruly  horfe, 
And  more  in  fight  purfue  th'  intended  courftr. 

If  love-epiftlcs  tender  lines,  impart, 
And  billet-doux  are  fent,  to  found  yr.ur  heart ; 
Let  all  fuch  letters,  by  a  faithful  tmid, 
Or  confident,  bi  fecretly  convey'd  : 
Soon  from  the   words  you'll  judge,  if  read  with 

care, 

When  fcign'd  a  paffion  is,  and  when  fincere. 
Jr. re  in  return  ynu  writs,  fime.  time  require; 
Delays,  if  not  too  long,  increafe  defire  : 
Nor  let  the  preffing  youth  with  cafe  obtain, 
Nor  yet  refufe  him  with  too  rude  difdaiti  : 
Now  let  his  hope*,  novv  let  his  fears  increafe, 
But  by  degrees  let  fear  to  hops  give  place. 

Be  (ure  avoid  let  phrafs?,  when  you  write  ; 
The  ufual  way  of  fpeech  is  more  polite. 
How  h:ive  I  fcen  the  puzzled  lover  vcx'd, 
To  read  a  letter  with  hard  words  perplex'd  '. 
A  ftyle  too  coarfe  takes  from  a  handiome  face, 
And  makes  us  wiih  an  uglier  in  its  place. 

But  fince  (though  chaitity  be  not  your  care\ 
You  from  your  huiband  ftill  would  hide  th'  affair, 
Write  to  no  ftran^er  till  his  truth  be  cry'd, 
Nor  in  a  foolifh  nefTcoger  confide. 
What  agonies  that  woman  undergoes, 
Whofe  hand  the  traitor  threatens  to  eipof:  ; 
Who,  raflily  trufting,  dreads  to  be  deceiv'd, 
And  lives  for  ever  to  that  dread  enfliv'd  1 
Such  treachery  can  never  befurpafs'd, 
For  thofe  Uii'-'overies  fure  as  light'ning  blafl. 
Iviight  I  advile,  fraud  fhould  with  fraud  be  paid ; 
Let  arms  repel  all  who  with  arms  invade. 

But  fince  your  letters  may  be  brought  to  lightj 
What  if  in  ftveral  hands  you  leani'd  to  write  1 
My  curie  on  him  who  lint  the  fex  betray'd, 
Am!  this  advice  fo  nec_'ffary  made. 
Nor  let  yuur  pocket-book  two  hands  contain, 
Firft  rub  your  lover's  out,  then  wri'e  again. 
Still  one  contrivance  more  remains  behind, 
Which  you  may  ulc  as  a  convenient  blind ; 
As  if  to  women  writ,  your  letters  fr^me, 
And  let  your  friend  to  you  fubt'cribu  a  female  name. 

Now  greater  things  to  tell,  my  mufs  prepare, 
And  clap  on  all  the  iail  the  bark  can  bear. 
N  n  ij 
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Let  no  rcde  paffiohs  In 'your  looks  find  place  ; 
For  fury  will  deform  the  fined  face  : 
Ic  fwells  the  lips,  and  blackens  all  the  veins, 
"While  in  'he  eye  a  Gordon  horror  reigns. 

Wiien  on  her  flute  divine  Minerva  play'd, 
And  in  a  fountain  law  the  change  it  made, 
Swelling  her  cheek  ;  fhe  flung  it  quite  afide  : 
."   Nor  is  thy  mufic  fo  much  worth,"  {he  cry'd. 
Look  in  your  glafe  when  you  wi'h  anger  glow, 
And   you'll   confefs,   you   fcarce    yourlelvcs    can 

know. 

Nor  with  exceffive  pride  infult  the  fight, 
For  gentle  looks,  aline,  to  love  invite. 
Believe  it  as  a  truth  that's  daily  try'd, 
There's  nothing  more  deteftable  than  pride. 
How  have  I  feen  fome  airs  difgull  create, 
Like  things  which  by  antipathy  we  hate! 
Let  looks  with  looks,  and  fmiles  with  fmiles  be 

paid, 

,  And  when  your  lover  bows,  incline  your  head. 
So  love  preluding,  plays  at  firft  with  hearts, 
And  after  wounds  with  deeper-piercing  darts. 
Nor  me  a  melancholy  mifbefs  charms; 
Let  fad  Tecmeffa  weep  in  Ajax'  arms. 
Let  mourning  beauties  fullen  heroes  move, 
"We  cheerful  men  like  gaiety  in  love, 
let  Hector  in  Andromache  delight, 
"Wh",  in  bewailing  Troy,  waftes  all  the  night. 
Had  they  not  both  born  children  (to  be  plain), 
I  ne'er  could  think  they'd  with  their  hufbands  lain. 
I  no  idea  in  my  mind  can  frame, 
That  either  one  or  t'other  doleful  dame 
Could  toy,  could  fondle,  or  could  call  their  lords 
"  My  life,  my  foul ;"  orfpcak  endearing  words. 

Why  from  companions  fhould  I  refrain. 
Or  fear  1'mall  things  by  greater  to  explain  ? 
Obferve  what  conduct  prudent  generals  ufe, 
And  how  their  feveral  officers  they  choofc; 
To  one  a  charge  of  infantry  commit, 
Another  for  the  horfe  is  thought  more  fit. 
So  you  your  feveral  lovers  fhould  felect, 
And,  as  you  find  them  qualified,  dire»5h 
The  wealthy  lover  ftore  of  gold  fhould  fend; 
The  lawyer  fhouid,  in  courts,  your  caufe  defend. 
\Ve,   who  write  verfe,   with  verfe  alone  fhould 

bribe ; 

Moft  apt  to  love  is  all  the  tuneful  tribe. 
By   us,   your  lame   fhall  through    the  world  be 

blaz'd ; 

So  Nemefis,  fo  Cynthia's  name  was  rais'd. 
From  eaft  to  weft,  Lycoris'  praifes  ring; 
JNor  are  Corinna's  iilent,  whom  we  fing. 
No  fraud  the  pott's  facred  tirtaft  can  bear; 
XtfilJ  arc  his  manner",  and  his  heart  fincere  : 
Nor  wraith  he  fecks,  nor  feels  ambition's  fires, 
Bui  fhuns   the  bar ;    and  books   and  ihades  re 
quires. 

Too  faithfully.  a!js  '.   we  know  to  love, 
\Virh  eaie  we  fix,  but  we  with  pain  remove; 
Our  fofttr  ftudies  with  our  fouls  combine. 
And  both  to  tendcrnd's  our  hearts  incline. 
Be  gentle,  virgins,  to  the  poit's  prayer, 
The  God  thaf  tills  him,  and  the  mule  revere; 

fhiisg  divirc  is  in  us,  and  from  heaven 
'A  I.'  ir.lpiiiug  fpirit  can  alcNe  be  given. 


'Tisfin,  a  price  from  poets  to  exact; 
But  'tis  a  fin  no  woman  fears  to  act. 
Yet  hide,  howe'er,  your  avarice  from  fight, 
Left  you  too  foon  your  new  admirer  fright. 

As  ikilful  riders  rein  with  different  force, 
A  ne\*-back'd  courfer,  and  a  well-train'd  horfe; 
Do  you,  by  different  management,  engage 
The  man  in  years,  and  youth  of  greener  age. 
This,  while  the  wiles  of  love  are  yit  unknown, 
Will  gladly  cleave  to  you,  and  you  alone  : 
With  kind  careffes  oft  indulge  the  boy, 
And  all  the  harveft  of  his  heat  enjoy. 
Alone,  thus  blefs'd,  of  rivals  moft  beware  ; 
Nor  love  nor  empire  can' a  rival  bear. 
Men  more  difcreetly  love,  when  more  mature, 
And  many  things,  which  youth  difdains,  endure  : 
No  windows  break,  nor  houfes  fet  on  fire, 
Nor  tear  their  own,  or  miftrefs's  attire. 
In  youth,  the  boiling  blood  gives  fury  vent, 
But  men  in  years  more  calmly  wrongs  refent. 
As  wood  when  green,  or  as  a  torch  when  wet, 
They  flowly  burn,  but  long  retain  their  heat. 
More  bright  is  youthful  flame,  but  fooner  dies; 
Then  fwiftly  fcize  the  joy  that  iwiftly  flies. 

Thus  all  betraying  to  the  beauteous  foe, 
How  furely  to  enflave  ourfclves  we  (how  1 
To  truft  a  traitor,  you'll  no  fcruple  make, 
Who  is  a  traitor  only  for  your  fake. 

Who  yields  too  foon,  will  loon  her  lover  lofc; 
Would  you  retain  him  long,  then  long  refufe. 
Oft  at  your  door  make  him  for  entrance  wait, 
There  let  him  lie,  and  threaten  and  entreat. 
When  cloy'd  withfweets,  bitters  the  tafte  reftore; 
Ship.-,,  by  fair  winds  are  fometimes  run  afhore. 
Hence  fprings  thecoldnefs  of  a  marry'd  life, 
The  hufband,  when  he  pleafes,  has  hi»  wife. 
Bar  but  your  gate,  and  let  your  porter  cry 
"   Here's  no  admittance,  Sir  .    I  mult  deny." 
The  very  hufband,  fo  repuls'd,  will  find 
A  growing  inclination  to  he  kind. 

Thus  far  with  foils  you've  fought;  thofe  laid"j 

afide,  / 

I  now  fharp  weapons  for  the  fex  provide;  T 

No  doubt,  againft  myfelf  to  fee  them  try'd.        j 

When  firft  a  lover  you  dtfign  to  charm 
Beware,  left  jealoufies  his  foul  alarm  ; 
Make  him  believe,  with  all  the  (kill  you  can, 
That  he,  and  only  he's  the  happy  man. 
Anon,  by  due  degrees,  fmall  doubts  create, 
And  let  him  fear  fome  rival's  better  fate. 
Such  little  arts  make  love  its  vigour  hold, 
Which  clfs  w-.uld  languifU,  and  too  foon  grow  old 
Then  {trains  the  courier,  to  outflrip  the  wind, 
When  one  before  him  runs,  and   one  he  hears  be 
hind 

Love,  when  extinct,  fufpicions  may  revive; 
1  own,  when  mine's  fecnre.  'tis  fcarcc  alive. 
Vet  one  precaution  to  this  rule  belong*  ; 
Let  us  at  molt  iulpect,  not  prove  our  wrongs. 
Sometime!,  your  lover  to  incite  the  more, 
Pretend  your  hufuand's  fpies  befet  the  door  : 
Though  free  as  Th;ii«,  llill  affect  a  fright, 
For  feeming  d<Dger  heightens  the  deiij'ht. 
Oft  let  tliO  youth  in  through  your  window  fleal. 
Though  he  might  enter  at  the  door  as  well ; 
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And  fometimes  let  your  maid  furprife  pretend, 
And  beg  you  in  fome  hole  t<>  hide  your  friend. 
Yet  ever  and  anon  difpel  his  fear, 
And  let  him  tafte  of  happinefs  fincere; 
•  Left,  quite  difhearten'd  with  too  much  fatigue, 
He  -fhould  grow  weary  of  the  dull  intrigue. 

But  I  forget  to  tell  how  you  may  try 
Both  to  evade  the  hufband,  and  the  fpy. 

That  wives  fhould  of  their  hufbands  ftand  in 

awe, 

Agrees  with  juftice,  modefty,  and  law  : 
But  that  a  miftrefs  may  be  lawful  prize, 
None  but  her  keeper,  I  am  fure,  denies: 
For  fuch  fair  nymphs  thefe  precepts  are  de-fign'd, 
Which  ne'er  can  fail,  join'd  with  a  willing  mind. 
Though   ftuck   with    Argus'   eyes   your    keeper 

were, 
Advis'd  by  me,  you  (hall  elude  his  care. 

When  y»u  to  wafh  or  bathe  retire  from  fight, 
Can  he  obferve  what  letters  then  you  write  ? 
Or,  can  his  caution  againft  fuch  provide, 
Which,  in  her  breaft,  your  confident  may  hide  ? 
Can  he  the  note  beneath  her  garter  view, 
Or  that,  which,  more  conceal'd,  is  in  her  fhoe  ? 
Yet,  thefe  perceiv'd,  you  may  her  back  undrefs, 
Aiid,  writing  on  her  flcin,  your  mind  cxprels. 
New  milk,  or  pointed  fpires  of  flax,  when  green, 
Will  irk  fupply"  and  letters  mark  unfecn  : 
Fair  will  the  paper  fhow,  nor  can  be  read, 
Till  all  the  writing's  with  warm  afhesfpread. 

AcriOus  was,  with  all  his  care,  betray'd ; 
And  in  his  tower  of  brafs  a  gran^ifire  made. 

Can  fpies  avail,  when  you  to  plays  refort, 
Or  in  the  circus  view  the  noble  fport  ? 
Or,  can  you  be  to  Ids'  face  purfued, 
Or  Cybele's,  whofe  rites  ail  men  exclude  ? 
Though  watchful  fervants  to  the  bagnio  come, 
They're  ne'er  admitted  to  the  bathing  room. 
Or  when  fome  fudden  ficknefs  you  pretend,     • 
May  you  not  take  to  your  Tick  bed  a  friend  ? 
Falfe  keys  a  private  paffage  may  procure, 
If  not,  there  are  more  ways  beiides  the  door. 
Sometimes,  with   wine,   your  watchful  follower 

treat; 

When  drurk,  you  imy  with  eafe  his  care  defeat ; 
Or,  to  prevent  too  fudden  a  furprife, 
Prepare  a  flceping  draught  to  feal  his  eyes : 
Or  let  your  maid,  Ibil  longer  time  to  gain, 
An  inclination  for  his  pe  fon  feign  ; 
With  fain-  refiftance  let  her  drill  him  on, 
And,  after  competent  delays,  be  won. 

But  what  need  all  rhcfe  various  doubtful  wiles, 
Since  gi  Id  the  greateft  vigilance  heguili •••  ? 
Beneve  me.  men  and  gods  wi'h  gifi&  ai  e  pleas'd  ; 
Ev'n  angry  Jove  with  offerings  is  appeas'd. 
With  prdents,  foois  and  .vife  alike  are  caught, 
Give  but  enough,  the  hufb'ind  may  be  bought. 
Eu-  let  me  warn  you,  when  y  >u  iiribe  a  fpy, 
That  you  fdr  ever  his  connivance  buy; 
Pay  him  his  p;ice  at  once,  for  wi'h  iuch  men 
You'll  know  no  end  of  giving  now  and  then. 

Once,  I  remember,  1  with  caufe  complain'd 
Of  jealoufy,  occalion'd  by  a  friend 
Believe  me,  apprenerifions  of  that  kind 
Are  not  awne  to  our  falls  fex  confiu'd. 


Truft  not  too  far  your  fhe  companion's  trutTi, 

Left  flie  fometimes  Ibould  intercept  the  youth. : 

The  very  confident  that  lends  the  bed, 

May  entertain  your  lover  in  your  ftead; 

Nor  keep  a  fervant  with  too  fair  a  face, 

Fot  fuch  I've  known  fuppiy  her  lady's  place. 

But  whither  do  1  run  with  heedlefs  rage, 
Teaching  the  foe  unequal  war  to  wage  ? 
Did  ever  bird  the  fowkr's  net  prepare  ? 
Was  ever  hound  inftructed  by  the  hare  ? 
But,  all  felf-ends  and  intereft  fet  apart, 
I'll  faithfully  proceed  to  teach  my  art: 
Defencelefs  and  unarm'd,  expofe  my  life, 
And  for  the  Lemman  ladies  whet  the  knife. 

Psrpetnal  fondnefs  of  your  lover  feign, 
Nor  will  you  find  it  hard,  belief  to  gain; 
Full  of  himfelf,  he  your  defign  will  atd, 
To  what  we  wifh,  'tis  eafy  to  p^rfuade. 
With  dying  eyes  his  face  and  for  n  furvey, 
Then  figh,  and  wonder  he  fo  long  could  flay. 
Now  drop  a  tear  your  forrows  to  affuage, 
Anon  reproach  hi  M,  and  pretend  to  rage  : 
Such  proofs  asthde  will  all  diftruft  remove, 
And  make  him  pity  y.mr  excefllve  love. 
Scarce'  to  himfelf  will  he  forbear  to  cry, 
"    How  can  I  let  this  poor  fond  crea'ure  die  ?" 
But  chiefly  one,  fuch  fond  behaviour  fire-, 
Who  courts  his  glafs,  and   his  own  charms  ad 
mires. 

Proud  of  the  homage  to  'iis  merit  done, 
He'll  think  a  goddef?  might  vvrh  eafe  be  won. 

Light  wrongs,  be  fure,  you  ilill  with  tnildnefs 

bear, 

Nor  ftraight  fly  out,  when  you  a  rival  fear : 
Let  not  youi  paffioH  o'er  ynur  lenfe  prevail, 
Nor  crtdit  lightly  every  idle  'ale. 
Let  Piocris*  fate  a  fad  example  be 
Of  what  effects  attend  credulity. 

Near  where  his  purple  head  4ymettus  fhows, 
And  flowering  hills,  a  lac  red  fountain  flows ; 
With  foft  and  verdatit  turf  the  foil  is  fpread. 
And  fweetly-fim- Hing  fhrubs  the  ground  o'erfhade. 
There  rofemary  and  bay  their  odours  join, 
And  with  the  fragrant  myrtle's  fcenr  conviine. 
The  tamarifkii  with  thick  Ic-av'd  box  are  found, 
And  cytiffus  and  gardeu  pines  abound  : 
While  through   the   boughs  foft  winds  of  zephyr 

pafs, 

T.'  emble  the  leaves,  and  tender  tops  of  grafs. 
Hither  would  Ccphalus  retreat  to  reft, 
When  tir'd  with  hunting,  or  with  heat  oppreft ; 
Anil  thus  to  Air  the  panting  youth  would  pray, 
"  Come,  gentle  Aura,  come,  this  heat  allay  " 
But  fome  tale-beading,  too  officious  friend, 
-By  chance  o'erheard  him,  as  he  thus  complain'd  ; 
Who  with  the  nevvs  to  Procrij  quick  repair'd, 
Repeating  wrd  for  w.°rd  wfiat  fhe  had  heard. 
•  So-ill  as  the  name  of  Aura  rcach'd  tier  ears, 
With  jealousy  farpri^'d,  and  fainting  fears, 
Her  rofy  colour  fled  her  lovely  face, 
And  agonies,  like  deatn,  fupply'd  the  place  : 
Pale  fhe  appear'd  as  are  the  falling  leaves, 
When  firft  the  vine  the  winter's  b!a!t  receivt*. 
Of  ripen'd  quinces,  fuch  tiie  yellow  hue, 
Or,  when  unripe,  w£  cornel-berries  view. 
N  n  lit 
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R.evivirg  from  her  fwocn,  her  robes  fhe  tore, 
Nor  her  own  faultlcfs  face  to  wound  forbore. 
.  Now  all  diflievell'd,  to  the  wood  fhe  flies, 
"With  Bacchanalian  ft'.ry  in  her  eyes. 
Thither  arriv'd,  fbe  leaves  below  her  friends, 
And  t\\  alone  the  ihady  hill  afcends. 
"What  f' •)!}',  Procris,  o'er  thy  mind  prevail1  d? 
What  i age  thus  fataily  to  lie  conceal'd  ? 
Whoe'er  this  Aura  be  (fuch  was  thy  thought), 
She  now  fhr.ll  in  the  very  fadt  be  caught. 
Anon,  thy  In-art  repents  its  rafh  dengO?, 
And  now  to  go,  and  now  to  flay  inclines  : 
Thus  love  with  doubts  perplexes  flill  thy  mind. 
And  imkes  thee  leek  what  thou  muft  dread  to 

find. 

But  flill  thy  rival's  name  rings  in  thy  ears, 
And  more  I'ufpicioua  flill  the  place  appears ; 
But  mere  than  all,  exceffive  lo-vc  deceives, 
Which  all  it  fears,  too  eafily  believes. 

And  now  a  chilnefs  runs  through  every  vein, 
Soon  as  {he  faw  where  Ophalus  had  lain. 
*Twa«  mx/n,  uhtn  he  again  rctir'd,  to  fhun 
The  fcoi  clung  ardour  of  the  mid- day  fun  : 
With  water  fiift  he  fprinkled  o'er  his  face, 
Which  glow'd  with  heat,  then  fought  his  ufual 

place. 

Procri?,  with  anxious,  but  with  filent  care, 
"View'c!  him  extended,  with  hisbofom  bare; 
And  hear'd  him  foon  th'  accuflom'd  words  repeat, 
"  Come,  zephyr ;  Aura,  come;  allay  this  heat :" 
Soon  as  fhe  found  her  error,  from  the  word, 
Her  colour  and  her  temper  were  reftor'd. 
With  joy  fhe  rofc  to  clafp  him  in  her  arms, 
35ut  Cephalus,  the  ruflling  noife  alarms  ; 
Sonic  bta  t  he  thinks  he  in  tliebufhes  hears, 
And  [trait  his  arrows  and  his  bow  prepares. 
"  Hold,  hold,  unhappy  youth  !" — I  call  in  vain, 
With  thy  own  hand  thou  haft  thy  Prucru-  flain. 
1"  Me,  me  (fhe  crietj   thou'il  wounded  with  thy 

"  dart !  ' 

"  But  Cephalus  was  wont  to  wound  this  heart. 
**  Yet  lighter  on  my  afhcs  earth  will  lie, 
"  Since,  though  untimely,  I  unrivall'd  die  : 
"  Come,  chfe   with  thy  dear  hand  my  eyes  in 

v  death, 

"  Jealous  of  air,  to  air  I  yield  my  breath." 
Clofe  to  his  heavy  heart  her  check  he  laid, 
I-ir.d  wafh'd,  with  ftreaming  tears,  the  wound  he 

made  ; 

At  length  the  fprings  of  life  their  currents  leave, 
And  her  laft  gal'p  her  hufband's  lips  receive. 

Now,  to  purfue  our  voyage  we  provide, 
Till  late  to  port  our  weary  bark  we  guide. 

You  may  espe&,  perhaps,  I  now  fhoukl  teach 
What  rules  to  treats  and  entertainments  reach. ' 
CLIJW  i-o:  the  firft,  invited  to  a  feaft ; 
Hathcr  cc.mc  laft,  as  a  more  grateful  g 
Tor  that,  of  which  we  fear  to  be  dcpriv'd, 
Meets  with  the  fureft  welcome  \vhcn  aniv'd. 
Hefides,  complexions  (  f  a  coarfer  kind 
Ffom  cand'.e-light  r.o  fmall  advantage  find. 
JJurit'S  the  time  you  tat  obierve  fome  grace, 
IS;..r  let  your  unwip'd  hand;  befmear  your  face  ; 
iv'or  yet  tr.o  fqueamifhly  your  meat  avoid, 
Left  we  iufpcct  you  were  iu  private  cli-y'd. 


Of  all  extremes  in  ci'herTund  beware, 
And  fiill  before  your  belly'*  full  forbear. 
No  glutton-nymph,  however  fair,  can  wound, 
Though  more  than  Helen  fhe  in  charms  abound. 

I  own,  I  think,  of  wine  the  moderate  ufe 
More  fuits  the  lex,  and  fboner  finds  exctife; 
It  warms  the  blood,  adds  luftrc  to  the  eyes, 
And  wine  and  love  have  always  been  allies. 
But  carefully  from  all  intemperance  keep, 
Nor  drink  till  you  fee  double,  lifp,  or  fleep. 
For  in  fuch  fleeps  brutalities  are  done, 
Which,  though  you  iothe,  you  have  no  power  to 
fhun. 

And  now  th'  inflrucled  nymph  from  table  led, 
Should  next  be  taught  how  to  behave  in  bed. 
But  rwcdefly  forbids  :   nor  m<;re,  my  mufe 
With  weary  wings  the  labour'd  flight  purfucs; 
Her  purple  fwans  unyok'd  the  chariot  leave, 
And  needful  reft  (their  journey  done)  receive. 

Thus,  with  impartial  care,  my  art  1  fhow, 
And  equal  arms  on  either  fcx  beftow  : 
While  men  and  maids,  who  by  my  rules  improve, 
Ovid  mult  own  c heir  mailer  is  in  love. 


OF  PLEASING. 

AN    EPISTLE  TO  SIR  RICHARD   TEMPLE. 

'Tis  flrange,  dear  Temple,  how  it  comes  to  pafs, 
That  no  one  man  ispleas'd  with  what  he  has. 
So  Horace  fings— and  lure  as  ilrange  is  this, 
That  no  one  man's  difpleas'd  with  what  he  is. 
The  foc.lifh,  ugly,  dull,  impertinent, 
Are  with  their  perfons  and  their  parts  content. 
Nor  is  that  all,  fo  odd  a  thing  is  man, 
He  moft  would  be  what  kail  he  fbould  or  can. 
Hence,  homely  faces  flill  are  foremofl  fcen, 
And  crois-fhap'd  fops  aflc<9:  the  niceit  mien  ; 
Cowards  extol  true  courage  to  the  ikies, 
And  fools  are  ftill  mofl  forward  to  advifc; 
Th'  uiftrufted  wretch  to  fecrecy  pretends, 
Whifpering  hi*  nothing  round  to  all  as  friends. 
£)ull  rogues  affe<5l  the  politician's  part, 
And  learn  to  nod,  and  fmile,  and  flirug  with  art, 
Who  nothing  has  to  l<;fe,  the  war  bewail*, 
And  he  who  nothing  pays,  at  taxes  rail*. 
Thus  man  perverfe  againft  plain  nature  flrivcs, 
And  to  be  artfully  aLfurd  contrives. 
Plautus  will  dance,  .Lufcus  at  ogling  aims, 
Old  Tritus  keeps  and  undone  i'u.hus  Barnes. 
Noilome  Curciilio,  whofe  envenom'd  breath, 
1  hough  at  a  diflance  utter'd,  threatens  death, 
Full  in  your  teeth  his  flit  king  whifpt-r  throws; 
N'T  mends  his  manners,  though  you  hold  your  nofc. 
Therfitcs,  who  feems  born  to  give  offence, 
From  uncouth  form,  and  frontlefs  impudence, 
Affumes  foft  airs,  and  with  a  flur  comes  in, 
Attempts  a  fmile,  and  mock?  you  with  a  grin. 
Raucus  harangues  with  a  diffuafivc  grace, 
And  HclJuo  invites  with  a  forbidding  face. 

Nature  to  etch  allots  his  proper  Ij-.herc, 
But,  that  forfaken,  we  like  comets  err:        [broke, 
Tofa'd  through  the  void,  by  fome  rude  fhotk  we're1 
And  all  her  bcufled  fire  i»  loll  in  fn.oke. 
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Next  to  obtaining  Wealth,  or  power,  or  cafe, 

Men  mod  affect  in  general  to  pleafe ; 

Of  thb  affection  vanity's  the  fotirce, 

And  vanity  alone  obftructs  its  courfe ; 

That  telefcope  of  fools,  through  which  they  fpy 

Merit  remote,  and  think  the  object  ni^h. 

The  glafs  remov'd,  would  each  himfclf  furvey, 

And   in   juft   fcales    his    ftrength   and   wcaknefs 

.  weigh, 

Purfue  the  path  for  which  he  was  defign'd, 
And  to  his  proper  force  adapt  his  mind  ; 
Scarce  one  b«t  to  fome  merit  might  pretend, 
Perhaps  might'  pleafe,  at  leaft  would  not  offend. 
Who  would  reprove  us  while  he  makes  us  laugh, 
Muft  be  no  Bavins,  but  a  Bickerftaff, 
If  Garth,  or  Blackmore,  friendly  potions  give, 
We  bid  the  dying  patient  drir.k  and  live  : 
When  Marus  conies,  we  cry,  "  Beware  the  pill;" 
And  wifti  the  tradefman  we.-e  a  tradei'man  fiill. 
If  Addifon,  or  Rowe,  or  Prior  write, 
We  fludy  them  with  profit  and  delight  : 
But  when  vile  Macer  and  Mundungus  rhyme, 
We  grieve  we've  learnt  to  read,  ay,  curfe  the  time. 
All  rules  of  pleating  in  this  one  unite, 
"   Affect  not  any  thing  in  nature's  fpite." 
Baboons  and  apes  ridiculous  we  find  ; 
For  what?  For  ill-refembling  human-kind. 
"   None  are,  for  being  what  thry  are,  in  fault, 
•"  But  for  not  being  what  they  would  be  thought." 

Thus  I,  dear  friend,  to  you  my  thoughts  impart, 
As  to  one  perfect  in  the  pleafipg;  art ; 
If  art  it  may  be  call'd  in  you,  who  feem 
By  nature  form'd  for  love,  and  for  efteem. 
Affcclirg  none,  all  virtues  you  pofiefs, 
And  really  are  what  others  but  profefs. 
I'll  not  offend  you,  while  myfelf  I  pleafe ; 
I  loath  to  flatter,  though  I  love  to  praife. 
But  when  fuch  early  worth  fo  bright  appears, 
And  antedates  the  fame  which  waits  on  years; 
!  can't  fo  frupidly  affected  prove, 
Not  to  confefs  it  in  the  man  1  love. 
Though  now  I  aim  not  at  that  known  applaufe 
You've  won  in  arms,  and  in  your  country's  caufe; 
Nor  patriot  now,  nor  hero  I  commend, 
But  the  companion  praife,  and  boaft  the  friend. 

But  you  may  think,  and  fome,  lefs  partial,  fay, 
That  I  prefumetoo  much  in  this  effiy. 
How  fhould  I  (how  what  pleales?  How  explain 
A  rule,  to  which  I  never  could  attain  ? 
To  this  objection  I'll  make  no  reply, 
But  tell  a  tale,  which,  after,  we'll  apj  ly. 

I've  read,  or  heard,  a  learned  peribn  once 
(Concern'd  to  find  his  only  fon  a  dunce) 
Compos'd  a  book  in  favour  of  the  lad, 
Whuf'e  memory,  it  kerns,  was  very  bad. 
This  work  contain'd  a  world  of  wholefome  rules, 
To  help  the  frailty  of  forgetful  fools. 
The  careful  parent  laid  the  treatife  by, 
Till  time  fhould  make  it  proper  to  apply. 
Simon,  at  length,  the  look'd-for  age  attains, 
To  read  and  profit  by  his  father's  pains ; 
And  now  the  fire  prepares  the  bock  t'  impart, 
Which  was  yclept,  of  memory  the  art. 
But,  ih  !  how  oft  is  human  care  in  vain  ! 
|^r,  iiow  he  ccuU  net  fin. J  his  Look  again. 


The  place  where  he  had  laid  it  he  forgot, 
Nor  could  himfelf  remember  what  he  wrote. 

Now  to  apply  the  ftory  that  I  tell, 
Which,  if  not  true,  is  yet  invented  well. 
Such  is  my  cafe :   like  moft  of  theirs  who  teach ; 
I  ill  may  practife  what  I  well  may  preach. 
Myfelf  not  trying,  or  not  turn'd  to  pkafe, 
May  lay  the  line,  and  meafure  out  the  ways. 
The  Mulcibers,  who  i:i  the  minories  fwcat, 
And  mafiive  bars  on  ftubborn  anvils  beat, 
Deform'd  themfelves,  yet  forge  thofe  flays  of  fteel, 
Which  arm  Aurelia  with  a  fhape  to  kill. 
So  Macer  and  Mundungus  fchool  the  timJs, 
And  wrire  in  rugged    profe  the  rules  of  fofter 

rhymes. 

Well  do  they  play  the  careful  critic's  part, 
Inftructing  doubly  by  their  matchlefs  art : 
Rules  for  good  verfe  they  firft  with  pains  indite, 
Then  fhow  us  what  are  bad  by  what  they  write. 


A      LETTER 

TO  THE   RIGHT    HONOURABLE  THE 

LORD    VISCOUNT  COBHAM,  1739. 
"  Albi  fermonum  noitrcrum  candide  judtr." 

SJNCEREST  critic  of  my  profe  or  rhyme, 
Tell  how  thy  pleafing  Stowe  employs  thy  tine, 
Say,  Cobham,  what  amufes  thy  retreat  ? 
Or  ftratagems  of  war,  or  fchemes  of  ftate  ? 
Dolt  thou  recal  to  mind  with  joy,  or  grief, 
Great  Marlborough's  actions;  that  immortal  chief, 
Whofe  flighteft  trophy  rais'd  in  each  campaign, 
More  than  fuffic'd  to  fignalize  a  reign  ? 
Does  thy  remembrance  rifing  warm  thy  heart 
With  glory  paft,  where  thou  thyfelf  hadft  part  ? 
Or  doll  thou  grieve  indignant  now  to  fee 
The  fruitkfs  end  of  all  thy  victory  ; 
To  fee  th"  audacious  foe,  fo  late  fubdued, 
Difpute  thole  terms  for  which  fo  long  they  facdt 
As  if  Britannia  new  were  funk  fo  low, 
To  beg  that  peace  fhe  wonted  to  beftow  ? 
Be  far  that  guilt !  be  Re\er  known  that  fhatne ; 
That  England  fhou'd  retract  her  rightful  claim, 
Or,  ceafirg  to  be  dreaded  and  ador'd, 
Stain  with  her  p;.- n  the  luftre  of  her  fword. 
Or  dofl  thou  ;/ive  the  winds  afar  to  blow 
Each  vexing  thought,  and  hesrt  devouring  woe, 
And  fix  thy  mind  alur.e  on  rural  fcenes; 
To  turn  the  kveli'd  lawns  to  liquid  plains, 
To  raife  the  creepi  -g  rills  from  humble  bedj, 
And  force  the  latent  fprings  to  lift  they:  heads, 
On  watery  columns,  capitals  to  rear, 
That  mis;  their  flowing  curls  with  upper  air  ! 
Or  doft  thou,  weary  grown,  thefc  works  neglect, 
No  temples,  ftatues,  obelifks,  ereft, 
Butcatch  the  morniqg  breeze  from  fragrant  meads? 
Or  fliun  the  noontide  ray  in  wholelome 
Or  flowly  walk  along  the  mazy  wood, 
To  meditate  on  all  that's  wife  and  goodj 
For  nature,  bountiful,  in  thce  has  join'd, 
A  psrfon  pleaflr^  with  a  worthy  auni 
K  n  iiij 
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Not  given  thee  form  alone,  bur  means,  and  art, 
To  draw  the  eye,  rr  to  allure  the  heart. 
Poor  were  the  praife  in  fortune  to  excel, 
Yet  want  the  way  to  ufe  that  fortune  well. 
"While  thus  adorn'd,  while  thus  with  virtue  crown'd, 
At  home  in  peace,  abroad  in  arms  renown'd ;  * 
Graceful  in  form,  and  winning  in  addrefs; 
"While  well  you  think,  what  aptly  you  expref»; 
With  health,  with  honour,  with  a  fair  ellace, 
A  table  free,  and  eloquently  neat, 
"What  can  be  added  more  to  mortal  blifs? 
What  can  he  want  who  (lands  poffeft  of  this  ? 
What  can  the  fondefl  wifhing  mother  more 
Qf  heaven  attentive  for  her  ion  implore  ? 
And  yeu  a  happinefs  lemains.unknown, 
Or  to  philofophy  reveal'd  alone; 
A  precept,  which,  unpra&i&'d,  renders  vain 
Thy  flowing  hopes,  and  pleafure  turns  to  pain. 
Should  hope  and  fear  thy  heart  alternate  tear, 
Or  love,  or  hate,  or  rage,  or  anxious  care, 
Whatever  paffions  may  thy  mind  infeft, 
(Where  is  that  mind  which  paffions  ne'er  moleft?) 
Amidft  the  pangs  of-fuch  inteftine  ftrife, 
Still  think  the  prefent  day  the  laft  of  life  ; 
Defer  not  till  to-morrow  to  be  wife, 
To-morrow's  fun  to  thee  may  never  rife. 
Or  fhould  to-morrow  chance  to  cheer  thy  fight 
With  her  enlivening  and  unl.iok'd-for  light, 
How  grateful  will  appear  her  dawning  rays! 
As  favours  unexpected  doubly  pleafe.  [fues, 

Wh>:  thus  can  think,  and  who  fuch  thoughts  pur- 
Content  may  keep  his  life,  or  calmly  lofe  : 
All  proofs  of  this  thou  may'ft  thyfelf  receive, 
When  leifure  from  affairs  will  give  thee  leave, 
Come,  fee  thy  friend,  retir'd  without  regret, 
iForgetting  care,  or  ftriving  to  forget ; 
In  eafy  contemplation  fonthing  time 
With  morals  much,  and  now  and  then  with  rhyme : 
Nat  fo  robuft  in  body,  as  in  mind, 
And  always  undejecled,  though  declin'd  ; 
Not  wondering  at  the  world's  new  wicked  ways, 
Compar'd  with  thofe  of  our  fore- father's  days ; 
For  virtue  now  is  neither  more  or  lefs, 
And  vice  is  only  varied  in  the  drefs. 
Believe  it,  men  have  ever  been  the  fame, 
And  all  the  gulden  age  is  but  a  dream. 


WRITTEN  AT  TUNBRIDGE  WELLS, 

ON 

MISS   TEMPLE, 
AFTERWARDS^LADY  OF  SIR  THOMAS  LYTTELTOU 

LEAVE,  leave  the  drawing-room, 
Where  fl<Avcr.;  of  beauty  us'd  to  bloom; 
The  nymph  that's  fattd  to  o'ercome, 

Now  triumphs  at  the  wells. 
Her  fhape,  and  air,  and  eyes, 
Her  face,  the  gay,  the  grave,  the  wife, 
The  beau,  in  fpite  of  bnx  and  dice, 

Acknowledge,  all  excels. 

Ceafe,  ceafe.  to  afk  her  name, 

The  crowued  mute's  nobleft  themeA 

Whole  glory  by  immortal  fame 


Shall  only  founded  be. 
But  if  you  long  to  know, 
Then  look  round  yonder  dazzling  row  ! 
Who  moft  does  like  an  angel  fhow, 

YOU  may  be  fure  'tis  fhe. 

See  near  thofe  facred  fprings, 
Which  cure  to  fell  difeafes  brings, 
(As  ancient  fame  of  Ida  fings) 

Three  goddeffes  appear ! 
Wealth,  glory,  two  poffeft ; 
The  third  with  charming  beanty  blefi, 
So  fair,  that  heaven  and  earth  confert 

She  conquer'd  everywhere. 

Like  her,  this  charmer  now 
Makes  every  love-fick  gazer  bow ; 
Nay,  even  old  age  her  power  allow, 

And  banifh'd  flames  recall. 
Wealth  can  no  trophy  rear, 
Nor  glory  now  the  garland  wear : 
To  beauty  every  Paris  here 

Devotes  the  golden  ball. 


E  P  ,1  G  R  A  M 

ON    THE    SICKNESS    OF    MADAM    MOHUN,   ANU 
MR.  CONGREVE. 

ONE  fatal  day,  a  fympathctic  fire 
Seiz'd  him  that  writ,  and  her  that  did  infpire. 
Mohun,  the  mufes  theme,  their  matter  Congrevc, 
Beauty  ahd  wit,  had  like  to  've  lain  in  one  grave. 


A  PINDARIC  ODE 

HUMBLY  OFFERED  TO  THE  OJJEEN, 

On  tie   -vifforious  Progrefi    of  her   Majefty's   Ar 
under  the  conduti  of  the  Dute  of  Marlboraug b. 

TO  WHICH  IS  PREFIXED, 

A  DISCOURSE  ON  THE  PINDARIC  ODE. 

"  Operofa  parvus 

"  Carmina  fingo."     HOR.  Lib.  iv.  OJe  a. 


A  Difeourfc  an  the  Pindaric  Ode. 

THE  following  ode  is  an  attempt  towards  reftorito 
the  regularity  of  the  ancient  lyric  poetry,  which 
feems  to  Ue  altogether  forgotten  or  unknown  by 
our  Eiiglifh  writers. 

There  is  nothing  more  frequent  among  us,  than 
a  fort  of  poems  intituled  Pindaric  Odes  ;  pretend 
ing  to  be  written  in  imitation  of  the  manner  and 
ftyle  of  Pindar,  and  yet  I  do  not  know  that  there 
is  to  thi*  day  extant  in  our  language,  one  ode  con 
trived  after  his  model.  What  idea  can  an  Eng- 
lifh  reader  have  of  Pindar  (to  whofe  mouth,  when 
a  child,  the  bees  brought  their  honey,  in  omen  of 
the  future  Iwcctnefs  and  melody  of  his  fongs)  when 
he  fhall  fee  fuch  rumbling  snd  grating  papers  C/f 
yerfcs,  wr  e;endin£  to  be  copies  of  his  work*  I 


POEMS, 


The  character  of  thefe  late  Pindarics  is,  a  bundle 
of  rambling  incoherent  thoughts,  expreffed  in  av 
like  parcel  of  irregular  ftanzas,  which  alfo  confift 
of  fuch  another  complication  of  dif proportioned,  ! 
uncertain,  and  perplexed  verfes  and  rhymes.  And 
I  appeal  to  any  reader,  if  this  is  not  the  condition 
in  which  thefe  titular  odes  appear. 

On  the  contrary,  there  is  nothing  more  regular 
than   the  odes  of  Pindar,  both  as  to  the  exadt  ob- 
fervation  of  the   meafures  and  numbers   of   his 
ftanzas  and  verfes,  and  the  perpetual  coherence  of 
his  thoughts.     For  though  his  digreffion*  are  fre-  \ 
quent,  and  his  tranfitions  fudden,  yet  is  there  ever  < 
ibme  lecret  connexion,  which,  though  not  always 
appearing  to  the  eye,  never  fails  to  communicate 
itfelf  to  the  underftanding  of  the  reader. 

The  liberty  which  he  took  in  his  numbers,  and 
which  has  been  fo  mifunderftood  and  mifapplied 
by  his  pretended  imitators,  was  only  in  varying  I 
the  ftanzas  in  different  odes;  but  in  each  particu 
lar  ode  they  are  ever  corrcfpondent  one  to  another 
in  their  turns,  and  according  to  the  order  of  the 
ode. 

All  the  odes  of  Pindar  which  remain  to  us,  are 
fpngs  of  triumph,  victory,  or  fucctfs,  in  the  Gre 
cian  games  :  they  were  fung  by  a  chorus,  and 
adapted  to  the  lyre  and  fometimes  to  the  lyre  and 
pipe-:  they  confifted  ofteneft  of  three  ftanzas  ;  the 
firil  was  called  the  Strophe,  from  the  verfion  or 
circular  motion  of  the  fingers  in  that  ftanza  from 
the  right  hand  to  the  left.  The  fecond  ftanza  was 
called  the  Antiftrophe,  from  the  controverfion  of 
the  chorus;  the  fingers,  in  performing  that,  turn- 
'  ing  from  the  left  hand  to  the  right,  r  .  trary  al 
ways  to  their  motion  in  the  ftrophe.  i'he  third 
ftanza  was  called  the  Epode  (it  may  be  as  being 
the  after-fong),  which  they  lung  in  the  middle, 
neither  turning  to  one  hand  nor  the  other. 

What  the  origin  was  of  thefe  different  motions 
and  ftations  in  finging  their  odes,  is  not  our  pre- 
fent  bufinefs  to  inquire.  Some  have  thought  that, 
by  the  contrariety  of  the  ftrophe  and  antiftrophe, 
they  intended  to  reprefent  the  contrarotation  of 
the  frimum  mobile,  in  refpedl  of  theficuncfa  mobilia  ; 
and  that,  by  their  {landing  fUll  at  the  epode,  they 
meant  to  fignify  the  ftability  of  the  earth.  Others 
afcribe  the  inflitution  to  Thefeus,  who  thereby 
expreffed  the  windings  and  turnings  of  the  laby 
rinth,  in  celebrating  his  return  from  thence. 

The  method  oblerved  in  the  compofition  of 
thefe  odes,  was  therefore  as  follows :  The  poet 
having  made  choice  of  a  certain  number  of  verfes 
to  conftitute  his  ftrophe  or  firft  ftanza,  was  obliged 
to  obferve  the  fame  in  his  a*itiftrophe,  or  fecond 
ftanza  ;  and  which  accordingly  perpetually  agreed 
whenever  repeated,  both  in  number  of  verfes  and 
quantity  of  feet :  he  was  then  again  at  liberty  to 
piake  a  new  choice  for  his  third  ftanza.,  or  epode  ; 
where,  accordingly,  he  diverfified  his  numbers,  as 
Jus  ear  or  fancy  led  him  :  compofing  that  ftanza 
of  more  or  fewer  verfes  than  the  former,  and  thofe 
verfes  o£  different  meafures  and  quantities,  for 
the  greater  variety  of  harmony,  and  entertainment 
of  the  e;!r. 

But  then  this  er>vds  being  thus  foraicc!,,  he  was 
I 


ftridlly  obliged  to  the  fame  meafure  as  often  as  h? 
fhould  repeat  it  in  the  order  of  his  ode,  fo  that 
every  epode-  in  the  fame  ode  is  eternally  the  fame 
ill  meafure  and  quantity,  in  refpedt  to  itfelf ;  as  i» 
alfo  every  iirophe  and  antiftrophe,  in  refpe&  to 
each  other. 

The  lyric  poet,  Stefichorus  (whom  Longiaus 
reckons  amongft  the  ableft  imitators  of  Homer, 
and  of  whom  (^uintilian  fays,  that  if  he  could 
have  kept  within  bounds,  he  would  have  been 
neareft  of  any  body,  in  merit,  to  Homer),  was,  i£ 
not  the  inventor  of  this  order  in  the  ode,  yet  fo 
1'ridt  an  obfeiver  of  it  in  his  compofitions,  that  the 
thrc>e  ftanzas  of  Stefichoru*  became  a  common  pro 
verb  to  exprels  a  thing  univerfally  known,  "  ne 
tria  quidem  S'efichori  ndfti ;"  fo  that  when  any 
one  had  a  mind  to  reproach  another  with  exceffive 
ignorance,  he  could  not  do  it  more  effectually 
than  by  telling  him,  "  he  did  not  fo  much  as  know 
the  three  ftauzas  of  Stefichorus;"  that  is,  did  not 
know  that  an  ode  ought  to  confift  of  a  ftrophe,  an 
antiftrophe,  and  an  epode.  If  this  was  fuch  a  mark 
of  ignorance  among  them,  I  am  fure  we  have  been 
pretty  long  liable  to  the  fame  reproof;  I  mean, 
in  refpeft  of  our  imitations  of  the  odes  of  Pindar. 

My  intention  is  not  to  make  a  long  preface  to 
a  fhort  ode,  nor  to  enter  upon  a  differtation  of 
lyric  poetry  in  general :  but  thus  much  I  thought 
proper  to  fay,  for  the  information  of  thofe  readers 
whofe  courfe  of  ftudy  has  not  led  them  into  fuch, 
inquiries. 

I  hope  I  (hall  not  be  fo  mifunderftood,  as  to 
have  it  thought  that  I  pretend  to  give  an  exaft 
copy  of  Pindar  in  this  enfuing  ode  ;  or  that  I  look 
upon  it  as  a  pattern  for  his  imitators  for  the  fu 
ture  :  far  from  fuch  thoughts ;  I  have  only  given 
an  inftance  of  what  is  practicable,  and  am  fenfible 
that  I  am  as  diftant  from  the  force  and  elevation 
of  Pindar,  as  others  have  hitherto  bc'en  from  the 
.harmony  and  regularity  of  his  numbers. 

Again,  we  having  no  chorus  to  fing  our  odes, 
the  titles,^as  well  as  ufc  of  ftrophe,  antiftrophe, 
and  epode,  are  obfolete  and  impertinent  :  and  cer 
tainly  there  may  be  very  good  Englifh  odes,  with 
out  the  diftindtion  of  Greek  appellations  to  their 
ftanzas.  That  1  have  mentioned  them  here,  and 
obferved  the  order  of  them  in  the  enfuing  ode,  is 
therefore  only  the  more  intelligibly  to  explain  the 
extraordinary  regularity  of  the  compofition  of  thefe 
odes,  which  have  been  reprefented  to  us  hitherto, 
as  the  moft  confufed  ftrui5rurcs  in  nature. 

However,  though  there  be  no  neceflity  that  our 
triumphal  odes  fhould  confift  of  the  three  afore 
mentioned  ftanzas ;  yet  if  the  reader  can  obferve 
that  the  great  variation  of  the  numbers  in  the  third 
ftauza  (call  it  epode,  or  what  you  pleafe)  has  a 
pleafing  effect  in  the  ode,  and  nukes  him  return 
to  the  firft  and  fecond  ftanzas  with  more  appetite 
than  he  could  do,  if  always  cloyed  with  the  fame 
quantities  and  meafures ;  I  cannot  fee  why  fume 
ufe  may  not  be  made  of  Pindar's  exampk,  to  the 
great  improvement  of  the  Englifh  ode.  There  is 
certaiwly  a  pleafure  in  beholding  any  thing  that 
has  art  and  difficulty  in  the  contrivance  ;  efpecially 
if  it  appears  fo  carefully  executed,  tha:  the  diifa'eul- 
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ty  does  not  fliow  itfelf,  till  it  is  fought  for ;  and 
that  the  feeming  eaiinefs  of  the  work,  firft  fets  us 
upon  the  inquiry.  Nothing  can  be  called  beauti 
ful  without  proportion.  When  fymmetry  and  har 
mony  are  wanting,  neither  the  eye  nor  the  ear  can 
be  pleafed.  Therefore,  certainly,  poetry,  which 
includes  painting  and  mufic,  fhould  not  be  deftitute 
wf  them ;  and  of  all  poetry,  efpecially  the  ode,  whofe 
end  and  eflence  is  harmony. 

Mr.  Cowley,  in  his  preface  fo  his  Pindaric  odes, 
fpeaking  of  the  mufic  of  numbers,  fays,  "  which 
"  fometimes  (efpecially  in  fongs  and  odes)  almoft 
•'  without  any  thing  elfc  makes  an  excellent 
**  poet." 

Having  mentioned  Mr.  Cowley,  it  may  very 
•well  be  expected,  that  fomething  fliould  be  faid  of 
him,  at  a  time  when  the  imitation  of  Pindar  is  the 
theme  of  our  difcourfe.  But  there  is  that  great 
"deference  due  to  the  memory,  great  parts,  and 
learning  of  that  gentleman,  that  I  think  nothing 
ihould  be  obje<fted  to  the  latitude  he  has  taken  in 
Jus  Pindaric  odes.  The  beauty  of  his  verfes  are  an 
atonement  for  the  irregularity  of  his  ftanzas ;  and 
though  he  did  not  imitate  Pindar  in  the  ftrictnefs 
of  his  numbers,  he  has  very  often  happily  copied 
fcim  in  the  force  ofr  his  figures,  and  fublimity  of  his 
flyle  and  fentiments. 

Yet  I  muft  beg  leave  to  add,  that  I  believe  thofe 
irregular  odes  of  Mr.  Cowley  may  have  been  the 
principal,  though  innocent,  occafion  of  fo  many 
deformed  poems  fince,  which,  in  (lead  of  being  true 
pictures  of  Pindar,  have  (to  ufe  the  Italian  painter's 
term)  been  only  caricatures  of  him,  refemblances 
that  for  the  moft  part  have  been  either  horrid  or 
ridiculous. 

For  my  own  part,  I  frankly  own  my  error  in 
having  heretofore  mifcalled  a  few  irregular  ftanzas 
a  Pindaric  ode  ;  and  poflibly,  if  others,  who  have 
teen  under  the  fame  miftake,  would  ingenuoufly 
confefs  the  truth,  they  might  own  that,  never  hav 
ing  confulted  Pindar  himfelf,  they  took  all  his  ir 
regularity  upon  truft ;  and,  finding  their  account 
in  the  great  eafe  with  which  they  could  produce 
odes  without  being  obliged  either  to  meafure  or 
«Jefign,  remained  fatisfkd;  and,  it  may  be,  were 
not  altogether  unwilling  to  neglect  being  unde 
ceived. 

Though  there  be  little  (if  any  thing)  left  of  Or- 
pheus  but  his  name,  yet,  if  Paufanias  was  well  in 
formed,  we  may  be  allured  that  brevity  was  a 
Beauty  which  he  moft  induftrioufly  laboured  to 
preferve  in  his  hymns,  notwithftanding,  as  the 
fame  author  reports,  that  they  were  but  few  in 
number. 

The  (hortnefs  of  the  following  ode  will,  I  hope, 
atone  for  the  lergth  of  the  preface,  and  in  feme 
meafure  for  the  defects  which  may  be  found  in  it. 
It  confifts  of  the  fame  number  of  ftanzas  with  that 
beautiful  ode  of  Pindar,  which  is  the  firft  of  his 
pythics ;  and  though  I  was  unable  to  imitate  him 
in  any  other  beauty,  I  refolved  to  endeavour  to 
copy  his  brevity,  and  take  the  advantage  of  a 
remark  he  has  made  in  the  laft  fl.ophe  of  the 
fame  ode;  which  uke  in  the  paraphiafe  of  Sudo- 


"  Q_ni  multa  paucis  ftrirgere  commode 

"  Novere,  morfus  hi  facile  invidos 

"  Spernunt,  et  auris  menfque  pura 

"  Omne  fupervacuum  rejectat." 


ODE. 

i. 

DAUGHTER  of  memory,  immortal  mnfe, 
Calliope ;  what  poet  wilt  thou  choofe, 

Of  Anna's  name  fo  fir.g  ? 
To  whom  wilt  thou  thy  fire  impart, 
Thy  lyre,  thy  voice,  and  tuneful  art ; 
Whom  raife  fublime  on  thy  sethereal  wing, 
And  confecratc  with  dews  of  thy  Caftalian  fpring? 

n. 

Without  thy  aid,  the  moft  afpiring  mind 
Muft  flag  beneath,  to  narrow  Sights  confin'd, 

Striving  to  rife  in  vain  : 
Nor  e'er  can  hope  with  equal  lays 
To  celebrate  bright  virtue's  praife. 
Thy  aid  obtain'd,  ev'n  I,  the  humbleft  fwain, 
May  climb  Pierian  heights,  and  quit  the  lowly 
plain. 

in. 
High  in  the  ftarry  orb  is  hung, 

And  next  Alcides*  guardian  arm, 
That  harp  to  which  thy  Orpheus  fung, 

Who  woods,  and  rocks,  and  winds,  could 

charm ; 

That  harp  which  on  Cyllene's  fliady  hill, 
Wh'-*.  firft  the  vocal  fhell  was  found, 

With  more  than  mortal  (kill 
Inventor  Hermes  taught  to  found  : 
Hermes  on  bright  Latona's  fon, 
By  fwect  perfuafion  won, 
The  wondrous  work  beftow'd; 

Latona's  fon,  to  thine 
Indulgent,  gave  the  gift  divine ; 
A  god  the  gift,  a  god  th'  invention  fhow'd. 

i. 

To  that  high-founding  lyre  I  tune  my  ftrains; 
A  lower  note  his  lofty  fong  difdains 

Who  fings  of  Anna's  name. 
The  lyre  is  ftruck  1  the  founds  I  hear! 
O  mule,  propitious  to  my  prayer  ! 
O  well-known  founds  I   O  melody,  the  fame 
That  kindled  Muntuan  fire,  and  rais'd  Mzoniaa 
flame. 

n. 

Nor  are  thefe  founds  to  Britifli  bards  unknown, 
Or  fparingly  raveal'd  to  one  alone  ; 

Witnefs  fweet  Spcnfer's  lays ; 
And  witnef*  that  immortal  fong, 
As  Spenfer  fweet,  as  Milton  firong, 
Which  humble  Boyne  o'er  Tiber's  flood  could 
raife,  [praife. 

And  mighty  William  fing  with  well-propcrtioii'd 

in. 
Rife,  fair  Augufta,  lift  thy  head, 

With  golden  towers  thy  front  adorn ; 

Come  forth,  as  comes  from  Tithon's  bed 

With  cheerful  ray  the  ruddy  morq. 


P    O    E 

Thy  lovely  form,  and  f-reflWeviving  ftate, 
In  cry  llal  flood  of  Thames  furvcy  ; 

Then  blefs  thy  better  fate, 
Blefs  Anna's  moft  aufpicious  fway. 
While  dillant  realms  and  neighbouring  lands, 
Arm'd  troops  and  hoflile  bands 
On  every  fide  moleft, 

Thy  happier  clime  is  free, 
Fair  capital  of  liberty  ! 
And  plenty  knows,  and  days  of  halcyon  reft. 

i. 

As  Britain's  ifle,  when  old  vex'd  ocean  roars, 
Uninaken  fees  agaimt  her  filver  (bores 

His  foaming  billows  bt-at  ; 
So  Britain's  queen,  amidft  the  jars 
And  tumults  of  a  world  in  wars, 
F«x'd  on  the  bafe  of  her  well  founded  ftate, 
Serene  and  fafc  looks  down,  nor  feels  the  {hocks  of 
fate. 

n. 

But  greatefl  fouls,  though  bleft  with  fweet  repofe, 
Are  fooneft  touch'd  with  lenfe  of  others  Woes. 

Thus  Anna's  mighty  mind, 
To  mercy  and  foft  pity  prone, 
And  mov'd  with  furrows  not  her  own, 
Has  all  her  peace  and  downy  reft  rdigo'd, 
To  wake  for  common  good,  and  fuccour  human 
kind, 

in. 

Fly,  tyranny ;  no  more  be  known 
Within  Europa's  blifcful  bound  ; 
Far  as  th*  unhabitable  zone 
Fly  every  hofpitable  ground. 
TO  horrid  Zemb.!a's  frozen  realms  repair, 
There  with  the  baleful  beldam,  night, 

Unpeopled  empire  {hare, 
And  rob  thofe  lands  of  legal  right. 
For  now  is  come  the  promis'd  hour, 
When  juftice  (hall  l:ave  power  ; 
Juftice  to  earth  reftc  r'd  ! 
Again  A!lrea  reigns! 
Anna  her  equal  fcale  maintains, 
And  Marlborough  wields  her  fure-deciding  fword. 

i. 

Now,  couldft  thou  foar,  my  mufe,  to  fing  the  man, 
In  heights  fublime,  as  when  the  Mantuan  fwan 

Her  towering  pinions  fpread',  [hand 

Thou  mould'ft  of  Marlhorough  fing,  whofe 
Unerring  from  his  queen's  command, 
Far  as  the  feven-mouth'd  Ifrer's  fecret  head, 
To  lave  th'  Imperial  itate,  her  hardy  Britons  led. 

il. 

Nor  there  thy  fong  fliould  end ;  though  all  the  Nine 
Might  well  their  harps  and  heavenly  voices  join 

To  fing  that,  glorious  day, 
When  bold  Bavaria  fled  the  Jield, 
And  veteran  Gauls,  unus'd  to  yield, 
On  Blenheim's  plain  imploring  mercy  lay; 
And  Ipoils  and  trophies  won,  perpiex'd  the  victor's 
way. 

ill. 

But  could  thy  voice  of  Blenheim  fing, 
And  with  luccefs  that  fong  purfue ; 
What  art  could  aid  thy  wearied  wing  t 

*  To  keep  the  vidor  ilill  in  view  i 


S. 

For  as  the  fun  ne'er  ftops  his  radiant  flight, 
Nor  fets  but  with  impartial  ray, 

To  all  who  want  his  light 
Alternately  transfers  the  day  :  • 

So  in  the  glorious  round  of  fame, 
Great  Marlborough,  ftill  the  fame, 
Inceffant  runs  his  courfe  : 

To  climes  remote  and  near 
His  conquering  arms  by  turns  appear, 
And  univcrfal  is  his  aid  and  force. 


Attempt  not  to  proceed,  unwary  mufe, 

For  O!  what  note*,  what  numbers  could'it  thoa 

Though  in  all  numbers  fkill'd, 
To  fing  the  hero's  matchlefs  deed, 
Which  Belgia  fav'd,  and  Brabant  freed  ; 
To  fing  Ramillia's  day  !  to  which  muft  yieH 
Canna's   illuftrious   fight,   and  fam'd  Kwr&lia's 
field  » 

it. 

In  the  fhort  ccurfe  of  a  diurnal  fun, 
Behold  the  work  of  many  ages  done  '. 

What  verfe  fuch  worth  can  raife  ? 
Lnflre  and  life,  the  poet's  art 
To  middle  virtue  may  impart; 
But  deeds  fublime,  exalted  high  like  thefc, 
Tranfcend  his  utmofl  flight,  and  mock  his  dillaa'i 
praife. 

1:1. 
Still  would  the  willing  mufe  afplrc, 

With  tranfport  ftill  her  ftrains  prolong; 
But  fear  unftrings  the  trembling  lyre, 

Arid  admiration  flops  her  fong. 
Go  on,  great  chief,in  Anna's  cauie  proceed; 
Nor  (heath  the  terrors  of  thy  fword, 

Till  Eqrope  thou  had  freed, 
And  univerfal  peace  reftor'd. 
This  mighty  work  when  thou  fhalt  end, 
Equal  rewards  attend, 
Of  value  far  above 

Thy  trophies  and  thy  fpoils  ; 
Rewards  ev'n  worthy  of  thy  toils, 
The  queen's  juft  favour,  and  thy  country's  love, 


To  the  Right  Honourable 
THE  EARL  OF  GODOLPfflN", 

LORD  HIGH-TREASURER  OF  GREAT  BKITA1V, 

PINDARIC  ODE. 

-  Qnemvis  media  erue  turM  : 

Aut  ob  avaritiam,  aut  mifera  ambitione  laborat. 

Hunc  capit  argcnti  fplentlor  - 

Hie  mtitat  mcrces  lurgente  a  fole,  adeum  quo 

Vtfpertir.a  tepet  regio  :  quin  per  mala  prseceps 

Fertur  ---  . 

Omnes  hi  meiuunt  vciius,  oderc  poetas." 

Hon.  L,.  i.  Sat  4. 


To  hazardous  attempts  and  hardy  toil* 
Ambiuou  ionic  excites  i 
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.And  fome  defire  of  martial  fpoils 

To  bloody  fields  invites  ; 
Others  infatiate  thirft  of  gain 
Provokes  to  tempt  the  dangerous  main, 
To  pafs  the  burning  line,  and  bear 
Th'  inclemency  of  winds,  and  feas,  and  air; 
'  Preffing  the  doubtful  voyage  till  India's  fhore 
tier  fpicy  bofom  bares,  and  fpreads  her  mining  ore. 

il. 
Nor  widows  tears,  nor  tender  orphans  cries, 

Can  ftop  th'  invader's  force  ; 
Nor  fwelling  feas,  nor  threatening  ikies, 
1       Prevent  the  pirate's  courfe  : 
Their  lives  to  felfifh  ends  decreed, 
Through  blood  or  rapine  they  proceed ; 
No  anxious  thoughts  of  ill  repute 
Sufpend  th'  impetuous  and  unjuft  purfuit : 
But  power  and  wealth  obtain'd,  guilty  and  great, 
Their  fellow- creatures  fears  they  raife,  or  urge 
their  hate. 

in. 

But  not  for  thefe  his  ivory  lyre 
Will  tuneful  Phcebus  firing, 
Nor  Polyhymnia  crown'd  amid  the  choir, 

Th'  immortal  epode  fmg. 
Thy  fprings,  Caftalia,  turn  their  ft  reams  afide 

From  rapine,  avarice,  and  pride; 
Nor  do  thy  greens,  fhady  Aonia,  grow 

To  bind  with  wreaths  a  tyrant's  brow. 

t  '• 

HQW  juft,  mod  mighty  Jove,  yet  how  fevere, 

Is  thy  fupreme  deceee, 
That  ii7t|  '<  us  men  (hall  joylefs  hear  '* 

The  mufe's  harmony  ! 
Their  facred  fongs,  (the  rccompenfe 
Of  virtue  and  of  innocence) 
Which  pious  minds  to  rapture  raifc, 
And  worthy  deeds  at  once  excite  and  praife, 
To  guilty  hearts  afford  no  kind  relief; 
But  add  inflaming  rage,  and  more  afflicting  grief. 

H. 
Monftrous  Typhssus  thus  new  terrors  fill, 

He,  who  affail'd  the  ikies, 
And  now  beneath  the  burning  hill 

Of  dreadful  ./Etna  lies. 
Hearing  the  lyre's  celeftial  found, 
He  bellows  in  th'  abyfs  profound ; 
Sicilia  trembles  at  his  roar, 
Tremble  the  feas,  and  far  Campania's  fhorc ; 
While  all  his  hundred  mouths  at  once  refpire 
Volumes  of  curling  fmoke,  and  floods  of  liquid  fire. 

in. 
From  heaven  alone  all  good  proceeds ; 

To  heavenly  minds  belong 
AH  power  and  love,  Godolphin,of  good  deeds, 

And  fenfe  of  facred  fong  ! 
Atjd  thus  mod  pleafing  are  the  mufe's  lays 
To  them  who  merit  moft  her  praife  ; 
Wherefore,  for  thee  her  ivory  lyre  (he  firings, 
And  foars  with  rapture  while  {he  fmgs. 

i. 
Whether  affairs  of  rnoft  important  weight 

Require  thy  aiding  hand, 
And  Anna's  cauie  and  Europe's  fate 
Thy  fcrious  thoughts  demand; 


Whether  thy  days  and  nights  are  fpent 
In  cares  °n  public  good  intent ; 
Or  whether  leifure  hours  invite 
To  manly  fports,  or  to  refin'd  delight ; 
In  courts  refiding,  or  to  plains  retir'd, 
Where  generous  fteeds  comcft, with  emulation  fir'dl 

11. 
Thee  ftill  fhe  feeks,  and  tuneful  fings  thy  name4 

As  once  fhe  Thernn  fung. 
While  with  the  deathlefs  worthy's  fame 

Olympian  Pifa  rung  : 
Nor  lefs  fublime  is  now  her  choice, 
Nor  lefs  infpir'd  by  thee  her  voice. 
And  now  fhe  loves  aloft  to  found 
The  man  for  more  than  mortal  deeds  renown'd  j 
Varying  anon  her  theme,  fhe  takes  delight 
The  fwift  heel'd  horfe  to  praife,  and  fing  his  rapid 
flight. 

in. 
And  fee  !  the  afr-born  racers  flart, 

Impatient  of  the  rein  ; 
Fafter  they  run  than  flies  the  Scythian  dart, 

Nor,  paffing,  print  the  plain  ! 
The  winds  themfelves,  who  with  their  fwiftnefft 

vie, 

In  vain  their  airy  pinions  ply  ; 
So  far  in  matchlefs  fpeed  thy  courfers  pafs 
Th'  xthereal  author*  of  their  race. 

i. 

And    now    awhile    the  well-ftrain'd  conifers* 
breathe ; 

And  now,  my  mufe,  prepare 
Of  olive-leaves  a  twifted  wreath 

To  bind  the  vi&nr's  feair. 
Pallas,  in  care  of  human-kind, 
The  fruitful  olive  firft  defign'd  ; 
Deep  in  the  glebe  her  fpear  fhe  lanc'd, 
When  all  at  once  the  laden  boughs  advanc'd  : 
The   G'  ds  with  wonder  view'd    the  teeming 

earth, 

And  all,  with  one  confent,  approv'd  the  beauteous 
birth. 

n. 
This  done,  earth-fhaking  Neptune  next  effay'd, 

In  bounty  to  the  world, 
To  emulate  the  b.ue-ey'd  maid  ; 

And  his  huge  trident  hurl'd 
Againft  the  founding  beach  ;   the  ftrr  ke 
Transfix'd  the  globe,  and  open  broke 
The  central  earth,  whence,  fwift  as  lifjht, 
Forth  rufh'd  the  firft-born  horfe.     Stupendous 

fight ! 

Neptune  for  human  good  the  beaft  ordains, 
Whom  ioon  he  tam'd  to  ule,  and  taught  to  bear 
the  reins.  ' 

in. 
Thus  gods  contended  (noble  firife, 

Worthy  the  heavenly  mind  !) 
Who  moft  fhould  do  to  foften  anxious  life, 

And  moft  endear  mankind. 
Thus  thou,  G -dolphin,  doft  with  Marlborough 

ilrive, 

From  whofe  joint  toils  we  reft  derive  : 
Triumph  in  wars  abroad  hi»arm  affures, 
Sweet  peace  at  home  thy  care  fscures, 


POEMS. 


Jfl 


AN  IMPOSSIBLE  THING. 


To  thee,  dear  Dick,  this  tale  I  fend, 

Both  as  a  critic  and  a  friend. 

I  tell  it  with  fome  variation 

(Not  altogether  a  tranflation) 

From  La  Fontaine  ;  an  author,  Dick, 

Whofe  mule  would  touch  thee  to  the  quick. 

The  fubje(5t  is  of  that  fame  kind, 

To  which  thy  heart  feems  nioft  inclin'd  : 

How  verfe  may  alter  it,  God  knows ; 

Thou  lov'ft  it  well,  I'm  fure,  in  profe. 

So",  without  preface,  or  pretence, 

To  hold  thee  longer  in  fufpence, 

I  (hall  proceed,  as  I  am  able, 

To  the  recital  of  my  fable. 

A  goblin  of  the  merry  kind, 
More  black  of  hue,  than  curii  of  mind. 
To  help  a  lover  in  diftrefs, 
Contriv'd  a  charm  with  fuch  fuccefs, 
That  in  fliort  fpade  the  cruel  dame 
Relented,  and  return'd  his  flame. 
The  bargain,  made"  betwixt  them  both, 
Was  bound  by  honour  and  by  oath  ; 
The  lover  laid  down  his  falvation, 
And  Satan  ftak'd  his  reputation. 
The  latter  promised,  on  his  part, 
(To  ferve  his  friend,  and  (how  his  art), 
That  madam  fliould  by  twelve  o'clock, 
Though  hitherto  as  hard  as  rock, 
Become  as  gentle  as  a  glove, 
And  kifs  and  coo  like  any  dove. 
In  ftiort,  the  woman  fhould  he  his, 
That  is,  upon  condition — viz. 
That  he,  the  lover,  after  tailing 
What  one  would  wilh  were  everlafling, 
Should,  in  return  for  fuch  enjoyment, 
Supply  the  fi  'nd  with  frefh  employment : 
'''  That's  all,  quoth  Pug  ;  my  poor  requeft 
"  Is,  only,  never  to  have  reft. 
"  You  thought,  'tis  like,  with  reafon  too, 
"  That  1  fhould  have  been  ferv'd,not  you  : 
"  But  what  ?  upon  my  friend  impofe  ! 
"  No — though  a  dtvil,  none  of  thofe. 
"  Your  bufinefs  then,  pray  underftand  me, 
1  Is  nothing  more  but  to  command  me. 
'  Of  one  thing  only  let  me  warn  ye  ; 
'  Which  fomewhat  nearly  may  concern  ye: 
1  As  foon  «g  e'er  one  work  is  done, 
'  Straight  name  a  new  one  ;  and  fo  on  J 
"   Let  each  to  other  q  uck  lucceed,     « 
'  Or  cilc — you 'know  how 'tis  agreed— 
'   For  if  through  ai:y  hums  or  haws 
1  1'nrre  haps  an  intervening  paufe, 
1  In  which,  for  want  of  frrlh  commands, 
'   Your  flave  obfequious  idle  ftands, 
"   Nor  foul  nor  body  ever  more 
"   bhall  fcrve  the  nymph  whom  you  adore ; 
"   But  both  be  laid  at  Satan's  feet, 
"  To  be  dilpos'd  as  he  think?  meet." 

At  once  the  lover  all  approves ; 
Fur  who  can  hefitate  that  IOTCS  ? 


And  thus  he  argues  In  his  thought  2 

"  Why,  after  all,  I  venture  nought ; 

"  What  myftery  is  in  commanding  ? 

"  Does  that  require  much  underftauding  ? 

"  Indeed,  wer't  my  part  to  obey, 

"  He'd  go  the  better  of  the  lay  : 

"  But  he  muft  do  what  I  think  fit — 

"  Pfhaw,  pftiaw,  young  Belzebub  is  bit." 

Thus  picas1  d  in  mind,  he  calli  a  chair, 
Adjufts,  and  combs,  and  court1*  the  fair  : 
The  fpell  takes  place,  and  all  goes  right, 
And  happy  he  employs  the  night 
In  fweet  embraces,  balmy  kifles, 
And  riots  in  the  blils  of  bliffes. 
"  O  joy,"  cried  he,  "  that  has  no  equal !" 
But  hold — no  raptures — mark  the  fequel. 
For  now,  when  near  the  morning's  dawn, 
The  youth  began  as  'twere  to  yawn  ; 
His  eyes  a  filky  (lumber  feiz'd, 
Or  would  have  done,  if  Pug  had  pleas'd-: 
But  that  officious  Dasmon  near, 
Now  buzz'd  for  bufinefs  in  his  ear  : 
In  hafle,  he  names  a  thoufand  things ; 
The  goblin  plies  his  wicker  wings, 
And  in  a  trice  returns  to  afk 
Another  and  another  tafk.  > 

Now  palaces  are  built.and  towers, 
The  work  of  ages  in  few  hours. 
Then  ftorms  are  in  an  inftant  rais'd, 
Which  the  next  moment  are  appeas'd". 
Now  fliowers  of  gold  and  gems  are  rain'd, 
As  if  each  India  had  been  drain'd  : 
And  he,  in  one  aftomfh'd  view, 
Sees  both  Gokonda  and  Peru. 
Thefe  things,  and  ftranger  things  than  thefe, 
Were  done  with  equal  fpeed  and  e.if'e. 
And  now  to  Romt  poor  Puglie'll  fend; 
And  Pug  foon  reach'd  his  journey's  end, 
And  foon  return'd  with  fuch  a  pack 
Of  bulls  and  pardons  at  his  back, 
That  now,  the  fquire  (who  had  fome  hope 
In  holy  water  and  the  pope) 
Was  out  of  heart,  and  at  a  (land 
What  next  to  wifli,  and  what  command ; 
Invention  flags,  his  brain  grows  muddy, 
And  black  defpair  fucceeds  brown  ftudy. 
In  this  diltrefs  the  wofu!  youth 
Acquaints  the  nymph  with  all  the  truth, 
Begging  her  counfel,  for  whofe  fake 
Both  foul  and  body  were  at  ftake. 
"  And  is  this  all  ?"  replies  the  fair  : 
"  Let  me  alone  to  cure  this  care. 
"   When  next  y  ur  Dzmon  fhall  appear, 
"  Pray  give  him — look,  what  I  hold  here, 
"  And  hid  him  labour,  foon  or  late, 
"   To  lay  thefe  ringlets  lank  and  ftrait." 
Then,fi.mething  fcarcely  to  befeen, 
Her  finger  and  her  thumb  between 
She  held,  and  fweetly  fmiling,  cry'd, 
"  Your  goblin's  {kill  mail  now  be  try'd." 

She  faid;  and  gave — what  fhall  [  call 
That  thing  fo  mining,  cnfp,  and  faiall,' 
Which  round  his  finger  flrove  to  twine  J 
A  tendril  of  the  Cyprian  vine  ? 
Or  iprig  from  Cy.herea's  grove; 
Shade  of  the  labyrinth  of  love  ; 
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With  awe,  he  now  takes  from  her  hand 
That  fleece-like  flower  «;f  fairy  land  : 
l,efs  precious,  whilom,  was  the  fleece 
Which  drew  the  Argonauts  from  Greece  ; 
Or  that,  whieh,  modern  ages  fee 
The  fpur  and  prize  of  chivalry, 
Whofe<urls  of  kindred  texture  grace 
Heroes  atid  kings  of  Spanifh  race. 

The  fpark  prepar'd,  and  Pug  at  hand, 
He  iffues,  thus,  his  ftridl  command  : 
M  This  line,  thus  curve  and  thus  orbicular, 
"  Render  dircd,  and  perpendicular  ; 
"  But  fo  diredl,  that  in  no  fort 
•*  It  ever  may  in  rings  retort. 
•*  See  me  no  more  till  this  be  done : 

*  Hence,  to  thy  tafk — avaunt,  be  gone." 
Away  the  fiend  like  lightning  flics, 

And  all  his  wit  to  work  applies : 

Anvils  and  preffes  he  employs, 

And  dim  whole  hell  with  hammering  noife. 

In  vain  :  he  to  ho  terms  can  bring 

One  twirl  of  that  relu«Stant  thing  ; 

Th'  elaftic  fibre  mocks  his  pains, 

And  its  firft  fpiral  form  retains. 

Hew  ftratagems  the  fprite  contrives, 

And  down  the  depths  of  fea  he  iliv.es : 

*•  This  fprunt  its  pertnefs  lure  will  lofe, 

*  When  laid  (faid  he)  to  foak  in  ooze." 
Poor  foolifh  fiend  '.  he  little  knew 
Whence  Venus  and  her  garden  grew. 
Old  ocean,  with  paternal  waves 

The  child  of  his  own  bed  receives  ; 
Which  oft  as  dipt  new  force  exerts, 
And  in  more  vigorous  curls  reverts. 
So  when  to  earrh  Alcides  flung 
The  huge  Antseus,  whence  he  fprung, 
From  every  fall  frefh  ftrength  he  gajn'd, 
And  with  new  life  the  fight  maiatain'd. 
The  baffled  goblin  grows  perplex'd, 
Nor  knows  what  flight  to  pra&ife  next : 
The  more  he  trie?,  the  more  he  fails  ; 
Nor  charm,  nor  art,  nor  force  avails. 
But  all  concur  his  fhame  to  fh^w, 
And  more  exafperate  the  foe. 

And  now  he  penfive  turns  and  fad, 
And  looks  like  melancholic  mad. 
He  rolls  his  eyes  now  off,  now  on 
That  wonderful  phenomenon. 
Sometimes  he  twills  and  twirls  it  round, 
Then,  paufmg,  meditates  profound : 
No  end  he  fees  of  his  furprife, 
Nor  what  it  fhould  be  can  devife: 
For  never  was  yet  wool  or  feather, 
That  could  (land  buffagainft  all  weather; 
And  unrelax'd,  like  this,  refill 
Both  wind  and  rain,  and  ihow  and  mill. 
What  fluff,  or  whence,  or  how  'twas  made, 
What  fpinfter  which  could  fpio  fuch  thread, 
He  nothing  knew;  but,  to  his  coil, 
Knew  all  his  fame  and  labour  l-,ft. 
Subdued,  abafh'd,  he  gave  it  o'er  ; 

*  I'is  faid,  he  blufh'd  ;   'tis  fure,  he  fworc 
Not  all  the  wiles  that  hell  could  hatch 
Could  conquer  that  luperb  ir.ullach. 
j)efcated  thus,  thus  dikontent, 

Back  to  the  man  the  Dwuion  went ; 


"  I  grant,"  quoth  he,  "  our  contract  null, 

"  And  give  you  a  difcharge  in  full. 

"  But  tell  me  now,  in  name  of  wonder, 

"  (Since  I  fo  candidly  knock  under) 

"  What  is  this  thing  .'  Where  could  it  grow  ? 

K  Pray  take  it — 'tis  injialu  quo. 

"  Much  good  may't  do  you  ;  for  my  part, 

"  I  wafh  my  hands  oft  from  my  heart." 

"  In  truth,  Sir  Goblin  or  Sir  Fairy," 
Replies  the  lad,  "  you're  too  foon  weary. 

"  What,  leave  this  trifling  taflc  undone  ! 

"  And  think'ft  thou  this  the  only  one  i 

"  Alas  !  were  this  fiibducd,  thou'dft  find 

"  Millions  of  more  fuch  ftill  behind  ; 

"  Which  might  employ,  ev'n  to  eternity, 

"  Both  you  and  all  your  whole  fraternity." 


THE  PEASANT  IN  SEARCH  OF  HIS 
HEIFER. 

,  » 

A  TALE  AFTER   M.  DE  LA  FONTAINE. 

IT  fo  befell :  a  filly  fwain 
Had  fought  his  heifer  long  in  vain  ; 
For  wanton  fhe  had  friflcrng  ftray'd, 
And  left  the  lawn,  tofeekthe  fhade. 
Around  the  plain  he  rolls  his  eyes, 
Then  to  the  wood  in  hafle  he  hies; 
Where,  fingling  out  the  faireft  tree, 
He  climbs,  in  hopes  to  hear  or  fee. 

Anon,  there  chanc'd  that  way  to  pafa 
A  jolly  lad  and  buxom  lafs  : 
The  place  was  apt,  the  paflime  pleafant; 
Occafion  wi;h  her  forelock  prefeut ; 
The  girl  agog,  the  gallant  ready  ; 
So  light  •  down  he  lays  my  lady. 
But  fo  fhe  turn'd,  or  fo  was  laid, 
That  fhe  fome  certain  charms  difplay'd, 
Which  with  fuch  wonder  {truck  his  fight 
(With  wonder,  much;  more,  with  delight) 
That  loud  he  cry'd  in  rapture,  "  What  1 
"   What  fee  I,  gods  '.  What  fee  I  not  :" 
But  nothing  nam'd  ;  from  whence  'tis  gueft'd, 
'Twas  more  than  well  could  be  txpreiVd. 

The  clown  alofr,  who  lent  an  ear, 
Straight  ftopt  him  fhort  in  mid  career ; 
And  louder  cry'd,  u  Ko  :  h^ne'    friend, 
"  That  of  thy  feeing  feeft  no  end ; 
"  Doft  fee  the  heifer  that  I  fcek  i 
"  11  doft,  pray  be  fo  kind  to  fpeuk." 


HOMER'S  HYMN  TO  VENUS. 

SING,  mufe,  the  force  and  all  informing  fire, 
Of  Cyprian  Venus,  goddels  of  deiire  : 
Her  charms  th*  imir.ortal  ini;u:^  of  gods  can  move, 
And  tame  the  (lubborn  race  of  men  to  love. 
The  wilder  htrjs,  a::d  ravenous  beaiU  of  prey, 
Her  igtfucnce  let!,  an,!  own  her  kindly  fway. 
'ihrou^h  pathli'f*  oir,  ai.<'.         i  >  It!.-,  ocean's  ipace, 
She  'tiles  the  ieathtr'd  kind  and  finny  race; 
U'l.i  ie  nature  on  her  fole  fupp^rt  depends, 
And  far  as  life  txifb,  her  care 


POEMS. 


Of  all  the  numerous  hoft  of  gods  above, 
But  three  are  found  inflexible  to  love. 
Bhie-ey'd  Minerva  free  preferv:s  her  heart, 
A  virgin  unbeguil'd  by  Cupid's  art  ; 
In  mining  arms  the  martial  maid  dflight*, 
O'er  war  prefidee,  and  well-difputed  fights ; 
With  thirft  of  fame  fhe  firft  the  hero  fir'd, 
And  firft  the  fkill  of  ufeful  arts  infpir'd  ; 
Taught  arti  ts  firft  the  carving  tool  to  wield, 
Chariots  with  brafs  to  arm,  and  form  the  fence- 

ful  (hield  : 

She  firft  taught  modeft  maids  in  early  bloom, 
To  fhun  the  lazy  life,  and  fpin,  or  ply  the  loom. 

Diana  next  the  Paphbn  queen  defies, 
Her  fmiling  arts  and  proffer'd  friendihip  flies  : 
She  loves,  with  well-mouth'd  hounds  and  cheer 
ful  horn, 

Or  filver-founding  voice,  to  wake  the  morn, 
To  wound  the  mountain  boar,  or  roufe  the  wood 
land  deer; 

To  draw  the  bow,  or  dart  the  pointed  fpear. 
Sometimes,  of  gloomy  groves  fhe  likes  the  (hades, 
And  there  of  virgin-nymphs  the  chorus  leads; 
Andfometimcs  fecks  the  town,ai>dleaves  the  plains, 
And  loves  fociety  where  virtue  reigns. 

The  third  celeftial  power  averfe  to  love 
Is  virgin  Vefta,  dear  to  mighty  Jove ;        [woo'd  ; 
Whom.    Neptune   fought    to    wed,   and    Phcebos 
And  both  with  fruitless  labour  long  purfu'd. 
For  file,  fevereiy  chafte,  receded  both, 
And  bouud  her  purpofe  with  a  folemn  oath, 
A  virgin  life  inviolate  to  lead; 
She  fworc,  and  Jove  affenting,  bow'd  his  head. 
Eut  fince  her  rigid  choice  the  joys  deny'd  "1 

Of  nuptial  rites,  and  blefiings  of  a  bride,  / 

The  bounteous  Jove  with  gifts  that  want  fup-  f 
ply'd.  3 

High  on  a  throne  file  fits  amidft  the  fkies, 
And  firft  is  fed  with  fumes  of  facrifice  ; 
For  lioly  rites  to  Vefta  firft  are  paid,  } 

And  on  her  altar  firft-fruit  offerings  laid  ; 
So  Jove  ordain'd  in  honour  of  the  maid.  J 

Thefe  are  the  powers  above,  and  only  thefe, 
Whom  love  and  Cytherea's  art  difyleafe  ; 
Of  other  beings,  none  in  earth  or  fkies 
Her  force  refifts,  or  influence  denies. 
With  cafe  her  charms  the  thunderer  can  bind, 
And  captivate  with  love  th'  almighty  mind  : 
Ev'n  he,  whofe  dread  command'  the  gods  obey, 
Submits  to  her,  and  owns  fuperior  fway. 
Euflav'dto  mortal  beauties  by  her  power, 
He  oft  defcends,  his  creatures  to  adore ; 
While,  to  conceal  the  theft  from  Juno's  eyes, 
Some  well-diffembkd  fhape  the  god  belies. 
Juno,  his  wife  and  lifter,  both  in  place 
And  beauty  firft  among  th'  zthereal  race  ; 
Whom,  all  tranfcending,  in  fuperior  worth, 
Wife  Saturn  got,  and  Cybele  brought  forth  : 
And  Jove,  by  never-erring  coanfel  fway'd, 
The  partner  of  his  bed  and  empire  made. 

But  Jove  at  length,  with  ju!h  refenrment  fir'd, 
The  laughing  queen  herfelf  with  love  infpir'd. 
Swifc    through   her    veins    the   fwcet  contagion 

ran, 
A;.J  kindled  in  her  breaH  dcfire  of  mortal  man  ; 


That  flic,  like  other  deities,  might  prove 
The  pains  and  pleafures  of  inferior  love  ; 
And  not  infultingly  the  gods  deride, 
Whofe  fons  were  human  by  the  mother's  fide  : 
Tlius,  Jove  ordain'd,  fhe  now  for  man  flio 
And  bring  forth  mortal  offspring  in  her  turn. 

Amongft  the  fprings  which  flow  from  Ida's  head, 
His  lowing  herds  the  young  Anchifes  fed  ; 
Whofe  godlike  form  and  face  the  fmiling  queen 
Beheld,  and  lov'd  to  madnefs,  fyon  as  feen  : 
To  Cyprus  ftraight  the  wounded  goddefs  flies. 
Where  Paphian  temples  in  her  honour  rife, 
And  altars  fmoke  with  daily  facrifice. 
Soon  as  arriv'd,  fhe  to  her  fhrine  repair'd, 
Where  entering  quick,  the  fliining  gates  file  barr'dj 
The  ready  graces  wait,  her  baths  prepare, 
And  oint  with  fragrant  oils  her  flowing  hair; 
Her  flowing  hair  around  her  fhoulders  fpreads, 
And  all  adown  ambrofial  odour  fheds. 
Laft,  in  tranfparent  robes  her  limbs  they  folfi, 
Enrich'd  with  ornaments  of  pureft  gold  ; 
And,  thus  attir'd,  her  chariot  ihe  afcends, 
And,  Cyprus  left,  her  flight  to  Troy  fhe  bends. 

On  Ida  fhe  alights,  then  feeks  the  feat, 
Which  lov'd  Anchifes  chofc  for  his  retreat ; 
And  ever  as  fhe  walk'd  through  lawn  or  wood1, 
Promifcuous  herds  of  beafts  admiring  flood; 
Some  humbly  follow,  while  forne  fawning  meet, 
And  lick  the  ground,  and  crouch  beneath  her  feet. 
Dogs,  lions,  wolves,  and  bears,  their  eyes  unite, 
And  the  fwift  panther  ftops  to  gaze  with  fix'd 

delight. 

For  every  glance  flie  gives  foft  fire  imparts, 
Enkindling  fweet  defire  in  favage  hearts. 
Inflam'd  with  love,  all  fingle  out  their  mates, 
And  to  their  fhady  dens  each  pair  retreats.  | 

Meantime  the  tent  fhe  fpks  fo  much  defir'd. 
Where  her  Anchifes  was  alone  retir'd  ; 
Withdrawn  from  a!5  his  friends  and  fellow  fwamt,. 
Who  fed  their  flocks  beneath,  and  fought  the  plains  • 
In  pleafing  folitude  the  youth  fhe  found, 
Intent  upon  his  lyre's  harmonious  found. 
Before  his  eyes  Jove's  beauteous  daughter  Hood, 
In  form  and  drefs,  a  huntrefs  of  the  wood  ; 
For,  had  he  feen  the  goddefs  undifguis'd, 
The  youth  with  awe  and  fear  had  been  furpris"<J» 
Fix'd  he  beheld  her,  and  with  joy  admir'd 
To  fee  a  nymph  fa  bright,  and  fo  attir'd  : 
For  front  her  flowing  robe  a  luftre  fpread, 
As  if  with  radiant  flames  fhe  were  array'd ; 
Her  hair  in  part  difclos'd,  and  part  conceal'd, 
In  ringlets  fell,  or  was  with  jewels  held  : 
With  various  gold  and  gems  her  neck  was  grac'Jj 
And  orient  pearls  heav'd  on  her  panting  breaft ; 
Bright  as  the  moon  fhe  fhone,  with  filent  light, 
And  charm'd  his  fenfe  with  wonder  and  delight. 

Thus  while  AncUifes  gaz'd,  through  every  vein 
A  thrilling  joy  he  felt,  and  pleafing  pain  : 
At  length  he  fpake  :• — "  All  hail,  celeftial  fair  ! 
"   Who  humbly  doft  tc  vifit  earth  repair. 
"  Whoe'er  thou  art,  defcended  from  above, 
"  J.atona,  Cynthia,  or  the  Queen  of  Love  ; 
"  All  hail !  all  honour  fhail  to  thee  be  paid : 
"  Or  art  thoa  *  Themis  ?  or  the  f  blue-cy'd  maiJ  J_ 
*  1  he  goddc.rs  of  equity  ami  right,          -J  PaUis, 
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"  Or  art  them  falrefl  of  the  graces  three, 
"  Who  with  the  gods  (hare  immortality  ? 
"  Or  clfe,  fome  nymph,  the  guardian  of  thefe 

"  woods, 

"  Thefe  caves,  thefe  fruitful  hills,  or  cryftal  floods  ? 
•'  Whoe'er  thou  art,  in  fome  confpicu,"US  field, 
"  I  to  thy  honour  will  an  altar  build, 
f<  Where  holy  offerings  I'll  each  hour  prepare, 
"  O  prove  but  thou  propitious  to  my  prayer  ! 
"  Grant  me,  among  the  Trojan  race  to  prove 
"  A  patriot  worthy  of  my  country's  love ; 
"  Blefs'd  in  myfelf,  I  beg  I  next  may  be 
•«  Blefs'd  in  my  children  and  pofterity  : 
«!  Happy  in  heal  h,  long  let  me  fee  the  fun, 
''  And,  lov'd  by  all,  late  may  my  days  b*e  done." 
He  faid. — Jove's  beauteous  daughter  thus  reply *d, 
•'  Delight  of  human  kind,  thy  fex's  pride! 
"  Honour'd  Anchifes,  you  behold  in  me 
"  No  goddefs  blefs'd  with  immortality ; 
11  iiut  mortal  I,  of  mortal  mother  came, 
"  Otreus  my  father  (you  have  heard  the  name), 
"  Who  rules  the  fair  extent  of  Phrygia's  lands, 
a  And  all  her  towns  and  fortrefies  commands. 
"  When  yet  an  infant,  1  to  Troy  was  brought, 
"  There  was  t  nurs'd,  and  there  your  language 

"  taught ; 

"  Then  wonder  not,  if,  thus  inlru&ed  young, 
"   I,  like  my  own,  can  fpeak  the  Tr-jan  tongue. 
"  In  me,  one  of  Diana's  nymphs  beho:d  , 
•'  Why  thus  arriv'd,  I  {hall  the  caufe  unfold. 
**  As  late  our  fports  we  pra&is'd  on  the  plain, 
"  land  my  fcliow  nymphs  of  Cynthia's  trakx, 
*'  Dancing  in  chorus,  and  with  garlands  crown'd, 
*c  And  by  admiring  crowds  encornpafs'd  round, 
"  Lo  !  hovering  o'er  my  head  I  faw  the  god 
"   Who  Argus  flew,  and  bears  the  golden  rod  ; 
"  Sudden  he  feiz'd,  then  bore  me  from  their  fight, 
"  Cutting  through  liquid  air  hi»  rapid  flight : 
ct  O'er  many  itates  and  peopled  towns  we  pafs'd, 
*  O'er  hills  and  vallies,  and  o'er  delarts  wa::e ; 
"  O'er  barren  moors,  and  o'er  unwholefome  fens, 
"  And  woods  where  beads  inhabit  dreadful  dens. 
"  Through  all  which  pathlefs  way  our  fpeed  was 

"  fuch, 

"  We  ftopt  not  once  the  face  of  earth  to  touch. 
"  Meantime  he  told  me,  while  thiough  air  we") 

"  fled,  / 

"  That  Jove  ordain'd  I  fhould  Anchifes  wed,      f 
"  And  with  illuftrious  cffVprjng  blefs  his  bed.    j 
"  This  faid,  and  pointing  10  me  your  abode, 
*'  To  heaven  again  up-foar'd  the  fwift-wing'd  god  : 
"  Thus,  of  neceflity.  to  you  I  come, 
n  Unknown,  and  loft,  far  from  my  native  home. 
"   But  1  conjure  you,  by  the  throne  of  Jove, 
"  By  all  that's  dear  to  you,  by  all  you  love, 
•'  By  your  good  parents  (for  no  bad  could  e'er 
"  Produce  a  fon  fo  graceful,  good,  and  fair), 
"  That  you  no  wiles  emj-loy  to  win  my  heart, 
"  But  let  me  hence  an  umouch'd  maid  depart ; 
M  Inviolate  and  guiltlef?  of  your  bed, 
"  Let  me  be  to  your  houfe  and  mother  led. 
"  Me  to  y>ur  father  and  your  brothers  fhow, 
"   And  eur  alliance  firft  let  them  allow  : 
f<  Let  me  be  known,  and  my  condition  own'd, 
"  And  no  unequal  mutch  1  may  be  found. 


"  PJquality  to  them  my  birth  may  claim, 

"    Worthy  a  daughter's  or  a  fitter's  name, 

"   Though  for  your  wife  of  too  inferior  fame. 

"  Next,  let  ambaffadors  to  Phrygia  hafte, 

"  To  tell  my  father  of  my  fortunes  palt, 

"   And  eafe  my  mother  in  that  anxious  ftate 

"  Of  doubts  and  fears,  which  cares  for  me  create. 

"   They,  in  return,  (ball  prefents  bring  from  thence 

"   Of  rich  attire,  and  fums  of  gold  immenfe  : 

"  You  in  peculiar  fliall  with  gifts  be  grac'd, 

"  In  price  and  beauty  far  above  the  relt. 

"  This  done,  perform  the  rites  of  nuptial  love, 

"  Grateful  to  men  below,  and  gods  above." 

She  faid,  and  from  her  eyes  (hot  fubtle  fires. 

Which  to  his  heart  infuuiate  defires. 

Refiftlefi  love  invading  thus  his  bread, 

The  panting  yourh  the  fmiling  queen  addrefs'd. 

"  Since  mortal  you,  of  mortal  mother  came, 
"  And  Otreus  you  report  your  father's  name  ; 
"  And  fince  th*  immortal  Hermes  from  above, 
"  To  execute  the  dread  commands  of  Jove, 
"  Your  wondrous  beauties  hither  has  convey'd, 
"  A  nuptial  life  with  me  henceforth  to  lead  : 
"  Know,  now,  that  neither  gods,  nor  men  have 

"•pow'r 

"  One  minute  to  defer  the  happy  hour; 
"  This  inftantwill  I  fei2e  upon  thy  charms, 
"  Mix  with  thy  foul  and  melt  within  thy  arms  : 
"  Though  Phcebus,  arm'd  with  his  unerring  dart, 
"  Stood  ready  to  transfix  my  panting  heart ; 
"  Though  death,  though  hell,  in  confequence  at- 

"  tend, 
"  Thou  fhalt  with  me  the  genial  bed  afcend." 

He  faid,  and  fudden  fnatch'd  her  beauteous  hand : 
The  goddefs  fmil'd,  nor  did  th'  attempt  withftand; 
But  fix'd  her  eyes  upon  the  hero's  bed. 
Where  foit  and  filken  coverltts  were  fpread, 
And  over  all  a  counterpane  was  plac'd, 
Thick  fown  with  furs  of  many  a  /'avage  beafl, 
Of  bears  and  lions,  heretofore  his  fpoil  ; 
And  itill  remain'd  the  trophies  of  his  toil. 

NDW  to  afcend  the  bed  they  both  prepare, 
And  he  with  eager  hafte  difrobes  the  fair. 

Her  fparkling  necklace  firil  he  laid  afide  ; 
Her  bracelets  next,  and  braided  bair  untied  : 
And  now,  his  bufy  hand  her  zone  unbrac'd, 
Which  girt  her  radiant  robe  around  her  waift  ; 
Her  radiant  robe,  at  Jaft,  afidc"  was  thrown, 
Whofe  rofy  hue  with  dazzling  luftre  fhone. 

The  queen  oMove  the  youth  thus  difarray'd, 
And  on  a  chair  of  gold  her  veftments  laid. 
Anchifes  now  (fo  Jove  and  fate  ordain'd) 
Thcfweet  extrtme  of  ecftacy  att;iin'd; 
And  mortal  he,  was  like  th'  immortals  blefs'd, 
Not  confcious  of  the  goddefs  he  poflefs'd. 

But  when  the  fwains  their  flocks  and  herds 

had  fed, 

And  from  the  flow'ry  field  returning,  led 
Their  flieep  to  fold,  and  oxen  to  the  flied  ; 
In  foft  and  pleafing  chains  of  fk-ep  profound, 
The  wary  godtisfs  her  Anchifes  bound  : 
Then  gently  riling  from  his  fide  and  bed, 
In  all  her  bright  attire  her  limbs  array'd. 
•    And  now  her  fair-crown'd  head  aloft  flic  r 
Nor  more  a  mortal,  but  herlelf  appears : 
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er  f  ace  refulgent,  and  tnajeftlc  mien, 

o  nfefs'd  the  godded,  love's  and  beauty's  queen. 

Then  thus  aloud  (he  calls.     "  Anchilis,  wake  ; 
"  Thy  fond  repofe  and  lethargy  forfake  : 
44  Look  on  the  nymph  who  late  from  Phrygia  came, 
"   Behold  me  well — fay,  if  I  feem  the  fame  " 

At  her  firft  call  the  chains  of  fleep  were  broke, 
And,  ftarting  from  his  bed,  Anchifes  woke  : 
But  when  he  Venus  view'd  without  diiguife, 
Her  fhining  neck  beheld,  and  radiant  eyes : 
AWed  and  abafh'd,  he  turn'd  his  head  afide, 
AttVnjiting  with  his  robe  his  face  to  hide. 
Con{\is'd  with  wonder,  aud  wi:h  iear  opprefs'd, 
In  winged  words  he  thus  the  queen  addrefb'd. 

"   When  firft,  O  goddefs,  I  thy  form  beheld, 
"  Whofe  charms  fo  far  humanity  excell'd  ; 
"  T/o  thy  celf  flial  pow'r  my  vows  I  paid, 
"  ,  And  with  humility  implor'd  thy  aid  : 
*But  thou,  for  fccm  caufe  to  me  unknown, 
"  iJidft  thy  divine  immortal  (late  difown. 
"  But  now,  I  beg  thee  by  the  filial  love 
"  Due  to  thy  father,  JEgis-bearing  Jove, 
*'  Cc'mpaffion  on  my  human  ftate  to  (how ; 
"  Nor  let  me  lead  a  life  infirm  below  : 
*'  Defend  me  from  the  woes  which  mortals  wait, 
"  Nor  let  me  fhare  of  men  the  common  fate  : 
"  Since  never  man  with  length  of  days  was  bleft. 
"  Who  in  delights  of  love  a  deity  poffels'd." 

To  him  Jove's  beauteous  daughter  thus  replied  • 
*f  Be  bold,  Anchifes ;  in  my  love  confide : 
"  Nor  me,  nor  other  god,  thou  needft  to  fear, 
*•  K^r  thou  to  all  the  heav'nly  race  art  dear. 
"  KnoVyJrom  our  loves,  thou  (halt  a  fon  obtain, 
"  Who  over  all  the  realm  of  Troy  (hall  rtign  ; 
"  From  whom  a  race  of  monarchs  (hall  defcend, 
"  And  whofe  pofterity  (hall  know  no  end. 
"  To  him  th»u  (halt  the  name  ./Eneas  give, 
"  As  one,  for  whole  conception  I  muft  grieve, 
"  Oft  as  I  think  he  to  exift  began 
"  From  my  conjunction  with  a  mortal  man." 

But  Troy,  of  all  the  habitable  earth, 
To  a  fuperior  race  of  men  gives  birth  ; 
Producing  heroes  of  th'  setnereal  kind, 
And  next  refembling  guds  in  form  and  mind. 

From  thtnce  great  Jove  to  azure  (kits  convey'd, 
To  live  with  gods,  the  lovely  Ganymede 
'  Where,  by  th'  immortals  honpur'd,(ftrange  to  lee !) 
The  youth  enjoys  a  blefs'd  eternity. 
In  bowls  of  gold  he  ruddy  neflar  pours, 
And  Jove  regales  in  his  unbended  hours. 
Long  did  the  king,  his  fire,  his  abfence  mourn, 
Doubtful  by  whom,  or  where  the  boy'was  borne  : 
Till  Jove,  at  length,  in  pity  of  his  grief, 
Difpatch'd  Argicides  to  his  relief ; 
And  more,  with  gifts  to  pacify  his  mind, 
He  fent  him  horfes  of  a  deathlefs  kind, 
Whofe  feet  out  .ript,  in  fpeed,  the  rapid  wind  : 
Charging  withal  fwift  Hermes  to  relate 
The  youth's  advancement  to  a  heavenly  ftate  ; 
"Where  all  his  hours  are  paft  in  circling  joy, 
Which  age  can  ne'er  decay,  nor  death  lieilroy. 
Now,  when  this  embaffy  the  king  receives, 
No  more  for  abfent  Ganymede  he  grieves; 
The  pleafmg  news  his  aged  heart  revives, 
And  with  delight  his  fvvift-hcgl'd  ftceds  he  drives. 

VOL.  VII." 


"  But  when  the  gold-enthron'd  Aurora  made 
"  Tithonus  partner  of  her  rofy  bed, 
"  (  I  ithonus  too  was  of  the  Trojan  line, 
"  Refembling  gods  in  face  and  form  divine) 
"  For  him  (he  (trait  the  Thunderer  audrefs'd,        *\ 
"  That  with  perpetual  life  he  might  be  blefs'd  :    > 
"  Jove  heard  her  pray'r,  and  granted  her  rtqueft.  j 
"  But  ah  '  how  rafh  was  fhe,  how  indilcreet '. 
"   Che  moit  material  ble fling  to  omit; 
"  Neglc<5ling,  or  not  thinking  to  provide, 
"  That  kngth  of  days  might  be  with  ftrcngth 

"  fup  plied ; 

"  And  to  her  lover's  endlefs  life,  engage 
"  An  endlefs  youth,  incapable  of  age 
"  But  hear  what  fate  befel  this  heav'nly  fair, 
"  Iti  gold  etithrori'd,  the  brighteil  child  •  f  air. 
"   rithonus,  while  of  pleating  youth  poffefs'd, 
"  Is  by  Aurora  with  delight  cartfs'd  ; 
"  Dear  to  her  arm^,  he  in  her  court  refide?,  [tides, 
"  Beyond  the  verge  of  earth    and  ocean's  utmoft 

'•  But  when  jhe  faw  gray  hairs  begin  to  fpread, 
"  Deform  his  beaid,  and  difad  rn  his  head, 
"  The  goddei's  cold  iu  her  embrace*  grew, 
"  His  arms  declin'd,  and  from  his  bed  withdrew; 
"  Yet  ilill  a  kind  of  nurfing  care  (he  fhow'd, 
"  And  frod  ambrqful,  and  rich  cl>  thes  beftow'd ; 
"  But  wlien  of  age  he  felt  the  fad  extreme, 
"  And  ev'ry  nerve  was  fhrunk,and  limb  was  lame, 
'  Lock'd  in  a  room  her  uf-lcfs  fpotife  (he  left, 
"  Of  youth,  of  vigour,  and  of  voice  berelt. 
"  On  terms  like  theft,  I  never  can  dtfire 
"  Th..u  (liouldlk  to  i  ,  mortality  afpire. 

"  Couldlt  th>.u  in  iced,  ax  riuw  thou  art,  remain 
"  Thy  :  rength,  thy  beamy,  and  thy  youth  retain, 
"  Couldft  thou  for  ever  thus  my  hufband  prove, 
"  1  might  live  hapj.y  in  thy  encilels  iove; 
"  Nor  fhould  I  e'er  have  caufe  t-   dread  the  day, 
"  When  I  mufl  mourn  thy  lofs  and  life's  decay. 
"  But  thou,  ala-i  '.  to>>  f.,on  and  fure  muft  bend 
"  Beneath  the  woes  which  painful  age  at'end  ; 
"  Inexorable  age  !  whofe  wretched  ftate 
"  All  mortals  dread,  and  all  immortals  rjate. 

"  i^ow,  kn-w,  I  allo  muft  my  portion  (hare, 
"  And  for  thy  fake  reproach  and  fhame  muft,  bear, 
"  For  1,  who  heretofore  in  chains  of  love 
"  Could  captivate  the  minds  of  g^ds  above, 
"   And  force  them,  by  my  all-tubduing  charms, 
"  To  figh  and  languifh  in  a  woman's  arms : 
"  Muft.  now  no  more  that  p"w'r  fuperior  boaft, 
"   Nor  tax  with  weakntfs  the  celeftial  hoft  ; 
'•  Since  I  myfelf  this  dear  amends  have  made, 
•'  And  am  at  laft  by  my  own  arts  betray'd. 

"   hrring  like  them,  with  appetite  deprav'd, 
"  This  hour,  by  thee,  I  have  a  Ion  c  'ncciv'a  , 
"    Whom  hid  beneath  my  zone,  I  mult  conceal, 
"  Till  time  his  being  and  my  fhame  reveal. 

"  Him  (hall  the  nymphs  who  thcfe  fair  woods 

"  adorn, 

"  In  their  deep  boforus  nurfe,  as  foon  as  born  ; 
"   They  nor  of  mortal  IK.T  immortal  feed 
"  Are  faid  to  fpring,  yet  on  ambrofia  feed, 
"  And  long  they  live,  and  oft  ir.  chorus  join 
"    With  g-nis  and  goddelfes  in  dance  divine. 
"    I  hefe  the  Sileni  court ;  thefe  Hermes  love«a 
"  And  their  embraces  feck*  in  faach'  groves* 
O  w 


Their  origin  and  birth  thefe  nymphs  deduce 
From  common  parent  earth's  prolific  juice  ; 
With  lofty  firs  which  grace  the  mountain's  hrow, 
Or  ample-fpreading  oaks  at  once  they  grow  ; 
All  have  their  trees  allotted  to  their  care, 
"Whofe  growth, duration,  and  decreafe  they  fhare. 
But  holy  are  thefe  groves  by  mortals  held, 
And  therefore  hy  the  ax  are  never  fell'd. 
But  when  the  fate  of  feme  fair  tree  draws  nigh, 
It  firft  appears  to  droop,  and  then  grows  dry  ; 
The  bark  to  crack  and  periih  next  is  fcen, 
And  laft  the  boughs  it  fhrd»,  no  longer  green  : 
And  thus  the  nymphs  expire  by  like  degrees, 
And  live  and  die  coaeval  with  their  trees. 
"  Thefe  gentle  nymphs,  hy  my  perfuafion  won, 
Shall  in  their  fweet  teceffes  nurfe  my  fon  ; 
And  when  his  cheeks  with  youth's  firft  bluflws 

"  glow, 

To  fhee  the  facred  maids  the  boy  fhall  fiiow. 
"  More  to  inftruft  thee,  when  five  years  fhall 

"  end, 
I  will  again  to  vifit  thee 
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beauteous    fon    to    charm  thy 


"  Bringing    thy 

"  fight, 

"  Whofe  godlike  form  (hall  fill  thee  with  delight ; 
"  Him  will  1  leave  thenceforward  to  thy  care, 
"  And  will  that  with  him  thou  to  Troy  repair  : 
"  There,  if  inquiry  fhall  be  made,  to  know 
"  To  whom  thou  drift  fo  bright  an  offspring  owe ; 
"  Be  fure,  thou  nothing  of  the  truth  detect, 
"  But  ready  anfwer  make  as  I  direct. 
"  Say  of  a  Sylvan  nymph  the  fair  youth  came, 
"  And  Calycopis  call  his  mother's  name. 
"   For  fhould  thou  boaft  the  truth,  and  madly  own 
"  That  rhou  in  blifs  hadft  Cytherea  known, 
"  Jove  would  his  anger  pour  upon  thy  head, 
"  And  with  avenging  thunder  flrike  thee  dead. 
"  Now  all  is  told  thee,  and  juft  caution  giv'n, 
11  Be  fecret  th«u,  and  dread  the  wrath  of  heav'n." 

She  faid,  and  fudden  foar'd  above  his  fight, 
Cutting  through  liquid  air  her  heav'nward  flight. 

AH  hail,  bright  Cyprian  queen  '.  thee  firft   ( 

praife, 
Then  to  fome  other  pow'r  transfer  my  lays. 
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SIR  RICHARD  BLACKMORE. 

Containing 

CREATION; 

*  PHILOSOPHICAL  POEM,  IN  SEVEN  BOOKS, 


The  themes  of  vulgar  lays,  with  juft  difdain 

I  leave  unfung,  the  flocks,  the  amorous  fvvain, 

The  pleafures  of  the  land,  and  terror*  of  the  main.— • 

I  meditate  to  foar  above  tha  fkies, 

To  heights  unknown,  through  ways  untry'd  to  rife  ; 

1  would  th*  Eternal  from  his  works  affect, 

And  fing  the  wouders  of  Creating  Art. 

CREATION,  BOOK  I. 


EDINBURGH: 

BY  jttyNDELL  AND  SON,  ROYAL  BANK  CLpSE, 
Anno  1793. 


THE  LIFE  OF  BLACKMORE. 


Ofr  Si*  RICHARD  BLACKMORE,  eminent  as  he  was,  both  as  a  poet  and  aphyfician,  very  few  me 
morials  have  been  left  by  his  contemporaries.  His  writings  have  attracted  much  notice ;  but  it 
has  been  his  lot  to  be  much  oftener  mentioned  by  enemies  than  by  friends. 

He  was  the  fon  of  Robert  Blackmore  of  Corfham,  in  Wiltftiire,  Gent,  defcended  from  a  good 
family  m  Dorfetfhire,  and  ftyledby  Jacob,  an  "  Attorney  at  Law."  The  time  of  his  birth  is  not  cer 
tainly  known. 

He  received  his  early  education  at  a  private  country  fchool,  from  whence,  in  the  thirteenth  year 
•f  his  age,  he  was  removed  to  Weflminfter.  Of  his  fchool  exercifes  tradition  has  prefcrved  no  ac 
count. 

In  1668,  he  was  entered  a  commoner  of  Edmund  Hall,  Oxford,  where  he  took  the  degree  of 
Matter  of  Arts,  June  3,  1676,  and  refided  thirteen  years;  a  much  longer  time  than  it  is  ufual  to 
fpend  at  the  Univerfity,  and  which  feems  to  have  been  pafled  in  the  ftudies  preparatory  to  the  pro- 
feffion  he  intended  to  follow ;  which  was  that  of  phyfic. 

Dr.  Johnfon,  who  has  written  his  life  with  candour  and  difcernment,  is  of  opinion  that  he  fpent 
his  time  at  the  Univerfity  with  very  little  attention  to  the  budnefs  of  the  place ;  becaufe,  in  his 
poems,  the  ancient  names  of  nations,  or  places,  which  he  often  introduces,  are  pronounced  by  chance. 
But  it  may  be  reafonably  doubted,  whether  a  few  inftances  of  falfe  pronunciation,  or  capricious  or 
thography,  are  Sufficient  to  warrant  the  fuppofition  of  his  being  negligent  of  ftudyj  or  deficient  in 
•laflical  erudition. 

In  the  early  period  of  his  life,  he  is  faid  to  have  been  engaged  for  fome  time  in  the  profeflion  of  a 
fchoolmafter  ;  a  Ctuation  certainly  not  in  itfelf  difhonourablc,  though  it  was  ofren  urged  as  a  kind 
of  reproach,  when  he  became  conspicuous  enough  to  excite  malevolence.  In  one  of  the  numerous 
ifatirical  pieces  that  were  written  againft  him,  are  the  following  pungent  lines,  attributed  by  T.  Brown, 
to  Colonel  Codrington  : 

By  nature  form'd,  by  want  a  pedant  made, 

Blackmore  at  firfl.  fet  up  the  whipping  trade ; 

fcjeit  quack  commenced,  then  fierce  with  pride  he  fwore, 

That  toothach,  gout,  and  corns,  fliould  be  no  more. 

In  vain  his  drugs,  as  well  as  birch  he  tried  J 

His  boys  grew  blockheads,  and  his  patients  died. 

His  being  a  fchoolmafter,  is  alfo  alluded  to  by  Garth,  in  the  following  lines : 

Unwicldly  pedant,  let  thy  awkward  mufe 
With  confcious  pratfe,  with  flatteries  abufe ; 
To  lafb,  and  not  be  felt,  in  thee's  an  art; 
Thou  ne'er  mad'll  any  but  thy  fchuol-boys  fmart. 

"  And  let  it  be  remembered,"  fays  .Dr.  Jthnfon,  "  for  his  honour,  that  to  have  been  once  a 
fchoolmafter,  is  the  only  reproach  which  all  the  perfpicacity  of  malice,  animated  by  wit,  has  ever 
fixed  upon  his  private  life."  .  . 

It  is  probable  that  his  indigence  did  not  long  compel  him  to  teach  a  fchool.  Some  circumftanc«s 
concurring,  it  may  beprefumed,  in  his  favour,  he  travelled  into  Italy,  and  took  the  degree  of  Doctor 
cf  Phyfic,  at  the  Univerfity  of  Padua. 

.  He  alfo  vifited  France,  Germany,  and  the  Low  Countries,  and,  having  fpent  about  a  year  and  » 
half  abroad,  he  returned  to  England. 

On  his  arrival  in  London,  he  commenced  Phyfician,  and  obtained  high  emintoce  and 
practice, 

•  o  iij. 
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He  became  Fellow  of  the  College  of  Phyfichns,  April  ia.  1687,  being  one  of  the  thirty  whichj 
by  the  new  charter  of  King  James,  were  added  to  the  former  Fellows. 

His  refidence  was  at  Sadler's.  Hall  in  Chcapfide,  and  his  friends  were  chiefly  in  the  city.  Ae 
that  time,  a  citizen  was  a  term  of  reproach ;  and  his  place  of  abode  was  another  topic  to  which  hi» 
atlverfaries  had  recourfe  in  the  penury  of  fcandal. 

In  his  travels,  he  had  feen  too  much  of  foreign  flavery  to  be  fond  of  domeftic  chains;  and,  there 
fore,  early  declared  himfelf  in  favour  of  the  Revolution,  and  zealoufly  efpoufed  thofe  principles 
upon  whkh  it  was  effected. 

He  was  not  known  as  a  poet  till  he  publifhed  Prince  Arthur,  an  Heroie  Poem,  in  Ten  Bach,  1 695, 
Written,  as  he  relates,  "  by  fuch  catches  and  ftarts,  and  in  fuch  occasional,  uncertain  hours,  as  his  pro- 
feffion  afforded,  and  for  the  greateft  part  in  coffee-houfes,  or  in  pafling  up  and  down  the  ftreets.  In  the 
latter  part  of  the  apology,  he  was  a«cufed  by  Dryden  of  writing  "  to  the  rumbling  of  hii  chariot 
wheels."  He  incurred  the  difpleafure  of  Dryden,  by  cenfuring,  in  his  preface,  the  liccntioufnefs  of 
the  ftage. 

Prince  Arthur  appears  to  have  been  generally  read  ;  for  in  two  years  k  had  three  editions  :  a  very 
uncommon  inftance  of  favourable  reception,  at  a  time  when  literary  curiofity  was  yet  confined  to 
particular  claffes  of  the  nation. 

As  he  was  not,  however,  "  free  of  the  poet's  company,  but  a  downright  interloper,  an  unlicenfed 
adventurer,"  his  fuccefs  naturally  railed  animofity ;  and  Dennis  attacked  him  in  "  Remarks  on 
Prince  Arthur,"  publifhed  in  1696,  in  which  he  endeavoured  to  fliow  that  his  action  had  neither 
unity,  integrity,  nor  morality,  nor  um'verfality ;  and  that  consequently  he  could  have  no  fable,  nor 
310  hereic  poem ;  and  that  his  narration  was  neither  probable,  delightful,  nor  wonderful.  It  was 
not,  however,  his  defign  to  prove  that  Prince  Artbur  was  a  work  of  no  merit ;  for  in  his  dedication 
to  the  Earl  of  Dorfet,  he  fays,  "  I  believe  Prince  Arthur  to  be  neither  admirable  nor  contemptible  : 
for,  if  I  had  either  the  one  or  the  other  opinion,  I  fhould  certainly  never  have  written  againft  him." 
To  the  cenfure  of  Dennis,  may  be  oppofed  the  approbation  of  Locke,  and  the  admiration  of  Mo- 
lineux,  which  are  found  in  their  printed  letters.  Molineux  is  particularly  delighted  with  the  Stag 
vf  Mofas.  It  is  alfo  praifed  by  Watts  in  the  preface  to  his  "  Horz  Lyrics."  And  Gildon,  in  his 
*•  Art  of  Poetry,"  fays,  tt  That  notwithftanding  his  merit,  this  admirable  author  did  n»t  think  him 
felf  upon  the  fame  footing  with  Homer." 

The  anrmadverfions  of  Dennis,  infolcnt  and  contemptuous  as  they  were,  raifed  no  implacable 
refentment  in  Blackmore ;  for,  in  one  of  his  latter  works,  he  praifes  Dennis  as  "  equal  to  Boileau 
in  poetry,  and  fuperior  to  him  in  critical  abilities." 

His  Prince  Artbur  was  followed,  in  1697,  by  Xing  Arthur,  an  epic  poem,  in  twelve  books ;  in  the 
preface  to  which,  he  atones  for  the  "  provoking  preface"  to  Prince  Arthur,  by  beftowing  a  genteel 
and  juft  eulogium  on  Congrevc's  "  Mourning  Bride."  He  alfo  acknowledges,  that  feveral  con- 
fiderable  defect*  are  to  be  found  in  Prince  Arthur  •  and  apologizes  for  them,  by  confeffing  that, 
•when  he  undertook  it,  he  had  been  long  a  ftranger  to  the  mufes.  "  I  had  read  but  little  poetry," 
fays  he,  "  throughout  my  whole  life ;  and  in  fifteen  years  before,  I  had  not,  as  I  can  remember, 
wrote  a  hundred  lines  in  verfe,  excepting  a  copy  of  Latin  verfes  in  honour  of  a  friend's  book." 

The  refentment  of  the  wits  and  critics  was  not  fofteued  either  by  the  panegyric  or  the  apology ; 
tut  he  found  advantages  more  than  equivalent  to  all  their  outrages ;  for  he  was  this  year  made 
wne  of  the  Phyficians  in  ordinary  to  King  William,  and  advanced  by  him  to  the  honour  of  knight 
hood,  with  a  prefent  of  a  gold  chain  and  a  medal. 

The  malignity  of  the  wits  attributed  his  knighthood  to  his  new  poem  ;  but  poetical  merit  was 
not  a  fuificicnt  recommendation  to  the  favour  and  notice  of  William,  who,  in  conferring  honours 
and  rewards  on  Bbckmorc,  no  doubt,  regarded  the  eminence  which  he  had  attained  in  his  pro* 
fcflion,  and  his  zealous  attachment  to  the  principles  of  the  Revolution. 

Pope,  when  he  became  his  enemy,  mentions  this  as  an  influxes;  of  honours  and  rewards  being  in> 
properly  bcftowed  by  kings. 

The  hero  William,  and  the  martyr  Charles, 

One  knighted  Blackouore  aad  one  pcuil  ^ned  Q— -'--•- 
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hi  iyoo,  he  publifhed  A  Satire  upon  Wit,  or  rather  the  abufe  of  wit,  the  difpofition  which  fo  much 
prevailed  of  turning  every  thing  ferious  into  ridicule  and  banter.  This  poem  united  almoil  all  the 
poets  againft  him,  and  brought  upon  him  lampoons  and  ridicule  from  every  fide.  In  T.  Brown's 
Works,  are  upward*  of  twenty  different  fatirical  pieces  in  verfe,  written  by  men  of  high  rank  and 
genius,  againft  Blackmore,  who  is  fometimes  called  the  Cbeaffide  Knight,  and  the  City  Sard,  and  ionic - 
times  the  Merry  Poetujler  if  Sadler's  Hall  in  Cbeapfidt. 

In  this  performance,  he  juftly  cenfurcd  Dryden's  impurities,  but  praifed  his  powers  j  though  in  a 
fubfequent  edition,  he  ungeneroufly  retained  the  fatire  and  omitted  the  praife. 

The  fame  year,  he  publifhed  A  Paraphrase  ott  the  Book  of 'Job,  and  other  parts  of  the  fcripture, 

which  Dryden,  who  purfued  him  with  great  malignity,  lived  long  enough  to  ridicule  in  a  prologue. 

Upon  the  king's  death,  March  8.  1701-4,  he  was  one  of  the  phyficians  who  gave  their  opinions 

at  the  opening  of  his  Majefty's  body.     At  the  acceffion  of  Queen  Anne,  he  was  appointed  one  of 

her  Phyficians,  and  continued  in  that  fution  for  ibme  time. 

In  1705,  he  publifhed  Eliza,  an  Heroic  Poem  in  ten  bocks,  which  does  not  appear  to  have  found  ' 
many  readers  at  the  time,  and  is  now  neglected. 

In  1706,  he  publifhed  his  Ad-vice  to  the  Potts,  a  poem  on  the  Duke  of  Marlborough's  victories ; 
which  was  followed,  in  1708,  by  The  Kit-Kats,  a  poem,  and  the  nexc  year  by  Injlru&ians  to  bander- 
lank,  a  fequel  to  the  Advice  to  the  Poets,  which  Steele  ridiculed  in  the  "  Tatlcr,"  with  fuch  fuccefs, 
that  he  put  an  end  to  the  fpecies  of  writers  who  give  advice  to  painters. 

In  171*,  he  publifhed  his  Creation,  a  Pbihfopblcal  Poem  in  feven  books;  which  is  defervedly  ef- 
"    teemed  a  claffical  performance,  and,  if  he  had  written  nothing  elfe,  would  have  tranfmitted  his  name 
to  pofterity,  among  the  firft  favourites  of  the  Englifh  mufe. 

There  is  a  tradition,  that,  as  he  proceeded  in  writing  it,  he  laid  his  rnanufcript,  from  time  to  time, 
before  a  club  of  wits,  with  whom  he  affociated,  and  that  every  man  contributed,  as  he  could,  either 
improvement  or  correction.  But,  admitting  this  friendly  revifion  to  have  actually  taken  place 
which  is  by  no  means  certain,  Blackmore  will  ftill  retain  an  ample  dividend  of  praife  ;  for  to'him 
muft  always  be  affigned  the  plan  of  the  work,  the  diftribution  of  its  parts,  the  choice  of  topics,  the. 
train  of  argument,  and  what  is  yet  more,  the  general  predominance  of  philofophical  judgment  and 
poetical  fpirit ;  for  correction  feldom  effects  more  than  the  fuppreffion  of  faults :  a  happy  line,  or  a 
fingle  elegance,  may  perhaps  be  added ;  but  of  a  large  work,  the  original  conftitution  and  general 
character  muft  always  remain. 

In  1713,  when  the  "  Spectator"  flopped,  he  condcfcended  to  entertain  the  polite  world,  as  a  pe 
riodical  effayift.  "  I  rcfolved,"  he  fays  in  a  letter  to  Hughes,  "  by  the  aid  of  another  friend,  t» 
publifh  a  paper  three  times  a  week,  and  to  own  that  I  had  fonie  hand  in  it.  Accordingly  this  de- 
fign  has  been  twice  publicly  advertifed.  The  paper  is  called  the  Lay-Monk  /  and  now  I  believe  th& 
tendernefs  of  your  frieudfhip,  joined  with  your  diffidence  of  fuccefs,  begins  to  put  you  in  pain,  and 
make  you  tremble  for  me.  But  I  entreat  you  to  difmifs  all  concern  of  that  nature,  for  I  can  run  na> 
rifle.  I  am  not  determined  by  defire  of  fame,  or  profit,  to  undertake  this  difficult  and  hazardouc 
promife ;  but  I  have  other  views,  which  I  am  under  obligations  to  purfue,  though  I  fhould  run  a 
greater  venture  than  I  do  now.  If  I  mifcarry,  I  am  but  where  I  was ;  if  I  fuccced,  I  fhali  have  the 
fatisfaction  of  accomplifhing  a  defign,  that  I  have  formed  for  public  good-"  \_LetterscfEmlnent 
ferfons,  Vol.  I.  f.  8l.] 

The  firft  paper  was  publifhed  Nov.  16.  1713,  the  laft  Feb.a.J.  1713-14.  Hughes  is  faid  to  have 
contributed  every  third  paper.  The  papers  were  afterwards  collected  into  a  volume,  and  called  in. 
the  title,  The  Lay-MonaJlery,  a  fequel  to  tbt  Sfeclator.  He  became  one  of  the  ElcBs  of  the  College  of 
Phyficians,  Aug.  aa.  1716,  andwasfoon  after  (Oct.  i.)  chofcn  Ceafor. 

In  1716  and  171 7,  he  publifhed  two  volumes  of  fj/ayt  onfevtral  Su&jigt,  which  defervc  commen 
dation  only  as  they  arc  written  for  the  higheft  and  aobleft  purpofe,  the  promotion  of  virtue  and 
religion. 

He  had  very  juft  ideas  of  the  true  ends  of  writing ;  but  his  tfigyghts  are  feldom  recommended  bjj 
elegance  of  ftylc  and  torrectnefs,  tf  cpmjp ofijtioa. 
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In  1718,  he  publifhed  a  collection  of  Poemi  »n  various  Subjetls.  containing,  the  fmall  pieces  tot" 
nicrlv  printed,  together  with.  Hymn  to  tie  Light  of  tbe  World,  -with  a  dcfcription  of  tit  Cartoons  rf 
Raphael,  firft  printed  in  1703,  The  Nature  of  Man,  in  three  books  firft  printed  1711,  and  Crimes, 
a  fanre,  Tbe  tory  of  Don  Carlos,  Prince  of  Spain,  An  Ode  la  tbe  Creator,  H^mn  to  tit  Sacred  Spirit,  On 
Repentance,  On  Retirement,  &c.  « 

Having  Succeeded  fo  well  in  demonftrating  t}ie  txiftence  and  providence  of  God,  in  his  poem  on 
the  Creation,  he  now  undertook  to  eftablifh  the  truth  of  Revelation,  and  publifhed,  in  1721,  The  Re- 
decrr>»r,  a  Poem  in  fix  lv  oks. 

The  lame  year  he  produced  A  neia  tierfton  of  the  Pfalmi  of  David,  fitted  to  the  tune}  ufed  in  Churches, 
which  was  recommended  by  public  authority  to  be  ufed  in  ihe  Churches  and  Chapels  of  England. 

There  was  yet  another  monarch  of  this  iflai.d  whom  he  confidered  as  worthy  of  the  epic  mufe, 
and  in  l*»43,  he  pr  duced  King  Alfred,  an  Heroic  Poem,  in  twelve  books,  which,  like  Eliza,  "  drop 
ped  dead-born  from  the  prtfs,"  and  clofed  his  epic  labvurs.  In  the  dedication  he  fays,  that  "  he 
had  a  greater  part  in  the  facctfCon  of  the  Houfe  of  Hanover  than  ever  he  had  boafted." 

"  Of  his  four  epic  p  ems,"  fays  Dr.  J-ihnfoti,  "  the  firft  had  fuch  reputation  and  popularity,  as 
enraged  the  critics ;  the  fecond  was  ac  kaft  known  enough  to  be  ridkuled ;  the  two  laft  found  nei 
ther  friends  nor  enemies  " 

fit-fides  the  original  poems  and  effays  already  enumerated,  he  wrote  a  variety  of  hiftorical,  theo 
logical,  and  medical  traces,  which  were  publifhed  in  the  following  order  :  A  Difcourfc  on  tbe  Plague, 
8vo,  1740;  Mtdcrri  Arians  Unmajked,  8vo,  1721;  a  Treat ife  on  the  Small- Pox,  8vo,  17 22;  Hiflory 
'  ef  tbe  Conffiracy  againjl  King  Wii.lam,  8vo,  1713  a  Treatife  on  Confumptions,  8vo,  1714;  a  Treatife 
on  tbe  Spleen  and  Vapours,  8vo,  I72J  ;  a  Critical  Diffirtation  on  tbe  Spleen,  8vo,  17*5  ;  Jujl  Prejudicei 
againjl  tke  Arian  Hypntbrjis,  8vo,  1725  ;  Difcourfes  on  the  Gout,  Rheumatifm,  and  Kings  Evil,  8vo,  1726; 
Diffii tuitions  on  a  Dropfy,  a  Tytnpany,  tbe  "Jaundice,  the  Stone,  and  Diabetes,  8vo,  1727,  Natural  Theology, 
8vo.  1728. 

His  biogra'phers  have  reported,  that  the  ridicule  which  was  thrown  on  the  poet,  wa»  in  tims 
followed  by  the  neglect  of  the  phyfician  ;  and  that  his  practice,  which  was  once  invidioufly  great,  for- 
fook  him  in  the  latter  part  of  his  life  :  but  the  fact  may  be  realbnably  doubted,  and  fome  commu 
nications  in  the  "  Gentleman's  Magazine,"  for  179*4  Ihew  that  he  was  confulted  by  perfons  of 
the  higheft  rank,  and  prefervcd  his  profcflional  credit  and  reputation  till  the  clcfe  of  his  life. 

He  died  on  the  8tli  of  October  17*9,  in  an  advanced  age,  and  manifefted  in  his  laft  illnefs  the 
fame  fervent  piety  which  had  diftinguifhed  him  in  his  life.  He  left  behind  him  The  AccomplifttJ 
Preacher,  or  an  E/ay  upon  Divine  Eloquence,  which  was  printed  in  8vro,  1731,  by  the  Rev.  Mr. 
John  White  of  Nayland  in  Eflex,  who  attended  his  death-bcd,  and  bore  teftimony  to  the  elevated 
piety  with  which  he  prepared  for  his  approaching  diffolutii  n. 

Since  his  death,  none  of  his  numerous  publications  have  been  reprinted,  except  his  Creation,  whkk 
has  gone  through  feveral  editions,  and  was  recommended  by  Dr.  Johnfon  to  he  infertcd  in  the  col 
lection  of  "  The  Englifh  Poets,"  with  the  general  approbation  of  the  public. 

Of  the  private  life  and  domeftic  character  of  Blackmore,  there  are  no  memorials.  As  a  man  he 
was  juftly  entitled  to  great  applaufe  :  for  numerous  as  his  enemies  and  opponents  were,  they  feem 
to  have  been  incapable  of  fixing  the  leaft  imputation  on  his  character ;  and  tlu  fe  who  perfonally 
knew  him,  fpoke  highly  of  his  virtues.  He  was  the  friend  of  Hughes.  Addifon  appears  to  have  had 
a  great  perfonal  regard  for  him,  and  he  was  in  terms  of  frienc'.fhip  with  Pope,  fo  late  as  1714. 
This  friendship  was  broken  by  his  accufiiig  Pope,  in  his  EJfays,  of  profanenefs  and  immorality,  on  a 
report  from  Curl  that  he  was  the  author  of  a  "  Traveftie  on  the  Firft  Pfalm."  Pope  was  after 
wards  the  perpetual  and  inccffaot  enemy  of  Blackmore,  and  fatirized  him  in  the  "  Dunciad,"  it 
the  following  lines : 

But  far  o'er  aW,  fonorons  Blackmore's  drain ; 
Walls,  fteeples,  flcies    bray  back  to  him  again. 
In  Tot'num  fields,  the  brethren,  with  amaze  ! 
Prick  all  their  ears  up,  and  forget  to  graze, 
L»ng  Chanc'ry-lane  retentive  rolls  the  found, 
And  courts  to  courts  return  it  round  and  round ; 
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Thames  wafts  ir  thence  N>  Rufus'  roaring  hall, 
And  Hungerford  re  echoes  bawl  for  bawl. 
All  hail  him  viftor  in  both  arts  of  fong, 
Who  fings  fo  loudly  and  who  fmgs  fo  long. 

Hardly  any  writer  has  ever  been  more  ridiculed  than  Blackmore ;  yet  there  have  been  few,  perhaps 
hone,  who  have  had  better  intentions.  He  was  certainly  a  man  of  confiderable  learning  and  abili 
ties,  and  a  moft  zealous  advocate  for  the  interefts  of  religion  and  virtue.  He  wrote,  indeed,  too 
much,  and  was  deficient  in  tafte ;  nor  did  he  take  fufficient  time  to  polifti  his  competitions ,  but  he 
was  far  from  being  deficient  in  genius,  and,  it  is  evident,  that  it  was  not  his  dullnefs  which  «- 
oited  fo  much  animofity  again  ft  him. 

His  Creation  is  by  univerfal  confent  accounted  the  nobleft  production  of  his  genius.  Addifon 
[Sped.  o3Q.j  fays,  it  "  was  undertaken  with  fo  good  an  intention,  and  executed  with  fo  great  a 
maftcry,  that  it  deferves  to  be  looked  upon  as  one  of  the  moft  ufeful  and  noble  productions  in  our 
Englifli  verfe.  The  reader  cannot  but  be  pleafed  to  fee  the  depths  of  philofophy  enlivened  with  all 
the  charms  of  poetry,  and  to  fee  fo  great  a  lirength  of  realon  amidft  fo  beautiful  a  redundancy  of 
the  imagination."  Even  Dennis  calls  it  a  "  Philofophical  Poem,  which  has  equalled  that  of  Lucre 
tius,  in  the  beauty  of  its  verfification,  and  infinitely  furpaffed  it  in  the  folidity  and  ftrength  of  its 
reafoning."  "  This  writer,"  fays  Mr  Buncombe,  [Letters  of  Eminent  Perfons,  vol.  i.p.  82.]  "  though 
the  butt  of  the  wits,  elpecially  Dryden  and  Pope,  was  treated  with  more  contempt  than  he  deferved* 
In  particular,  his  poem  on  the  Creation  has  much  merit.  And  let  it  be  remembered,  that  the  re- 
fcntment  of  thoi'e  wits  were  excited  by  Sir  Richard's  zeal  for  religion  and  virtue,  by  cenfuring  the 
libertinUm  of  Dryden,  and  the  (fuppofed)  profanenefs  of  Pope." 

"  Blackmore,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  by  the  unremitted  enmity  of  the  wits,  whom  he  provoked 
more  by  his  virtue  than  his  dullnefs,  has  been  expoled  to  w«rfe  treatment  than  he  deferred  :  hii 
name  was  fo  long  ufed  to  point  every  epigram  upon  dull  writers,  that  it  became  at  laft  a  bye-woid 
•f  contempt  ;  but  it  deferves  obfervation,  that  malignity  takes  hold  only  of  his  writings,  and  that 
his  life  palTed  without  reproach,  even  when  his  boldnefs  of  reprehenfion  naturally  turned  upon  him 
many  eyes  defi-ou*  to  fpy  faults,  which  many  tongues  would  have  made  haite  to  publifh. 

41  As  an  author,  he  may  juftly  claim  the  honours  of  magnanimity.  The  inceflant  attack  of  his 
enemies,  whether  ferious  or  merry,  are  never  difcovered  to  have  difturbed  hi*  quiet,  or  to  have 
leflened  his  confidence  in  himfelf ;  they  neither  awaked  him  to  filence  nor  to  caution  ;  they  neither 
provoked  him  to  petulance,  nor  deprefled  him  to  complaint.  While  the  diftribut-Ts  of  literary  fame 
•were  endeavouring  to  depreciate  and  degrade  him,  he  either  defpifed  or  defied  them,  wrote  on  as 
he  had  written  before,  and  never  turned  afide  to  quiet  them  by  civility  or  reprefs  them  by  con 
futation. 

'•  He  depended  with  great  fecurity  on  his  own  powers,  and  perhaps  was  for  that  reafon  lefs  di 
ligent  in  perufing  books.  His  literature  was,  I  think,  but  {'mall  What  he  knew  of  antiquity, 
I  fufpedl  him  to  have  gathered  from  modern  compilers;  but  though  he  could  not  boaft  of  much 
Critical  knowledge,  his  mind  was  ft  .red  with  general  principles,  and  he  left  minute  reproaches  to 
thofc  whom  he  c<;r.fidered  as  little  minds. 

"  With  this  diipofition  he  wrote  moll  of  his  poems.  Having  formed  a  magnificent  defign,  he 
was  carelefs  of  particular  and  fubordinate  elegancies;  he  ftudied  no  niceties  of  verfification;  he 
waited  for  no  felicities  of  fancy ;  but  caught  his  firft  thoughts  on  his  firft  words  in  which  they 
were  prefented  f  nor  does  it  appear  that  he  faw  beyond  his  performances,  or  had  ever  elevated  hi* 
ideas  to  that  ideal  perfection  which  every  genius  born  to  excel  is  condemned  always  to  purlue,  and 
iiever  overtake.  In  the  firft  fuggcftions  of  his  imagination,  he  acquiefced ;  he  thought  them  good, 
and  did  not  feek  for  better.  His  works  may  be  read  a  long  time  without  the  occurrence  of  a  fingle 
line  that  ftands  prominent  fr<  m  the  reft. 

"  The  poem  on  Creation  has,  however,  the  appearance  of  more  circumfpe&ion  ;  it  wants  neither 
harmony  of  numbers,  accuracy  of  ftyle,  nor  elegance  of  didtion  ;  it  has  either  been  written  with 
great  care,  of  what  w naot  be  imagined  of  fo  long  a  work,  with  fuch  felicity  as  made  care  lefs 
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"  Its  two  conftituent  parts  are  ratiocination  and  defcription.  To  reafon  in  verfe,  is  allowed  t» 
t>e  difficult ;  but  Blackmore,  not  only  reafons  in  vcrfc,  but  very  often  rcafons  poetically,  and  finds 
/he  art  of  uniting  ornament  with  ftrength,  and  cafe  with  clofenefs.  This  is  a  /kill  which  Pop« 
•light  have  condescended  to  learn  from  him,  when  he  needed  it  fo  much  in  his  "  Moral  Eflays." 

**  In  his  defcriptions  both  of  life  and  nature,  the  poet  and  the  philofophcr  happily  co-operate ; 
truth  is  recommended  by  elegance,  and  elegance  fuftained  by  truth. 

'«  In  the  flructure  and  order  of  the  poem,  not  only  the  greater  parts  are  properly  confecmive, 
fcut  the  deda&ic  and  illuftrative  paragraphs  are  fo  happily  mingled,  that  labour  is  relieved  by  plea- 
fore,  and  the  attention  is  led  on  through  a  long  fucceilion  of  varied  excellence,  to  the  original  po- 
Ction,  the  fundamental  principle  of  wifdojn  and  of  virtue.'' 


CREATION; 


PHILOSOPHICAL    POEM. 

IN   SEVEN   BOOKS. 

BY  SIR  RICHARD  BLACKMORE,  KNIGHT,  M.  D. 

AN»  FKJ.LOW  OF  THE  COLLEGE  OJ  PHYSICIANS  IN  LONDON. 

M  Principle  ccelum,  ac  terras  campofque  liquentes, 

"  Lucentemqvie  globum  Lunae,  Titaniaque  aftra 

"  Spiritus  intus  alit,  totamquc  infufa  per  artus 

"  Mens  agitat  molem,  et  magno  fe  corpore  mifcet. 

"  Inde  hominum,  pecudumque  genus,  viteque  volantum, 

"  Et  qua:  marmoreo  fert  aaonftra  fub  aquore  pontus."  Vuto» 


PREFACE. 


IT  hai  been  the  opinion  of  many  perfom  of  great 
fenfe  and  learning,  that  the  knowledge  of  a  God, 
as  well  as  fume  other  felf-evident  and  uncontefted 
notions,  is  born  with  us,  and  exifts  antecedent  to 
any  perception  or  operation  of  the  mind.  They 
exprefs  themfelves  on  this  fubjedt  in  metaphorical 
teems,  altogether  unbecoming  philofophical  and 
judicious  inquiries,  while  they  affcrt,  that  the 
knowledge  of  a  God  is  interwoven  with  our  con- 
ftitution,  that  it  is  written,  engraven,  ftamped, 
and  imprinted  in  clear  and  discernible  charadlars 
on  the  heart ;  in  which  manner  of  fpcech  they 
affeft  to  follow  the  great  orator  of  the  Romans. 

By  thefe  unartful  phrafes  they  can  mean  no 
thing  but  this,  that  the  proposition,  There  is  a 
God,  is  adually  exiftent  in  the  mind,  as  foon  as 
the  mind  has  its  being  ;  and  is  not  at  lirlt  acquired, 
though  it  may  be  afterwards  confirmed,  by  any 
a  cl:  of  reafon,  by  any  argument  or  demonstration. 
I  mull  confefs  my  inability  to  conceive  this  inbred 
knowledge,  thefe  original  independent  ideas,  that 
owe  not  their  being  to  the  operation  of  the  under- 
llanding,  l»ut  arc,  I  know  uot  UQW,  cjJDjSflite  and 
<co-txiftcn.t  with  it. 


For  how  a  man  can  be  faid  to  have  knowledge 
before  he  knows,  how  ideas  can  exift  in  the  mind 
without  and  before  perception,  I  muft  own  is  too 
difficult  for  me  to  comprehend.  That  a  man  is 
born  with  a  faculty  or  capacity  to  know,  though 
as  yet  without  any  a<ftual  knowledge ;  and  that 
as  the  eye  has  a  native  difpofition  and  apfitude  to 
perceive  the  light,  when  fitly  offered,  though  aa 
yet  it  never  exercifed  any  a&  of  vifion,  and  had 
no  innate  images  in  the  womb ;  fo  the  mind  Is 
endued  with  a  power  and  faculty  to  know  and 
perceive  the  truth  of  this  proportion,  There  is  at 
God,  as  foon  as  it  fhall  be  reprefented  to  it ;  all 
this  is  clear  and  intelligible  ;  but  any  thing  more 
is,  as  I  have  faid,  above  my  reach.  In  this  opi 
nion,  which  I  had  many  years  ago  entertained,  I 
was  afterwards  confirmed  by  the  famous  author  cf 
the  Efiay  on  Human  Underftanding.  Nor  can  I 
fee  that,  by  this  doctrine,  the  argument  for  the» 
exigence  of  a  Deity,  drawn  from  the  general  af- 
ferit  of  all  nations  (excepting  perhaps  fome  few, 
who  are  fo  barbarous  that  they  approach  very 
near  the  condition  of  brute  animals),  is  at  all  in* 
For  fuppofiog  there  is  no  iubred  Imovrx 
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ledge  of  a  God;  yet  if  mankind  generally  affcnt  to 
it,  whether  thtir  belief  proceeds  from  their  re 
flection  on  theinfelves,  or  on  the  vifible  creation 
about  them,  it  will  be  certainly  true,  that  the  ex- 
Iftence  <>f  a  Deity  carries  with  it  the  clearcft  and 
mod  uncontrolable  evidence  ;  fince  mankind  fo 
readily  and  fo  Univerfally  perceive  and  embrace  it. 
It  deferves  confideration,  that  St.  Paul  upon  this 
argument  does  not  appeal  to  the  light  within,  or 
to  any  characters  of  the  Divine  Being  «.riginal!y 
engraven  on  the  heart,  but  deduces  the  caufe 
from  the  effect,  and  from  the  creation  infers  the 
Creator 

It  is  very  probable  that  thofe  who  believe  an  in 
mate  idea  of  a  Divine  Being,  tmproduced  hy  any 
•pcrarion  of  the  mind,  were  led  by  this  to  ano 
ther  (.pinion,  namely,  that  there  never  was  in  the 
world  a  real  Atheift  in  belief  and  fpeculation,  how 
many  foever  there  may  have  been  in  life  and  prac 
tice.  But,  tipon  due  examination,  this  opinion,  I 
imagine,  will  not  abide  the  ted  ;  which  I  fliall 
endeavour  to  make  evident. 

But,  before  I  enter  upon  this  fubject,  it  feems 
jroper  to  take  notice  of  the  apology,  which  fe 
deral  perfons  of  great  learning  and  candour  have 
made  for  many  famous  men,  and  great  philofo- 
phers,  unjuiUy  accufed  of  impiety. 

Whoever  fliall  fet  about  to  mend  the  world,  and 
reform  men's  notions,  as  well  as  their  manners, 
will  certaiily  be  the  mark  of  much  fcandal  and 
reproach ;  and  will  effectually  be  convinced,  that 
it  is  too  poffible  the  greateft  lovers  and  benefactors 
of  mankind  may  be  reprefented-by  the  multitude, 
whofe  opinions  they  contradict,  as  the  worft  of 
men.  The  hardy  undertakers,  who  exprefs  their 
zeal  to  rectify  the  fentiments  of  a  prejudiced  peo 
ple  in  matters  of  religion,  who  labour  to  ftem  the 
tide  of  popular  error,  and  ftrike  at  the  founda 
tions  of  any  ancient,  eftabliflied  fuperftition,  muft 
themfelves  expect  to  be  treated  as  pragmatical  and 
infolent  innovators,  difturbers  of  the  public  peace, 
and  the  great  enemies  of  religion.  The  obferva- 
lion  of  all  ages  confirms  this  truth ;  and,  if  any 
man  who  is  doubtful  of  it  would  try  the  experi 
ment,  I  make  no  qucfiion  he  will  very  foojj  be 
thoroughly  convinced. 

It  is  no  wonder,  therefore,  that  Anaxagorat, 
though  he  was  the  firft  philofopher  who  plainly 
affcrted  an  Eternal  Mind  by  whofe  power  the 
world  was  made,  for  oppofing  the  public  worfliip 
at  Athens,  whofe  refined  wits  were  plunged  in 
ihe  molt  fenfekfs  idolatry,  and  particularly  for 
denying  the  divinity  of 'the  Sun,  fliould  be 
condemned  for  irreligion,  and  treafon  againft  the 
rods ;  and  be  heavilv  fined  and  banifhed  the  city. 
It  is  no  vender,  after  fo  (harp  a  perfecution  of 
this  zealous  nT'-rmer,  that  Socrates,  the  next  fuc- 
cefibr  but  one  to  Anaxagoras,  and  the  lalt  of  the 
Ionic  fchool,  for  oppoling  tlieir  fcandalous  rabble 
of  deities,  and  afferting  one  Divine  Beingf  fliould 
be  condemned  for  athcifm,  and  put  to  death,  by 
•  blind  fuperftition  and  implacable  bigotry.  . 

Some  have  been  condemned  by  their  antagonifts 
for  impiety,  who  maintaaf  peGtions,  \\hichthofe 
fctro  whom  they  dilfent  imagine  have  u  tendency 


to  the  difbelief  of  a  Deity.  But  this  is  a  manifefl 
violation  of  jul'ice,  as  well  as  candour,  to  impute 
to  any  man  the  remote  confequences  of  his  opi 
nion,  which  he  himfelf  difclaims  and  deleft*,  and 
who,  if  he  faw  the  connrction  of  his  principles 
with  fuch  conclufions,  -would  readily  renounce 
them.  No  man  can  be  reafonably  charged  with 
more  opinions  than  he  owns;  and  if  this  juftice 
were  obferved  in  polemical  difcourfes,  as  well  of 
theology  as  philofophy,  many  perfons  had  efcaped 
thofe  hard-  names,  and  terrible  cenfureR,  which 
their  angry  antagonifts  have  thought  fit  to  fix 
upon  them.  No  one,  therefore,  is  to  be  reputed 
an  Atheift,  or  an  enemy  to  religion,  up^n  the  ac 
count  of  any  erroneous  opinion,  from  which  ano 
ther  may,  by  a  long  chain  of  fequels,  draw  that 
conclufion ;  much  lefs  for  hdlding  any  doctrines 
in  philofophy,  which  the  common  people  are  not 
able  to  examine  or  comprehend,  who,  when  they 
meddle  With  fyeculations,  of  which  they  are  un 
qualified  to  judge,  will  be  as  apt  to  cenfure  a 
philofopher  for  an  atheift,  as  an  aftronoruer  for  a 
magician. 

I  would  fain  too  in  thi»  phce  make  fome  apo 
logy  for  the  great  numbers  of  loofe  and  vicious 
men,  who  laugh  at  religion,  and  feem  in  their 
converfaticn  to  difclaim  the  belief  of  a  Deity  I 
do  not  mean  an  apology  for  their  practice,  but 
their  opinion.  I  hope  thefe  unhappy  perfons,  at 
leaft  the  greateft  part,  who  have  given  up  the 
reins  to  their  paffions  and  exorbitant  appetites, 
are,  rather  than  atheifts,  a  carclefs  and  ftupid 
fort  of  creatures,  who,  either  out  of  a  fupine  tem 
per,  or  for  fear  of  being  difturbed  with  remorfe  in 
their  unwarrantable  enjoyments,  never  foberly 
confider  with  themfelves,  or  exercife  their  reafon 
on  things  of  the  higheft  importance.  Thefe  per 
fons  never  examine  the  arguments  that  enforce  the 
belief  of  a  Deity,  and  the  obligations  of  religion  : 
but  take  the  word  of  their  ingenious  friends,  or 
fome  atheiftical  pretender  to  philofophy,  who  af- 
fures  them  there  is  no  God,  and  therefore  no  re 
ligion.  And  notwithftanding  all  atheifts  have 
leave  given  them  by  their  principles  to  become  li 
bertines,  yet  it  is  not  true  that  all  libertines  ar« 
atheifts.  Some  plainly  affert  their  belief  of  a 
God  ;  and  others,  who  deny  his  cxiftence,  yet  do 
not  deny  it  upon  any  principles,  any  fcheme  of 
philofophy  which  they  have  framed,  and  by  which 
they  account  for  the  exiftence  and  duration  of  the 
world,  in  the  beautiful  order  in  whic"h  we  fee  it, 
without  the  aid  of  a  Divine  Eternal  Mind. 

But  there  arc  two  forts  of  men,  who,  without 
injuftice,  have  been  called  atheifts ;  thofe.  who 
frankly  and  in  plain  terms  have  denied  the  being 
of  a  God  ;  and  thofe  who,  though  they  affcrted  his 
being,  denied  thofe  attributes  and  perfection?, 
which  the  idea  of  a  God  includes ;  and  fo,  while 
they  acknowledged  the  name,  fubverted  the  thing. 
Theie  are  as  real  atheifts  as  the  former,  but  lefs 
fincere.  If  any  man  fliould  declare  he  believes  a 
Deity,  but  affirms  that  this  Deity  is  of  humari 
(h;:pe,  and  rot  eternal ;  that  he  derives  his  being 
from  the  fortukoui  concourfe  and  complication  ct" 
atoms;'  cr,  though  he* allowed  him  to  be  eternal, 
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fliould  maintain,  that  he  fhowed  no  wifdom,  de- 
fign,  or  prudence,  in  the  formation,  'and  no  care 
or  providence  in  the  government  of  the  world ; 
that  he  never  reflects  on  any  thing  exterior  to  his 
own  being,  norinterefts  himfelf  in  human  affairs ; 
does  not  know,  or  does  not  attend  to,  any  of  our 
actions  :  fuch  a  perfon  is,  indeed,  and  in  effect, 
as  much  an  atheift  as  the  former.  For  though 
h£  owns  the  appellation,  yet  his  defcription  is  dt- 
ftructive  of  the  idea  of  a  God.  I  do  not  affirm, 
that  the  idea  of  a  God  implies  the  relation  of  a 
Creator:  but,  fince  in  the  demonftr ation  of  the 
exiftence^of  a  God,  we  argue  from  the  effect  to  the 
caufe,  and  proceed  from  the  contemplation  of  the 
creature  to  the  knowledge  of  the  Creator,  it  is  evi 
dent  we  cannot  know  there  is  a  God,  but  we  muft 
know  him  to  be  the  Maker,  and,  if  the  Maker, 
then  the  Governor  and  Benefactor  of  the  world. 
Could  there  be  a  God,  who  is  entirely  regardlefs 
of  things  without  him,  who  is  perfectly  uncon 
cerned  with  the  direction  and  government  of  the 
world,  is  altogether  indifferent  whether  we  wor- 
fhip  or  affront  him,  and  is  neither  pleafed  nor  dif- 
pleafed  with  any  of  our  actions ;  he  would  cer 
tainly  to  us  be  the  fame  as  no  God.  The  log  in 
the  fable  would  be  altogether  as  venerable  a  deity ; 
for,  if  he  has  no  concern  with  us,  it  is  plain,  we 
have  none  with  him .  if  we  are  not  fubject  to  any 
laws  he  has  made  for  us,  we  can  never  be-obedient, 
or  difobedient,  nor  can  we  need  forgivennefs,  or 
expect  reward.  If  we  are  not  the  fubjects  of  his 
care  and  protection,  we  can  owe  him  no  love  or 
gratitude ;  if  he  either  does  not  hear,  or  difregards 
our  prayers,  how  impertinent  is  it  to  build  temples, 
and  to  worfhip  at  his  air:  rs  In  my  opinion,  fuch 
potions  of  a  Deity,  which  lay  the  axe  to  the  root 
of  all  religion,  and  make  all  the  expreffions  of  it 
idle  and  ridiculous ;  which  deftroy  the  diftinction 
ef  good  and  bad,  all  morality  of  our  actions,  and 
remove  all  the  grounds  and  reafons  of  fear  of  pu- 
nifhment,  and  hope  of  reward;  will  juftly  de 
nominate  a  man  an  atheift,  though  he  ever  fo 
much  difclaims  that  ignominious  title. 

Thales,  the  founder  of  the  Ionic  fchool,  and  the 
philofophers  who  fucceeded  him,  Anaximander, 
Anaximenes,  Diogenes,  Apollionates,  Anaxagoras, 
and  Archelaus,  are  ccnfured  by  Ariftotle  as  dif- 
believers  of  a  Deity  ;  the  reafon  he  gives  is,  -that 
thefe  philofophers,  in  treating  of  the  principles 
qf  the  world,  never  introduce  the  Deity  as  the 
efficient  caufe.  But  if  it  be  confidered,  that  na 
tural  fcience  was  then  in  its  infancy,  and  that  thofe 
primitive  philofopherg  only  undertook  to  account 
for  the  material  principle  out  of  which  the  world 
•was  made,  which  one  afferted  to  be  water,  one 
fire,  another  air ;  though  this  may  prove  that  they 
formed  but  a  lame  and  unfinifhed  fcheme  of  phi 
lofophy,  yet  it  does  not  evince,  that  they  denied 
the  being  of  a  God,  or  that  they  did  not  believe 
him  to  be  the  efficient  caufe  of  ail  things.  It  is 
indeed  a  convincing  evidence  that  their  philofo- 
fhy  was  imperfect,  as  at  firft  it  might  well  be  ; 
but  from  their  filence  or  omiflion  of  him  in  their 
fyitems.  when  they  defigned  to  treat  only  of  the 
paterial  caufes  of  things,  it  is  unreafonabl*  to  af 


firm  that  they  denied  his  being  :  and  it  is  certain 
Anaxagoras  taught,  that,  beficies  it  mar  cr,  was 
absolutely  neceffary  to  affert  a  Divine  Mind,  the 
Contriver  and  Maker  of  the  world;  and  for  this 
religious  principle,  as  we  faid  before,  he  wa^  at 
Athens  an  illuftrious  confeffor. 

After  the  death  of  Socrates,  the  Ionic  fchool 
was  foon  divided  into  various-  fccts  and  jihilofo- 
phical  parties  :  of  the  Cyrenaic  fchool,  Theodo  |. 
rus  and  Dion  Borifthenites,  were  reputed  Atheifts, 
contemners  of  the  Gods,  and  deriders  of  religion. 
Yet  fince  it  does  not  appear,  that  they  had  formed 
any  impious  fcheine  of  philofophy,  or  maintained 
their  irreligion  by  any  pretended  principles  of  rea 
fon,  it  is  not  improbable  that  thefe  men  were  ra« 
ther  abandoned  libertines,  without  confidera- 
tion  and  reflection,  than  fpeculative  and  philofo- 
phical  Atheifts. 

The  Italic  fchool,  to  its  great  difhonour,  v.-ai 
more  fertile  in  impiety,  and  produced  a  greater 
number  of  thefe  irreligious  philofophers.  The 
mafters,  who  fucceeded  their  famous  founder  Py 
thagoras,  foon  degenerated  from  his  noble  and 
pious  principles,  and  not  only  corrupted  the  purity 
of  his  doctrine,  but  became  downright  apoftates^ 
renouncing  the  belief  of  a  God,  and  fubverting 
the  foundations  of  religion.  Leucippus,  Demo- 
critusj  Diagoras,  and  Protagoras,  were  juflly 
reckoned  in  this  rank;  who  afferted,  that  the 
world  was  made  by  the  cafual  combination  of 
atoms,  without  any  affiftance  or  direction  of  a 
Divine  Mind.  They  taught  their  followers  this 
doctrine,  fupported  it  with,  argument*,  and  fo 
were  Atheifts  on  the  pretended  principles  of  rea 
fon.  But  among  all  the  ancient  obdurate  A- 
theifts,  and  inveterate  enemies  of  religion,  no 
one  feems  more  fincere,  or  more  implacable,  than 
Epicurus, 

And  though  this  perfon  was  perhaps  of  as  dull 
an  underftanciing,  of  as  unrefined  thought,  and  as 
little  fagacity  and  penetration,  as  any  man  who 
was  ever  complimented  with  the  name  of  a  philo- 
fophcr  ;  yet  feveral  great  wits,  and  men  of  di- 
ftinguifhed  learning,  in  this  laft  age,  have  bees 
pleafed  to  give  the  world  high  encomiums  of  his 
capacity  and  fuperior  attainments. 

After  a  long  night  of  ignorance  had  overfpread 
the  face  of  Europe,  many  wife  men,  from  a  gene 
rous  love  of  truth,  refolved  to  exercife  their  rea 
fon,  and  free  themfelves  from  prejudice,  and  a 
fervile  veneration  of  great  names,  and  prevailing 
authority  ;  and,  growing  impatient  of  tyrannical 
impufitions,  as  well  in  philofophy  as  religion,  to 
their  great  honour,  feparated  both  from  the  church 
of  Rome,  and  the  fchool  of  Ariftotle..  Thefe  pa 
triots  of  the  commonwealth  of  learning,  combined 
to  reform  the  corruptions,  and  redrefs  the  griev 
ances  of  philofophy  ;  to  pull  down  the  Peripatetic 
monarchy,  and  fet  up  a  free  and  independent  ftatc 
of  fcience ;  and,  being  fully  convinced  of  the 
weaknefs  and  unreafonablenefs  of  Ariftotle's  fy- 
ftem,  which  confifted  chiefly  of  words  withouj 
any  determined  meaning,  and  of  idle  metaphyfical 
definitions,  of  which  mai^y  were  falfc,  and  many 
unintelligible ;  they  Ih  this  cafe  had  recourfe  t» 
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the  Corpufcnlarlan  hypothefis,  and  revived  the  ob- 
folete  and  exploded  fyftem  of  Epicurus. 

Many  of  thefe  noble  leaders,  who  had  declared 
againft  the  Peripatetic  ufurpation,  and  affcrted  the 
rights  and  liberties  of  human  underftanding,  called 
in  this  philofopher,  for  want  of  a  better,  to  depofe 
Ariftotle.  And  though  a  general  revolution  did 
mot  follow,  yet  the  defection  from  the  prince  of 
fcience,  as  he  was  once  efteemed,  was  very  great. 
When  thefe  firft  reformers  of  Ariftotle's  fchool  had 
«fpoufed  the  intereft  of  Epicurus,  and  introduced 
his  doctrines,  that  his  hypothefis  might  he  received 
•with  the  lefs  oppofition,  they  thought  it  neceffary 
to  remove  the  ignominious  character  of  impiety, 
•under  which  their  philofopher  had  long  lain.  And 
it  is  indeed  very  natural  for  a  man,  who  has  em 
braced  another's  notions  and  principles,  to  believe 
\vell  of  his  mafter,  and  to  ftand  up  in  the  defence 
of  his  reputation.  The  learned  Gaffendus  is  emi 
nent  above  all  others  for  the  warm  zeal  he  has  ex- 
preffed,  and  the  great  pains  he  has  taken,  to  vin- 
tlicate  the  honour  of  Epicurus,  and  clear  his  cha- 
ra«£er  from  the  imputation  of  irreligion. 

After  the  unhappy' fate  of  Anaxagoras  and  the 
great  Socrates,  it  is  no  wonder  that  the  philofo- 
phers,  who  fucceeded  fliould  grow  more  cautions' 
in  propagating  their  opinions,  for  fear  of  provok 
ing  the  magiftrate,  and  making  themfelves  ob- 
jioxious  to  the  laws  of  their  country :  and,  if  any 
had  formed  irreligious  fchemes,  it  istobe  fuppofed, 
they  would  lake  care  to  guard,  as  well  as  they 
could,  againft  the  punilhment  to  be  inflicted  on 
all  who'  denied  the  gods,  and  derided  the  efta- 
bliflied  worfhip.  An  atheift  cannot  he  fuppofed 
to  be  fond  of  fuffering,  when  pain  and  death  are 
•what  he  chiefly  abhors :  and  therefore  Epicurus, 
•who,  if  Cicero  and  Plutarch  knew  his  opinion, 
•was  a  downright  profeffed  atheift,  has  not  in 
terms  denied,  hut  indeed  afferted,  the  being  of  the 
gods ;  and  fpeaks  honourably  of  them.,  fo  far  as 
regards  the  excellence  of  their  nature,  and  their 
happinefs.  But  when  he  defcribes  his  gods,  and 
gives  them  a  human  face  and  limbs,  and.  fays  they 
.are  neither  incorporeal  nor  corporeal,  but  as  it 
•were  corporeal ;  while  he  excludes  them  from  any 
hand  in  making,  or  care  in  guiding  and  governing 
the  world,  and  undertakes  to  fhow  that  all  things 
•were  brought  about  by  mere  chance,  without  any 
help  or  direction  of  the  gods,  who  are  altogether 
•unconcerned  with  human  affairs,  and  regardlefs  of 
our  actions;  he  muft  laugh  in  himfelf,  and  be  fup 
pofed  to  have  formed  this  ridiculous  idea  of  a  Di- 
•vine  Being,  merely  to  efcape  the  character  of  an 
impious  philofopher.  For  though  he  owns  the  name 
of  a  God,  by  his  defcription  he  entirely  deftroys 
the  Divine  Nature.  Nor  do  I  think,  that  Ariftotle 
can  be  defended  from  the  charge  of  atheifm  ; 
for  while  he  affirms,  that  the  world,  as  to  its  for- 
onation,  as  well  as  its  progrcilion  and  duration,  is 
independent  on  the  gods,  and  owes  nothing  to 
iheir  power,  wifdom,  or  providence,  he  utterly 
iubverts  all  pretence  to  religion  and  divine  wor- 
/hip,  and  comes  at  laft  into  the  dregs  of  the  Epi 
curean  fcheme :  this,  I  believe,  I  have  plainly 
proved  ia  the  following  pocou 


As  to  the  modern  Athiefls,  Vaninus,  Hobbeaj 
and  Spinofa  ;  I  have  fpokcn  of  them  in  their  turn, 
and  fhall  not  anticipate  what  is  faid  hereafter. 

I  have  been  determined  to  employ  fomc  of  my 
leifure  hours  in  writing  on  this  fubject,  by  the  me 
lancholy  reflection  I  have  often  made  on  the  growtk 
of  profanenefs,  and  the  prevailing  power  of  laofe 
and  irreligious  principles  in  this  nation. 

It  is  a  mortifying  consideration  to  all  who  love 
mankind,  and  wifh  well  to  their  country,  that  thi> 
opinion  has  of  late  years,  above  the  example  of 
paft  ages,  fpread  its  contagious  influence  fo  far  and 
wide,  that  now,  emboldened  by  the  power  and 
number  of  its  aflcrtors,  it  becomes  infolcnt  and  for 
midable.  Thofe  impious  maxims,  which  a  fmall 
party  in  the  laft  age,  when  inflamed  with  wine, 
vented  in  private,  are  now  the  entertainment  o£ 
the  coffee-houfe,  publicly  profeffed,  and  in  many 
companies  fpoken  of  in  cool  blood,  as  the  ordinary 
fuhjects  of  conversation. 

All  ages  have  brought  forth  fome  monfters,  feme 
profeffors  and  patrons  of  irreligion ;  monfters  ia 
refpect  of  their  fcarceneft,  as  well  as  deformity; 
but.  the  amazing  abundance  of  thefe  odious  pro 
ductions  is,  I  believe,  peculiar  t«  this  fertile  age. 
I  am  apt  to  think,  that  moft  who  were  reckoned 
athiefts  in  former  reigns  were  rather  unbridled 
libertines,  than  irreligious  in  principle  :  but  now 
we  are  fo  far  advanced,  that  the  infection  has  feiz- 
ed  the  mind ;  the  Atheift  in  practice  is  become  one 
in  fpeculation,  and  loofenef*  of  manners  improved 
to  intellectual  impiety. 

Many  (which  is  without  example)  7expref3  an 
ardent  zeal  for  profanenefs,  are  grown  bigots  in 
atheifm,  and  with  great  induftry  and  application, 
propagate  their  principles,  form  parties,  and  con 
cert  meafures  to  carry  on  with  vigour  the  caufe  o£ 
irreligion.  They  carefs,  and  are  very  fond  of, 
thofe  who  boldly  declare  for  impiety,  and  mock  all 
religion  as  cheat  and  impofture.  Thefe  are  wits, 
men  of  fenfe,  of  large  and  free  thought?,  and  can 
not  fail  of  being  men  in  fafhion.  And  as  the  re 
negades  and  deferters  of  heaven,  who  renounce 
their  God  for  the  favour  of  men,  and  choofe  to 
grow  popular  at  the  deareft  rate,  are  by  many  pro 
tected  and  applauded  :  fo  there  are  places  where 
a  man,  thac  ha*  the  affurance  to  own  the  belief  of 
a  Deity  and  a  future  ftate,  would  be  expofed  and 
laughed  out  of  countenance.  Hence  many  are 
tempted  to  conceal  their  notions  of  religion,  for 
fear  of  blafting  their  reputation,  and  of  being  ne 
glected  and  defpifed  by  thofe  from  whofe  favour 
they  expect  profit  or  promotion. 

Immediately  after  the  Reftoration,  {the  people, 
intoxicated  with  the  pleasures  of  peace,  and  influ 
enced  by  the  example  of  a  loofe  court,  as  well  at 
from  their  great  averfion  to  the  former  fanatical 
ftrictnefs  and  feverity  of  converfation,  which  thef 
detefled  as  hypocrify,  indulged  themfelves  in  fen- 
fual  liberties,  and  by  degrees  funk  deep  into  luxury 
and  vice.  Then  it  was  that  fome  irreligions  men, 
taking  advantage  of  this  growing  diflolution  of 
manners,  began  to  propagate  their  deteftable  no 
tions,  and  fow  the  feeds  of  profanenefs  and  im 
piety,  which  fprung  up  apace,  and  flooriflied  ia 


PREFACE. 


proportion  to  the  growth  of  immorality.  Thus 
vice  and  irreligion,  mutually  affifting  each  other, 
extended  their  power  hy  daily  encroachments;  and 
the  folid  temper  and  firmnefs  of  mind,  which  the 
people  once  poffeffed,  being  fiackened  and  diflblved 
by  the  power  of  riot  and  forbidden  pleafure,  their 
judgment  foon  became  vitiated;  which  corruption 
of  tafte  has  ever  fince  gradually  increafed,  as  the 
confederate  power*  of  vice  and  profanenefs  have 
fpread  their  infection,  and  gained  upon  religion. 

While  loofe  principles  and  impious  opinions  per 
vert  the  judgment, a  petulant  humour,  that  inclines 
men  to  give  an  air  ef  levity  and  ridicule  to  all 
their  difcourfes,  and  turn  every  thing  to  mirth  and 
raillery,  does  in  proportion  get  ground ;  this  being 
efteemed  the  moil  fuccelsful  method  to  weaken 
the  power  and  authority  of  religion  in  the  minds 
cf  men. 

I  would  not  here  be  underftood  as  if  I  condemn 
ed  the  qualifications  of  wit  and  pleafantry,  but 
only  the  mifapplication  of  them.  I  fliall  always 
retain  a  great  value  for  ingenious  men,  provided 
they  do  not  abufe  and  proftitute  their  talents  to  the 
word  purpofes ;  I  mean  the  deriding  all  fobriety 
of  manners,  and  turning  into  jeft  the  principles 
•which  conftitute  our  duty  here,  and  afiure  our  hap- 
pinefs  hereafter.  But  can  any  man  who  reveres  a 
God, and  loves  his  country,  ftand  by  unconcerned, 
vrhile  loofe  and  profane  wits  {how  fo  much  zeal 
and  diligence  in  propagating  maxims,  which  tend 
fo  directly  to  the  diihonour  of  the  one,  and  the 
ruin  of  the  other  ? 

Should  Atheifm  and  corruption  of  manners, 
thofe  infeparable  companions,  which,  as  caui'es  and 
effects,  mutually  introduce  and  fupport  each  other, 
prevail  much  farther;  fhould  impious  notions  in 
any  age  hereafter  generally  infect  the  higheft,  as 
well  as  the  inferior  ranks  of  men  ;  what  confufion 
of  affairs  muft  enfue  !  It  would  be  impoffible  to 
find  mea  of  principle  to  fill  the  places  of  truft  and 
honour,  or  patrons  to  promote  them  :  merit  would 
incapacitate  and  difqualify  for  the  favour  of  great 
men,  and  a  religiou*  character  would  bean  invinci 
ble  obftrnction  to  advancement ;  there  would  be  no 
perfons  of  rank  to  encourage  men  of  worth,  and 
bring  neglected  virtue  into  fafhion.  On  the  contra 
ry,  the  contemners  of  heaven  and  deriders  of  piety 
would  be  careffed,  applauded,  and  promoted  ;  the 
difpofers  of  preferment  would  cofifer  all  on  thofe 
who  embrace  their  opinions :  and  what  a  terrible 
temptation  would  this  be  to  our  youth,  to  accom- 
niodatc  their  notions  te  thofe  of  the  men  in  power, 
when  they  fhall  fee  that  their  favour  is  not  other- 
wife  to  be  procured ! 

Is  it  not  highly  probable  that,  in  fuch  an  age, 
clubs  and  cabals  would  be  formed  of  f coffers  and 
buffoons,  to  laugh  religion  out  of  countenance,  and 
make  the  profeffors  of  it  the  object  of  public  (corn 
and  contempt  ? 

Befides,  it  is  natural  to  believe  that  magiftrates 
3n  a  commonwealth,  generally  compofed  of  a- 
theifts,  would  likewife  proceed  to  violence,  and 
fierfecute  thofe  whom  they  could  not  perfuade  to 
embrace  their  notions,  as  much  as  any4fect  of  reli 
gion  has  ever  done.  For  it  is  not  religion,  but 


corrupted  human  nature,  that  pufhes  men  on  to 
compulfive  methods  of  obliging  their  adverfarie* 
to  renounce  their  own,  and  affert  the  opinions  of 
men  in  power.  It  is  from  the  factious  temper  o£ 
a  party,  not  the  fpirit  of  piety  ;  it  is  from  pride 
and  an  impatience  of  contradiction,  or  from  luft  ofT 
dominion,  or  a  violent  dcfire  of  engroffmg  the 
place*  of  honour  and  profit,  that  men  endeavour^ 
by  cruel  and  coercive  methods,  to  filence  their  op-, 
ponents,  and  fupprefs  their  competitors.  And  if  ic 
will  be  allowed  that  human  pafliuns  will  always 
exert  themfelves  with  uniformity,  and  therefore 
ftill  produce  the  like  effects ;  if  we  may  foretef 
what  atheifls  when  in  power  are  like  to  do,  fromi 
what  they  have  done,  as  far  as  they  had  ability  ; 
we  may  be  affured.when  they  do  not  want  power, 
they  will  never  want  a  will  to  employ  violence,  t» 
extinguifh  the  notions  of  piety,  and  the  hateful 
herefy  of  religion.  It  would  not  be  ftrange  if  a- 
theiftical  lefts,  in  fuch  a  ftate  of  affairs,  fhould  b«» 
formed  and  impofed,  to  keep  men  of  dangerous 
principles  out  of  all  pods  of  power  and  profit;  and 
all  that  believed  the  being  of  a  God,  and  the  re 
wards  and  punifhments  of  another  life,  fhould  be 
looked  on  as  difaffected  to  the  government,  anil 
the  difturbers  of  the  public  peace. 

And  if  fuch  notions  of  impiety,  and  fuch  a  de 
generate  conftitution  of  manners,  fhould  ever  pre 
vail  in  this  unhappy  nation,  any  man,  without  the 
gift  of  prophecy,  and,  indeed,  with  a  very  mode 
rate  penetration,  may  forefee,  that  the  public  will 
then  be  expofed  to  inevitable  ruin. 

But  before  the  intereft*  of  virtue  and  religiow 
are  reduced  to  fo  deplorable  a  ftate,  it  is  to  be  hop 
ed  this  once  wife  and  fober  nation  will  awaken 
from  its  lethargy ;  that,  notwithflanding  the  pre- 
fent  popularity  of  vice,  levity,  and  impiety,  it  may 
one  day  recover  its  relifh  of  folid  knowledge  anoT 
real  merit;  that  buffoons  themfelves  may  one  day 
be  expofed,  the  laughers  in  their  turn  become  ridi 
culous,  and  an  Jatheiftical  fcoffer  be  as  much  ouc 
of  credit,  as  a  fober  and  religious  man  is  at  pre- 
fent :  virtue,  ferioufnefs,  and  a  due  reverence  of 
facrecl  and  divine  things,  may  revive  among  us ; 
and  it  is  the  duty  and  intereft  ef  every  man  that 
loves  his  country,  and  wifh.es  well  to  mankind,  tw 
make  his  utmoft  efforts  to  bring  about  fuch  a  happy 
revolution.  This  would  the  fooner  be  effected,  i£ 
the  virtuous  part  of  ingenious  men  (for  virtue  has 
fUH  a  party)  would  not  fupinely  ftand  by,  and  fee 
the  honour  and  intereft  of  religion  expofed  and  in^ 
fulled  ;  but,  inftead  of  an  abject,  unactive  defpon- 
dence,  would  unite  their  endeavours,  wiih  vigour 
and  refolution,againft  the  common  enemies  of  God! 
and  their  country.  It  is  great  pity,  that  in  fo  no 
ble  a  caufc  any  fhould  (how  fuch  poornefs  of  fpirit, 
at  to  be  afhamed  of  afferting  iheir  religion,  and 
ftemming  ihe  tide  of  impiaty,  for  fear  of  becoming 
the  entertainment  of  fcofnng  libertines. 

I  know  the  gentlemen  of  atheiftical  notions 
pretend  to  refined  parts  and  pafs  themfelves  upon 
the  world  for  wits  of  the  firft  rank  :  yet  in  debate 
they  decline  argument,  and  rather  truft  to  the  de- 
cifion  of  raillery.  But  if  it  were  poffibie  for  thefe 
gentlemen  to  apply  themfelves  in  good  earneft  to 
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the  reafons  alleged  in  proof  of  a  Divine  Being,  in 
9  manner  that  becomes  an  inquiry  of  fuch  confc- 
«|uence,  I  fhould  believe  their  conviction  were  not 
to  be  dcfpaired  of. 

But  there  is  little  appearance  that  they  will  be 
€Tcr  prevailed  on  to  confider  this  matter  with  de 
liberate  and  unprejudiced  thought ;  and,  therefore, 
I'am  not  fo  fanguine  to  think,  that  any  arguments 
I  can  bring,  though  ever  fo  clear  and  deinonftra- 
tivc,  are  like  to  make  any  impreffion  upon  a  vete 
ran  a'heift.  I  have,  neverthelefs,  thought  it  a  fea- 
fonable  fervice  to  endeavour  to  Hop  the  contagion, 
and,  as  far  as  I  am  able,  to  preferve  thofe  who  are 
not  yet  infected. 

1  would  entreat  thefe  to  diftinguifh  between 
raillery  and  argument,  and  not  believe  that  mirth 
ought  to  determine  in  fo  weighty  a  cafe;  that  they 
•would  not  admit  of  principles  of  the  utmoft  con 
cern  without  examination,  and  take  impiety  upon 
content ;  that  they  would  appeal  from  the  buffoon 
aad  the  mocker,  to  the  impartial  tiecifion  of  right 
reafon,  and  debate  this  matter  with  the  gravity 
that  becomes  the  importance  of  the  fubjcct. 

But,  fince  the  gentlemen  who  own  no  obliga- 
-r'ons  of  religion  for  the  rule  of  behaviour,  fet  up 
in  its  ftead  a  fpurious  principle,  which  they  call 
lonour,  and  a  greatnefs  of  mind,  that  will  not  de- 
foend  to  a  mean  or  bafe  action  ;  let  them  reflect, 
whether  that  term,  as  they  ufe  it,  is  not  an  empty 
found  without  any  determined  meaning.  If  ho 
nour  lays  a,  man  under  any  obligation  to  perform 
cr  forbear  any  action,  then,  it  is  evident,  honour 
is  a  law  or  rule,  and  the  trinfgreflion  of  it  makes 
ns  guilty  and  obnoxious  to  punifhment :  and  if  it 
b«  a  law,  it  mull  be  the  declaration  of  fome  legif- 
lator's  will ;  for  this  is  the  definition  of  a  law  that 
regulates  the  manners  of  a  moral  agent.  Now,  I 
aflc  a  man  of  honour,  who  denies  religion,  what, 
er  whofe  law  he  breaks,  if  he  deviates  from  what 
Se  imagines  a  point  of  honour  ?  It  is  plain  there 
can  be  no  tranigreffion,  where  there  is  no  law  ;  no 
inregnlarity  where  there  is  no  rule  ;  nor  can  a 
man  do  a  bafe  or  dilhonourable  thing,  if  he  lies 
under  no  obligation  to  the  contrary.  Honour, 
therefore,  abftracted  from  the  notion  of  religion, 
which  enjoins  it,  is  an  idle  chimera,  which  can 
Jiave  little  power  over  any  man  that  does  not  be 
lieve  a  Divine  Legiflator,  whofe  authority  muft  en 
force  it. 

It  is  the  fame  with  friendship  and  gratitude, 
which  are  principles  that  the  Atheift  will  often 
commend.  But  how  is  any  man  bound  to  be 
grateful,  or  to  be  a  friend  ?  Should  he  act  a  con 
trary  part,  and  be  treacherous  and  ungrateful,  \vhat 
guilt  has  he  contracted  ?  Has  he  offended  againft 
aty  law  ?  or  can  he  become  guilty,  without  the 
breach  of  any  ?  If  you  fay  he  has  broken  any  law, 
te4I  us  the  law,  and  by  whom  it  was  made.  If  the 
laws  of  the  Supreme  Being  are  fet  afide,  we  can 
lie  pnder  no  regulation,  but  have  an  unbounded 
liberty  over  all  our  actions;  we  may,  without  the 
leaft  fault  or  difhonour,  break  our  oaths,  fubvert 
the  government,  betiay  our  friends,  afiafCnate  our 
p?rents ;  in  (hort,  commit  all  kinds  of  the  moft 
4c'teftablc  Crimea  without  rcmcrfe  •  for,  not  being 


controlled  by  any  obligation,  we  may  do  whatever 
our  paffions  <>r  our  imerefts  prompt  us  to,  without 
being  accountable  to  any  tribunal  for  the  leaft 
tranfgreffion. 

If  it  be  faid,  we  are  obliged  by  the  laws  of  our 
country ;  I  anfwer,  that,  as  to  the  actions  we  are 
fpeakhig  of,  fuch  aa  a  man  of  honour,  a  great  and 
generous  mind,  a  friend,  a  grateful  perfon,  is  fup- 
pofed  to  think  himfelf  obliged  to.  thefe  are  fuch 
as  are  not  regulated  by  municipal  laws,  and  there 
fore  men  are  at  liberty,  whether  they  will  act  by 
what  they  call  a  principle  of  honour  or  not,  and 
can  juftly  incur  no  cenfure  or  reprndch,  fhouhi 
they  have  no  regard  to  that  pompo'jsand  founding 
word;  for  if  their  actions  are  not  iju: -ally  deter 
mined  either  by  human  or  divine  la\Vs,  thty  may 
very  juflly,  and  honourably  too,  act  wi\h  unlimited 
freedom  in  thefe  matters.  Befidcs,  whoever  be 
lieves  himfeli  free  from  the  obligations  of  divine 
precepts,  cannot  l^ok  on  himfelf  as  boijind  by  any 
human  laws.  He  may  indeed,  from  the  appre- 
hcnfion  of  punifhment,  forbear  an  actior,  thus  for 
bidden,  and  it  is  his  intereft  fo  to  do  :  but,  if  he 
thinks  no  divine  authority  makes  it  his  duty  te 
fubmit  to  the  magittrate,  and  obey  the  laws  of  his 
country,  he  is  at  liberty,  as  to  any  guilt,  whether 
he  will  obey  or  no  !f  he  ventupes  the  punifh- 
ment,  he  cfcapes  the  fin.  If  an  Atheift  fweurs  fi 
delity  to  his  prince,  what  controlling  power  is  he 
under,  which  affect-  the  mind,  nor  to  betray  him, 
if  he  thinks  it  fr  and  fafe  to  do  it  ?  If  he  lets  hi» 
parents,  or  his  parron,  or  his  friend  perifh,  what 
iniquity  is  he  accountable  for  ? 

The  exiftence  of  a  God  has  heen  already  cleared, 
and  abundantly  demonftrated,  by  many  pious  and 
learned  authors;  whence  this  attempt  may  be  cen- 
fured  as  impertinent  and  unneceffary.  But  all 
thofe  excellent  performances  being  writ  in  profc, 
and  the  greatefl.  part  in  the  learned  languages,  or 
at  leaft  in  a  fcholaftic  manner,  arc  ill -accommoda 
ted  to  great  numbers  not  of  a  learned  education ; 
and  many  who  have  more  knowledge,  and  grearer 
genius,  will  not  undergo  the  trouble  of' reading 
and  confidering  the  argument?  expreffed  in  a  man- 
ner  to  them  obfcure,  dry,  and  difagretable  I  have 
therefore  formed  a  poem  on  this  great  and  impor 
tant  fubjcdt,  that  1  might  give  it  the  aclvantagej 
peculiar  to  poetry,  and  adapt  it  more  to  the  gtne- 
raj  apprehenfion  and  capacity  of  mankind.  The 
harmony  of  number's  engages  many  to  read  and,  . 
retain  what  they  would  neglect  if  written  in  profe; 
and  I  perfuade  myfelf  the  Epicurean  philoi''>ph]r 
had  not  lived  fo  long,  nor  been  fo  much  cftetmed, 
had  it  not  been  kept  alive  and  propagated  by  the 
famous  poem  of  Lucretius. 

I  have  chofen  to  demonftrate  the  exiftence  of  a 
God  from  the  marks  of  wifdom,  dcfign,  "contri 
vance,  and  the  choice  of  ends  and  means,  which 
appear  in  the  univerfe.  Out  of  the  various  argu 
ments  that  evince  the  truth  of  this  propofuion, 
"  There  is  a  God,"  I  havefclected  this  as  the  moft 
evident  and  intelligible. 

I  may  with  reafon  prcfnme,  that  I  fhall  not  in 
cur  any  ceniure  for  not  employing  new  arguments 
to  prove  the  being  of  a  Godj  none  but  what  ha^ 
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fcetn  produced  before  by  many  •writer?,  even  from 
fhc  eKleft  days  of  philofophy.  It  was  never  objected 
to  Lucretius,  that,  in  his  applauded  poem,  he  has 
not  invented  a  new  fyftem  of  philofophy,  but  only 
recited  in  poetical  numbers  the  ancient  doctrines 
of  Democritus  and  Epicurus.  Nor  can  it  with 
reafon  be  fuppofed,  that  the  arguments  by  which 
he  fupports  their  opinions  were  not  long  before  in 
the  fchools  of  Greece.  Nor  have  modern  writers 
on  this  fubje&  invented,  but  purfued  the  demon- 
Oration  of  a  God,  from  the  evident  appearance  of 
contrivance  and  wifdom  in  the  vifible  world, 
which  they  have  done  with  more  clcarnefs  and 
ftrength,  than  thofe  who  went  before  them.  And 
while  thcfe  have  attempted  to  evince  the  exigence 
of  a  God  only  from  the  contemplation  of  corporeal 
luturc,  I  have  carried  the  argument  on  to  the  ac 
tions  of  living,  fenfitive,  and  intelligent  beings,  fo 
far  as  we  are  acquainted  with  them  ;  believing 
that  brighter  and  more  noble  ftrokes  of  wifdnm 
and  defign  appear  in  the  principles  of  life,  fenfa- 
tion,  and  reafon,  than  in  all  the  compels  of  the 
material  world. 

I  have  endeavoured  to  give  the  fub]e<5t  yet  great 
er  degrees  of  peripicuity,  more  variety  of  argu 
ment,  as  well  as  eafy  and  familiar  expreflion,  that, 
the  ftyle  being  more  pleafmg,  and  the  demonrtra- 
tion  more  readily  apprehended,  it  may  leave  a 
deeper  impreffion,  and  its  effects  and  ufefulnefs 
may  become  more  extend ve.  In  order  to  this,  I 
have  rarely  ufed-any  term  of  art,  or  any  phr»£e 
peculiar  to  the  writing  and  convtrfatioa  of  learn 
ed  men.  I  have  attempted,  as  Monfieur  Fonte- 
nclle  has  done  with  great  luccefs  in  his  plurality 
of  worlds,  to  bring  philofophy  out  of  the  fecret  re- 
cefles  of  the  fchoojs,  and  (trip  it  of  its  uncouth  and 
myfterious  drefs,  that  it  may  become  agreeable, 
and  admitted  to  a  general  converfation. 

I  take  it  for  granted,  that  no  judicious  reader 
will  expect,  in  the  philofophical  and  argumenta 
tive  parts  of  this  poem,  the  ornaments  of  poetical 
eloquence.  In  this  cafe,  where  metaphor  and  de- 
fcription  are  not  admitted  left  they  fliould  darken 
and  enfeeble  the  argument,  if  the  reafoning  be 
clofe,  ftrnng,  and  eafily  apprehended;  if  there  be 
an  elegant  fimplicity,  purity,  and  propriety  of 
words,  and  a  juft  order  and  connection  of  the 
parts,  mutually  fupporting  and  enlightening  one 
another,  there  will  be  all  the  perfection  which  the 
ftyle  can  dem»nd. 

I  may  fafely  conclude,  that  no  man  will  expecl 
that  in  this  poom  I  fhould  borrow  any  embellifh- 
ments  from  the  exploded  and  oblulete  theology  of 
the  ancient  idolaters  of  Greece  or  Rome  ;  that  I 
ftiould  addrefs  any  rapturous  invocations  to  their 
idle  deities,  or  adorn  the  ftyle  with  allufions  to 
their  fabulous  £.«5lions.  I  have  more  than  once 
publicly  declared  my  opinion,  that  a  Chriftian  poet 
cannot  but  appear  monftrous  and  ridiculous  in  a 
Pagan  drefs;  that  though  it  fhould  be  granted, 
that  the  heathen  religion  might  be  allowed  a  place 
in  light  and  loofe  fongs,  mock  heroic,  and  the 
lower  lyric  competitions ;  yet,  in  Chriftian  poems 
of  the  fublime  and  greater  kind,  the  mixture  of 
the  Pagan  theology  tnufr,  by  a'l  who  are  »a"crs 
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of  reflection  and  good  fenl>,  be  condemned,  if  not 
as  impious,  at  leaft  as  impertinent  and  abfurd. 
And  this  is  a  truth  fo  clear  and  evident,  that  I 
make  no  doubt 'it  will  by  degrees  force  its  way, 
and  prevail  over  the  contrary  practice.  Should 
Britons  recover  their  virtue,  and  reform  their  taft«, 
they  would  no  more  bear  the  heathen  religion  in 
verfe,  than  in  profe.  Chriflian  poets,  as  well  as 
Chriftian  preachers,  the  bufmefs  of  both  being  to 
inftrnd  the  people,  though  the  laft  only  are  whol 
ly  appropriated  to  it,  ihould  endeavour  to  confirm 
and  fpread  their  own  true  religion.  If  a  divine 
fhould  begin  his  fermon  with  a  f>lemn  prayer  to 
Bacchus,  or  Apollo,  to  Mars,  or  Venus,  what 
would  the  people  think  of  their  preacher  ?  And  is 
it  not  as  realiy,  though  not  equally,  abfurd,  for  a 
poet  in  a  great  and  ferious  poem,  wherein  he  cele 
brates  fonie  wonderful  and  happy  event  of  Divine 
Providence,  or  magnifies  the  illufo  ious  inftrument 
that  was  honoured  to  bring  the  event  about,  to  ad 
drefs  his  prayer  to  falfe  deities,  and  cry  for  help 
to  the  abominations  of  the  heathen  ? 

The  defign  of  this  poem  is  to  demonftrjte  the- 
felf-exiftenee  of  an  Eternal  Mind  from  the  created 
and  dependent  exiftence  of  the  univerfe,  and  to 
confute  the  hypothefis  of  the  Epicureans  and  Fa- 
talills,  under  whom  all  the  patrons  of  impiety,  an 
cient  or  modern,  of  whatfoever  denomination^ 
may  be  ranged.  The  firft  of  whom  affirm  the 
world  was  in  time  caufed  by  chance;  and  the 
other  that  it  exifted  from  eternity  without  a  caufe. 
It  is  true,  as  btfore  mentioned,  both  thefe  acknow 
ledged  the  exiftence  of  gods ;  but,  by  their  abfurd 
and  ridiculous  defcription  of  them,  it  is  plain  they 
had  nothing  elfe  in  view,  but  to  avoid  the  obnoxi 
ous  character  of  atheiftical  philof«phers. 

This  likewife  has  been  often  objected  to  the 
deifts  of  the  prefent  times,  that  at  leaft  a  great 
part  of  them  only  conceal  their  notions  under  that 
name,  while  they  are  really  to  be  numbered  among 
the  arheifts.  I  have  before  exprefled  my  reafons, 
why  I  cannot  embrace  this  opini.  n.  It  is  true, 
indeed,  that  mo.l  of  the  deifts  maintain  a  parti 
cular  friendfliip  with  the  atheifts,  are  pleafed  with, 
their  loofe  and  impious  converfation,  and  appear 
very  tender  of  their  credit  and  efteem.  They  arc 
charitable  in  crying  up  their  fhining  qualities,  and 
in  concealing,  excuung,  or  lefTcninjj,  their  immor 
al  adtions ;  while  M  the  fame  time  they  (how  an 
affijiSation  in  expofing  the  faults  and  follies  of  the 
Chriftians,  efpecially  thofe  who  are  the  moft  ftridl 
and  regular  in  their  manners,  and  appear  to  be 
moft  in  earneft.  It  is  likewife  remarkable,  that 
thefe  gentlemen  exprefsno  zeal  for  the  extirpation, 
of  irreligious  principles :  they  have  never,  as  far 
as  I  kno\v,  written  any  thing  againft  them;  nor 
are  they  pleufed  ia  company  to  declare  their  de- 
teftation  of  fuch  impious  maxims,  or  to  produca 
arguments  to  confute  them;  while  at  the  fame 
time  they  take  great  pains,  and  {how  a  warm  zeal, 
to  weaken  the  belief  of  the  Chriftian  religion,  and 
to  expofe  the  pretended  errors  of  its  different  pro- 
fciTors ;  which  feems,  indeed,  ftrange,  fince  he  that 
owns  a  God  and  his  providence,  Ihould  in  reafon 
look  upon  thofe  who  btlicve  neither  to  be  mfinkejj 
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more  oppofite  to  him,  than  thofe  who  agree  with 
him  in  the  belief  of  a  God,  and  differ  only  in  the 
point  of  revealed  religion. 

Befidrs,  it  is  obfervable  that  the  prefent  deifts 
have  not  drawn  and  publifhed  any  leheme  of  re 
ligion,  or  catalogues  of  the  duties  they  are  obliged 
to  perform,  or  whence  fuch  obligations  arife. 
They  do  not  tell  us,  that  they  look  on  man  as  an 
accountable  creature  ;  nor,  if  they  do,  for  what, 
and  to  whom,  or  when,  that  account  is  to  be 
made,  and  what  rewards  and  puuifhments  will  at 
tend  it.  I  do  not  aifirm  they  have  no  fuch  fcheme 
in  their  thoughts ;  but,  fince  they  will  not  let  us 
know  their  creed,  and  in,  the  mean  time  deride 
and  triumph  over  that  of  the  Chriftians,  I  cannot 
defend  them  from  thofe  who  fay  they  are  juftly 
to  be  fufpe&ed. 

And  that  the  deift  may  cljar  himfelf  from  the 
i'ufpicion  of  being  an  atheift,  or  at  Jeaft,  a  friend 
and  favourer  nf  their  principles ;  I  could  wifh  he 
\vould  in  public  affert  and  demonftrate  the  being 
of  a  God  and  his  providence,  and  declare  his  ab 
horrence  of  the  principles  of  thofe  who  difbelieve 
them. 

It  would  likewife  give  great  fatisfadlion,  and 
remove  the  objections  of  th<  fe  that  charge  them 
•with  direct  irreligion,  if  they  would  plcafe  to  give 
ibme  account  of  their  belief :  Whether  they  look 
upon  God  as  one  who  governs  mankind  by  laws 
to  be  difcovered  by  the  light  of  reafon,  which  re- 
firain  our  inclinations  and  determine  our  duty  ; 
that  they  would  tell  us  what  thofe  laws  are,  and 
what  fandtions  do  enforce  them  ;  and  until  this 
he  done,  they  cannot  well  difcharge  themfelves 
from  the  fufpicion  before-mentioned- 

And  here  I  would  addrefs  myfelf  to  the  irreli 
gious  gentlemen  of, the  age:  and  1  defire  them 
not  to  take  up  prejudices  agajnft  the  exiftence  of 
a  God,  and  run  away  with  impious  maxims,  until 
they  have  exerciied  their  confideration,  and  made 
an  impartial  inquiry  into  the  grounds  and  realons 
that  fupport  the  belief  of  a  Divine  Eternal  Being. 
In  order  to  fuch  a  reafonable  eiamination,  it  is 
but  jufl.  and  decent  they  fhould  be  in  earneft,  and 
hear  the  arguments  we  offer  with  temper  and  par 
ticnce  ;  that  they  fhould  inure  themfelves  to  think, 
and  weigh  the  force  of  thofe  argument^,  as  be 
comes  finccre  inquirers  after  truth,  The  being  of 
a  God,  and  the  duties  that  refult  from  that  prin 
ciple,  are  fubjcr&s  of  the  greater}:  excellence  and 
dignity  in  themfelves,  and  of  the  greateft  concern 
uud  importance  to  mankind  •  and,  therefore,  fhi.uld 
never  be  treated  in  mirth  and  ridicule.  Generals 
of  unv.ies  and  counfellors  of  ftatr,  fenatprs,  and 
judges,  in  the  great  and  weighty  nffairs  that  come 
before  their,,  cio  not  put  en  the  air  <  f  jcflers  and 
buffoons,  and,  inilead  of  grave  and  folemn  debate*., 
aim  .it  ;u  tl.ni^;  but  failies  of  wit,  and  treat  their 
iubjedts  and  one  another  only  with  raillery  and 
dcrili.in  :  yet  iho  bufinefs  projjofed  to  the  confi- 
ckn.ti'.  i)  of  the  persons  I  fpeak  t»  is,  in  every  re- 
fj/ccl,  infinitely  fuperior  to  any  of  theirs  b^forc- 
rr.entiuned. 

Arc  they  furc  there  is  no  GoJ,  and  therefore  no 
non  ?  If  they  ure  not,  what  a  terrible  iiJque  do 
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they  run  !  If  their  reafons  amount  only  to  a  pro 
bability,  the  contrary  opinion  rruy  he  true,  and 
that  may  be  is  enough  to  give  thenf  the  moil 
frightful  appreheniions,  and  disturb  them  amid  h 
all  the  pleafures  they  enjoy.  But  if  they  fay  they 
are  affured,  and  pad  doubt,  there  is  no  God  ;  let 
them  confider,  confidence  in  an  opinion  is  not  al 
ways  the  effect  of  certainty  and  demonftrati'>n. 
Their  predeceff»rs,  the  atheifts  of  former  ages, 
were  as  certain,  that  is,  as  confident,  they  reafoned 
right,  as  they  can  be.  They  cannot  pretend  to 
clearer  light,  and  greater  afiurance  of  the  truth  of 
their  maxims,  than  Epicurus  and  Lucretius  did ; 
or  infult  their  adverfaries  with  greater  contempt 
than  thofe  have  done  :  yet  thefe  men  themfelves, 
at  leaft  many  of  them,  allow  thofe  philofophers, 
were  grofsly  miftaken,  and  will  by  no  means  truft 
to  the  Epicurean  fcheme,  as  the  foundation  of  their 
opinions.  If  thefe  great  matters,  no'withftanding 
tiuir  unexampled  confidence,  have  been  mnlaken, 
why  may  not  their  fucceffors  be  fo  ? 

If  they  fet  up  Ariftotle's  fcheme,  and  think  they 
fecure  their  principles  by  making  the  world  to  be 
eternal,  and  all  effects  and  events  the  refult  of  fuch 
a  fatal  neceflity,  and  an  indiffoluble  concatenation 
of  caufes,  as  render  it  impoffible,  that  things  that 
are  fhould  not  be,  or  that  they  fhould  be  other- 
wife  than  they  are ;  let  them  confidcr,  that  the 
greateft  affertors  of  impiety,  I  mean  Democritus, 
Leucippus,  Epicurus,  and  Lucretius,  oppofed  this 
as  an  idle  and  incoherent  fyftem  :  and^that  indeed 
it  is  fo,  fhall  be  after  dcmonftrated  :  and  fhouli 
not  this  fhake  their  confidence,  that  all  their 
friends  in  the  Epicurean  fchools,  who  were  fuffi- 
ciently  delivered  from  the  prejudices  of  education 
and  fuperlli'ii'Us  impreffions,  could  not  fee  the 
lead  probability  in  the  fcheme  of  the  Fatalifts,  on 
which  thefe  gentlemen  are  pleaied  to  rely  in  a 
matter  of  the  higheft  importance? 

Will  they  confide  in  Mr.  Hobbes  ?  has  that  phi- 
lofopher  faid  any  thing  new  ?  does  he  bring  any 
ftronger  forces  into  the  field  than  the  Epicureans 
did  before  him?  will  they  derive  their  certainty 
from  Spinofa  ?  can  fuch  an  •bfcure,  perplexed  un 
intelligible  au'hor  create  fuch  certainty,  a-,  leaves 
no  doubt  or  diflruft  ?  If  he  is  indeed  to  be  uiider- 
ftood,  what  does  he  allege  more  than  the  ancient 
Fatalifts  have  done,  that  fhould  amount  to  demon- 
ftrati  .n  ? 

Bcfides,'if,  as  they  pretend,  they  are  eftablifhed 
beyond  poflibility  of  deception  in  the  truth  oi  their 
maxims,  why  are  they  fo  very  fond  6f  thofe  au 
thors,  that  let  up  any  new  do&rine  ?  and  why  do 
they  cn-.'j.'ace  with  fo  much  pleafure  their  new 
fchemts  of  nrehgion  ?  They  are  very  gbd  to  hear 
of  any  greut  genius,  that  can  invent  frefh  argu 
ments  to  ftrengthen  their  opinions ;  ami  does  nor 
this  betray  a  fecret  diffidence,  that  demands  fur 
ther  light  and  confirmation  ? 

But  further;  Cnce  thefe  gentlemen  (how  fo 
much  induflry  in  propagating  their  opinions,  and 
arc  fo  fond  of  making  profclytes  tJ  atheilm;  fince 
they  affecl  a  zeal  in  countenancmc,  applauding, 
and  preferring,  thofe  whom  they  have  delivered 
f.oni  rciigiuus  prtjujices,  and  icformed  aud  Ifr 
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fined  with  their  free,  large,  and  generous  princi 
ples;  how  comes  it  to  pafs,  that  they  neglect  to 
inform  and  improve  their  neareli  relations  ?  Are 
they  careful  to  instruct  their  wives  and  daughters, 
that  they  need  not  revere  the  imaginary  phantom 
of  a  God  ;  that  religion  is  the  creature  of  a  timor 
ous  and  fuperftitious  mind,  or  of  crafty  priefts. 
and  cunning  politicians ;  tnat,  therefore,  they  are 
free  from  ail  reftraints  of  virtue  and  confciencc, 
and  may  proflitute  thtir  perfons  in  the  molt  licen 
tious  manner,  withou  any  remorfe,  or  untafy  re 
flection  ;  that  it  is  idle  to  fear  any  divine  ptinifh- 
ment  hereafter  ;  and  as  to  the  fhame  and  difhonour 
that  may  attend  the  liberties  they  take,  in  cafe 
they  become  public,  that  fcandal  proceeds  from 
the  grofs  miftakes  of  people  perverted  with  reli 
gion,  and  mifguided  by  a  belief  of  a  Divine  Being, 
and  of  rewards  and  puiiifhments  in  an  imaginary 
life  after  this  '. 

DO  they  talce  pains  to  inform  their  eldeft  fons, 
that  they. owe  them  no  gratitude  or  obedience  ; 
that  they  may  ufe  an  uncontrolled  freedom  in  in 
dulging  all  their  appetites,  paffions,  and  inclina 
tions  ;  that,  if  they  are  willing  to  poffefs  their  fa 
ther's  honour  and  cftate,,they  may,  by  poiion  or 
the  poignard,  take  away  his  life  ;  and,  if  they  are 
carelul  to  avoid  the  puuifhment  of  the  magiftrate, 
by  their  fecret  conduct,  they  may  be  fully  fatis- 
fied  of  the  innocence  of  the  a&ion  ;  and  as  they 
have  done  themfelves  much  good,  fo  they  have 
done  their  father  no  injury,  and  therefore  may 
enjoy  in  perfect  tranquillity  the  fruits  of  their 
parricide  ?  Whatever  they  may  affirm  among  their 
Joofe  friends,  I  cannot  conceive  they  can  be  guilty 
of  fo  much  f;>lly,  as  to  propagate  thefe  opinions  in 
their  own  families,  and  inftruct  their  wives  and 
children  in  the  boundlefs  liberties,  which,  by  the 
principles  of  atheifm,  are  their  undoubted  right ; 
for  in  all  adlions,  whe/e  religion  does  not  inter- 
pofe  and  rellrain  us,  we  are  perfectly,  as  has  been 
faid,  free  to  act  as  we  think  beft  for  our  profit  and 
pleafure. 

Befides,  to  what  a  deplorable  condition  would 
mankind  he  reduced,  fliould  thefe  opinions  be  uni- 
verfally  embraced  !  If  fo  many  kings  and  poten 
tates,  who  yet  profefs  their  belief  of  a  God,  and  of 
rewar.'s  and  punifhments  in  a  life  to  come,  do, 
notwithflanding,  from  boundlefs  ambition  and  a 
cruel  temper,  npprefs  their  fubjects  at  home,  and 
ravage  and  deflroy  their  neighbours  abroad,  fhould 
think  themfelves  free  from  rdl  divine  obligations, 
and  therefore  too  from  the  reftraints  of  oaths  and 
iblemn  contracts;  thefe  fences  and  fecurities  re 
moved,  what  a  deluge  of  calamities  would  break 
in  upon  the  world  !  what  opprtflion,  what  vio 
lence,  what  rapine,  what  devastation,  would  finifh 
the  ruin  of  human  nature!  f  >r,  if  mighty  princes 
are  fatisfied  that  h  is  unpoffible  for  them  to  do 
any  wrong,  what  bounds  are  left  to  infatiable. 
avarice  and  exorbitant  thirft  of  power  J  if  mo- 
parchs  may,  without  the  lead  guilt,  violate  their 
treaties,  break  their  vows,  betray  their  friends 
and  facrifke  their  truth  and  honour  at  n'.eal'urc  to 


their  paffions,  or  their  intereft,  what  trufr,  what 
confidence,' could  be  fupported  between  neighbour 
potentates!  and  without  this  what  confufion  and 
diftraction  muft  of  neceffuy  enfue!. 

On  the  other  hand,  if  iubjects  were  univerfally 
atheifts,  and  looked  en  themfelves  as  under  no 
divine  obligation  to  pay  any  duty  or  obedience  to 
the  fupreme  magiftrate ;  if  they  believed  that, 
when  they  took  their  oaths  of  allegiance,  they 
fwore  by  nothing,  and  invocated  a  power  riot  iu 
being ;  that  therefore  thofe  oaths  oblige  them  no 
longer  than  they  think  it  fafe,  and  for  their  inte 
reft,  to  break  them  ;  fhould  fuch  principles  obtain, 
would  not  the  thrones  of  princes  be  moft  precari 
ous  "  would  not  ambition,  revenge,  refentmcnt,  or 
intereft  continually  excite  fome  or  other  to  betray 
or  affault  the  lives  of  their  fovereigns  ?  and  why 
fhould  they  be  blamed  by  the  atheift  for  doing  it  ? 
why  are  traitors,  affaffins,  haters  of  their  princes, 
and  enemies  to  their  country,  branded  with  the: 
odious  names  of  ruffians  and  villains,  if  they  lie; 
under  no  obligations  to  act  otherwife  than  they 
do? 

Should  confpirators,  who  affaffinate  their  lawful 
fovcreign,  have  the  good  fortune  to  make  their 
efcape,  1  alk  the  atheift,  if  he  has  in  the  Jeaft  aa 
ill  opinion  of  them  for  being  engaged  in  fuch  atj 
execrable  undertaking  ?  If  he  fays  he  has  not, 
then  the  point  is  gained,  and  an  atheiit  is  what  I 
have  rcprefented.  If  he  fays  he  has,  I  next  aflc 
him,  why  ?  Let  him  tell  me  in  what  their  guilt 
confifts  ?  Is  it  in  the  breach  of  anyAlivine  law  ? 
That  cannot  be,  for  he  owns  none.  Is  it  tne  tranf- 
gnffion  of  any  human  law  ?  Tell  me  what  obliga 
tion  he  is  under  to  obey  any  human  law,  if  no 
divine  law  enforces  fuch  obedience.  Does  their 
guilt  confift  in  the  breach  of  their  duty  to  their 
prince  and  their  oaths  nf  allegiance  ?  Still  the  fame 
queftion  recurs,  what  duty  can  a  fubject  owe  to  a 
prince  which  divine  laws  do  not  conftitute  and 
determine  ?  and  how  can  an  oath  of  allegiance 
bind  but  by  virtue  of  fome  divine  command,  that 
obliges  us  not  to  violate  our  vows  ? 

By  this  it  appears  that  an  atheift  muft  be  the 
worft  of  fubje«5ts ;  that  his  principles  fubvert  the 
thrones  of  princes,  and  undermine  the  foundations 
of  government  and  fociety,  on  which  the  happi- 
nefs  of  mankind  fo  much  depends;  and  therefore 
it  is  not  poffible  to  conceive  how  there  can  be  a 
greater  difturber  of  the  public  peace,  or  a  greater 
enemy  to  his  prince  and  country,  than  a  profeffed 
athei  >,  who  propagates  with  zeal  his  deitructivc 
opinions. 

I  have  proved,  in  the  following  poem,  that  no 
hypothecs  hitherto  invented  in  favour  of  impiety 
has  the  Jeaft  ftrength  M  folidity,  no  not  the  leaffc 
appearance  of  truth  to  recommend  it.  A  man 
muft  be  deferted  of  Heaven,  and  inflexibly  har 
dened,  that  cannot,  or  ratner  will  not,  fee  the  un- 
reafonablenefs  of  irreligious  principles.  I  demand 
only  a  candid  temper  in  the  reader,  and  a.  mind 
pleafed  with  truth,  and  delivered  from  the  preju 
dices  of  atheiftical  cc:ivei  fation. 
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THE    WORKS    OF    BLACKMORE. 


A  SUMMARY  ACCOUNT  OF  THE  FOLLOWING  POEM, 

AND  OF  WHAT  IS  CONTAINED  IN  EACH  BOOK. 


THE  defign  of  this  work  is  to  demonftrate  the 
exiftencc  of  a  Divine  Eternal  Mind. 

The  arguments  ufcd  for  this  end  are  taken  from 
the  various  marks  of  wifdom  and  artful  contri 
vance,  which  are  evident  to  pbfervation  in  the  fe- 
•veral  parts  of  the  material  world,  and  the  faculties 
cf  the  human  foul. 

The  firft  book  contains  the  proof  of  a  Deity, 
from  the  instances  of  defign  and  choice,  which 
occur  in  the  itrinflurc  and  qualities  of  the  earth 
and  fea. 

The  fecond  purfues  the  proof  of  the  fame  pro- 
jpofition,  THERE  is  A  GOD,  from  the  celeftial  mo 
tions,  and  more  fully  from  the  appearances  in  the 
folar  fyftem,  and  th*  air. 

In  the  third,  the  objections  which  are  brought 
by  atheiftical  philofophers  againft  the  hypothecs 
eftabliftied  in  the  two  preceding  books,  are  an- 
iwered. 


In  the  fourth,  is  laid  down  the  hypothefis  of 
the  Atomifls  or  Epicureans,  and  other  irreligious 
philofophers,  and  confuted. 

In  the  fifth,  the  doctrine  of  the  Fatalifts,  or  Ari- 
ftotelians,  who  make  the  world  to  be  eternal,  is 
confideied  and  fubverted. 

In  the  fixth,  the  argument  of  the  two  firft  books 
is  refumed,  and  the  exiflcnce  of  God  demonftrated 
from  the  prudence  and  art  difcovered  in  the  fcre- 
ral  parts  of  the  body  of  man. 

In  the  feventh,  the  fame  demonftration  is  car 
ried  on  from  the  contemplation  of  the  inftincls 
in  brute  animals,  and  the  faculties  and  operations 
of  the  foul  of  man. 

The  book  concludes  with  a  recapitulation  of 
what  has  been  treated  of,  and  a  hymn  to  the 
ator  of  the  World, 


CREATION. 


BOOK   I. 


tie  Argument. 

The  propofition.  The  invocation.  The  exigence  of  a  God  demonftrated,  from  the  marks  of  wif- 
dom,  choice,  and  art,  which  appear  in  the  vifible  world,  and  infer  an  intelligent  and  free  caufe. 
This  evinced  from  the  contemplation,  I.  of  the  earth.  I.  Its  fuuation.  a.  The  cohefion  of  its 
parts,  not  to  be  folved  by  any  hypothecs  yet  produced.  3.  Its  (lability.  4.  Its  ftructure,  or  the 
order  of  its  parts.  5.  Its  motion  diurnal  and  annual,  or  elfe  the  motion  of  the  fun  in  both  thofe 
refpects.  The  canfe  of  thefe  motions  not  yet  accounted  for  by  any  philofopher.  6.  Its  outfide  or 
face ;  the  beauties  and  conveniencies  of  it ;  its  mountains,  lakes,  and  rivers.  II.  The  exiftence  of  a 
God  proved  from  the  marks  and  itnpreflions  of  prudence  and  defign,  which  appear  in  the  fea.  I.  la 
its  formation,  i.  The  proportion  of  its  parts  in  refpect  of  the  earthy.  3 .  Its  fuuation.  4.  The 
contexture  of  its  parts.  5.  its  brackifli  or  briny  quality.  6.  Its  flux  and  reflux. 


No  more  of  courts,  of  triumphs,  or  of  arms, 
No  more  of  valour's  force,  or  beauty's  charms; 
The  themes  of  vulgar  lays,  with  juft  difdain, 
I  leave  unfung,  the  flocks,  the  amorous  fwain 
The  plcafures  of  the  land,  and  terrors  of 


us; 

in,  f 

thef 


How  abject,  how  inglorious  'tis  to  lie 
Grovelling  in  duft  and  darknefs,  when  on  high 
Empires  immenfe,  and  rolling  worlds  of  light, 
To  range  their  heavenly  fcenes,  the  mufe  invite ! 
I  meditate  to  foar  above  the  flcics, 
To  heights  unknown,  through  ways  untry'd   to 

rife: 

I  would  th*  Eternal  from  his  works  aflert, 
And  ling  the  wonders  of  creating  art. 
While  I  this  unexampled  taflc  eflay, 
Pafs  awful  gulfs,  and  beat  my  painful  way; 
Celeftial  L)ove  '.  divine  alfiltance  bring, 
Suftain  me  on  thy  ftrong-extended  wing, 
That  I  may  reach  th'  Almighty's  facred  throne, 
And  make  his  caui'ekfs  power,  the  caufe  of  all 

things  known. 

Thou  doft  the  full  extent  of  nature  fee, 
And  the  wide  realms  of  vaft  immenfity  : 
Eternal  Wifdom  thou  doft  comprehend, 
Rife  to  her  heights,  and  to  her  depths  defcend  : 
The  Father's  facred  counfels  thou  canft  tell, 
Who  in  his  bofom  didft  for  ever  dwell. 
Thou  on  the  deep's  dark  face,  immortal  dove  ! 
Thou  with  Almighty  energy  didft  move 
On  the  wild  waves,  incumbent  didft  difplay 
Thy  genial  wings,  and  hatch  primaeval  day. 
Order  from  thee,  from  thec  diflin<Stion  came, 
And  all  the  beauties  of  the  wond'rou*  frame. 
Hence  ftampt  on  nature  we  perfection  find, 
F<ur  as  da'  idea  in  the  Eternal  Mind. 


See,  through  this  vaft  extended  theatre 
Of  fkill  divine  what  fhining  marks  appear  I 
Creating  power  is  all  around  expreft, 
The  God  difcover'd,  and  his  care  confeft. 
Nature's  high  birth  her  heavenly  beauties  (how  • 
By  every  feature  we  the  parent  know. 
Th'  expanded  fpheres,  amazing  to  the  fight  I 
Magnificent  with  ftars  and  globes  of  light, 
The  glorious  orbs,  which   heaven's   bright  hofc 

compofe, 

Th*  imprifon'd  fea,  that  reftlefs  ebbs  and  flows, 
The  fluctuating  fields  of  liquid  air, 
With  all  the  curious  meteors  hovering  there, 
And  the  wide  regions  of  the  land,  proclaim 
The  Power  Divine,  that  rais'd  the  mighty  frame. 

What  things  foe'erare  to  an  end  referr'd, 
And  in  their  motions  ftill  that  end  regard, 
Alsvaysthe  fitnefs  of  the  means  refpect, 
Thefe  as  conducive  choofe,  and  thofe  reject, 
Muft  by  a  judgment  foreign  and  unknown. 
Be  guided  to  their  end,  or  by  their  own ; 
For  to  defign  an  end,  and  to  purfue 
That  end  by  means,  and  have  it  ftill  in  view, 
Demands  a  confcious,  wife,  reflecting  caufe, 
Which  freely  moves,  and  acts  by  reafon's  laws; 
That  can  deliberate,  means  elect,  and  find 
Their  due  connection  with  the  end  defign'd. 
And  fince  the  world's  wide  frame  does  not  include 
A  caufe  with  fuch  capacities  endued; 
Some  other  caufe  o'er  nature  muft  prefide, 
Which  gave  her  birth,  and  does  her  motions  guide. 
And  here  behold  the1  caufe,  which  God  we  name, 
The  fourcc  of  beings,  and  the  mindfupreme  ; 
Whofe  perfect  wjfdom,  and  whofe  prudent  care. 
With  one  confederate  voice  unnumber'd  worlds 

declare. 
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Sec,  how  the  earth  has  gain'd  that  very  place, 
"Which  of  all  others  in  the  boundlefs  fpace, 
Is  moft  convenient,  and  will  beft  conduce 
To  the  wife  ends  requir'd  for  nature's  ufe. 
You,  who  the  Mind  and  Caufe  Supreme  deny, 
^Jor  on  his  aid  to  form  the  world  rely, 
Muft  grant,  had  perfect  wifdom  been  employ'd 
To  find,  through  all  th*  interminable  void, 
A  feat  moft  proper,  and  which  beft  became 
The  earth  and  lea,  it  muft  have  been  the  fame. 

Now  who  can  this  furprifing  fa<S  conceive, 
"Who  this  event  fortuitous  believe, 
That  the  brute  earth,  unguidcd,  fhould  embrace*) 
The  only  ufeful,  only  proper  place 
Of  all  the  millions  in  the  empty  fpace  ?  j 

Could  ftupid  atoms  with  impetuous  fpeed 
By  different  roads  and  adverfe  ways  proceed; 
.From  regions  oppofite  begin  their  flight, 
That  here  they  might  rencounter,  here  unite  ? 
"What  charms  could  thefe  terreftrial  vagrants  fee 
In  this  ons  point  of  all  immenfity, 
That  all  th'  enamour'd  troops  fhould  thither  flow  ? 
Did  they  its  ufeful  fituation  know  ? 
And,  when  the  fquadrons  with  a  fwift  career    "1 
Had  reach'd   that   point,  why  did  they   fettle  f 
there,  [ofair;f 

"When   n. -thing  checlc'd  their  flight  but  gulfs J 
Since  Epicurus  afid  his  fcholars  fay  ~) 

That  unobftru\fted  matter  flies  away,  > 

Binges  the  void,  and  knows  not  where  to  flay  ?  j 
If  you,  fagacious  fons  of  art,  pretend  ~\ 

That  by  their  native  force  they  did  defcend,        / 
And  ceas'd  to  move,  when    they   had   guin'df 
their  end ;  j 

That  native  force  till  you  enlighten'd  know, 
Can  its  myfterious  fpring  difclofe,  and  fhow 
How  'tis  exerted,  how  it  does  impel, 
"Your  uninftrtxftive  words  no  doubts  difpel. 
"We  afk  you,  whence -does  motive  vigour  flow:  ? 
You  fay,  the  nature  of  the  thing  is  io. 
But  how  does  this  relieve  th'  inquirer's  pain  ? 
Or  how  the  dark  impulfive  power  explain  ? 

The  Atomifts,  who  fldli  mechanic  teach, 
Who  boaft  their  clearer  fight,  and  deeper  reach, 
Aflert  their  atoms  took  that  happy  feat, 
Determin'd  thither  by  their  inbred  weigfit; 
That  downward  through  the  fpacious  void  they 

drove 

To  that  one  point,  from  all  the  parts  above. 
Grant  this  pnfition  true,  though  up  and  down 
Are  to  a  fpace  not  limited  unknown  ; 
But  fince  they  fay  our  earth  from  morn  to  morn 
On  its  own  axis  is  oblig'd  to  turn  ; 
That  fwift  rotarion  muft  difperfe  in  air 
All  things,  which  on  the  rapid  orb  appear  .- 
And  if  no  power  that  motion  fhould  controul, 
I:  muft  disjoint  and  diftipate  the  whole. 
'  Fis  by  experience  uncontetred  found. 
Bodies  orbicular,  when  whirling  round, 
Still  {hake  off  all  things  on  their  furface  plac'd, 
And  to  %  diftance  from  the  centre  call. 

If  ponderous  atoms  are  I'o  much  in  love 
With  this  one  point,  that  all  will  thither  mov.1, 
Give  them  the  fituation  they  ddire; 
JJut  let  us  thep,  ye  fages  next  inquire, 


What  caufe  of  their  cohefion  can  you  find  ; 
What  props  fupport,  what  chains  the  fabric  bind  r 
Why  do  not  beads  that  move,  or  ftones  that  lie 
Locfe  on  the  field,  through  diftant  regions  fly  ? 
Or  why  do  fragment?,  from  a  mountain  rent, 
Tend  to  the  earth  with  fuch  a  fwift  defcetit  ? 

Thofe  who  afcribe  this  one  determin'd  courfe 
Of  ponderous  things  to  gravitating  force, 
Refer  us  to  a  quality  occult, 
To  fenfflefs  words,  for  which  while  they  infult 
With  juft  contempt  the  famous  Stagyrrte, 
Their  llhools  fhould  blefs  the  world  wkh  clearer 

light. 

Some,  the  round  earth's  coheficn  to  fecure, 
For  that  hard  talk  employ  magnetic  power. 
Remark,  fay  they,  the  globe  ;  with  wonder  own 
Its  nature,  like  the  fam'd  attractive  ftonc. 
This  has  its  axis,  f»  th*  cbferver  tells, 
Meridians,  poles,  .-equator,  parallels. 
To  the  terreftrial  poles  by  conftant  fate 
Th'  obfequious  pores  themfelves  accommodate, 
And,  when  of  this  pofi'ion  difpoffeft, 
They  move,  and  ftrive,  nor  ever  will  they  reft, 
Till  their  lov'd  fituation  they  regain, 
Where  plcas'd  th*y  fettle,  and  unmov'd  remain. 
And  fhould  you,  fo  experience  does  decide, 
Into  fmall  partj  the  wondrous  ftone  divide, 
Ten  thoufand  of  minuteft  fize  exprefs 
The  fame  propenfion,  which  the  large  peffefc. 
HenCe  all  the  globe  ('tis  faid'  we  may  conclude 
With  this  prev;ii  ing  energy  endued  : 
That  this  a'tradtive,  thi«  furprifing  ftojie 
Has  no  peculiar  virtue  of  its  own  ; 
Nothing  but  what  is  common  to  fhe  whole, 
To  fides,  to  axis,  and  to  either  pole. 

The  mighty  magnet  from  the  centre  darts 
This  ftrong,  though  fubtle  force,  through  all  the 

parts; 

Its  active  rays,  ejaculated  thence, 
Irradiate  all  the  wide  circumference. 
While  every  part  is  in  proportion  blefr,, 
And  of  its  due  attractive  power  pofleft ; 
While  adverfe  ways  the  adverfe  atoms  draw 
With  the  fame  ftreng'h,  by  nature's  conftant  law 
Balanc'd  and  fix'd;  they  can  no  longer  move  ; 
Through  '-;ulfs  immenfe  no  more  unguided  rove. 
If  cords  arc  puli'd  two  advf  rfe  ways,  we  find, 
The  more  we  draw  them,  they  the  fafter  bind, 
bo  when  with  equal  vigour  nature  ftrains 
This  way  and  that  thcfc  fine  mechanic  chains, 
They  fix  the  earh,  they  part  to  part  uni'e, 
Prefrrve  their  flruclure,  and  prevent  their  flight. 
Preflure,  they  fay,  and  weight,  we  muft  difown, 
As  things  occult,  by  no  ideas  known, 
And  on  the  enrth's  magnetic  power  depend 
To  fix  its  fear,  its  union  to  defend. 

Let  us  this  f.im'd  hvpo'hciis  furvey,  T 

•h  atrcntivc  thought  remark  the  way,       > 
H<.w  earth's  a'tra&ive  parts  their  force  difplay.  J 
The  mafs,  *:i:.  f.iid,  from  its  wide  bofom  pours 
Torrents  <>f  iitcms,  and  eternal  ftiowers 
Of  fine  magnetic  darts,  of  matter  made 
So  fubtle,  marMe  they  with  eafe  pervade  : 
Rcfintf,  ar.d  (next  to  incorporeal)  thin, 
Not  by  Aufonian  glafles  to  be  feen. 


Thefe  emanation?  take  their  conflant  flight 
Swift  fr->m  the  earth,  as  from  the  fun  the  light; 
To  a  deteraiin'd  diftancc  they  afcend, 
And  there  infledl  their   courfe,    and  downward 

tend. 

What  can  infult  unequal  reafon  more, 
Than  this  magnetic,  this  my^lerious  power  ? 
That  cvrds  and  chains,  beyond  conception  fmall, 
Should  gird  and  bind  fo  fail  this  mighty  ball ! 
That  adtive  rays  fhould  tpring  from  every  part, 
And,  though  {•.>  fubtle,  fhould  fuch  force  exert  1 
That  the  light  legions  fh.mld  be  fent  abroad, 
Range  all  the  air,  and  traverfe  every  road  ! 
To  ftated  limits  {hould  excurfions  make, 
Then  backward  of  themfelves  their  journey  take  ; 
Should  in  their  way  to  folid  bodies  cling, 
And  home  to  earth  the  captive  matter  bring; 
Where  all  things  on  its  furface  fpread  are  bound 
By  their  coerfive  vigour  to  the  ground  : 
Can  this  be  done  without  a  Guide  Divine  ?          "\ 
Should  we  to  this  hypothefis  incline,  S 

iSay,  does  not  here  confpicuous  wifdom  fliine?      j 
Who  can  enough  magnetic  force  admire  ? 
Does  ft  not  connfei  and  defign  require 
To  give  the  earth  this  wondrous  energy, 
In  fuch  a  meafure,  fuch  a  juft  degree, 
That  it  (hould  (till  perform  itsdtitin'd  talk, 
As  nature's  ends  and  various  ufes  afk  ? 

For,  fhould  our  globe  have  had  a  greater  (hare 
Of  this  ftrong  force,  by  which  the  parts  cohere, 
Things  had  been  bound  by  fuch  a  powerful  chain, 
That  all  would  fix'd  and  rnotionkfs  remain  ; 
All  men,  like  ftatues,  on  the  earth  would  ftand  . 
Nor  would  they  move  the  foot,  or  tlretch  the  hand  ; 
Birds  would  not  range    the  ikies,  nor  beads  the 

wo:>ds, 

Nor  could  the  fifli  divide  the  ftiffen'd  floods. 
Again,  had  this  ftrange  energy  been  lefs, 
Dtfedt  had  been  as  fatal  as  excefs. 
For  want  of  cement  ilrong  enough  to  bind 
The  ftru<fture  faft,  huge  ribs  of  rock,  disjoin'd 
Without  an  earthquake,  from  their    bafe  would 

ftart,  i 

And  hills  unhing'd  from  their  deep  roots  depart. 
And,  while  .>ur  orb  performed  its  daily  race, 
All  beings,  found  upon  his  ample  face, 
Would,  by  that  motion  diflipated,  fly 
Whirl'd  from   the    globe,    and    fcatter  through 

the  iky  : 

They  muft,  obedient  to  mechanic  laws, 
Aflemble  where  the  ftronger  magnet  draws; 
Whether  the  lun  that  ftronger  magnet  proves, 
Or  elfe  fome  planet's  orb  that  nearer  moves. 
Who  can  unfold  the  caufe  that  do?s  recall 
Magnetic  rays,  and  make  them  backward  fall? 
If  thefe  effluvia,  which  do  upvvaru  tend, 
Becaufe  Ids  heavy  than  the  air,  afcend  ; 
Why  do  they  ever  from  their  height  retreat, 
And  why  return  to  feek  their  central  feat  ? 
From  the  fame  caufe,  ye  funs  of  art,  declare 
Can  they  by  turns  defcend,  and  rife  in  air  ? 
Prodigious  'tis,  that  one  attractive  ray 
t-hould  this  way  bend,  the  next  an  adverfe  way; 
For,  fhould  th'  unfeen  magnetic  jets  defcend 
All  the  fame  way^  they  could  not  gain  their  end  ; 
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They  could  not  draw  and  bind  trie  fabric  fail, 


Unlefs  alike  they  every  part  embrac'd 

How  does  CartJfeus  all  his  finews  {train,  "^ 

How  much  he  UjBurs,  and  how  much  in  vain,   > 
The  earth's  att^JKtive  vigour/o  explain  !  J 

This  bold  contriver  thus  his  thoughts  conveys: 
IncefTant  flreams  of  thin  magnetic  rays 
Gufh  from  their  fountains  with  impetuous  force, 
In  either  pole,  then  take  an  adverfe  eourfe : 
Thole  from  the  fouthern  pole  the  northern  feek ; 
The  fouthern  thofe  that  from  the  northern  break ; 
In  either  pole  thefe  rays  emitted  meet 
Small  pores  provided,  for  their  figures  fit ; 
Still  te  and  fro  they  circulating  pafs, 
Hold  all  the  frame,  and  firmly  bind  the  niafi. 
Thus  he  the  pafts  of  earth  from  flight  retrains, 
And  girds  it  fait  by  fine  imagin'd  chains. 

But  oh  !  how  dark  is. human  reafon  found  ! 
How  vain  the  man  with  wit  and  learning  crown'd ! 
How  feeble  all  his  ftrength  when  he  efiays 
To  trace  dark  Nature,  and  detect  her  ways; 
Unlefs  he  calls  its  Author  to  his  aid, 
Who  every  fec.'ct  fpfing  of  motion  laid, 
Who  over  all  his  wondrous  works  prefides, 
And  to  their  ufeful  ends  their  caufes  guides ! 
Thefe  paths  in  vain  are  by  inquirers  trod  ; 
There's  no  ph!l"fophy  without  a  God. 

Admir'd  Cartefius,  let  the  curious  know, 
If  your  magnetic  atoms  always  flow 
From  pole  to  pole,  what  ferm'd  their  double  fource, 
What  fpurr'd,   what  gave  them   their   inflected 

courfe  ? 

Tell,  what  could  drill  and  perforate  the  poles, 
And  to  th'  attractive  rays  adapt  their  holes  ? 
A  rac<j  fo  long  what  promprs  them  to  purfue  ? 
Have  the  blind  troops  th'  important  end  in  view  ? 
How  are  theyfure  they  in  the  poles  ihali'meet 
Pores  of  a  figure  to  their  figure  fit  ? 
Are  they  with  fuch  fagacity  endued 
To  know,  if  this  theirjourney  be  purfued, 
1'hey  {hall  the  earth's  conftrudlure  clofely  bind, 
And  to  the  centre  keep  the  parts  confin'd  ? 

.Let  us  review  this  whole  magnetic  fcherne, 
Till  wifer  heads  a  wifer  model  frame. 
For  its  formation  let  fit  atoms  ftart. 
To  one  determin'd  point,  from  every  part. 
Encountering  there  from  regions  oppotite, 
They  clafh,  and  interrupt  each  other's  flight; 
And,  rendezvoufing  with  an  adverfe  courfe, 
Produce  an  eqiral  poife,  by  equal  force  : 
For  while  the  parts  by  laws  magnetic  ail, 
And  are  at  once  atttadted,  and  attract; 
While  match'd  in  ftrength  they  keep  the  doubt-* 

ful  field, 

And  neither  overcome,  and  neither  yield, 
To  happy  purpofe  they  their  vigour  Ipend ; 
1'or  thefe  contentions  in  the  balance  end, 
Which  muft  in  liquid  air  the  gl  .be  fufpend. 

Befides  materials  which  arc-  brute  and  blind, 
Did  not  this  work  require  a  knowing  mind, 
Who  for  the  taik  fhouid  fit  detachments  choofe 
From  all  the  atoms,  which  their  hoft  diffufe 
Through    the    wide    regions    of    the    boundlefs 

ipace, 
And  for  their  rendezvous  appoint  the  place  i 
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to* 

Who  fhould  command,  by  his  almighty  nod, 
Thcfe  chofen  troops,  uncunfcious  of  the  road, 
And  vtiacquainted  with  th'  appointed  end, 
Their  marches  to  begin,  and  thither  tend  ; 
Dirt'cT.  them  all  to  take  the  neareft  way, 
Whence  none  of  all  th'  unnumber'd  millions  ftray ; 
Make  them  advance  with  fuch  an  equal  pace,     ~\ 
From  all  the  adverfe  regions  of  the  ipace,  ( 

That   they  at  once  fhould  reach  the  deftin'd  Q 
place ;  J 

Should  mufter  there,  and  round  the  centre  fwarm, 
And  draw  together  in  a  globous  form  ? 

Grant,  that  by  mutual  oppoiition  made  ~) 

Of  adverfe  parts,  their  mutual  flight  is  ftaid  ;      > 
That  thus  the  whole  is  in  a  balauce  laid ;  J 

Docs  it  not  ail  mechanic  heads  confound, 
That  troops  of  atoms,  from  all  parts  around, 
Of  equal  number,  and  of  equal  force, 
Should  to  this  fingk  point  direct  their  courfe  ; 
That  fo  the  counter-preffure  every  way,  ~) 

G'f  equal  vig»»r,  might  their  motions  ftay, 
And,  by  a  Itearly  poile,  the  whole  ill  quiet  lay  ?  J 

Befides,  the  ftruclure  t»f  the  earth  regard  :       ~i 
For  firmnefs  how  is  all  its  frame  prepar'd  !  / 

\Vuh  what  amazing  fkill  is  the   vaft   building  <" 
rtar'd !  3 

Metal*  and  veins  of  folid  ftone  are  found 
The  ciiief  materials  which  the  globe  compound. 
See,  how  the  hills,  which  high  in  air  afccrid, 
from  pole  to  pole  their  lofty  lines  extend. 

Thefe  firong  unfhAen  mounds  reiift  the  fhocks 
Of  tides  and  feas  tempeftuous,  while  the  rocks, 
That  fecret  in  a  long  continued  vein 
Pals  through  the  earth,  the  ponderous  pile  fuftain  : 
Thefe  mighty  girders,  which  the  fabric  bind, 
Thefe  ribs  robuft  and  vaft,  in  order  join'd  ; 
Thefe  fubterranean  walls,  difpos'd  with  art, 
Such  flrength,  and  fuch  ftability  impart, 
That  ftorms  above,  and  earthquakes  under  ground, 
Break  not  the  pillars,  nor  the  work  confound. 

Give  to  the  earth  a  form  orbicular, 
Ijft  it  be  pois'd,  and  hung  in  ambient  air  ; 
Give  it  the  fituation  to  the  fun 
Such  as  is  only  fit ;  when  this  is  done, 
Suppoie  it  {till  remain'd  a  laay  heap ; 
From  what  we  grant,  you  no  advantage  reap. 
You  either  muft  the  earth  from  reft  difturb, 
Or  Ti.ll  around  the  heavens  the  folar  orb. 
Life  what  a  dreadful  face  will  nature  wear  ! 
How  horrid  will  tliefc  lonefome  feats  appeur  ! 
This  ne'er  would  fee  one  kind  refrelhing  ray  ;     ~) 
That  would  be  ruin'd,  but  a  different  way, 
Condcmn'd  to  light, a;id  curs'd  with  endld-,  day :  j 
A  cold  Icelandian  defert  one  would  grow  ; 
One,  like  Sicilian  furnaces,  would  glow. 
That  nature  may  this  fatal  error  fhun, 
Move,  which  will  pleafe  you  bell,  the  earth  or  fun. 
But,  fry,  from  what  great  builder's  magazines 
You'll  engines  fetch,  what  ftrong,  what  vaft  ma- 
Will  you  employ  to  give  this  motion  birth,  [chines 
And  whirl  fo  fwiftly  round  the  fun  or  earth  ? 
Ye?,  learned  heads,  by  what  mechanic  laws 
Will  you  of  cither  orb  this  motion  caufe  ? 
Why  do  they  move  ?  why  in  a  circle  ?  why 
With  fuch  a  mcai'urc  of  velocity  > 
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Say,  why  the  earth — if  not  the  earth,  the  fun 
Does  through  his  winding  road  the  zodiac  run  ? 
Why  do  revolving  oibs  their  tracks  fublime 
So  conftant  keep,  that  fincc  the  birth  of  time 
They  never  vary'd  their  accuftom'd  place, 
Nor  loft  a  minute  in  fo  long  a  race  ? 
But  hold  !  perhaps  I  rudely  prefs  too  far  ; 
You  are  not  vers'd  in  reafoning  fo  fevere. 
To  a  firft  queflion  your  reply's  at  hand  ; 
Afk  but  a  i'econd,  and  you  fpecchlefs  ft  and. 
You  fwim  at  top,  and  on  the  furface  ftrive, 
Bat  to  the  depths  of  nature  never  dive  : 
For  if  you  did,  inftrii<5led  you'd  explore 
Divine  contrivance,  and  a  God  adore. 
Yet  funs  of  art  one  curious  piece  devife, 
From  whofe  conllructure  motion  fhall  arife. 
Machines,  to  all  philofophers  'tis  known, 
Move  by  a  foreign  impulfe,  not  their  own. 
Then  let  Gaffcndus  choofe  what  frame  he  ploafc, 
By  which  to  turn  the  heavenly  orbs  with  eafc  ; 
Thofe  orbs  muft  reft,  till  by  th"  exerted  force 
Of  fome  firft  mover  they  begin  their  courl'e: 
Mere  difpofnion,  mere  mechanic  art, 
Can  never  motion  to  the  globes  impart ; 
And,  if  they  could,  the  marks  of  wife  defign 
In  that  contrivance  would  confpicuous  fuine. 
Thefe  queftions  ftill  recur  :  we  ftill  demand, 
What  moves  them  firft,  and  puts  them  off  at  hand  ? 
What  makes  them  this  one  way  their  race  direct,  _ 
While  they  a  thoufar.d  other  ways  rejcdb  I 
Why  do  they  never  once  their  courfe  inflect  ? 
Why  do  they  roll  with  fuch  an  equal  pace, 
And  to  a  moment  ftill  perform  their  race  ! 
Why  earth  or  fun  diurnal  ftages  keep  ? 
In  fpiral  tracks  why  through  the  zodiac  creep  ? 
Who  can  account  for  this,  unlefs  they  fay 
Thefe  orbs  th'  Eternal  Mind's  command  obey, 
Who  bad  them  mofc,  did  all  their  motions  guide, 
To  each  its  deftin'd  province  did  divide ; 
Which  to  complete,  he  gave  them  motive  power, 
That  fhall,  as  long  as  he  does  will,  endure  ? 

Thus  we  the  frame  of  nature  have  expreft; 
Now  view  the  earth  in  iinifh'd  beauty  dreft  ; 
The  various  fcenes,  which  various  charms  difplajr, 
Through  all  th'  extended  theatre  furvey. 

See  how  fublime  th'  uplifted  mountains  rife, 
And  with  their  pointed  heads  invade  the  Ikies  ! 
How  the  high  cliffs  their  craggy  arms  extend, 
Diftinguifh  ftates,  and  lever'd  realms  defend  1 
How  ambient  fhores  confine  the  rcftlefs  deep, 
And  in  their  ancient  bounds  the  billows  keep  ! 
The  hollow  vales  their  fmiling  pride  unfold; 
What  rich  abundance  do  their  bofoms  hold  ! 
Regard  their  lovely  verdure,  ravifh'd  view 
The  party-colout 'd  flowers  of  various  bus. 
Not  eaftern  monarchs,  on  their  nuptial  day, 
In  dazzling  gold  and  purple  fhine  fo  gay 
As  the  bright  natives  ofth"  unlabour'd  field, 
Unver»'d  in  fpinning,  and  in  looms  unikill'd. 
See,  how  the  ripening  fruit?  the  gardens  crown, 
Imbibe  the  fun,  and  make  his  light  their  own ! 
See  the  fwect  brooks  in  filver  mazes  creep,  " 
r.itrkh  the  meadows,  and  fupply  the  deep  ; 
While  from  their  weeping  urns  the  fountains  flow, 
And  vital  moifture,  where  thty  pafs,  beftow  . 
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Admire  the  narrow  dream,  and  fpreading  Jake, 
The  proud  afpiring  grove,  and  humble  brake : 
How  do  the  forefts  and  the  woods  delight ! 
Howthefweet  glades  and  openings  charm  thefightl 
Obferve  the  pleafant  lawn  and  airy  plain, 
The  fertile  furrows  rich  with  various  grain  ; 
How  ufeful  all !  how  all  confpire  to  grace 
Th'  extended  earth,  and  beautify  her  face  ! 

Now,  fee,  with  how  much  art  the  parts  are  made? 
With  how  much  wifdom  are  the  ftrata  laid, 
Of  different  weight,  and  of  a  different  kind, 
Oi'  fundry  forms,  for  fundry  ends  dcfign'd  ! 
Here  in  their  beds  the  finifh'd  minerals  reft, 
There  the  rich  wombs  the  feeds  of  gold  digeft. 
Here  in  fit  moulds,  to  Indian  nations  known, 
Are  caft  the  feveral  kinds  of  precious  ftonc  ; 
The  diamond  here,  by  mighty  monarchs  worn, 
Fair  as  the  flar  that  beautifies  the  morn  ; 
And,fplendid  by  the  fun's  embody'd  ray, 
The  rubies  there  their  crimfon  light  difplay  ; 
There  marble'*  various  colour'd  veins  are  ipread ; 
Here  of  bitumen  un&uous  {tores  are  bred. 
What  fkill  on  all  its  furface  is  beftow'd, 
To  make  the  earth  for  man  a  fit  abode  ! 
The  upper  moulds,  with  active  fpirits  ftor'd, 
And  rich  in  verdant  progeny,  affi.rd 
The  flowery  paflure,  and  the  fhady  wood, 
To  men  their  phyfic,  and  to  beafts  their  food. 

Proceed  yet  farther,  and  a  profpecl  take 
O!  the  fwifc  dream,  and  of  t«.e  ftanding  lake. 
Had  not  the  deep  been  form'd,  that  might  contain 
All  the  collected  treafurcs  of  the  main, 
The  earth  had  ftill  o'erwhelm'd  with  water  flood, 
To  man  an  uninhabitable  flood.* 
Yet  had  not  part  as  kindly  ftaid  behind, 
In  the  wide  cifterns  of  the  lakes  confin'd  ; 
Did  not  the  fprings  and  rivers  drench  the  land, 
Our  globe  would  grow  a  wildernefs  of  land  ; 
The  plants  and  groves,  the  tame  »nd  favage  bead, 
And  man,  their  lord,  would  die  with  drought  op- 

preft. 

Now,  as  you  fee,  the  floating  element 
Part  loofe  in  ftreams,  part  in  the  ocean  pent, 
.So  wifely  i*  difpos'd,  as  may  conduce 
To  man's  delight,  or  neceflury  ufe. 

See  how  the  mountains  in  the  midft  divide 
The  nobleft  regions,  that  from  either  fide 
The  ftreams,  which  to  the  hills  their  currents") 
owe,  / 

May  every  way  along  the  valley  flow,  f 

And  verdant  wealth  on  all  the  foil  heftow  1         j 
So  Atlas  and  the  mountains  of  the  moon, 
From  north  to  fouth,  in  lofty  ridges  run 
Through  Afric  realms,  whence  failing  waters  lave 
Th'  inferior  regions  with  a  winding  wave. 
They  various  rivers  give  to  various  foil, 
Niger  to  Guinea,  and  to  ./Egypt  Nile. 
So  from  the  towering  Alps  on  different  fide,;, 
Diffolving  fnows  defcead  in  numerous  tides, 
Which  in  the  vale  beneath  their  parties  join 
To  form  the  Rhone,  the  Danube,  and  the  Rhine. 
So  Caucafus,  afpiring  Taurus  fo, 
And  fam'd  Imai,'s,  ever  white  with  fnow, 
Through  eaftcrn  clime*  their  lofty  Hues  extend, 
And  this  and  that  way  ample  currents  fend. 


•J 


'» 

I     \ 

fea?      > 


A  thoufand  rivers  mate  their  crooked  way, 
And  difembogue  their  floods  into  the  fea ; 
Whence  fhould  they  ne'er  by  fecret  roads  retire^ 
And  to  the  hills,  from  whence  they  came,  afpirc  ; 
They  by  their  conftant  ftreams  would  fo  increafs 
The  watery  ftores,  and  raife  fo  high  the  feas, 
That  the  wide  hollow  would  not  long  contain 
Th'  unequal  treaiures  of  the  fwelling  main  } 
Scorning  the  mounds  which  now  its  tide  withftant^ 
The  fea  would  pafs  the  fhores,  and  drown  the  land. 

Tell,  by  what  paths,  what  fubterrancan  ways, ' 
Back  to  the  fountain's  head  the  fta  conveys 
The  refluent  rivers,  and  the  land  repays? 
Tell,  what  fuperior,  what  controlling  caufe 
Makes  waters,  in  contempt  of  nature's  laws, 
Climb  up,  and  gain  th*  afpiring  mountains  height^ 
Swift  and  forgetful  of  their  native  weight  ? 
jJWhat  happy  works,  what  engines  under-ground, 
What  inftruments  of  curious  art  are  found, 
Which  mull  with  everlafting  labour  play, 
Back  to  their  fprings  the  rivers  to  convey, 
And  keep  their  correfpondence  with  the  fea  ? 

Perhaps  you'll  fay,  their  ftreams  the  rivers  owe 
In  part  to  rain,  in  part  to  melting  fnow; 
And  that  th'  attracted  watery  vapours  rife 
From  lakes  and  feas,  and  fill  the  lower  fkics  : 
Thefe  when  condens'd  the  airy  region  pours 
On  the  dry  earth  in  rain,  or  gentle  fhowers; 
Th'  infinuating  drops  fink  through  the  fand, 
And  pafs  the  porous  ftrainers  of  the  land ; 
Which  frefh  fupplics  of  watery  riches  bring? 
To  every  river's  head,  to  each  exhaufted  fpring  ; 
The  ftreams  are  thus,  their  loffes  to  repair, 
Back  to  their  fource  tranfmitted  to  the  air ; 
The  waters  (till  their  circling  courfe  maintain, 
Flow  down  in  rivers,  and  return  in  rain  ; 
And  pn  the  foil  with  heat  immoderate  dry'd, 
To  which  the  rain's  pure  treafures  are  deny'd, 
The  mountains  more  fublime  in  aether  rife, 
Transfix  the  clouds,  and  tower  amidft  the  Ikie-s; 
The  fnowy  fleeces,  which  their  heads  involve, 
Still  flay  in  part,  and  ftill  in  part  diffolve; 
Torrents  and  loud  impetuous  cataradis 
Through  roads  abrupt,  and  rude  unfafhion'd  tra&s,' 
Roll  down  the  lofty  mountain's  chanuell'd  fides, 
And  to  the  vale  convey  their  foaming  tidea; 
At  length, to  make  their  various  currents  one, 
The  congregated  floods  together  run ;  [head, 

Thefe  confluent  ftreams  make  fome  great  river's 
By  ftores  ftill  melting  and  defcending  fed  ; 
Thus  from  th'  afpiring  mountains  of  the  moon 
Diffolving  treafures  rufh  in  torrents  down, 
Which  pafs  the  fun-burnt  realms  and  fandy  foil. 
And  blefs  th'  ^Egyptian  nation  with  their  Nile; 
Then  whofoe'er  his  fecret  rife  would  know, 
Muft  climb  the  hills,  and  trace  his  head  in  fnow; 
And   through  the  Rhine,  the  Danube,    and  the 

Rhone, 

All  ample  rivers  of  our  milder  zone, 
While  they  advance  along  the  flats  and  plains, 
Spread  by  the  fhowers  augmented,  and  the  rains; 
Yet  thefe  their  fource  and  firft  beginning  owe 
To  ftores,  that  from  the  Alpine  mountains  flow; 
Hence,  when  the  fnows  in  winter  ceafe  to 
And  undiflolv'd  their  flaky  texture  keep, 
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The  Ibanks  with  cafe  their  humble  ftreams  con 
tain, 

"Which  fwell  in  fummer,  and  thofe  banks  difdain. 
Be  this  account  allow'd,  fay,  do  not  here 
Th'  impreflions  of  confummate  art  appear  ? 

In  every  fpacious  realm  a  rifing  ground, 
Obfervers  tell,  is  in  the  middle  found  ; 
That  all  the  ftreams,  which  flow  from  either  fide, 
May  through  the  valleys  unobftructed  glide. 
What  various  kingdoms  does  the  Danube  lave, 
Before  the  Euxine  fea  receives  its  wave '. 
How  many  nations  of  the  fun-burnt  foil 
Fam'd  Niger  blefs !    how  many  drink  the  Nile  ! 
Through  what  vaft  regions  near  the  rifing  fun 
Does  Indus,  Ganges,  and  Hydafpes,  run ! 
What  happy  empires,  wide  Euphrates,  teem, 
And  pregnant  grow  by  thy  prolific  ftream  '. 
How  many  fpaciwus  countries  does  the  Rhine,     •% 
In  winding  banks,  and  mazes  ferpentint, 
Traverfe,  before  he  fplits  in  Belgia's  plain, 
And  loft  in  fand  creeps  to  the  German  main  '. 
Floods  which  through  Indian  realms  their  courfe 

purfue, 

That  Mexico  enrich,  and  wafh  Peru, 
With  their  unwearied  ftreams  yet  farther  pafs, 
Before  they  reach  the  fea,  and  end  their  race. 
And  fince  the  rivers  and  the  floods  demand, 
For  their  defcent,  a  prone  and  finking  land, 
Does  not  this  due  declivity  declare 
A  wife  director's  providential -care  ? 

See,' how  the  itreams  advancing  to  the  main 
Through  crooked  channels  draw  their  cryftal  train! 
"While  lingering  thus  they  in  mennders  glide, 
They  fcatter  verdant  life  on  either  fide. 
The  valleys  fmile,  and  with  their  flowery  face 
And  wealthy  births  confefs  the  floods  embrace. 
But  this  great  blefling  would  in  part  be  loft,  , 
Nor  would  the  meads  their  blooming  plenty  boaft; 
Did  uncheck'd  rivers'draw  their  fluid  train 
In  lines  direct,  and  rapid  feek  the  main. 

The  fea  does  next  demand  our  view;  and  there 
No  lefs  the  marks  of  perfect  Ikill  appear. 
"When  firft  the  atoms  to  the  congrefs  came, 
And  by  their  concourfe  form'd  the  mighty  frame, 
"What  did  the  liquid  to  th'  affembly  call, 
To  give  their  aid  to  form  the  ponderous  ball  ? 
Firft,  tell  us,  why  did  any  come  ?  next,  why 
In  fuch  a  difproportion  to  the  dry  ? 
Why  were  the  moift  in  number  fo  outdone, 
That  to  a  thaufand  dry,  they  are  but  one  ? 
"When  they  united,  and  together  clung, 
When  undiftinguilh'd  in  one  heap  they  hung, 
How  was  the  union  broke,  the  knot  unty'd  ? 
What  did  th"  entangled  elements  divide  ? 
Why  did  the  moid  disjoin 'd,  without  refpc«5t 
To  their  lefs  weight,  the  lowed  ieat  c'.  ri  ? 
Could  they  dilpenic  to  lie  below  the  land, 
With  nature's  law,  and  unrepcal'd  command  ; 
Which  gives  to  lighter  things  the  greatcft  height, 
And  feats  inferior  to  futurior  weight  ? 
pid  'hey  forefee,  unlels  they  lay  I'o  low,  ~) 

The  reftlels  flood  the  land  would  overflow,          £ 
By  which  the  delug'd  earth  would  ufelefs  grow  ?  J 
What,  but  a  confcious  agent,  could  p-ovide 
The  fpacious  hollow,  where  the  waves  rdide  ? 


Where,  barr'd  with  rock,  and  fenc'd  with  hills,  tkc 

deep 

Does  in  its  womb  the  floating  treafures  keep  ; 
And  all  the  raging  regiments  reftrain 
In  dated  limits,  that  the  fwelling  main 
May  not  in  triumph  o'er  the  frontier  ride, 
And  through  the  lacd  licentious  fpread  its  tide? 
What  other  caufe  the  frame  could  fo  contrive, 
That,  when  ttmprfluous  winds  the  ocean  drive, 
They  cannot  break  thr;  tye,  nor  difunite 
The  waves,  which  roll  connected  in  their  flight  ? 
Their  bands,  though  flack,  no  diflulution  fear,     ~) 
Th'  unfever'd  parts  the  greauft  prefTure  bear, 
Though  loofe,  and  fit  to  flow,  they  (till  cohere.    J 
This  apt,  this  wife  contexture  of  the  fea, 
Makes  it  the  mips  driv'n  by  the  winds  obey: 
Whence  hardy  merchants  fail  from  (bore  to  fnore, 
Bring  Indian  fpices  home,  and  Guinea's  ore. 

When  you  wi-h  liquid  ftores  have  fill'd  the  deepj 
What  does  the-  flood  from  putrefaction  keep  ? 
Should  it  lie  ftagnant  in  its  ample  feat, 
The  fun  would  through  it  fpread  destructive  heat. 
The  wife  Contriver,  on  his  end  intent, 
Careful  this  fatal  error  to  prevent, 
And  keep  the  wa'ers  from  <otrupti">n  free, 
Mixt  them  with  fait,  and  feafon'd  all  the  fea. 
What  other  caufe  could  this  effect  produce  ? 
The  hrackifti  tincture  thr  ugh  the  main  diffufe? 
You,  who  to  folar  beams  *his  talk  affign, 
To  fcald  the  waves,  a'.d  turn  the  tide  to  brine, 
Reflect,  that  all  the  fluid  ftores,  which  fleep 
In  the  remotelt  caverns  of  the  deep, 
Have  of  the  briny  force  a  greater  (hare 
Than  thofe  above,  that  meet  the  ambient  air. 
Others,  but  oh  how  much  in  vain  :   erect 
Mountains  of  fait,  the  ocean  to  infect. 
Who,  vers'd  in  nature,  can  defcrihe  the  land, 
Or  fix  the  place  on  which  tkofe  mountains  (land  ? 
Why  have  thofe  rocks  fo  long  unwafted  flood, 
Since,  lavifh  of  their  ftock,  they  through  the  flood 
Have,  ages  paft,  their  melting  cryftal  Ipread, 
And  with  their  fpoils  the  liquid  rcgii  ns  fed  ? 

Yet  more,  the  wife  Contriver  did  provide,       ~) 
To  keep  the  fea  from  ftagnating,  the  tide  ;  > 

Which  now  we  fee  advance,  and  now  fubfide.     j 
If  ycu  exclude  this  great  Directing  Mind, 
Declare  what  caufe  of  this  effedt  you  find. 
You  who  this  globe  round  its  own  axis  drive, 
From  that  rota'ion  this  event  derive  : 
You  fay,  the  fea,  which  with  unequal  pace 
Attcn  is  the  earth  in  this  its  rapid  race. 
Does  with  its  wavt-s  full  backward  to  the  weft, 
And,  thence  repell'd,  advances  to  the  eaft  : 
While  this  revolving  motion  does  endure, 
The  deep  muft  reel,  and  rufh  from  fhorc  to  fhore  : 
Thus  to  the  letting,  and  the  riling  fun, 
Alternate  tides  in  ftated  order  run. 
Th'  experiments  you  bring  us,  to  explain 
This  notion,  are  impertinent  and  vain  : 
An  orb  or  ball  roiMid  it*  own  axi-  whirl, 
Will  not  tho  motiot!  to  a  diftance  hurl, 
Whatever  duit  or  land  you  on  it  phce, 
And  drops  of  water  from  its  convex  face  I 
If  this  rotation  does  the  leas  alfect, 
The  rapid  1110:1011  rather  would  eject 
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The  fiores  the  low  capacious  caves  contain, 
And  from  its  ample  bafon  caft  the  main  ; 
Aloft  in  air  would  make  the  ocean  fly, 
And  dafh  its  fcatter'd  wave.?  againft  the  fky. 

If  you,  to  folve  th'  appearance,  have  recoitrfe 
To  the  bright  fun's  or  moon's  impulfive  force ; 
Do  you,  who  call  for  demor.fr.ration,  tell 
How  diftant  orbs  th'  obedient  flood  impel  ? 
This  ftrong  myfterious  influence  explain, 
By  which,  to  fwell  the  waves,  they  prefs  the  main. 
But  if  you  choofe  magnetic  power,  atid  fay 
Thofe  bodies  by  attraction  mow  the  fea; 
Till  with  new  light  you  make  this  fccret  known, 
And  tell  us  how  'tis  by  attraction  done, 
You  leave  the  mind  in  darknefs  ftill  involv'd, 
Nor  have  you,  like  philofnphers,  refolv'd 
The  doubts,  which  we  to  reafoning  men  refer, 
But  with  a  cant  of  words  abufe  the  ear. 

1'hofe  who  affert  the  lunar  orb  prefides 
O'er  humid  bodies,  and  the  ocean  guides ; 
Whofe  waves  obfequious  ebb,  orfwelling  run, 
XVith  the  declining  or  incrcafing  moon  ; 
With  reafon  feem  her  empire  to  maintain, 
As  miftrefs  of  the  rivers  and  the  main- 
Perhaps  her  active  influences  caufe 
Th'  alternate  flood,  and  give  the  billow  laws ; 


The  waters  feem  her  orders  to  o1>ey, 
And  ebb  and  flow,  determin'd  by  her/way. 

Grant  that  the  deep  this  foreign  fovereign  owns, 
That  mov'd  by  her  it  this  and  that  way  runs: 
Say,  by  what  force  (he  makes  the  ocrian  fwell ; 
Does  fhe  attract  the  waters,  or  impel  ? 
How  does  fhe  rule  the  rolling  waves,  and  guide 
By  fixt  and  conftant  laws  the  reftlefs  tide  ? 
Why  does  fhe  dart  her  force  to  that  degree, 
As  gives  fo  juft  a  motion  to  the  fea, 
That  it  fhould  flow  no  more,  no  more  retire, 
Than  nature's  various  ufeful  ends  require  ? 
A  Mind  Supreme  you  therefore  muft  approve, 
Whofe   high    command    caus'd    matter    firft   to- 

move  : 

Who  ftill  preferves  its  courfe,  and,  with  rcfpedt 
To  his  wife  ends,  all  motions  does  direct. 
He  to  the  filver  moon  this  province  gave, 
And  fixt  her  empire  o'er  the  briny  wave  ; 
Endued  her  with  fuch  juft  degrees  of  power, 
As  might  his  aims  and  wile  defigns  procure, 
Might  agitate  and  work  the  troubled  deep, 
And  rolling  waters  from  corruption  keep, 
But  not  impel  them  o'er  their  bounds  of  fandy 
Nor  force  the  wafteful  deluge  o'er  the  land. 


BOOK    II. 


*Tf>e  Argument. 

The  introduction.  The  numerous  and  important  bleffings  of  religion.  The  exiftence  of  a  God  de- 
monftrated,  from  the  wifdom  and  defign  which  appear  in  the  motions  of  the  heavenly  orbs .  but 
more  particularly  in  the  folar  fyftem.  I.  In  the  fituation  of  the  fan,  and  its  due  diftance  from  the 
earth.  The  fatal  confequecces  of  its  having  been  placed  erherwife  than  it  .is.  II.  In  its  diurnal 
motion,  whence  the  change  <>t  day  and  night  proceeds :  then  in  its  annual  motion,  whence  arife  the 
different  degrees  of  heat  arid  cold.  The  confinement  of  the  fun  between  the  tropics,  not  to  be  ac 
counted  for  by  any  philofophical  hypothcfis  The  difficulties  of  the  fame,  if  the  earth  moves,  and 
the  fun  refts.  The  fpting  of  the  fun's  motion,  i.ot  to  be  explained  by  any  irreligious  philofophy. 
The  contemplation  of  the  folar  light,  and  the  ufes  made  of  it  for  the  end  propofed.  The  appear 
ances  in  the  folar  fyftem  rot  u«  be  folved,  but  by  afferting  a  God.  The  fyftems  of  Ptolemy,  Co 
pernicus,  Tycho  Brahe,  and  Kepler,  cwifidered.  The  folar  fyftem  defcribed,  and  compared  with 
the  fixed  ftars,  which  are  (uppoled  centres  of  the  like  fyftems.  Reflections  on  that  comparifon. 
The  hypothefis  of  hpicurus,  in  relation  to  the  motion  of  the  fun.  Wifdom  and  defign  difcovered 
in  the  air  ;  in  its  ufeful  ftructure,  us  elafticity,  its  various  meteors;  the  wind,  the  raiu,  thunder,  and 
lightning.  A  fhort  contemplation  of  the  vegetable  kind. 


C.ARUS,  by  hardy  Epicurus  taught, 
Fron-i  Greect  i<>  Rome  his  impious  iyfrem  brought ; 
Then  war  with  heaven  he  did  infulting  wage, 
And  breafh'd  againft  the  god*-  immortal  rage: 
See,  he  txclairm,  the  fource  of  ^ill  our  wot ! 
Our  fears  and  fuffenngs  from  religion  flow 

We  gram    a  train  of  mifchiefs  oft  proceeds 
T'rorn  fupcri. itious  rites  iind  pcnai  creeds; 
But  view  relig'O';  in  her  native  charms, 
Difjperfing  bkffings  with  indulgent  arms ; 


From  her  fair  eyes  what  heavenly  rays  are  fpread. 
What  blooming  joys  1'mile  round  her  blifsful  head  \ 

Offspring  divine  ;  by  thee  we  blefs  the  caule, 
Who  form'd  the  world,  and  rules  it  by  his  laws  ; 
His  independent  beii.g  we  adore, 
Extol  his  goodnef*,  and  revere  his  power  ; 
Our  Pondering  eye%  his  high  perfections  view, 
the  lofty  contemplation  we  purfue, 
Till  ravifh'd  we  the  great  idea  find, 

in  bright  imprefOons  on  our  mind, 
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Infpir'd  by  thce,  gueft  of  celeftial  race, 
With  generous  love,  we  human-kind  embrace  ; 
We  provocations  unprovok'd  Deceive, 
Patient  of  wrong,  and  eafy  to  forgive  ; 
Protecl  the  orphan,  plead  the  widow's  caufe, 
Nor  deviate  from  the  Hue  unerring  jufl ice  draws. 

Thy  liiftre,  blcft  effulgence,  can  difpel 
The  clouds  of  error,  and  the  gloom  of  hell ; 
Can  to  the  foul  impart  ethereal  light, 
Give  life  divine  and  intellectual  fight ; 
Before,  our  ravifli'd  eyes  thy  beams  difj  lay 
The  opening  fcenes  of  blifs,  and  eiidkfs  day  ; 
By  which  incited,  we  with  ardour  rife, 
Scorn  this  inferior  ball,  and  claim  the  flcies. 

Tyrants  to  thee  a  change  of  nature  owe, 
Difmifs  their  tortures,  and  indulgent  grow. 
Ambitious  conquerors  in  their  mad  career, 
Check'd  by  thy  voice, lay  dowu  the  fvvord  and  fpear. 
The  boldeft  champions  of  impiety,  ~\ 

Scornful  of  Hea  en,  fubdu'd  or  won  by  thec, 
Before  thy  hallow'd  altars  bend  the  knee  ;  j 

JLoofe  wits,  made  wife,  a  public  good  become! 
The  fons  of  pride  an  humble  mien  aflame  ; 
The  profligate  in  morals  grows  feverc, 
Defrauders  juft,  and  fycophants  fincere. 

With  amorous  language,  and  bewitching  fmiles, 
Attractive  airs,  and  all  the  lover's  wiles, 
The  fair  Egyptian  Jacob's  fon  carefs'd, 
Hung  on  his  neck,  and  languifti'd  on  his  brtaft  ; 
Courted  with  freedom  now  the  beauteous  fiave, 
Now  flattering  fued,  and  threatening  now  did  rave ; 
But  not  the  various  eloquence  of  love, 
Nor  power  enrag'd,  could  his  fiz'd  virtue  move. 
See,  aw'd  by  Heaven,  the  blooming  Hebrew  flies 
Her  artful  tongue,  and  more  perfuaiive  eyes ; 
And,  fpringing  from  her  difappointcd  arms, 
Prefers  a  dungeon  to  forbidden  charms. 

Stedfaft  in  virtue's  and  his  country's  caufe, 
Th'  illuftrious  founder  of  the  Jewifli  laws, 
\Vho,  taught   by  Heaven,  at  genuine   greatnefs 

aim'd, 

With  worthy  pride  imperial  blood  difclaim'd ; 
Th*  alluring  hopes  of  Pharaoh's  throne  refign'd, 
And  the  vain  pleafures  of  a  court  declin'd  ; 
Pleas'd  with  obfcure  recefs,  to  cafe  the  pains       "^ 
Of  Jacob's  race,  and  break  their  fcrvile  chains  ;  I 
Such  generous  minds  are  form'd  where  bleft  re-  f 
ligion  reigns.  3 

Ye  friends  of  Epicurus,  look  around, 
All  nature  view  with  marks  of  prudence  crown'd  : 
Mind  the  wife  ends,  which  proper  means  promote ; 
Sec  how  the  different  parts  for  different  ufe  are 

wrought ; 

Contemplate  all  thisconduCl  and  defign, 
Then  own  and  praife  th'  Artificer  Divine. 

Regard  the  orb  fublime,  in  aether  borne, 
Which  the  blue  regions  of  the  fkics  adorn  ; 
Compar'd  with  whofe  extent  this  low-hung  ball, 
Shrunk  to  a  point,  is  defpicably  fmall : 
Their  number,  counting  thofe  th'  unaided  eye 
Can  fee,  or  by  invented  tubes  dcfcry, 
With  thofe  which  in  the  adverfe  hemifphere, 
Or  near  each  pole  to  lands  remote  appear ; 
The  wideft  ftretch  of  human  thought  exceeds, 
And  iu  tii'  attentive  ir.iiid  amazement  breeds ; 


While  theie  fo  numerous,  and  fo  vaft  of  fize, 
In  various  ways  roll  through  the  tracklef»  fines  ; 
Through  crolfing  roads  perplex'd  and  intricate, 
Perform  their  ftages,  and  their  rounds  repeat ; 
None  by  collifion  from  their  courfe  aie  driven, 
No  (hocks,  no  conflicts,  break  the  peace  of  heaven; 
No  fhatter'd  globes,  no  glowing  fragments  fall, 
No  worlds  o'erturn'dcrufh  this  terreftrial  ball ; 
In  beauteous  order  all  the  orbs  advance, 
And  in  their  mazy  complicated  dance, 
Not  in  one  part  of  all  the  pathlefs  flcy, 
Dixl  any  ever  halt,  or  ftep  awry. 

When  twice  ten  thoufand  men  depriv'd  of  fightj 
To  feme  wide  vale  direct  their  footlteps  right; 
Shall  there  a  various  figur'  '  dance  effiy, 
Move  by  juft  ftcps,  and  meafur'd  time  obey ; 
Shall  crofs  each  other  with  unerring  feet, 
Never  miftake  their  place,  and  never  meet: 
Nor  fhall  in  many  years  the  laaft  decline 
From  the  fame  ground,  and  the  fame  winding  line : 
Then  may  in  various  roads  the  orbs  above, 
Without  a  guide,  in  perfect  concord  move; 
Then  beauty,  order,  and  harmonious  laws, 
May  not  require  a  wife  Directing  Caiifc. 

See  how  th1  indulgent  father  of  the  day 
At  fuch  due  diftance  docs  his  beams  difplay, 
That  he  his  heat  may  give  to  fea  and  land, 
In  juft  degrees,  as  all  their  wants  demand  ! 
But  had  he,  in  th'  unmeafurable  fpace 
Of  aether,  chofen  a  remoter  place  ; 
For  inftance,  pleas'd  with  that  fuperior  feat 
Where  Saturn,  or  where  Jove,  their  courfe  repeat ; 
Or  had  he  happen'd  farther  yet  to  lie, 
In  the  more  diilant  quarters  of  the  fky ; 
How  fad,  how  wild,  how  exquifite  a  fcene 
Of  defolation,  had  this  planet  been  ! 
A  wafteful,  cold,  untrodden  wildernefs, 
The  gloomy  haunts  of  horror  and  diflrefs  : 
Inllead  of  woods,  which  crown  the  mountain 

head, 

And  the  gay  honours  of  the  verdant  mead  ; 
Inftead  of  golden  fruits,  the  garden's  pride, 
By  genial  Jhow'rs  and  folar  heat  fupply'd  ; 
Icelandian  cold,  and  Hyperborean  fnows, 
Eternal  froft,  with  ice  that  never  flows, 
Unfufferable  winter,  had  defac'd 
Earth's  blooming  charms,and  made  a  barren  wa: 
No  mild  indulgent  gales  would  gently  bear, 
On  their  foft  wings,  fweet  vapours  through  the 
The  balmy  fpoi!-s  of  plants  and  fragrant  flower.', 
Of  aromatic  groves,  and  myrtle  bowers, 
Whofe  odoriferous  exhalations  fan 
The  flame  of  life,  and  recreate  beafl  and  man  ; 
But  ftorms,  ev'n  worfe  than  vex  Norwegian  wavi 
That  breed  in  Scythia's  hills,  or  Lapland  cave*, 
Would  through  this  bleak  terreftrial  defm  How, 
Glaze  it  with  ice,  or  whelm  it  o'er  with  inow. 

Or  had  the  fun,  by  like  unhappy  fate, 
Eledled  to  the  earth  a  nearer  feat, 
His  beams  had  cleft  the  hill,  the  valley  dry'd, 
Exhal'd  the  lake,  and  draiu'd  the  briny  tide ; 
A  heat  fupcrior  far  to  that  which  broils 
Borneo,  or  Sumatra,  Indian  ifles ; 
Than  that  which  ripens  Guinea's  golden  ore, 
Or  burns  the  Lybian  hind,  or  tans  the  Moor; 
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reflrain  ~) 

r'sfilken  chain,  > 
t  pain.  3 


Had  laid  all  nature  wafle,  and  turn'd  the  land 

To  hills  of  cinders,  and  to  vales  of  fand  ; 

No  beads  could  then  have  rang'd  the  leaSefs  wood, 

Nor  finny  nations  cut  the  boiling  flood  : 

Birds  had  not  beat  the  airy  road,  the  i'wains 

No  flocks  had  tended  on  the  ruffet  plains. 

Thus,  had  the  fun's  bright  orb  been  more  remote, 

The   cold   had   kill'd  j    and,  if  more   near,  the 

drought. 

Next  fee,  Lucretian  fages,  fee  the  fua 
His  courfe  diurnal  and  his  annual  tun. 
How  in  his  glorious  race  he  moves  along, 
Gay  as  a  bridegroom,  as  a  giant  ftrong  : 
How  his  unvary'd  labour  he  repea.ti, 
Returns  at  morning,  and  at  eve  retreats; 
And  by  the  diftribution  of  his  light, 
Now  gives  to  man  the  day,  and  now  the  night; 
Night,  when  the  drowfy  fwain  and  traveller  ceafe 
Their   daily  toil,    and   foothe   their  limbs  with 

cafe ; 

When  all  the  weary  fons  of  vroe  reflrain 
Their  yielding  cares  with  {lumber's  filken 
Solace  fad  grief,  and  lull  reluctant  p 

And  while  the  fun,  ne'er  covetous  of  reft, 
Flies  with  fuch  rapid  fpeed  from  eaft  to  weft, 
In  tracks  oblique  he  through  the  zodiac  rolls, 
Between  the  northern  and  the  fcuthern  poles  : 
From  which  revolving  progrefs  through  the  ikies, 
The  needful  feafons  of  the  year  arife. 
And  as  he  now  advances,  now  retreats, 
Whence  winter  colds  proceed,  and  fummer  heats, 
He  qualifies  and  cheers  the  air  by  turns, 
Which  winter  freezes,  and  which  fummer  burps. 
Thus  his  kind  rays  the  two  extremes  reduce, 
And  keep  a  temper  fit  for  nature's  ufe. 
The  froft  and  drought,  by  this  alternate  power, 
The  earth's  prolific  energy  reftore. 
The  lives  of  man  and  beaft  demand  the  change ; 
Hence  fowls  the  air,  and  fifh  the  ocean,  range. 
Of  he&t  and  cold  this  jufl  fucccffive  reign, 
"Which  does  the  balance  of  the  year  maintain  ; 
The  gardener's  hope  and  farmer's  patience  props, 
Gives  vernal  rerdure  and  autumnal  crops. 
Should  but  the  fun  his  duty  once  forget, 
Nor  from  the  north,  nor  from  the  fouth  retreat : 
Should  not  the  beams  revive,  and  footh  the  foil, 
Mellow  the  furrow  for  the  ploughman's  toil ; 
A  teeming  vigour  fhould  they  not  diffufe, 
Ferment  the  glebe,  and  genial  fpirits  loofe, 
Which  lay  imprifon'd  in  the  ftnTen'd  ground, 
Congeal'd  with  cold,  in  frofty  letters  bound  ; 
Unfruitful  earth  her  wretched  fate  would  mourn, 
No  grafs  would  clothe  the  plains,  no  fruit  the  trtc 

adorn. 

But  did  the  lingering  orb  much  longer  flay, 
Unmindful  of  his  courfe,  and  crooked  way ; 
The  earth,  of  dews  defrauded,  would  detefl 
The  fatal  favour  of  th'  effulgent  gueft ; 
To  diftant  worlds  implore  him  to  repair, 
And  free  from  noxious  beams  the  fuirry  air ; 
His  rays  productive  now  of  wealth  and  joy, 
Would  then  the  pafture  and  the  hills  annoy,        ( 
And  with  too  great  indulgence  would  dcftroy  :  . 
In  vain  the  labouring  hind  would  till  the  land, 
Turn  up  the  glebe,  and  fow  his  feed  in  fand  ; 


'he  meads  would  crack,  in  want  of  binding  dews, 
The  channels  would  th'  exhaling  river  lofe: 
While  in  their  haunts  wilds  bca'ts  expiring  lie, 
The  panting  herds  would  on  the  pafture  die. 
Jut  now  the  fun  at  neither  tropic  flays 
A"  longer  time  than  his  alternate  rays 
n  fuch  proportion  heat  and  luftre  give, 
As  do  not  ruin  nature,  bvt  revive. 

When  the  bright  orb,  to  folace  fouthern  feats, 
Inverts  his  courfe,  and  from  the  north  retreats; 
As  he  advances,  his  indulgent  beam 
Makes  the  glad  earth  with  freih  conceptions  tcetnj 
Reftores  their  leafy  honours  to  the  woods, 
Flowers  to  the  banks,  and  freedom  to  the  floods; 
Unbinds  the  turf,  exhilarates  the  plain, 
Brings  back  his  labour,  and  recruits  the  fwain  ; 
Through  all  the  foil  a  genial  ferment  ipreads, 
Regenerates  the  plants,  and  new  adorns  the  meads. 
The  birds  on  branches  perch'd,  or  on  the  wing, 
At  nature's  verdant  reftoration  fmg, 
And  with  melodious  lay  falute  the  rpring. 

The  heats  of  fummer  benefits  produce 
Of  equal  number,  and  of  equal  ufe  : 
The  iprouting  births,  and  beauteous  vernal  bloom. 
By  warmer  rays  to  ripe  perfection  come ; 
Th*  auftere  and  ponderous  juices  they  fublime,  "* 
Make  them  afcend  the  porouij  foil,  and  climb     V 
The  orange-tree,  the  citron,  and  the  lime;          > 
Which,  drunk  in  plenty  by  the  thirfty  root, 
Break  forth  ia  painted  flowers,  and  golden  fruit: 
They  explicate  the  leaves,  and  ripen  food 
For  the  filk-labourers  of  the  mulberry  wood ; 
And  the  fweet  liquor  on  the  cane  beftow, 
From  which  prepar'd  the  lufcious  fugars  flow; 
With  generous  juice  enrich  the  fpreading  vine. 
And  in  the  grape  digeft  the  fprightly  wine. 
The  fragrant  trees,  which  grow  by  Indian  floods^ 
And  in  Arabia's  aromatic  woods, 
Owe  all  their  fpices  to  the  fummer's  heat, 
Their  gummy  tears,  and  odoriferous  fweat. 
Now  the  bright  fun  compacts  the  precious  flonc, 
Imparting  radient  luftre,  like  his  own  : 
He  tinctures  rubies  with  their  rofy  hue, 
And  on  the  fapphire  fprcads  a  heavenly  blue; 
For  the  proud  monarch's  dazzling  crown  pre 
pares 
Rich  orient  pearl,  and  adamantine  (tars. 

Next  autumn,  when  the  fun's  withdrawing  ray 
The  night  enlarges,  and  contracts  the  day, 
To  crown  his  labour  to  the  farmer  yields 
The  yellow  treafures  of  his  fruitful  fields : 
Ripens  the  harvell  for  the  crooked  fteel, 
(While  bending  ftalks  the  rural  weapon  feel ;) 
The  fi  agrant  fruit  for  the  nice  palate  fits, 
And  to  the  prefs  the  fwelling  grape  fubmits. 

At  length,  forfaken  by  the  folar  rays, 
See,  drooping  nature  fickcns  and  decays ; 
While  winter  all  his  fiiowy  {lores  difplays, 
In  hoary  triumph  unniolefted  reigns 
O'er  barren  hills,  and  bleak  untrodden  plains; 
Hardens  the  glebe,  the  fliady  grove  deforms, 
Fetters  the  floods,  and  fhakes  the  air  with  ftorms. 
Now  active  fp.rits  are  reflrain'd  with  cold. 
And  prifons,  cramp'd  with  ice,  the  genial  captive* 
hold. 
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The  meads  their  flowery  pride  no  longer  wear, 
And  trees  extend  their  naked  arms  in  air-, 
The  frozen  furrow,  and  the  fallow  field, 
Nor  to  the  fpade,  nor  to  the  harrow,  yield. 

Yet  in  their  turn  the  fnows  and  frofts  produce 
Various  efft'cts,  and  of  important  ufe. 
Th'  intemperate  heats  of  fummer  are  controll'd 
By  winter's  rigour,  and  inclement  cold, 
Which  checks  contagious  fpawn.and  noxious  fleams, 
The  fatal  offspring  of  immoderate  beams ; 
Th'  exhaufted  air  with  vital  nitre  fills, 
Infection  flops,  and  deaths  in  embryo  kills  ; 
Conftrains  the  glebe,  keeps  back  the  hurtful  weed, 
And  fits  the  furrow  for  the  vernal  feed. 
The  fpirits  now,  as  faid,  imprifon'd  flay,  ") 

Which  elfe,  by  warmer  fun-beams  drawn  away,  > 
Would  roam  in  air,  and  diffipated  ftray.  j 

Thus  are  the  winter  frofts  to  nature  kind, 
frofts,  which  reduce  exceffive  heats,  and  bind 
Prolific  ferments  in  refiftlefs  chains, 
Whence  parent  earth  her  fruitfulnefs  maintains. 
To  compafs  all  thefe  happy  ends,  the  fun 
In  winding  tracks  does  through  the  zodiac  run. 

You,  who  fo  much  are  vers'd  in  caufes,  tell, 
What  from  the  tropics  can  the  fun  repel  ? 
What  vigorous  arm,  what  repercufiive  blow, 
Bandies  the  mighty  globe  ftill  to  and  fro, 
Yet  with  fuch  conduct,  fuch  unerring  art, 
He  never  did  the  tracklefs  road  defert  ? 
Why  does  he  never  in  his  fpiral  race 
The  tropics  or  the  polar  circles  pafb  ?  [trol 

What  gulfs,  what  mound?,  xvhat  terrors  can  con- 
The  rufhing  orb,  and  make  him  backward  roll  ? 
Why  fhould  he  halt  at  either  ftation  ?  why 
>Iot  forward  run  in  unobftructive  fky  ? 
Can  he  not  pafs  an  aftronomic  line  ? 
Or  does  he  dread  th'  imaginary  fign  ; 
That  he  fhould  ne'er  advance  to  either  pole, 
Nor  farther  yet  in  liquid  aether  roll, 
Till  he  has  gain'd  fome  unfrequented  place 
Loft  to  the  world  in  vaft  unmeafur'd  1'pacc  ? 

If  to  the  old  you  the  new  fchools  prefer, 
Ami  to  the  fam'd  Copernicus  adhere ; 
If  you  efteem  that  fuppofition  beft, 
Which  moves  the  earth,  and  leaves  the  fun  at  reft ; 
"With  a  new  veil  your  ignorance  you  hide, 
Still  is  the  knot  as  hard  to  be  unty'd  ; 
You  change  your  fcheme,but  the  old  doubts  remain, 
And  ftill  you  leave  th'  inquiring  mind  in  pain. 

This  problem,  as  philolophers,  refolve  : 
What  makes  the  globe  from  weft  to  eaft  revolve  ? 
What  is  the  ftrong  impuifwe  canfe,  declare, 
Which  rolls  the  ponderous  orb  fo  iwift  in  uir? 
To  your  vain  anlwer  will  you  have  secowfe, 
And  tell  us  'tis  ingenite,  active  force, 
MobHity,  or  native  power  to  move, 
\Vordsvvhich  mean  nothing, and  can  nothirg  prove  ? 
That  moving  power,  that  force  innate  explain, 
Or  your  grave  anfwers  are  abfurd  and  vain  : 
"We  no  iblu'.ion  of  our  qu 
Your  words  bewilder,  not  direct  ths  mind. 

If  you,  this  rapid  motion  to  procure, 
For  the  hard  talk  employ  magi. trie  power; 
Whether  that  power  you  at  the  centre  place, 
Or  in  the  middle  regiocs  of  the  mifs, 


Or  elfe,  as  fome  philofophers  affert, 

You  give  an  equal  fhare  to  every  part ; 

Have  you  \>y  this  the  caufe  of  mo'ion  fhown  ? 

After  explaining,  is  it  not  unknown  ? 

Since  you  pretend,  by  reafou's  (tricteft  laws, 

Of  an  effect  to  manifeft  the  caufe; 

Nature,  of  wonders  fo  immenfe  a  field, 

Can  none  more  ftrange.none  m..rc  myfterious  yield, 

None  that  eludes  fagacious  reafon  more 

Than  this  obfcure,  inexplicable  power. 

Since  you  the  fpring  of  motion  cannot  fhow, 

Be  ju    ,  and  faultlefs  ignorance  allow  ; 

Say,  'tis  obedience  to  th'  A.lmighty  nod, 

That  'tis  the  will,  the  power,  the  hand  of  God. 

Philofophers  of  fpreading  fame  are  found, 
Who  by  th'  attraction  of  the  orbs  around 
Would  move  the  earth,  and  make  its  courfe  obey 
The  fun's  and  moon's  inevitable  fway 
Some  from  the  preffure  and  impelling  force 
Of  heavenly  bodies  would  derive  its  courfe  ; 
Whilft  in  the  dark  and  difficult  difpute 
All  are  by  turns  confuted,  and  confute ; 
Each  can  fubvcrt  th'  opponent's  fcheme,  but  none 
Has  ftrcngrh  of  reafon  to  fupport  his  own. 

The  mind  empl-y'd  in  feaich  of  fecret  things, 
To  find  out  motion's  caufe  and  hidden  fprings, 
Through  all  th'  tthereal  regions  mounts  on  high, 
Views  all  the  fpheres,  and  range*  all  the  flcy; 
Searches  the  orbs,  and  penetrates  the  air 
With  unfnccefsful  toil,  and  fruitlefs  care  ; 
Till,  ftopp'd  by  awful  heights,  and  gulfs  immenfe 
Of  wifdom,  and  of  vaft  omnipotence, 
She  trembling  ftands,  and  does  in  wonder  gaze, 
Loft  in  the  wide  inextricable  maze. 

See,  how  the  fun  does  on  the  middle  fhine,- 
And  round  the  globe  defcribe  th'  rcquator  line ; 
By  which  wife  means  he  can  the  whole  furvey 
With  a  diredl,  or  with  a  flanting  ray, 
In  the  fucceffio1   of  a  night  and  day. 
Had  the  north  pole  been  fix'd  beneath  the  fun, 
Tu  fouthern  realm*  the  day  had  been  unknown 
If  the  fouth  pole  had  gain'd  that  nearer  feat, 
The  northern  climes  had  met  as  hard  a  fate. 
And  fince  the  fpace,  that  lies  on  either  fide 
The  folar  orb,  is  without  limits  wide ; 
Grant  that  the  fun  had  happen'd  to  prefer 
A  feat  afcani  but  one  diameter, 
Loft  to  the  light  by  that  unhappy  place 
Thii  glcbt:  had  lain  a  frozen,  lontfome  mafs. 

Behold  the  Ii;,'hr  emitted  from  the  fun, 
What  more  familiar,  and  what  more  unknown! 
While  "by  it*  fpreading  radiance  it  reveals 
All  nature's  face,  it  ftill  itfelf  conceals. 
See  how  each  morn  it  d  >cs  its  beams  difplay, 
And  on  its  golden  wings  brin^  back  the  day  ! 
How  foon  th'  effulgent  tm-nations  fly 
Through  the  blue  gulf  of  intefpufmg  fky  ! 
How  foon  their  luflre  all  the  region  fillf, 
Smiles  on  the  vallies,  and  adorns  the  hills! 
Millions  of  miles,  fo  rapid  is  the ir  race, 
To  cheer  the  earth,  they  in  few  moments  pafs. 
Amazing  progrefs !   At  its  uttnoft  ftrcuh, 
What  human  mind  can  this  IVift  met  ion  reach  ? 
But  if>  to  fave  fo  quick  a  flight,  you  Ly 
The  ever- rolling  orb's  inipulfive  ray 
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Qn  the  next  threads  and  filaments  does  bear 
Which  form  the  fpringy  texture  of  the  air, 
That  tbofe  ftill  ft rike  the  next,  till  to  the  fight 
The  quick  vibration  propagates  the  light ; 
'Tis  ftill  as  hard,  if  we  this  fcheme  believe, 
The  caufe  of  light's  fvvift  progrefs  to  conceive. 

With  thought  from  prepoffeffion  free,  reflect 
On  folar  rays,  as  they  the  Tight  refpect. 
The  beams  of  light  had  been  in  vain  difplay'd, 
Had  not  the  eye  been  fit  for  vifion  made  : 
In  vain  the  author  had  the  eye  prepar'd 
With  fo  much  fkill,  had  not  the  light  appear'd. 

The  old  and  new  aftron^mers  in  vain 
Attempt  the  heavenly  motions  to  explain. 
Firft  Ptolemy  his  fcheme  celeftial  wrought, 
And  of  machines  a  wild  provifion  brought : 
Orbs  centric  and  eccentric  he  prepares, 
Cycles  and  epicycles,  folid  fpheres, 
In  order  plac'd   and  with  bright  globes  inlaid, 
To  folve  the  tow'rs  by  heavenly  bodies  made. 
'Bat  fo  perplex'd,  fo  intricate  a  frame, 
The  latter  ages  with  derifion  name. 
The  comets,  which  at  feafons  downward  tend, 
Then  with  their  flaming  equipage  afcend ; 
Venus,  which  in  the  purlieus  of  the  fun 
Does  now  above  him,  now  beneath  him,  run  ; 
The  ancient  ftructure  of  the  heavens  fubvert, 
Rear'd  with  vaft  labour,  but  with  little  art. 

Copernicus,  who  rightly  did  condemn 
This  eldeft  fyftem,  form'd  a  wifer  fcheme; 
In  which  he  leaves  the  fun  at  reft,  and  rolls 
The  orb  terreftrial  on  its  proper  poles ; 
Which  makes  the  night  and  day  by  this  career, 
And  by  its  flow  and  crooked  courfe  the  year. 
The  famous  Dane,  who  oft  rhe~modern  guides, 
To  earth  and  fun  their  provinces  divides  : 
'The  earth's  rotation  makes  the  night  and  day  ; 
The  fun  revolving  through  the  th'  ecliptic  way 
Effects  the  various  feafons  of  the  year, 
"Which  in  their  turn  for  happy  ends  appear. 
This  fcheme  or  that,  which  pleafes  heft,  embrace, 
Still  we  the  four.tain  of  their  motion  trace. 

Kepler  affens  thefe  wonders  may  be  dune 
By  the  magnetic  virtue  of  the  fun, 
Which  he,  to  gain  his  end,  thinks  fit  to  place 
Full  in  the  centre  of  that  mighty  fpace, 
Which  does  the  fpheres,  where  planets  roll,  include, 
And  leaves  him  with  attractive  force  endued. 
Yhe  fun,  thus  feated,  by  mechanic  laws, 
The  earth  and  every  diftant  planet  draws; 
By  which  attraction  all  the  planets,  found 
Within  his  reach,  are  turn'd  in  xther  round. 

If  all  thefe  rolling  orbs  the  fun  obey, 
Who  holds  his  empire  by  magnetic  fway  ? 
Since  all  are  guided  with  an  equal  force, 
Why  are  they  fo  unequal  in  their  courfe  ? 
Saturn  in  thirty  years  his  ring  completes, 
Which  fwifter  Jupiter  in  twelve  repeats. 
Mars  three  and  twenty  months  revolving  fpends  ; 
The  earth  in  twelve  her  annual  journey  ends. 
Venus,  thy  race  in  twice  four  months  is  run  ; 
For  his,  Mercurius  three  demands;  the  moon 
Her  involution  finifhes  in  one. 
If  all  at  once  arc  mov'd,  and  by  one  fpring, 
Why  fo  unequal  is  th,tir  annual  ring  ? 


If  fome,  you  fay,  prefs'd  with  a  ponderous  load. 
Of  gravity,  move  flower  in  their  road, 
Becaufe,  with  weight  incumber'd  and  oppreft, 
Thefe  fluggifh  orbs  th*  attractive  fun  refift  ; 
Till  you  can  weight  and  gravity  explain, 
Thofe  words  are  infignificant  and  vain. 
If  planetary  orbs  the  fun  obey, 
Why  mould  the  moon  difown  hisfovereign  fway  ? 
Why  in  a  whirling  eddy  of  her  own 
Around  the  globe  terreftrial  fhould  me  run  ? 
This  difobedicnce  of  the  moon  will  prove 
The  fun's  bright  orb  does  not  the  planet  move. 

Phllofophers  may  fpare  their  toil  ;  in  vain       -» 
They  form  new  fchemes,  and  rack  their  thought-  / 
ful  brain,  r 

The  caufe  of  heavenly  motions  to  explain  :          J 
After  their  various  unfuccefsful  ways, 
Their  fruitlefs  labour,  and  inept  effays, 
No  caufe  of  thofe  appearances  they'll  find, 
But  power  exerted  by  th'  Eternal  Mind  ; 
Which  through  their  roads  the  orbs  celeftial  drives, 
And  this  cr  that  determin'd  motion  gives. 
The  Mind  Supreme  does  all  his  worlds  controul, 
Which  by  his  order  this  and  that  way  roll  ; 
From  him  they  take  a  delegated  force, 
And  by  his  high  command  maintain  their  courfe  ; 
By  laws  decreed  e'er  fleeting  time  begun, 
In  their  fix'd  limits  they  their  ftages  run. 

But  if  the  earth,  and  each  erratic  world, 
Around  their  fun  their  proper  centre  whirl'd, 
Compofe  but  one  extended  vaft  machine, 
And  from  one  fpring  their  motions  all  begin  ; 
Does  not  fo  wide,  fo  intricate  a  frame, 
Yet  fo  harmonious,  fovereign  art  proclaim  ? 
Is  it  a  proof  of  judgment  to  invent 
A  work  of  fpheres  involv'd,  which  reprefent 
The  foliation  of  the  orbs  above, 
Their  fize  and  number  fhow,  and  how  they  move  ? 
And  does  not  in  the  orbs  themfelves  appear 
A  great  contrivance,  and  defign  as  clear? 

This  wide  machine  the  univerfe  regard, 
With  how  much  fkill  is  each  apartment  rear'd  ! 
The  fun,  a  globe  of  fire,  a  glowing  mafs, 
Hotter  than  melting  flint,  or  fluid  glafs, 
Of  this  our  fyftem  holds  the  middle  place. 
Mercurius,  neareft  to  the  central  fun, 
Does  in  an  oval  orbit  circling  run  ; 
But  rarely  is  the  object  of  our  fight 
In  folar  glory  funk,  and  more  prevailing  light. 
Venus  the  next,  whofe  lovely  beams  adorn 
As  well  the  dewy  eve,  a>  opening  morn, 
Does  her  fair  orb  in  beauteous  order  turn. 
The  globe  terreftrial  next,  with  flaming  poles, 
And  all  its"  ponderous  load,  unwearied  rolls. 
Then  we  behold  bright  planetary  Jove 
Sublime  in  air  through  hi*  wide  province  move; 
Four  fecond  planets  his  dominion  own, 
And  round  him  turn,   as  round  the    earth   the 

moon. 

Saturn,  revolving  in  the  higheft  fphere, 
With  lingering  labour  finifhes  his  year. 

Yet  is  this  mighty  fyftem,  which  contains 
So  many  worlds,  fuch  vaft  aethereal  plains, 
But  one  of  thoufands,  which  compofe  the  whole. 
Perhaps  as  glorious,  and  of  worlds  a£  fall. 
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The  ftars,  which  grace  the  high  expanfion,  bright 
By  their  own  beams,  and  unprecarious  light, 
Though  feme  near  neighbours  feem,  and  fomc  dif- 

play 

United  luftre  in  ihe  milky  way, 
At  a  vaft  diftance  from  each  other  lie, 
fiever'd  by  fpacious  voids  of  liquid  fky. 
All  thefe  illuftrious  worlds,  and  many  more, 
Which  by  the  tube  aftronemers  explore  ; 
And  millions  which  the  glafs  can  ne'er  defcry, 
J^oft  in  the  wilds  of  vaft  immenfity  ; 
Are  funs,  are  centres,  whofe  fuperior  fway 
Planets  of  various  magnitude  obey.     . 

If  we  with  one  cjear  comprehenfive  fight 
Saw  all  thefe  fyflems,  all  thefe  orbs  of  light ; 
If  we  their  order  and  dependence  knew, 
"Had  all  their  motions  and  their  ends  in  view, 
"With  all  the  comets  which  in  xther  flray, 
Yet  conftant  to  their  time  and  to  their  way  ; 
"Which  planets  feem,  though  rarely  they  appear, 
Rarely  approach  the  radiant  fun  fo  near, 
That  his  fair  beams  their  atmofphere  pervade, 
"Whence  their  bright  hair  and  flaming  trains  arc 

made ; 

Would  not  this  view  convincing  marks  impart 
Of  perfect  prudence,  and  fiupendous  art  ? 

The  mailers  form'd  in  Newton's  famous  fchool, 
Who  does  the  chief  in  modern  fcience  rule, 
Ere&  their  fchemes  by  mathematic  laws, 
And  folvc  appearances  with  juft  applaufe  : 
Thefe,  who  have  nature's  fteps  with  care  purfucd, 
That  matter  is  with  adive  force  endued, 
That  all  its  parts  magnetic  power  exert, 
And  to  each  other  gravitate,  affert. 
While  by  this  power  they  on  each  other  a&, 
They  are  at  once  attracted,  and  attract. 
J-efs  bulky  matter  therefore  niufl.  obey 
JVlore  bulky  matter's  more  engaging  fway  ; 
By  this  the  fabric  they  together  hold, 
By  this  the  courfe  of  heavenly  orbs  unfold. 
Yet  thtfe  fagacious  fons  of  fcierice  own 
Attradivc  virtue  is  a  thing  unknown. 
This  wondrous  power,  they  pioufly  aflert, 
Th*  Almighty  Author  did  at  firft  impart 
To  matter  in  degrees,  that  might  produce 
The  motions  he  defign'd  for  nature's  ufe. 

But,  left  we  fhould  not  here  due  reverence  pay 
To  learned  Epicurus,  fee  the  way 
By  which  this  reafoner,  of  inch  high  renown, 
3VIoves  through  th'  ecliptic  road  the  rolling  fun. 
Oppreft  with  thirft  and  heat,  to  advcrfe  feats 
By  turns,  fays  he,  the  panting  fun  retreats 
To  flake  his  drought,  his  vigour  to- repair 
Jn  fnowy  climes,  and  frozen  fields  of  air  ; 
"Where  the  bright  glutton  revels  without  reft 
On  his  cool  banquet,  and  aerial  ftaft ; 
Still  to  and  fro  he  does  his  light  convey  ^ 

Through  the  fame  track, the  lame  unalter'd  way,C 
On  luxury  intent,  and  eager  of  his  prey.  j 

But  if  the  fun  is  back  and  forward  roll'd, 
To  treat  his  thirfty  orb  with  polar  cold, 
Say,  is  it  not,  good  Epicurus,  flrange 
He  fliould  nnt  once  beyond  the  tropic  range, 
Where  he,  to  quench  his  drought  fo  much  inclined, 
owy  fields,  and  nitrous  paflurca  find, 


Meet  (lores  of  cold  fo  greedily  purfu'd, 
And  be  refrefVd  with  never-wafting  food  ? 

Sometimes  this  wondrous  man  is  pleas'd  to  fay. 
This  way  and  that  ftrong  bhfts  the  fun  convey  : 
A  northern  wind  his  orb  with  vigour  drives, 
Till  at  the  fouthern  tropic  it  arrives; 
Then,  wanting  breath,  and  with  his  toil  oppreft, 
He  drops  his  wings,  and  leaves  the  air  at  reft  ; 
Frefh  gufts,  now  fpringing  from  the  fouthern  pole, 
Affault  him  there,  and  make  him  backward  roil. 
Thus  gales  alternate  through  the  zodiac  blow 
The  failing  orb,  and  waft  him  to  and  fro; 
While  Epicurus,  bleft  with  thought  refin'd, 
Makes  the  vaft  globe  the  paffime  of  the  wind. 

Were  it  not  idie  labour  to  confute 
Notions  fo  wild,  unworthy  of  difpute  ; 
I'd  of  the  learned  Epicurus  aflc, 
If  this  were  for  the  winds  a  proper  taflc  ? 
Illuftrious  fage,  inform  th'  inquirer,  why 
Still  from  one  fiated  point  of  all  the  flcy 
The  fickle  meteor  (hovild  the  fun  convey 
Th-ough  the  fame  flages  of  his  fpiral  way  ? 
Why  in  one  path,  why  with  fuch  equal  pace, 
That  he  fhould  never  mifs  in  all  his  race, 
Of  time  one  minute,  or  one  inch  of  fpace  ? 

Remark  "the  air's  tranfparent  Clement, 
Its  curious  ftrudure,  and  its  vaft  extent  : 
Its  wondrous  web  proclaims  the  loom  divine; 
Its  threads,  the  hand  that  drew  them  out  fo  fine. 
This  thin  contexture  makes  its  bcfom  fit 
Celeflial  heat  and  luftre  to  tranfmit; 
By  which  of  foreign  orbs  the  riches  flow 
On  this  dependent,  needy  ball  below. 

Obferve  its  parts  link'd  in  fuch  artfiH  fort, 
All  are  at  once  fupported,  and  fuppor,t : 
The  column  pois'd  tits  hovering  on  our  heads, 
And  a  foft  burden  on  our  (boulders  fpreads ; 
So  the  fide-arches  all  the  weight  fuftain, 
We  find  no  preffure,  and  we  feel  r,o  pain ; 
Still  are  the  fubtile  firings  in  tenfion  found, 
Like  thofe  of  lutes  to  juft  proportion  wound, 
Which  of  the  air's  vibration  is  the  fource, 
When  it  receives  the  ftrokes  of  foreign  force. 

"Let  curious  minds,  who  would  the  air  infpe<ft, 
On  its  eUftic  energy  rrfledh 
The  fecret  force  through  all  the  frame  diffus'd, 
By  which  its  ftrings  are  from  compnffion  loos'd  ; 
The  fpungy  parts,  now  to  a  ftraiter  feat 
Are  forc'd  by  cold,  and  widcn'd  now  by  heat ; 
By  turns  they  all  extend,  by  turns  retire, 
As  nature's  various  fervices  require  ; 
They  now  expand  to  fill  an  empty  fpace, 
Now  fhrink  to  let  a  ponderous 'body  pafs. 
If  raging  winds  invade  the  atmofphere, 
Their  force  its  curious  texture  cannot  tear, 
Make  no  difrupticn  in  the  threads  of  air; 
Or  if  it  does,  thefe  parts  themfelves  reftore, 
Heal  their  own  wounds,  and  their  own  breaches 
cure. 

Hence  the  melodious  tenants  of  the  fky, 
Which  haunt  inferior  feats,  or  fear  on  high, 
With  eafe  through  all  the  fluid  region  ftray, 
And  through  the  wide  expanfion  wing  their  wny;. 
Whofe  open  meihes  let  terreftrial  fleams 
Pals  through;  esiic'd  -way  by  fo!ar  beams ; 
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And  thus  a  toad  reciprocal  difplay 

To  riling  v.ipoilrs,  and  defcending  Jay. 

Of  heat  and  light,  what  cvcr-during  ftores, 
Brought  from  tlie  fun'^exhaultlefs  golden  fhores, 
Through  gulfs  immenfe  of  intervening  air, 
Enrich  the  earth,  and  every  lofs  repair  ! 
The  land,  its  gainful  traffic  to  maintain,     - 
Sends  out  crude  vapours,  iii  exchange  for  rain  ; 
The  flowery  garden,  and  the  verdant  mead,       T 
Warm'd  by  their  ray?,  their  exhalations  fpread,> 
In  fhowers  and  balmy  dews  to  bo  repaid ;  J 

The  dreams,  their  banks  forfaken,  upward  move, 
And  flour  again  in  wandering  clouds  above  : 
Thefe  regions  Nature's  magazines  on  high 
With  all  t-he  ftores  demanded  there  fupply ; 
Their  different  fleams  the  air's  wide  bofoni  fiilj 
Moifl  from  the  flood,  dry  from  the  barren  hill; 
Marerials  into  meteors  to  be  wrought, 
Which  back  to  thefe  terreftrial  feats  are  brought, 
By  Nature  fhap'd  to  various  figures,  thofe 
The  fruitful  rain,  and  thefe  the  hail  compofe, 
The  fnowy  fleece,  and  curious  froft-work;   thefe 
Produce  the  dew,  and  thofe  the  gentle  breeze  : 
Some  form  fierce  winds,  which  o'er  the  mountain 

pafs, 

And  beat  with  vigorous  wings  the  valley's  face  j 
O'er  the  wide  lake  and  barren  defart  blow, 
O'er  Libya's  burning  fand,  and  Scythe's  fnow  ; 
Shake  the  high  cedar,  through  the  foreft  fweep, 
And  with  their  furious  breath  ferment  the  deep. 

This  thin,  this  foft  contexture  of  the  air 
Shows  the  wife  Author's  providential  care, 
Who  did  the  wondrous  ftruclure.  fo  contrive, 
That  it  might  life  to  breathing  creatures  give  ; 
Might  reiufpire,  and  make  the  circling  mafj 
Through  all  it*  winding  channels  fit  to  pafs. 
Had  not  the  Maker  wrought  the  fpringy  frame 
Such  as  it  is,  to  fan  the  vital  flame, 
The  blood,  defrauded  of  its  nitrous  food, 
Had  cool'd  and  languifh'd  in  th'  arterial  road  : 
While   the  tir'd  heart    had  ftrove  with  fruitlefs 

pain  i 

To  pufh  the  lazy  tide  along  the  vein.  .    » 

Of  what  important  ufe  to  human  kind, 
To  what  great  ends  fubfervient,  is  the'  wind  ! 
Behold,  where'er  this  active  vapour  flies, 
It  drives' the  clouds,  and  agitates  the  fkies : 
This  from  ftagnation  and  corruption  laves 
Th'  aerial  ocean's  ever-rolling  waves. 
This  animals,  to  fuccour  life,  demand  ; 
For,  fhould  the  air  unventilated  ftand, 
The  idle  deep  corrupted  would  contain 
Blue  deaths,  and  fecret  ftores  of  raging  pain  ; 
The  fcorching  fun  would  with  a  fatal  beam 
Make  all  the  void  with  births  malignant  teem, 
Engender  jaundice,  fpotted  torments  breed, 
And  put  pie  plagues,  from  peftileatial  feed  ; 
.lixhaling  vapours  would  be  turn'd  to  fwarms 
Of  noxious  infe&s,  and  deftructive  worms, 
More  than  were  rais'd  to  i'courge  tyrannic  lufr, 
By  Mofes'  rod,  from  animated  duftv 

Another  bleffing,  which  the  breathing  wind 
Benevolent  conveys  to  human  kind, 
Is,  that  it  cools  and  qualifies  the  air, 
Au.d  with  foft  breezes  does  the  regions  cheer, 
VOL,  VI!. 


On  which  the  Tun  o)rr-frlend!y  does  uifplay 
leat  too  prevailing,  and  redundint  day. 
Ye  /"worthy  nations  of  the  torrid  zone, 
low  well  to  you  is  this  great  bounty  tjiovvn  ! 
As  frequent  gales  from  the  vr.ijle  ocean  rife 
I'o fan  your  :ir,  and  moderate  yt/ur  fkies; 
''o  confiant  wim'-,  as  well  as  rivers,  flow 
'torn  your  high  tails  enrich'd  with  ftores  of  fnow  J 

>r  this  great  end.  thefe  hills  rife  more  fublime 
Than  thofe  erected  in  a  temperate  clime, 
riad  not  the  Author  this  proviQon  made, 
3y  which  your  air  is.  cool'd,  your  fun  allay'd, 
Deftroy'd  by  too  intenfe  a  flame,  the  land 
i-Iad  lain  a  parch'd  inhofpifable  land. 
Phefe  difh'icts,  which  between  the  .tropics  lie, 
Which  fcorching  beams  directly  darted  fry, 
Were  thought  an  uninhabitable  feat, 
Burnt  by  the  neighbouring  orb's  immoderate  heat-: 
But  the  frefh  breeze,  that  from  the  ocean  blows, 
t-rom  the  wide  lake,  or  from  the  mountain  fnows, 
So  fooths  the  air,and  mi;igutei  the  fun, 
So  cures  rhe  regions  of  the  fu'try  zone, 
That  oft*  with  iNature's  bltfiings  they  abound, 
Frequent  in  people,  and  wich  plenty  crown'd. 

As  active  winds  relieve  the  air  and  land, 
The  leas  no  Ids  their  uieful  blafU  demand  : 
Without  this  aid,  the  fhip  would  ne'er  advance     , 
Along  tlie  deep,  and  o'er  the  billow  dance, 
But  lie  a  lazy  and  a  ufckfs  load, 
The  foreft's  wafted  fpoils,  the  'umber  of  the  fiood^ 
Let  but  the  wind  with  an  aufpicious  gale, 
To  fhoye  the  veffel,  fill  the  fpreading  fail, 
And  fee,  with  (\velling  canvafs  wing'd,  (he  flies, 
And  with  he/  waving  ftreamers  fvreeps  the  fkifV. 
Th'  adventurous  merchant  thus. purfaes his  way 
Or  to  the  rife,  or  to  the  fall  of  day. 
Thus  mutual  traffic  fever'd  realms  maintain, 
And  manufactures  change  to  mutual  gain  ; 
£ach  other's  growth  and  arts  they  fell  and  buy , 
Eafe  their  redundance,  and  their  wants  fupply. 

Ye  Biitons.  who  the/ruit  of  commerce  find, 
How  is  your  ille  a  debtbr  to  the  wind, 
Which  thither  wafts  Arabia's  fragrant  fpoils, 
Gems,  pearls,  and  fpices,  from  the  Indisti  ifles, 
From  Perfia  filks,  wines  from  Iberia's  fhore, 
Peruvian  drugs,  and  Guinea's  golden  ore! 
D.elightsand  wealth  to  fair  Augufta  flow 
From  every  region  whence  the  winds  can  Ijjovy, 

See,  how  the  vapours  congregated  rear 
Their  gloomy  column*,  and  obfcure  the  air  ! 
Forgetful  of  their  gravity,  they  rife, 
Renounce  the  centre,  ar.d  ufu; p  the  fkies, 
Wheie,  form'd  to  clouJs,  they  their  black  lines  dif- 

play, 

And  take  their  airy  march,  as  winds  convey. 
Sublime  in  air--\vhile  t!-cy  their  courfe  purfue, 
They  frcm  their  fable  fleeces  fhake  the  d\r.v 
On  the  parch'd  mountain,  and*  with  genial  rain 
Renew  the  foreft,  and  refrefh  the  plain  : 
['hey  filed  their  healing  juices  on  the  ground, 
Cement  the  crack,  and  cioi'e  the  gaping  wound. 
Did  not  the  vapours,  by  the  folsr-heat 
Thinn'd  and  exhal'd,  rife  to  their  airy  feat, 
Or  not  in  watery  clouds  collected  fly, 
Then  form'd  to  ponderous  drops  drferfthe  ficy. 
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The  fields  would  no  recruits  of  moifture  find, 
But,  by  the  fun-beams  dry'd,  and  by  the  wind, 
Would  never  plant,  or  flower,  or  fruit,  produce, 
Or  for  the'beaft,  or  for  his  matter's  ufe. 

But  in  the  fpacion*  climates,  which  the  rain 
Does  never  blefs  (fuch  is  th'  Egyptian  plain), 
With  how  much  art  IB  that  defect  fupply'd! 
See,  how  fome  noble  river's  fwelling  tide, 
Augmented  by  the  mountains'  melting  fnows, 
Breaks  from  its  banks,  and  o'er  the  region  flows ! 
Hence  fruitful  crops  and  flowery  wealth  enfue,  ~) 
And  tfo  the  fwain  fuch  mighty  gains  accrue,         £ 
He  ne'er  reproaches  Heaven  for  want  of  dew.     j 

See,  and  revere,  th*  artillery  of  heaven, 
Drawn  by  die  gale,  or  by  the  tempeft  driven  ! 
A  dreadful  fire  the  floating  batteries  make, 
O'erturn  the  mountain,  and  the  foreft  fhake. 
This  way  and  that  they  drive  the  atmofphere, 
And  its  wide  bofom  from  corruption  clear, 
While  their  bright  flame  confumes  the  fulphur 

trains, 

And  noxious  vapours,  which  inf«&  our  veins. 
Thus  they  refine  tire  vital  element, 
Secure  our  health,  and  growing  plagues  prevent. 

Your  contemplation  farther  yet  purfue ; 
The  wondrous  world  of  vegetables  view! 
Obferve  the  foreft  oak,  the  mountain  pine, 
The  towering  cedar,  and  the  humble  vine, 
The  bending  willow,  that  o'erfhades  the  flood, 
And  each  fpontaneous  offspring  of  the  wood  ! 


The  oak  and  pine,  which  high  from  earth  arlfe^ 
And  wave  their  lofty  heads  amidft  the  fkies, 
Their  parent  earth  in  like  proportion  wound, 
And  through  crude  metals  penetrate  the  ground ; 
Their  ftrong  and  ample  roots  defcend  fo  deep 
That  fixt  and  firm  they  may  their  ftation  keep, 
And  the  fierce  fhocks  of  furious  winds  defy, 
With  all  the  outrage  of  inclement  fky. 
But  the  bafe  brier  and  the  noble  vine 
Their  arms  around  their  ftronger  neighbour  twine. 
The  creeping  ivy,  to  prevent  its  fall, 
Clings  with  its  fibrous  grapples  to  the  wall. 
Thus  are  the  trees  of  every  kind  fecure, 
Or  by  their  own,  or  by  a  borrow'ii  power. 
But  every  tree  from  all  its  branching  roots 
Amidft  the  glebe  fmall  hollow  fibres  fhoots; 
Which  drink  with  thirfty  mouths  the  vital  juice, 
And  to  the  limbs  and  leaves  their  food  diflufe  : 
Peculiar  pores  peculiar  juice  receive, 
To  this  deny,  to  that  admittance  give. 

Hence  various  trees  their  various  fruits  produce, 
Some  for  delightful  tafte,  and  Tome  for  ufe. 
Hence  fprouting  plants  enrich  the  plain  and  wood,> 
For  phyfic  fome,  and  fome  defign'd  for  food. 
Hence  fragrant  flowers,  with  different  colours  dy'd, 
On  fmiling  meads  unfold  their  gaudy  pride. 

Review  thcfe  numerous  fcenes,  at  once  furvcy 
Nature's  extended  face ;  then,  fceptics,  fay,         , 
In  this  wide  field «f  wonders  can  you  find 
No  art  diico vcr'd,  and  no  end  defign'd  I 
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Tbe  Argument. 

The  introduction.  Ufeful  knowledge  firft  purfued  ify  man.  Agriculture.  Archite<S(ure.  Sculpture'. 
Fainting.  Mufic.  The  Grecian  philofopherb  firft  engaged  in  ufelefsfpeculations.  'ihe  abfurdity  of  affert- 
ing  the  felf-exiftent,  independent,  and  eternal  being  of  atoms,  according  to  the  fcheme  of  Epicurus. 
Anfwer  to  the  objections  of  atheifts  to  the  fcheme  of  creation  afferted  in  the  two  former  books.  The 
«bje<Stions  brought  by  Lucretius  againft  creation,  from  the  neceflity  of  pre-exiftent  matter  for  the 
formation  of  all  kinds  of  beings;  from  the  pretended  unartful  contrivance  of  the  world;  from  thorns, 
briers,  and  noxious  weeds ;  from  favage  beads,  ftorms,  thunder,  difeates ;  from  the  painful  birth  and 
the  fhort  life  of  man  ;  from  the  inequality  of  heat  and  cold  in  different  climates;  anfwered.  The 
objections  of  the  Pyrrhoniass,  or  Sceptics,  anlwered.  A  reply  to  thofe  who  aflert  all  things  owe 
their  being  and  their  motions  to  nature.  Their  different  and  fenfelcfs  account  of  that  word.  More 
apparent  and  eminent  ftill  and  wifdom  expreffed  in  the  works  of  nature  than  in  thofe  ef  human  art. 
The  unreafonablenefs  of  denying  fkill  and  defign  in  the  author  of  thole  works.  Vauinus,  Hobbcs, 
and  Spinofa,  considered. 


H*E  vain  philofophy  had  reared  her  fchool, 
"Whofc  chiefs  imagin'd  realms  of  fcieiice  rule, 
With  idle  toil  form  vifionary  fchemes, 
And  wage  eternal  war  for  rival  dreams ; 
fctudious  of  good,  man  difregarded  fame, 
And  ufeful  knowledge  was  his  eldeft  aim : 
Through  metaphyfic  wilds  he  never  flew, 
No*  the  dark  haunts  of  fchool  chimaras  knew, 
*  .'.t  hud  alone  his  happintfs  iu  view. 


He  milk'd  the   lowing   herd,  he   prefs'd  tl 

cheefe, 

Folded  the  flock,  and  fpun  the  woolly  fleece. 
In  urns  the  bets  delicious  dews  he  lay'd, 
Whofe  kindling  wax  invented  day  difplay'd; 
Wreftcd  their  iron  ei.traiU  from  the  hills, 
Then  with  the  fpoils  his  glowing  forges  fills; 
And  fliap'd  with  vigorous  ftrokes  the  ruddy  bi 
To  ruialsrais,  unconlcious  yet  of  vva;. 


CRE 

He  made  tfie  pIo'uglifharB  In  the  furrow  fhine, 
And  ftarn'd  to  fow  his  bread,  and  plant  his  vine. 
Jflow  verdant  food  adorn'd  the  garden  bed?-j 
And  fruitful  trees  fhot  up  their  branching  heads ; 
Rich  balm  from  groves,  and  herbs  from  gratify 

plains, 
His  fever  footh'd,  or  heal'd  his  wounded  veins. 

Our  fathers  next,  in  architecture  ikill'd, 
Cities  for  ufe,  and  forts  for  fafety  build  : 
Then  palaces  and  lofty  domes  arofe, 
Thefe  for  devotion,  and  for  pleafure  thofc. 
Their  thoughts  wete  next  to  artful  fculpture  turrl'd, 
Which  now  the  palace,  now  the  dome  adorn'd. 
The  pencil  then  did  growing  fame  acquire,  .      ~J 
Then  was  the  trumpet  heard,  and  tuneful  lyre,  / 
One  did  the  triumph  fing,  and  one  the  war  in-  f 
fpire.  J 

Greece  did  at  length  a  learned  race  produce, 
Who  needful  fcience  mock'd,  and  arts  of  ufe, 
f!onfum'd  their  fruitlefs  hours  in  eager  chafe 
Of  airy  notions,  through  the  boundiefs  fpace 
Of  fpecuiation,  and  the  darkfome  void, 
Where  wrangling  wits,  in  endlefs  ftrife  employ'd, 
Mankind  with  idle  fabtiltios  embroil, 
And  fofhion  fyftems  with  romantic  toil; 
Thefe  with  the  pride  of  dogmatizing  fchoolsf 
Impos'd  on  na'ture  arbitrary  rules' ; 
Forc'd  her  their  vain  inventions  to  obey, 
And  move  as  learned  frenzy  traced  the  way  : 
Above  the  clouds  while  they  prefum'd  to  loar, 
Her  tracklefs  heights  ambitious  to  explore^ 
And  heaps  of  undigefted  volumes  writ, 
Illufi  ve  notions  of  fantaftic  wit ; 
So  long  they  Nature  fearch'd,  and  mark'd  her  laws, 
They  loft  the  knowledge  of  th*  Almighty  eaufe. 

Th'  erroneous  dictates  of  each  Grecian  fage 
Renounc'd  the  dodrines  of  the  eldeft  age. 
Yet  thefe  their  matchlefs  fcience  did  proclaim, 
Ufurp  diftin&ipn,  and  appropriate  fame. 

But  though  their  fchools  pro'duc'd  no  nobler  fruit 
Than  empty  fchemes,  and  triumphs  of  difpute ; 
The  notions  which  arife  from  Nature's  light 
As  well  adorn  the  mind,  as  guide  her  right, 
Enlarge  her  compafs,  and  improve  her  fight. 
Thefe  ne'er  the  breaft  with  vain  ambition  fire, 
But  baniih  pride,  and  modeft  thoughts  infpirc. 
£y  her  inform'd,  we  bleft  religion  learn, 
Its  glorious  objei5l  by  her  aid  difcern  ; 
The  rolling  worlds  around  us  we  furvey, 
Th'  alternate  fovereigns  of  the  night  and  day  ; 
View  the  wide  earth  adorn'd  with  hilis  and  woods, 
Rich  in  her  herds,  and  fertile  by  her  floods; 
Walk  through  the  deep  apartments  of  the  main, 
Afcend  the  air  to  vifit  clouds  and  rain  ; 
And,  while  we  raviftYd  gaze  on  Nature's  face, 
Remark  her  order,  and  her  motions  trace, 
The  long  coherent  chain  of  things  we  find 
.Leads  to  a  Caul'e  Supreme,  a  wife  Creating  Mind. 

You,  who  the  being  of  a  God  difclaim, 
And  think  mere  chance  produc'd  this  wondrous 

frame ; 

Say,  did  you  e'er  refloft,  Lucretian  tribe, 
To  matter  what  perftdlions  you  afcribe  i 
Cun  you  to  duft  fuch  veneration  fhtnv  I 
Am  mum  with  futh  privilege  endow, 


A  T  I  O  N. 


(if 


"•  i 

re?,    Si 


That  from  its  nature'*  pore  neceffity 
It  fhould  exift,  and  no  corruption  fee  ? 

Since  your  firft  atoms  independent  are, 
And  not  each  other's  being  prop  and  bear, 
And  fince  to  .this  it  is  fortuitous 
That, others  mould  exiftencc  have;  fuppofe 
You  in  your  min'd  one  atom  fhould  remove 
From  all  the  troops,  that  in  the  vacant  ftrovC, 
Cannot  dir  thought  conceive  one  atom  lefs  i 
If  fd,  you  Grecian  fages  muft  confefs 
That  matter,  which  you  independent  name, 
Cannot  a  being  neceffary  claim.; 
For  what  has  being  from  nectffity, 
It  is  itnpofiible  it  fhould  not  be. 

Why  has  an  atom  this  one  place  pofleft 
Of  all  the  empty  void,  and  not  the  reft  I 
If  by  its  nature's  force  'tis  prefent  here, 
By  the  fame  force  it  muft  be  every  where 
Can  beings  be  confin'd,  which  neceflary  are 
If  a  firft  body  may  to  any  place 
Be  not  determin'd,  in  the  boundlefs  fpace, 
Tis  plain,  it  then  may  abfent  be  from  all ; 
Who  then  will  thisafelf-exiftence  call? 
As  time  does  vaft  eternity  regard, 
So  place  is  with  infinitude  compar'd  : 
A  being  then,  which  never  did  commence, 
Muft,  as  eternal,  likewife  be  immenfe. 
What  caufe  within,  or  what  without,  is  found, 
That  can  a  beirtg  uncreated  bound  ? 
None  that's  internal,  for  it  has  no  caufe ; 
Nor  can  it  be  controlFd  by  foreign  laws, 
For  then  it  clearly  would  dependent  be 
On  force  fuperior,  which  will  ne'er  agree 
With  felf-exiftence  and  neceffity. 
Abfurdly  then  to  atoms  you  affign 
Such  powers,  and  fuch  prerogatives  divine. 
Thus  while  the  notion-  of  a  God  you  i~ght, 
Yonrfelves  (who  vainly  think  you  reaiou  right 
Make  vile  material  Gods,  in  number  infinite. 

Now  let  us,  as  'tis  juft,  in  turn  prepare 
To  ftand  the  foe,  and  wage  defenfive  war. 
Lucretius  firft,  a  mighty  hero,  fprings 
fnto  the  field,  and  his  own  triumph  fings. 
tie  brings,  to  make  us  from  our  ground  retire, 
The  realbner's  weapons,  and  the  poet's  fire. 
The  tuneful  fophift  thus  his  battle  forms, 
Our  buhvarks  thus  in  polifh'd  armour  ftorms  : 

To  parent  matter  things  their  being  owe, 
Becaufe  from  nothing  no  productions  flow; 
And,  if  we  grant  uo  pre-exiftent  feed, 
Things,  different  things,  from  what 

might  breed, 

And  any  thiag  from  any  thing  proceed 
The  fpicy  proves  might  Scythia's  hills  adorn, 
The  thiftle  might  the  amaranth  have  borne,        *» 
The  vine  the  lemon,  and  the  grape  the  thorn  ;    j» 
Htrds  from  the  hills,  men  from  the  feas  might! 

rife, 

From  woods  the  whales,  and  lions  from  the  ikies. 
Th'  elated  bard  here,  with  a  conqueror's  air, 
Difdainful  fmiles,  and  bids  his  foes  defpair. 
But,  Carus,  here  you  ufe  poetic  charms, 
And  not  afTail  us  with  the  reafoner's  arms. 
Where  all  is  clear,  you  fancy'd  doubts  remove, 
And  what  we  grant  with  cafe,  with  labour  provej 


low; 
they  do,r 

,    i 
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What  you  would  prove,  but  cannot,  you  decline  ; 

But  choofc  a  thing  you  can,  and  there  you  fhiue. 

Tell  u«,  fam'd  Roman,  was  it  e'er  denied, 
That  feeds  for  fuch  productions  are  fupplied  ? 
That  Nature  always  muft  materials  find 

For  beads  and  tree*,  to  propagate  their  kind  ? 

All  generation,  the  rude  peafant  knows, 

A  pre-exiftent  matter  muft  fuppofe. 

But  what  to  Nature  firft  her  being  gave  ? 

Tell,  whence  your  atoms  their  exigence  have  ? 

We  a{k  you,  whence  the  feeds  conftituent  fpring 

Of  every  plant,  and  every  living  thing  ? 

Whence  every  creature  fhould  produce  its  kind, 

And  to  its  :  roper  fpecies  be  confin'd  ? 

To  anfwer  this,  Lucretius,  \\  ill  require 

More  than  fweet  numbers  and  poetic  fire. 
But  fee  how  well  the  poet  will  fupport 

Hi*  caufe,  if  we  the  argument  retort. 

If  chance  alone  could  manage,  fort,  divide, 

And,  beings  to  produce,  your  atoms  guide  ; 

If  cafual  concourfe  did  the  world  compofe, 

And  things  from  hits  fortuitous  arofe; 

Then  any  thing  might  come  from  any  thing  ; 

For  how  from  chance  can  condant  order  fpring  ? 

The  foreft  oak  might  bear  the  bluihing  rofe, 

And  fragrant  myrtles  thrive  in  Ruffian  fnows ; 

The  fair  pomegranate  might  adorn  the  pine, 

The  grape  the  bramble,  and  the  floe  the  vine ; 

Fifli  from  the  plains,  birds  from  the  floods  might 
rife, 

And  lowing  herds  break  from  the  ftarry  Ikies. 
But,  fee,  the  chief  does  keener  weapons  choofe, 

Advances  bo'd,  and  thus  the  fight  renews  : 
"   If  1  were  doubtful  of  the  fource  and  fpring 

"  Whence   things  arife,  I  from  the  fldcs  could 

"  bring, 

*  And  every  part  of  nature,  proofs,  to  fliow 
"  The  world  to  gods  cannot  its  being  owe  ; 
*'  So  full  of  faults  is  all  th1  unartful  frame  : 
"  Firft  we  the  air's  unpeopled  defert  blame. 
1   Brute  beads  poffefs  the  hill,  and  fhady  wood ; 
'  Much  do  the  lakes,  but  more  the  ocean's,  fli  >od 
1   ( Which  fevers  realms,  and  (bores  divided  leaves) 
'  Take  from  the  land  by  interpofing  waves ; 
'  One  third,  by  freezing  cold  and  burning  heat, 
'  Lies  a  deform'd,  inhofpitable  feat; 
'  The  refi,  unlabour'd,  would  by  nature  breed 
*  Wild  brambles  only,  and  the  noxious  weed, 
"  Did  not  induftrious  man,  with  endlefs  toil, 
"    Extort  his  food  from  the  reludtant  foil ; 
"  Did  not  the  farmer's  fteel  the  furrow  wound, 
"  And  harrows  tear'  the  harveft  from  the  ground 
"  The  earth  would  no  fpontancous  fruits  afford 
"  To  man,  her  vain  imaginary  lord. 
"  Oft',  when  the  labouring  hind  has  plough'd  th 

«  field, 

"  And  forc'd  the  glebe  unwillingly  to  yield, 
"  When  green  and  flowery  nature  crowns  his  hop 
"  With  the  gay  promife  of  a  plenteous  crop, 
"  The  fruits  (fad  ruin  !)  perifh  on  the  ground, 
•'  Burnt  by  the  fun,  or  by  the  deluge  drown'd  ; 
"   Or  foon  decay,  by  fnows  immoderate  chilPd, 
"   By  winds  are  blafted,  or  by  lightning  kill'd. 

*'    Nature,  befides.  the  favage  bead  fudains, 
Breeds  in  the  hills  the  terror  of  the  plains, 


To  man  a  fatal  race.     Could  this  be  fo, 
Did  gracious  gods  difpofe  of  things  below  ? 
Their  proper  plagues  with  annual  feafons  come, 
And  deaths  untimely  blad  us  in  the  bloom. 
Man  at  his  birth  (unhappy  fon  of  grief!) 
Is  helplefs  caft  en  the  wide  coads  of  life, 
In  want  of  all  things  whence  our  comforts  flow; 
A  fad  and  moving  ipe.5r.acle  of  woe. 
Infants  in  ill-prelagiug  crie*  complain, 
As  confcious  of  a  coming  life  of  pain,     [grants, 
"   All  things  mean    time   to  beads    kind  Nature 
'•'  Prevents  their    fufferings,    and  fupplies   their 
"  wants  ;  [and  feed, 

;<  Brought  forth  with  cafe,  they  grow,  and  flcip, 
;<   No  dangling  nurfe,  or  jit'gling  gewgaw,  need  ; 
"   In  caves  they  lurk,  or  o'er  the  mountain*  range> 
"  N-  r  ever  through  the  year  their  garment  change ; 
"  Unvers'd  in  arm?,  and  ignorant  of  war, 
"  They  need  no  forts,  and  no  ir.vaiion  fear ; 
"   Whate'er  they  want,  from  Nature's  hand  they 

"  gain ; 
"  The  life  fhc  gave,  me  watches  to  maintain." 

Thus  impotent  in  fenfe,  though  ftrong  in  rage, 
The  daring  Roman  docs  the  gods  engage  : 
But  undifmay'd  we  face  th'  intrepid  foe, 
Suftain  his  <>nfet,  and  thus  ward  the  blow. 

Suppofe  defects  in  this  terredriai  feat, 
That  nature  is  not,  as  you  urge,  complete  ; 
That  a  divine  and  wife  Artificer 
Might  greater  wonders  of  his  art  confer, 
And  might  with  cafe  on  man,  and  man's  abode, 
More  bounty,  more  perfection,  have  bedow'd  ; 
If  in  this  lower  world  he  has  not  fhown 
His  utmod  (kill,  fay,  has  he  therefore  none  ? 
We  in  productions  arbitrary  fee 
Marks  of  perfection,  different  in  degree. 
Though  maders  now  more  {kill, now  lefs  impj 
Yet  are  not  all  their  works  the  works  of  art  ? 
Do  poets  dill  fublimer  fubjefls  fing, 
Still  ftretch  to  heaven  a  bold  afpiring  wing, 
Nor  e'er  defcend  to  flocks  and  labouring  fwains, 
Frequent  the  floods,  or  range  the  humble  plains  ? 
Did,  Grecian  Phidias,  all  thy  j:ieces  dun* 
With  equal  beauty  ?  or,  Apelles,  thine  ? 
Or  Raphael's  pencil  never  choofe  to  fall? 
Say,  are  his  works  transfigurations  all? 
I}id  Buonorota  never  build,  O  Rome, 
A  meaner  ftriuflurc,  than  thy  wondrous  dome  ? 
Though,  in  their  works  applauded  as  their  beft, 
Greater  dcfign  and  genius  are  exprelt, 
Yet  is  there  none  acknowlcdg'd  in  the  red  ? 
In  all  the  parts  of  Nature's  fpacious  fphere 
Of  art,  ten  thoufand  miracles  appear  : 
And  will  you  not  the  Author's  fkiil  adore, 
Becaufe  you  think  he  might  difcover  more  ? 
You  own  a  watch  th'  invention  of  the  mind, 
Though  for  a  fingle  motion  'tis  dcfign'd, 
As  well  as  that,  which  i*  with  greater  thought, 
With  various  fpiings,  for  various  motions  wrought. 

An  independent,  wife,  and  confcious  caufe, 
Who  freely  acls  by  arbitrary  laws, 
Who  at  connexion  and  at  order  aims, 
Creatures  didinguifh'd  in  perfection  frames. 
Unconfcious  caufes  only  Hill  impart 
fheir  utmod  (kill,  their  utmod  power  excit. 
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ts  they  agree,  T 

diftiuguifh'd  be, 
:nt  in  degree.  j 


Thofe,  which  can  freely  choofe,  difcern,  and  \ 

know,  / 

In  acting  can  degrees  of  vigour  fhow,  f" 

And  more  or  lefs  of  art  or  care  bellow.  j 

If  all  perfection  were  in  all  things  fliown, 
All  beauty,  all  variety,  were  gone. 

As  this  inferior  habitable  feat 
By  different  parts  is  made  one  whole  complete  ; 
So  our  low  world  is  only  one  of  thofe, 
Which  the  capacious  univerfe  compofe. 
Now  to  the  univerfal  whole  advert; 
The  earth  regard  as  of  that  whole  a  part, 
In  which  wide  frame  more  noble  worlds  abound ; 
Witnefs,  ye  glorious  orbs,  which  hang  around, 
Ye  fhining  planets,  that  in  aether  ftray, 
And  thou,  bright  lord  and  ruler  of  the  day  ! 
Witnefs,  ye  flars,  which  beautify  the  ikies, 
How  much  do  your  vaft  globes  in  height  andfize, 
In  beauty  and  magnificence  outgo 
Our  ball  of  earth,  that  hangs  in  clouds  below  ! 
Between  yourfelves  too  is  diftir.ction  found, 
Of  different  bulk,  with  different  glory  crown'd  ; 
The  people,  which  in  your  bright  regions  dwell, 
Muft  this  low  would"  s  inhabitants  excel ; 
And,  fince  to  various  planets  they  agree, 
They  from  each  other  muft 
And  own  perfections  different 

When  we  on  fruitful  Nature's  care  reflect, 
And'her  exhauftlefs  energy  relpect, 
That  (locks  this  globe,  which  you  Lucretians  call 
The  world's  coarfe  dregs,  which  to  'the  bottom 

fall, 

With  numerous  kinds  of  life,  and  bounteous  fills 
With   breathing   guefts   the  vallies,  floods,    and 

hills; 

We  may  pronounce  each  orb  fuftains  a  race 
Of  living  things  adapted  to  the  place. 
Were  the  refulgent  parts  and  moft  refin'd 
Only  to  ferve  the  dark  and  bafe.defign'd  ? 
Were  all  the  flars,  whofc  beauteous  realms  of 

light, 

At  diftance  only  hung  to  fhine  by  night, 
And  with  their  twinkling  beams  to  pleafe  our 

•fight? 

How  many  roll  in  ether,  which  the  eye 
Could  ne'er,  till  aided  by  the  glafs,  defcry  ; 
And  which  no  commerce  with  the  earth  maintain! 
Arc  all  thofe  glorious  empires  made  in  Vain  ? 
•    Now,  as  I  (aid,  the  globe  terreftrial  view, 
As  of  the  whole  a  part,  a  mean  one  too. 
Though  'tis  not  like  th"  xthereal  worlds  refin'd, 
Yet  is  it  juft,  and  finilh'd  in  it;  kind  ; 
Has  all  perfection  which  the  place  demands, 
Where  in  coherence  with  the  reft  it  ftands. 
Were  to  your  view  the  unirerfe  difplay'd, 
And  all  the  fcenes  of  nature  open  laid  ; 
Could  you  their  place,  proportion,  harmony, 
Their  beauty,  order,  and  dependence,  fee, 
You'd  grant  our  globe  had  all  the  marks  of  art, 
All  the  perfection  dut*.to  fuch  a  part, 
Though  not  with  luftre,  or  with  magnitude. 
Like  the  bright  rtars,  or  brighter  fun,  endued. 

You  oft'  declaim  on  man's  unhappy  fate; 
Infulting,  eft'  demand  in  this  debate, 
If  the  kind  gods  could  fuch  %  wrctofc create  ? 


But  whence  can  this  unhappinefs  arife  ? 
You  fay,  as  foon  as  born,  he  helplefs  lies, 
And  mourns  hi»  woes  in  ill-prefaging  cries. 
But  does  not  Nature  for  the  child  prepare 
The  parent's  love,  the  nurfe's  tender  care, 
Who,  of  their  own  forgetful,  feek  his  good, 
Enfold  his  limbs  in  bands,  and  fill  his  veins  with 

food  ? 

That  man  is  frail  and  mortal,  is  confeft  ; 
Convulfions  rack  his  nerves,  and  cares  his  bread ; 
His  flying  life  is  chas'd  by  ravening  pains, 
Through  all  its  doubles  in  the  winding  veins; 
Within  himfelf  he  fure  deftrudtioa  breeds, 
And  fecret  torment  in  his  bowels  feeds  ; 
By  cruel  tyrants,  by  the  favage  beaft, 
Or  his  own  fiercer  paffions  he's  oppreft  ; 
Now  breathes  malignant  air,  now  p  >ifon  drinks  j 
By.  gradual  death,  or  by  untimely,  finks. 
•     But  thefe  obje&ors  muft  the  caufe  upbraid 
That  has  not  mortal  man  immortal  made  ; 
For,  if  he  once  muft  feel  the  fatal  blow, 
Is  it  of  great  importance  when,  or  how  ? 
Should  the  Lucrctian  lingering  life  maintain 
Through  numerous  ages,  ignorant  of  pain, 
Still  might  the  difcontented  mnrmurcr  cry, 
Ah,  haplefs  fate  of  man  !  ah,  wretch,  dooni'd  once 

to  die ! 

But  oh  !  how  foon  would  you,  who  thus  complain^ 
And  Nature's  caufe  of  cruelty  arraign, 
By  reafon's  iLndird  this  miltake  correct, 
And  ceafe  to  murmur,  did  you  once  reflect, 
That  death  removes  us  only  from  our  feat, 
Does  not  extinguifh  life,  but  change  its  (late. 
Then  arc  difplay'd  (oh  ravifhing  furprife  !) 
Fair  fcenes  of  blifs,  and  triumphs  in  the  Ikie?; 
To  which  admitted,  each  fuperior  mind, 
By  virtue's  vital  energy  refin'd, 
Shines  forth  with  more  than  folar  glory  bright, 
And,  cloth'd  with  robes  of  beatific  light, 
His  .hours  in  heavenly  tranfport s  does  employ, 
Young  with  immortal  bloom  from  living  ftreams  of 

joy. 

You  aik  us,  why  the  foil  the  thiftle  breeds  ?    *} 
Why    its    fpontaneous   births    axe    thorn*   and£ 

weeds  ?  C 

Why  for  the  harveft  it  the  harrow  needs?  j 
The  Author  might  a  nobler  world  have  made,  •» 
In  brighter  drefs  the  hills  and  vale»  array'd,  > 
And  all  its  face  in  flowery  femes  difplay'd  :  J 
The  glebe  untill'd  might  plenteous  crops  have 

borne, 

And  brought  forth  fpicy  groves  inftead  of  thorn; 
Richfruif  and  flowers,  without  the  gardener's  pains, 
Might  every  hill  have  crown'd,  have  honour'd  aU 

the  plains : 

This  nature  might  have  boafted,  had  the  mind, 
Who  form'd  the  fpacious  univerfc,  defign'd 
That  ir.an,  from  labour  free  as  well  as  grief, 
Should  pafs  in  lazy  iuxuty  his  life. 
But  he  his  creature  gave  a  feitile  foil, 
Fertile,  but  not  without  the  owner's  toil; 
That  fome  reward  hi*  induftry  fliould  crown, 
And  that  his  food  in  part  might  he  his  own. 
But  whik-,  iufulung,  you  arraign  the  land, 
AfitwUy  it  w»i;U  the  (-'ioi'g.h,  »r  labourer'* 
Qjl  iij 
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Kind  to  the  marble  rocks,  you  neVr  complain 

That  they  without  the  fculptnr'sfkill  and  pain 

fcJo  perfect  ftatue  yield,  no  baffc  relieve, 

Or  finifh'd  column  for  the  palace  give; 

Yet  if  from  hills  unlabour'd  figures  came, 

Man  might  have  eafe  enjoy'd,  though  never  fame. 

You  may  the  world  of  more  defects  upbraid, 
That  other  works  by  Nature  are  unmade ; 
That  fhe  did  never  at  her  own  expence 
A  palace  rear,  and  in  magnificence 
Out-rival  art,  to  grace  the  ftately  rooms ; 
Thai  (he  no  caftle  builds,  no  lofty  domes. 
Had  Nature's  hand  thefe  various  works  prepar'd, 
What  thoughtful  care, what  labour  had  been  fpar'd ! 
But  then  no  realm  would  one  great  mailer  (how, 
No  Phidias  Greece,  and  Rome  no  Angelo. 
With  equal  reafon  too  you  might  demand, 
Why  boats  aud  (hips  require  the  artill's  hand  ? 
Why  generous  Nature  did  not  thefe  provide 
To  pals  the  {landing  Jake,  or  flowing  tide  ? 

You  fay  the  hills,  which  high  in  air  arife, 
Harbour  in  clouds,  and  mingle  with  the  ikies, 
The  earth's  difhonour  and  encumbering  load,     -\ 
Of  many  fpacious  regions  man  defraud,  C 

For  hearts  and  birds  of  prey  a  defolute  abode,     j 
Uut  can  th'  objedlor  no  convenience  find  ~j 

In  mountains,  hills,  and  rocks,  which  gird  and/ 
bind  f 

The  mighty  frame,  that  elfe  would  be  disjoin'd  ?  j 
Do  nnLthofe  heaps  the  raging  tide  reftrain, 
And  for  the  dome  afford  the  marble  vein  ? 
Does  not  the  river  from  the  mountain  flow, 
And  bring  down  riches  to  the  vale  below  j 
See  how  the  torrent  rolls  the  golden  fund 
Props  the  high  ridges  to  the  Hater  land. 
The  lofty  line.s  abound  with  endlefs  ftore 
Of  mineral  treafure,  and  metallic  ore; 
With  precious  veins  of  filver,  copper,  tin, 
"Without  how  barren,  yet  how  ric:h  within  ! 
They  bear  the  pine,  the  oak  and  cedar  yield, 
To  form  the  palace,  and  the  navy  build. 

When  the  inclement  meteors  you  accufe, 
And  afk  if  gracious  God  would  Horms  produce ; 
You  ne'er  reflect,  that  by  the  driving  wind 
The  air  fromknoxious  vapours  is  refin'd; 
freed  from  the  putrid  feed?  of  pain  and  death, 
That  living  creatures  might  not,  by  their  breath, 
Through  their  warm  veins,  inftead  of  vital  food, 
D'fperie  contagion,  and  corrupt  their  blood. 
"Without  the  wind,  the  fhip  were  mwle  in  vain,-} 
Adventurous   merchants  could    nut   crofs  the/ 
main,  r 

Nor  fever'd  realms  tbcjr  gainful  trade  maintain,  j 

Then  with  this  wife  reflection  you  diituib 
Your  anxious  thought,  that  our  terrcflrial  orb 
In  many  parts  is  not  by  man  pofTcf:, 
With  too  much  heat,  or  too  much  cold,  oppreft. 
•  But  in  miftake  you  this  objection  found  : 
UnnumLer'd  ifles  and  tpacious  traclsof  ground, 
Which  feel  the  Icorchir-g  fun's  dirtder  beam, 
And  did  to  you  inhoiphuhle  fcem, 
With  tawny  nations,  or  with  black,  abound, 
With  noble  rivers  lav'd,  with  plenty  crown'd  ; 
And  regions  too  from  the  bright  orb  remote 
Ai c  Peopled,  wJucb  you  MIIJ<  •»»»••;.:;•<]  ^cvg 
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But  could  Lucretius  on  the  fun  reflect, 
His  proper  diftance  from  the  earth  refped, 
Obferve  his  conftant  road,  his  equal  pace, 
His  round  diurnal,  and  his  annual  race  ; 
Could  hv  regard  the  nature  of  the  light,  V 

Its  beauteous  luftre,  and  its  rapid  flight, 
A  nd  its  relation  to  the  fcnfe  of  light ;  \ 

Could  he  to  all  thefe  miracles  advert, 
And  not  in  all  perceive  one  ftroke  of  art  ? 
Grant,  that  the  motions  of  the  fun  arc  fuch, 
That  fome  have  light  too  little,  fome  too  much  r 
Grant,  that  in  different  trads  he  might  have  roll'a, 
And  given  each  clime  more  equal  heat  and  c.old  : 
Yet  view  the  revolutions,  as  they  are, 
Does  there  no  wifdom,  no  defign  appear  ? 
Could  any  but  a  knowing,  prudent  Caufe 
Begin  fuch  motions,  and  affign  fuch  laws  ? 
If  the  Great  Mind  had  form'd  a  different  frame, 
Might  not  your  wanton  wit  the  fyftem  blame  ? 
Though  here  you  all  perfection  fliould  not  find, 
Yet  is  it  all  th'  Eternal  Will  defign'd  : 
It  is  a  finifh'd  world,  and  perfect  in  its  kind. 
{Jot  that  its  regions  every  charm  include, 
With  which  celdlial  empires  are  endued ; 
Nor  is  confummate  goodnds  here  conferr'd, 
if  we  perfection  abfolute  regard ; 
But  what's  before  aliened,  we  repeat, 
Of  the  vaft  whole  it  is  a  part  complete. 

But  fince  you  are  difpleas'd  the  partial  fun 
Is  not  indulgent  to  the  frigid  zone ; 
Suppofe  more  funs  in  proper  orbits  roll'd, 
Diffolv'd  the  fnows,  and  chas'd  the  polar  cold; 
Or  grant  that  this  revolv'd  in  fuch  a  way, 
A*  equal  heat  to  all  he  might  convey, 
And  give  the  diftant  poles  their  fhare  of  day; 
Obferve  how  prudent  Nature's  icy  hoard, 
With  all  her  nitrous  ftorcs,  would  be  devour'd ; 
Then  would  unbalanced  heat  licentious  reign, 
Crack  the  dry  hi|l,  and  chap  the  rufl'et  plain  ; 
Her  moitlure  all  exhal'd,  the  cleaving  earth 
Would  yield  no  fruit,  and  bear  no  verdant  birth. 

You  cf  the  pools  and  Ipacious  lakes  complain, 
And  of  the  liquid  deferts  of  the  main, 
As  hurtful  thefe,  or  ufelcfs,  you  arraign. 

Befides  the  pleafuie  which  the  lakes  afford, 
Are  not  their  waves  with  fi(h  delicious  flor'd  ? 
Does  not  the  wide  capacious  deep  the  iky 
With  dewy  clouds,  the  earth  with  rain.fupply  ? 
Do  not  the  rivers,  which  the  valley  lave, 
Creep  through  the  fecret  fubterranean  cave, 
And  to  the  hills  convey  the  refluent  wave  ? 
You  then  mufl  own,  the  earth  the  ocean  needs, 
Which  thus  (he  lake  recruits,  the  fountain  feeds. 

The  noxious  plant,  and  favage  animal, 
Which  you  the  earth's  reproach  and  blemifh  call, 
Are  ufeful  various  ways  ;  if  not  for  food, 
For  manufadures  or  for  medicine  good. 
Thus  we  repel  with  reafon,  not  evade, 
The  bold  objedions  by  Lucretius  made. 

Pyrrhonians  next,  of  lito  ambitious  aim. 
Wanton  of  wit,  and  panting  after  fame, 
Who  flrove  to  fink  the' feds  of  chief  renown, 
And  on  their  ruin'd  fchools  to  raife  their  ov/:.; 
Boldly  prefum'd,  with  rhetorician  pride, 
,'1  01  <u 
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They  thought,-}"  every  TiibjeA  of  debate, 
Jn  either  fcale  the  proof  of  equal  weight. 

Aflc,  if  a  God  exiftent  they  allow  ? 
The  vaia  dcclaimers  will  attempt  to  fhow, 
That,  whether  you  renounce  him,  or  aflert, 
There's  no  fuperjor  proof  on  either  part. 
Suppofe  a  God,  we  muft,  fay  they,  conclude 
He  lives ;  if  fo,  he  is  with  fenfe  endued  ; 
And,  if  with  fenfe  endued,  may  pain  perceive, 
,And  what  can  fuffcr  pain  may  ceafe  to  live. 

Pyrrhonians,  we  a  living  God  adore, 
An  unexhaufted  fpring  of  vital  power ; 
But  his  immortal,  uncreated  life 
No  torment  feels,  and  no  deftructive  grief. 
Does  he  by  different  organs  tafte  or  hear  ? 
Or  by  an  eye  do  things  to  him  appear  ? 
Has  he  a  mufcle,  or  extended  nerve, 
"Which  to  impart  or  pain  or  pleafure  (erve  ? 
Of  all  perfection  poflible  pofleft, 
He  fi*ds  no  want,  nor  is  with  woe  oppreft. 
Thpugh  we  can  ne'er  explore  the  life  divine,     *J 
And  found  the  bleft  abyfs  by  reafon's  line,  / 

Yet  'tis  not,  mortal  mar,  a  tranfient  life,  likef 
thine.  3 

Others,  to  whom  the  whole  mechanic  tribe 
With  an  harmonious  fympathy  fubfcribe, 
Nature  with  empire  univerfal  crown, 
And  this  high  queen  the  world's  Creator  own. 
If  you  what  builder  rear'd  the  world  demand, 
They  fay  'twas  done  by  Nature's  powerful  hand; 
Jf  whence  its  order  and  its  beauty  rofe, 
Nature,  they  fay,  did  fo  the  frame  difpofe ; 
If  what  its  fteady  motions  does  maintain, 
And  holds  of  caufes  and  effects  the  chain, 
-O'er  all  her  works  this  Sovereign  Caufe  prefid.es, 
Upholds  the  orbs,  and  all  their  motions  guides. 
Since  to  her  bounty  we  fuch  blefiings  owe, 
Our  generous  Benefactor  let  us  know. 
When  the  word  Nature  you  erprefs,  declare, 
Form'd  in  your  minds  what  image  does  appear  ? 
Can  you  that  term  of  doubtful  found  explain  i 
Show  it  no  idle  offspring  of  the  brain  ? 

Sometimes  by  Nature  your  enlighten'd  fchool 
Intends  of  things  the  univerfal  whole ; 
Sometimes  it  is  the  order,  that  connects, 
And  holds  the  chain  of  caufes  and  effects  : 
Sometimes  it  is  the  manner  and  the  way,  ") 

In  which  thofe  caufes  do  their  force  convey, 
And  in  effects  their  energy  difplay.  j 

That  file's  the  work  itfelf,  you  oft  aff^rt, 
As  oft  th'  artificer,  as  oft  the  art ; 
That  is,  that  we  may  Nature  clearly  trace, 
And  by  her  marks  diftindly  know  her  face  ; 
She's  now  the  building,  now  the  architect, 
And  now  the  rule  which  does  his  hand  direct. 

But  lee  this  emprefs  be  whate'er  yqu  pljsafe  j 
Let  her  be  all  or  any  one  of  thefe  ; 
She  is  with  reafon,  or  (he's  not,  cndu'd  I 
If  you  the  firft  affirm,  we  thence  conclude 
A  God,  whofe  being  you  oppofe,  you  grant ; 
But  if  this  mighty  queen  does  reafon  want, 
Jlow  could  this  noble  fabric  be  delign'd, 
And  faftiion'd  by  a  Maker  brute  and  blind  ? 
Could  it  of  art  luch  miracles  invent, 

aiff  a  beauteous  wuild  of  fuch  extent  ? 


Still  at  the  helm  does  this  dark  pilot  (land,         ~) 

And  with  a  fteady,  never-erring  hand,  f 

Steer  all  the  floating  worlds,  and  chcirfet  courfe  f* 

command  ?  ^ 

That  clearer  ftrokes  of  mafterly  defign, 
Of  wife  contrivance,  and  of  judgment,  mine 
In  all  the  parts  of  Nature,  we  aflert, 
Than  in  the  brighteft  works  of  human  art : 
And  fhall  not  thofe  be  judg'd  th'  effect  of  though^ 
As  well  as  thefe  with  flcill  inferior  wrought  ? 
Let  fuch  a  fphere  to  India  be  convey'd, 
As  Archimede  or  modern  Hugens  made  ; 
Wjll  not  the  Indian,  though  untaught  and  rude, 
This  work  th'  effect  of  wife  defign  conclude  * 
Is  there  fuch  flcill  in  imitation  fhown  ? 
And  in  the  thing's,  we  imitate,  is  none  ? 
Are  not  our  arts,  by  artful  Nature  taught, 
With  pain  and  careful  obfervation  fought  ? 

Behold  the  painter,  who  with  Nature  vies: 
See  his  whole  foul  exerted  in  his  eyes ! 
He  views  her  various  fcenes,  intent  to  trace 
The  mafter  lines,  that  form  her  finiftj'd  face  : 
Are  thought  and  conduct  in  the  copy  clear, 
VVhHe  none  in  all  th'  original  appear? 

Tell  us,  what  mailer,  for  mechanics  fam'd,          ; 
Has  one  machine  fo  admirably  fram'd, 
Where  you  will  art  in  fuch  perfection  grant, 
As  in  a  living  creature  or  a  plant?  j 

Declare,  what  curious  workmanfhip  can  vie 
Or  with  a  hand  or  foot,  an  ear,  or  eye  ? 
Ths;  can  for  ikill  as  much  applaufe  deferve,  j 

As  the  fine  texture  of  the  fibrous  nerve ; 
Or  the  ftupendous  fyftem,  which  contains 
Th'  arterial  channels,  or  the  winding  veins  J 
What  artificial  frame,  what  irtftrument, 
Did  one  fuperior  genius  yet  invent, 
Which  to  the  bones  or  mufclcs  is  prcferr'd, 
If  you  their  order,  form,  or  ufe,  regard  ? 
Why  then  to  works  of  nature  is  afligu'd  "V 

An  Author-unintelligent  and  blind,  f 

When  ours  proceed  from  choice  and  confcious  { 
mind  ?  Jft 

To  this  you  fay,  that  Nature's  are  indeed 
?/Ioft  artful  works,  but  then  they  ne'er  proceed 
From  Nature  acting  with  defign  and  art, 
Who,  void  of  choice,  her  vigour  does  exert ; 
And  by  unguided  motion  things  produce, 
Regariilefs  of  their  order,  end,  or  ufe. 
By  Tully's  mouth  thus  Cotta  does  difpute, 
But  thus,  with  cafe,  the  Roman  we  confute. 

Say,  if  in  artful  things  no  art  is  fhown, 
What  are  the  certain  marks,  that  make  it  known  J 
How  will  you  arrful  from  unartful  bound, 
And  not  th'  ideas  in  our  mind  confound  ? 
Than  this  no  truth  difplays  before  our  fight 
A  brighter  beam,  or  more  convincing  light; 
That  ikili'ul  works  fuppofe  a  flcilful  Caule, 
Which   acts  by  choice,  and   moves   by  prudenj 

laws. 

Where  you,  ur/lefs  you  are  as  matter  blind, 
Conduct  and  beauteous  difpofition  find, 
Confpiiing  order,  fitnefs,  harmony, 
UTe,  and  convenience  ;  will  you  not  agree 
That  fuch  effects  could  not  be  undefign'd, 
Nor  could  proceed  but  from  a  knowing  mir.df 
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Old  fyflems  you  may  try.  or  new  ones  raifc, 
May  fhift  and  wind,  and  plot  a  thoufand  ways ; 
May  various  words,  and  forms  of  di<ili<  ?i  ufe, 
And  with  a  different  cant  th'  unjudging  car  a- 

.    mufe ; 

You  may  affirm,  that  chance  did  tilings  create, 
Or  let  it  nature  be,  or  be  it  fate  ; 
Body  alone,  inert  and  brute,  you'll  find, 
The  caufe  of  all  things  is  by  you  affign'd. 
And,  after  all  your  fruitlefs  toil,  if  you 
A  Caufe  dHlinct  frf'su  matter  will  allow, 
It  muft  be  confcious,,  not  like  matter  blind, 
And  fhow  you  grant  a  God,  by  granting  mind. 

Vaninus  next,  a  hardy  modern  chief, 
A  bold  oppofer  of  Divine  Belief, 
Attempts  religion's  fences  to  fubvert, 
Strong  in  his  rage,  but  defiitute  of  art ; 
In  impious  maxims  lu'd,  he  Heaven  defy'd, 
An  unbelieving,  anti-martyr  dy'd. 
Strange,  that  an  atheifl  plcafure  fiiould  refufe, 
Relinquifli  life,  and  death  in  torment  choot'e  '. 
Of  feience  what  a  defpi  cable  fliare 
Vaninus  own'd,  Jus  puMifti'd  dreams  declare. 
Let  impious  wits  applaud  a  godlefs  mind. 
As  bleft  with  piercing  fight,  and  fenfe  refin'd, 
Contriv'd  and  wrought  by  Nature's  careful  hand, 
All  the  proud  fchools  of  learning  to  command  ; 
Let  them  prcnoiince  each  patron  of  their  caufu 
Claims  by  diftinguifh'd  mtrit  juft  applaufe  ; 
Yet  I  this  writer's  want  of  fenfe  arraigp,       .      "\ 
Treat  all  his  empty  pages  with  difdain, 
And  think  a  grave  reply  mif-fpent  and  vain  :      j 
To  borrow  light,  his  error  to  amend, 
1  would  the  atheift  to  Vaninus  fend 

At  length  Britannia's  foil,  immortal  (hame ! 
Brought  forth  a  fage  of  celebrated  name, 
Who  with  contempt  on  bleft  religion  trod, 
JVTock'd  all  her  precepts,  and  renounc'd  his  God. 
As  awful  {hades  and  horrors  of  the  night 
T)ifturb  the  mother,  and  the  child  affright ; 
AVho  fee  dire  fpectres  through  the  gloomy  air   ") 
In  threatening  forms  advance,  and  fliuddering£ 
hear  [defpair  :  T 

The  groans  of  wandering  ghofts,  and  yellings  of  J 
i  roii1  the  fame  fpring,  he  fays,  devotion  flows, 
Confuence  of  guilt  from  dread  of  vengeance  rofc; 
Religion  is  the  creature  of  the  fpleen, 
And  troubled  fancy  forms  thf  world  unfeen ; 
Thar  timorous  minds,  with  fdf-tornientihg  care, 
Create  thpfe  awful  phantom?  which  they  fear. 

Such  arms  were  ut>'d  by  impiqu*  chiefs  of  old, 
Vain  as  this  modern  hero,  and  as  bold. 
'  Vim  would  nut  this  philofopher  adore, 
For  finding  worlds  dilcover'd  long  before  ? 
Can  he  one  flower  in  r.11  hi*  garden  fhow, 
"Which  in  his  Grecian  matter's  did  not  grow  ? 
Ard  yet,  imperious,  with  a  teacher's  air, 
Boaftful,  he  claims  a  right  to  wifdcm's  chair ; 
Ci.-i(])ii!g  v,  ith  ardent  thirft  of  falfe  renown,          "} 
Vith  Gvccian  wreaths  he  dots  his  temples  rrovnV 
Triumphs  vith  borrow'd  fpoils,  and  trophies  not  f 
hi;;  own  J 

T')C  world,   he  grants,  with    clouds    was    cvcr- 
fpread , 
•ir'er  erc&ed  yet  her  fUrry  h«ad. 


Till  he,  bright  genius,  rofc  to  chafe  the  night, 
And  through  all  nature  fhonc  with  new-fprunj 
light. 

But  let  th'  inquirer  know,  proud  Briton  !  why 
Hope  fhould  not  gods,  as  well  a»  fear  fupply ; 
D  ies  not  th'  idea  of  a  God  include 
The  notion  of  beneficent  and  good  ; 
Of  one  to  mercy,  not  revenge,  inclin'd, 
Able  and  willing  to  relieve  mankind  ? 
And  does  not  this  idea  more  appear 
The  object  of  our  hope,  than  of  our  fear  ? 
Then  tell  Us,  why  this  pafiion,  more  than  that, 
Should  build  their  altars,  and  the  gods  create  ? 

But  let  us  grant  the  weak  and  timorous  mind 
To  fuperftiti^us  terrors  is  inclin'd  ; 
That  horrid  fcenes,  and  monfters  form'd  in  air, 
By  night  the  children  and  the  mother  fcare  ; 
That  apparitions,  by  a  fever  bred, 
Or  by  the  fpleen's  black  vapours,  fill  t 
Does  that  affect  the  fage  of  fenfe  refin'd, 
Whofe  body's  healthful,  and  ferenc  his  mind  ? 
Yet  more,  infuking  Briton  !  let  us  try 
Your  reafoh's  force,  your  arguments  apply. 
You  fay,  fince  fpectres  from  the  fancy  flow, 
To  timorous  fancy  gods  their  being  owe; 
Since  phantoms  to  the  weak  feem  real  things, 
Religion  from  miftake  and  weaknefs  fprings. 

But  though  the  vulgar  have  illufions  feen, 
Thought  objects  were  without  that  were  with* 

in ; 

Yet  we  from  hence  abfurdly  fhould  conclude, 
All  objects  of  the  mind  the  mind  delude  : 
That  our  ideas  idle  are,  that  none 
Were  ever  real,  and  that  nothing's  known. 

But,  leaving  phantoms  and  i'lufive  fear, 
Let  us  at  rtafon's  judgment-feat  appear  ; 
There  let  tbc  quedioii  be  feverely  try'd; 
By  an  impartial  lenience  we  abide  : 
Th'  Eternal  Mind's  exigence  we  fufiain, 
By  proofs  fo  full,  by  evidence  fo  plain, 
That  none  of  all  the  fciencee  have  fhown 
Such  demonftration  of  the  truths  they  own. 

Spinofa  next,  to  hide  his  black  defign, 
And  to  his  fide  th'  unwary  to  incline, 
For  heaven  his  enfigns  treacherous  difplays, 
Declares  for  God,  while  he  that  God  betrays ; 
For  whom  he's  pltas'd  fuch  evidence  to  bring, 
As  faves  the  name,  while  it  fubverts  the  thing. 

Now  hear  his  labour'd  fcheme  of  impious  vie  : 
No  fubftahde  can  another  e'er  produce  ; 
Sub.!!ance  no  limit,  no  coniinement,  knows, 
And  its  evidence  from  its  nature  flows  ; 
The  fubftance  of  the  univerfe  is  one, 
Which  ir,  the  fclf-rxiftent  God  alone. 
The  fphtres  of  jether,  which  the  world  enclofe, 
And  all  th*  apartments,    which  the  whole  coi 

pofe  ; 

The  lucid  orbs,  the  earth,  the  air,  the  main, 
With  every  different  being  they  contain, 
Are  one  prodigious  aggregated  God, 
Of  wh6m  each  land  is  part,  each  (lone  and  clod ; 
Supreme  perfections  in  each  infe<$l  fliine, 
Each  fhrub  is  facred,  and  each  weed  divin;. 

Sages,  no  longer  Egypt's  fons  dcfpife, 
For  tl.'cir  cheap  godsj  and  favoury  d  ;i 
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N&  more  their  eoarfe  divinities  revile  ! 
To  leeks,  to  onions,  to  the  crocodile, 
You  might  your  humble  adorations  pay, 
Were  you  not  gods  yourfelves,  as  well  as  they. 

As  much  you  pull  religion's  altars  down, 
By  owning  all  things  God,  as  owning  none  ; 


For  fhould  all  beings  be  alike  divine, 
Of  worfhip  if  an  object  you  afiign, 
God  to  himfelf  muft  veneration  {hew, 
Muft  be  the  idol  and  the  votary  too ; 
And  their  affertions  are  alike  abfurd, 
Who  own  no  God,  or  none  to  be  ador'J. 


BOOK    IV. 


Tic  Argument. 

T'le-'introdu&ion.  No  man  happy,  that  has  not  conquered  the  fears  of  death.  The  inability  of  the 
Epicurean  fchemc  to  accomplim  that  end.  Religion  only  capable  of  fubduing  thole  fears.  The 
hypothefis  of  Epicurus  concerning  the  formation  of  the  univerfe  fliown  to  be  abfurd.  i.  In  a  more 
general  furvey  of  the  parts  of  the  univerfe.  II.  By  a  more  clofe  and  ftrict  examination  of  his 
fcheme.  The  principle  of  motion  not  accounted  for  by  that  fcheme  ;  nor  the  determination  of  it 
one  way.  pondus,  gravity,  innate  mobility,  words  without  a  meaning.  Defcent  of  atoms ;  up 
wards  and  downwards,  a  middle  or  centre  abfurdly  afTerted  by  Epicurus  in  infinite  fpace.  His  hy 
pothefis  not  to  be  fupported,  whether  his  matter  be  fuppofcd  finite  or  infinite.  His  ridiculous  affer- 
tion  relating  to  the  diurnal  and  annual  motion  of  the  fun.  The  impoffibility  of  forming  the  world 
by  the  cafual  concourfe  of  atoms.  They  could  never  meet  if  they  moved  with  equal  fpeed.  Pri 
mitive  atoms,  being  the  fmallcft  parts  of  matter,  would  move  more  flowly  than  bodies  of  greater 
bulk,  which  have  more  gravity  ;  yet  thefe  are  abfurdly  fuppoied  to  move  the  fwiffeft.  His  affer- 
tion,  that  fome  primitive  atoms  have  a  direct,  and  others  an  inclining  motion,  implies  a  contra 
diction.  Lucretius'e  explanation  of  this  inclining  motion  of  fome  firft  atoms  not  intelligible.  The 
inexplicable  difficulty  of  flopping  the  atoms  in  their  flight,  and  caufing  them  to  fettle  in  a  formed 
world.  The  ponderous  earth  not  to  be  fuftained  in  liquid  air.  The  Epicurean  formation  of  the 
heavens  very  ridiculous.  No  account  given  by  the  Epicureans  how  the  fun  and  ftars  are  upheld  in 
fluid  sether.  Their  idle  account  of  the  formation  of  the  air.  The  variety  of  figure  and  fize  given 
by  Epicurus  to  his  atoms,  a  convincing  proof  of  wifdom  and  defign.  Another  proof  is  the  dilpro- 
portion  of  the  moifl  and  dry  atoms  in  the  formation  of  the  earth.  His  ludicrous  and  childifh  ac 
count  of  the  formation  of  the  hollow  for  the  fea.  No  account  given  by  Epicurus,  cr  his  follower*, 
of  the  motion  of  the  heavenly  orbs,  particularly  of  the  fun. 


s,  we  grant,  no  man  if  bleft,  but  he 
Whofe  mind  from  anxious  thoughts  of  death  is 

free. 

Let  laurel  wreaths  the  victor's  brows  adorn, 
Sublime  through  gazing  throngs  in  triumph  borne ; 
Let  acclamations  ring  around  the  fkies, 
While  curling  clouds  of  balmy  incenfe  rife  ; 
Let  fpoils  immenfe,  let  trophies  gain'd  in  war, 
And  conquer'd  kings,  attend  his  rolling  car; 
If  dread  of  death,  ftill  unfubdu'd  remains, 
And  fecret  o'er  the  vanquifh'd  victor  reigns ; 
Th"  illuftrious  flave  in  endlefs  thraldom  bears 
A  heavier  chain  than  his  led  captive  wears. 

With  fwifteft  wing,  the  fears  of  future  fate 
Elude  the  guards,  and  pafs  the  palace  gate; 
Traverfe  the  lofty  rooms,  and  uncontroll'd          ~l 
Fly  hovering  round  the  painted  roofs,  and  bold  / 
To  the  rich  arras  cling,  and  perch  on  bufts.  of  f 

gold ;  J 

Familiar  horrors  haunt  the  monarch's  head, 
And  thoughts  ill-boding  from  the  downy  bed 
Chafe  gentle  fleep  ;  black  cares  the  foul  infoft, 
And  broider'd  ftars  adorn  a  troubled  breaft  : 


In  vain  they  afk  the  charming  lyre,  in  vain 
The  flatterer's  fvveeter  voice,  to  lull  their  pain ; 
Riot  and  wine  but.  for  a  moment  pleafe  ; 
Delights  they  oft  enjoy,  but  never  cafe. 

What  are  distinction,  honour,  wealth,  and  ftate, 
The  pomp  of  court?,  the  triumphs  of  the  great ; 
The   numerous  troops,   that  envy'd  thrones  fc- 

cure, 

And  fplendid  enfigns  of  imperial  power  ? 
What  the  high  palace,  rear'd  with  vafl  expence, 
Uurivall'd  art,  and  luxury  immenfe,    - 
With  fLatutes  grac'd  by  ancient  Greece  fupply'd, 
With  more  than  Perfian  weal  h,  and  Tyrian  pride? 
What  are  the  foods  of  ail  delicious  kindi, 
Which  bow  the  huntfman,  now  the  fowler,  findi; 
The  richefl  wines,  which  Gallia's  happy  field, 
Which  Tufcan  hills,  or  thine,  Iberia,  yield? 

Nature  deprav'd  abundance  does  purfue  ; 
Her  firit  and  pure  demand*  are  cheap  and  few. 
What  health  promotes,  and  gives  unenvy'd  peace, 
Is  all  eypencelefs,  and  procur'd  whh  cafe. 
Behold  the  fhepherd,  lee  th'  induftrious  fwain. 
Who  ploughs  the  field,  or  reaps  the  ripen'd  grain, 
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How  mean,  and  yet  how  tafteful  is  their  fare! 
How  fwect  their  flec.p  1  their  fouls  how  free  from 

care ! 

They  drink  the  dreaming  cryftal,  and  efcape 
Th'  inflaming  juices  of  the  purple  grape ; 
And,  to  p»t<cl  .their  limbs  from  rigorous  air, 
/Garments,  their  own  domeftic  work,  they  wear  : 
Yet  thoughts  of  death  their  lonely  cots  moled, 
Affright  the  hind,  and  break  the  labourer's  reft. 

Since  thefe  reflections  on  approaching  fate 
Diftruft  and  iU-prefaging  care  create ; 
*Tis  clear  we  ftrive  for  happinefs  in  vain, 
While  fears  of  death  within  infuking  reign. 
But  then  Lucretian  wits  abfurdly  frame, 
To  fink  thofe  inbred  fears,  their  impious  Scheme. 
To  chafe  the  horrors  of  a  confcious  mind, 
They  defperatc  means  and  wild  expedients  find ; 
The  hardy  rebels  aiming  to  appeafe 
Their  fierce  remorfe!  and  dream  a  while  at  cafe, 
Of  crying  guilt  th'  avenging  power  difown, 
And  pull  their  high  Creator  from  his  throne  ; 
That  done,  they  mock  the  threats  of  future  pain, 
As  monftrous  fidions  of  the  poet's  brain. 

Thy  force  alone,  Religion  !  Death  difarms, 
Breaks  all  his  darts,  and  every  viper  charms j 
Soften'd  by  thee,  the  grifly  form  appears 
No  more  the  horrid  obje«fl  of  our  fears ^ 
We  undifmay'd  this  awful  power  obey,         [way, 
That  guides  us  through  the  fafe,  though  gloomy 
Which  leads  to  life,  and  to  the  bleft  abode, 
Where  rayifiVd  minds  enjoy,  what  here  they  own'd, 

a  God. 

Regard,  ye  fages  of  Lucretian  race, 
^Nature's  rich  drefs,  behold  her  lovely  face. 
Look  all  around,  terreftrial  realms  furvey, 
The  ifles,  the  rivers,  and  the  fpacious  fea ; 
Obferve  the  air,  view  with  attentive  eyes  "} 

The  glorious  concave  of  the  vaulted  fkies;  ( 

Could  thefe  from  cafual  hits,  from  tumult  thofe,  f 
arife !  J 

Can  rule  and  beauty  from  diftraclion  grow  I 
Can  fymmetry  from  wild  confufion  flow  ? 
When  atoms  in  th'  unmeafur'd  rpace  did  rove, 
And  in  the  dark  for  doubtful  empire  drove ; 
Did  intervening  chance  the  feuds  compofe, 
Eftablifh  friendfhip,  and  diiarm  the  foes  ? 
Did  this  the  ancient  darkfome  horrors  chafe,       ~) 
PiftuicUion  give,  and  fpread  celedial  grace          V 
O'er  the  black  diftri&s  of  the  empty  Ipace  ?        j 
Could  atoms,  which,  with  undirected  flight, 
Iloam'd  through  the  void,  and  rang'd  the  realms 

of  night, 

Of  rcafon  dcftitute,  without  intent, 
Depriv'd  of  choice,  and  mindlefs  of  event, 
In  order  march,  and  to  their  pods  advance, 
i,ed  by  no  guide,  but  undefigning  chance  ? 
What  did  th'  entangled  particles  divide, 
And  fort  the  various  feeds  of  things  ally'd  I 
To  make  primaeval  elements  felcdt 
All  the  fit  atoms,  and  th'  unfit  reject  ? 
Diilinguifh  hot  from  cold,  and  moift  from  dry, 
Range  fome  to  form  the  earth,  and  fome  the  Iky  ? 
Prom  the  embrace,  and  gloomy  arms,  of  night, 

freed  the  glimmering  fire,  and  difengag'd 
the  light  I 


Could  chance  fuch  juft  and  prudent  mea-fnres  take? 
To  frame  the  world,  fuch  diflribution  make  ? 
If  to  your  builder  you  will  conduct  give, 
A  power  to  .choofe,  to  manage,  and  contrive, 
Your  idol  chance,  fuppos'd  inert  and  blind, 
Mud  be  inroird  an  active  confcious  mind. 
Did  this  your  wife  and  fovereign  architect 
Defign  the  model,  and  the  world  ered  ? 
Were  by  her  fkill  the  deep  foundations  laid, 
The  globes  fufpcndcd,  and  the  heavens  difplay'd  ? 
By  what  elaflic  engine*  did  fhe  rear 
The  ftarry  roof,  and  roll  the  orbs  in  air  ? 
On  the  formation  of  the  earth  reflcd  ; 
Is  this  a  blind  fortuitous  cStA  ? 
Did  all  th^jgroffer  atoms,  at  the  call  ^ 

Of  chance,  file  off,  to  form  the  ponderous  ball,   > 
And  undetermin'd  into  order  fall  t  ^ 

Did  of  themfelves  th'  affembled  feeds  arrive, 
And  without  art  this  artful  frame  contrive  ? 
To  build  the  earth,  did  chance  materials  choofc, 
And  through  the  parts  cementing  glue  diffufe ; 
Adpft  the  frontier  of  the  fea  and  foil, 
Balance  and  hang  in  air  the  finifh'd  pile  ? 
Ye  towering  hills,  whofe  fnowy  peaks  arife 
Above  the  clouds,  and  winter  in  the  fkies; 
Ye  rocks,  which  on  the  fhores  your  heads  ad- 

vance ; 

Are  you  the  labour  and  the  care  of  chance  ? 
To  draw  up  ftones  of  fuch  prodigious  weight, 
And  raifc  the  amazing  heaps  to  fuch  a  height. 
What  huge  machine,  what  forceful  inflrument, 
Did  your  blind  builder  of  the  world  invent  ? 
Could  it  diihnguifh,  could  it  wall  around 
The  damp  and  dark  apartments  under  ground  ; 
With  rocky  arches  vault  the  hollow  caves, 
And  form  the  tracks  of  fubterranean  waves; 
Extend  the  different  mineral  veins,  and  fjprea^ 
For  rich  metallic  ores  the  genial  bed? 

What  could  prepare  the  gulfs  to  entertain 
Between  their  mores  the  interpofing  main  ; 
Disjoin  the  land,  the  various  realms  divide, 
And  fpread  with  fcatter'd  ifles  th'  extended  tide  ? 
Regard  th'  unnumber'd  wonders  of  the  deep, 
Where  confluent  dreams,   their  race  completed, 

deep  : 

Did  chance  the  compafs  take,  and  in  the  dark 
The  wide  dimenfions  of  the  ocean  mark  ; 
Then  dig  the  ample  cave,  and  ftretdi  the  fhorct 
Whofc  winding  arms  confine  the  liquid  ftores, 
Which,  gufhing  from  the  mountain  to  the  main, 
Through  verdant  vallies  draw  their  humid  train  $ 
Did  it  clifign  the  deep  abyfa,  and  fpread 
The  ancient  waters  on  their  central  bed  ? 
To  th£  wild  flood  did  fovereign  fortune  fay, 
Thus  far  advance,  -and  here  thy  billows  flay  ; 
Be  this  thy  barrier,  this  endofmg  fand 
Thou  fault  not  pafs,  nor  overflow  the  land  ? 
And  do  the  waves  revere  her  high  command  ? 

Did  chcmic  chance  the  furnaces  prepare, 
Raife  all  the  labour-houfes  of  the  air, 
And  lay  crude  vapours  iu  digcftion  there  ; 
Where  nature  is  employ'd,  with  wondrous  (kill, 
To  draw  her  fpirits,  and  her  drops  diftil ; 
Meteors  for  various  purpoles  to  form, 
The  biecz;  to  chser,  to  tcaify  the  florin? 
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JDid  me  eetend  the  gloomy  clouds  en  high,  •  T 
Where  all  th'  amazing  fireworks  of  the  Iky  > 
fa  unconcocted  feeds  fermenting  lie,  3 

Till  the  imprifon'd  flames  are  ripe  for  hirth, 
And  ruddy  bolts  exploded  wound  the  earth  ? 
What  ready  hand  applies  the  kindled  match, 
Which  evening  trains  of  unctuous  vapours  catch  ? 
Whence   (hoots  with   lambent  flight  the  falling 

ftar, 

And  flames  unhurtful  hovering  dance  in  air  ? 
What  curiousloomdoes  chance  by  evening  fpread?"! 
With  what  fine  fliuttle  weave  the  virgin's  thread,/ 
Which,  like  the  fpidcr's  net,  hangs  on  the  graflyf 
mead  ?  J 

Let  us  the  moulds  to  fafliion  meteors  know, 
How  thefe  produce  the  hail,  and  thofe  the  fnow  ? 
What  gave  the  exhalations  wings  to  rife, 
"to  leave  their  centre,  and  poffefs  the  fkies  ? 

Let  us  no  longer  miflive  weapons  throw, 
But  clofe  the  fight,  and  grapple  with  the  foe ; 
Submit  to  reafon's  ftridteft  teft  their  fcheme, 
And  by  mechanic  laws  purfue  the  huddled  frame* 
See,  how  th'  ambitious  architects  defign  : 
To  rear  the  world  without  the  power  divine, 
As  principles,  the  great  contrivers  place 
Unbounded  matter  in  unbounded  fpace  : 
Matter  was  firft,  in  parts  minute,  endued 
With  various  figures,  various  magnitude; 
Some,  moving  in  the  fpacious  infinite, 
Defcribe  a  line  oblique,  and  fome  a  right ; 
For,  did  not  fome  from  a  ftrait  courfe  deflect, 
They  could  not  meet,  they  could  no  world  erect : 
While  unfatigaed  from  endlefs  ages  paft, 
They  rang'd  the  dark  interminable  wafte, 
Oft'  clashing  and  rencountering  in  their  flight, 
Some  atoms  leap  afide,  and  fome  upright ; 
They  various  ways  recoil,  and  fwiftly  flow 
By  mutual  repercuffions  to  and  fro, 
Till,  fhuffled  and  entangled  in  their  race, 
They  clafp  each  other  with  a  clofe  embrace ; 
jCombfn'd  by  concourfe,  mingled  and  comprcft, 
They  grow  in  bulk,  and  complicated  reft. 
Hence  did  the  world  and  all  its  parts  arife  \ 
Hence  the  bright  fun  and  ftars,  and  hence  the 

ikies! 

Hence  fprung  the  air,  the  ocean,  and  the  «arth ! 
And  hence  all  nature  had  its  cafual  birth ! 

If  you  demand  what  wife  diredting  mind 
The  wondrous  platform  qf  the  world  defign'd ; 
Did  range,  divide,  and  in  their  order  place, 
The  crude  materials  of  th'  unfafhion'd  mafs ; 
Did  move,  direct,  and  all  the  parts  control, 
With  perfect  {kill,  to  fervc  the  beauteous  whole; 
fortune  to  this  high  honour  they  advance, 
And  no  furveyor  want,  no  guide,  but  chance. 

Lucretian  mafters,  now  to  make  it  plain 
In  building  worlds  how  raw  you  are,  and  vain  ; 
Grant  that  before  this  mighty  frame  was  rear'd, 
Before  confufion  fled,  and  light  appear'd, 
In  the  dark  void  and  empty  realms  of  night 
Your  reftlefs  atoms  did  purfue  their  flight ; 
And  in  their  adverfe  paths,  and  wild  career, 
By  chance  rencounter,  and  by  chance  cohere  ; 
Thus  clafp'd  in  ftri<it  embraces,  they  produce 
*J.onf:Hi,bu'ii  cafual  forms  for  different  ufe  ; 


You,  who  to  clearer  reafon  make  pretence, 

Of  wit  refin'd,  and  eminent  in  fenfe, 

Let  us,  ye  fons  of  Epicuru*,  know 

The  fpriug,  whence  all  thefe  various  motions  flow* 

What  vigour  pufli'd  primaeval  atoms  on  ? 

Was  it  a  foreign  impulfe,  or  their  own  ? 

If  'twas  a  foreign  delegated  force,  [courfe; 

Which  mov'd   thofe  bodies,    and  control'd  theif 

Aflerting  this,  you  your  own  fcheme  deftrpy, 

And  power  divine,  to  form  the  world,  employ. 

If  from  a  moving  principle  within 

Your  active  atoms  did  their  flight  begin, 

That  fpring,  that  moving  principle  explain. 

And  in  the  fchools  unrivall'd  you  fhall  reign  • 

Declare  its  nature,  and  aflign  its  name  ; 

For  motion,  and  its  caufe,  are  not  the  fame. 

We  know,  you'll  tell  us,  'tis  impulfive  weighed 
Mobility,  or  power  to  mpye  innate  : 
Profound  folution  !  worthy  of  your  fchools 
Where  reafon  in  its  boafted  freedom  rules. 
But  thus  you  mock  mankind,  and  language  ufe« 
Not  to  inform  the  mind,  but  to  amufe. 
Of  motion  we  the  principle  demand ; 
You  fay  'tis  power  to  move,  and  there  you  ftand  J 
But  it  it  to  explain,  to  change  the  name  ? 
Is  not  the  doubt  in  different  words  the  fame  i 
DO  you  reveal  fhe  fpring  of  motion  more, 
By  wifely  calling  that  a  moving  power, 
Which  we  had  term'd  a  principle  before  ? 
The  youngeft  head  new-vers'd  in  reafoning  knows 
That  motion  muft  a  power  fco  move  fuppofe ; 
Which  while  in  vain  you  laboirJ1  to  unfold, 
You  clearly  tell  us,  that  Lucretians  hold 
An  active  fpring,  a  principle  approve, 
Diftinft  from  matter,  which  muft  matter  move. 
Matter,  as  fuch,  abftradted  in  the  mind, 
We  from  a  power  to  move  diverted  find, 
Not  more  to  motion  than  to  reft  inclin'd  • 
The  power,  which  motion  does  to  matter  give, 
We  therefore  moft  did in&  from  both  conceive  • 
A  power  to  nature  given  by  Nature's  Lord, 
When  firft  he  fpoke  the  high  creating  word, 
When  for  his  world  materials  he  prepar'd 
And  on  each  part  this  energy  conferr'd. 

Ye  vain  philofophers !  prefumptuoi**  race ! 
Who  would  the  Great  Eternal  Mind  difplace  • 
Take  from  the  world  its  Maker,  and  advance ' 
To  his  high  throne  your  thoughtlefs  idol  chance  * 
Let  us  th'  inquiry  byjuft  fteps  purfue; 
With  motion  we  your  atoms  will  endue, 
We  afk,  when  in  the  fpacious  void  they  flray, 
Why  ftill   they  beat  one  track,  and  move  ono 

way  ? 

Still  the  fame  flight  why  do  their  parties  take  ? 
Why  this,  or  that  way,  no  digrefliou  make  ?" 

What  will  to  this  our  Atomifts  reply  ? 
They  anfwer,  by  an  innate  gravijy 
The  ponderons  bodies  ftill  are  downward  borne,. 
And  never  upwards  of  themfelves  return. 
Acute  and  folid  anfwer !  fee  a  flight 
Worthy  of  fineft  wit,  and  cleareft  fight ! 
Do  not  thefe  wife  mechanic  mafters  know, 
That  no  man  can  conceive,  or  high  or  low, 
Nor  find  diftin&ion  of  fuperior  place,  i 

Or  of  inferior,  in  the  empty  f — 
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Uncircumfcrib'd,  and  ignorant  of  bound, 
And  where  no  mulft,  no  centre,  can  be  found  ? 

Perhaps,  your  mafter's  doctrine  to  fuOain, 
And  matter's  downward  motion  to  explain, 
You  with  this  famous  Gallic  frienci  affcrt, 
That  isfuperior,  whence  yo;ir  atoms  flart, 
And  that  inferior  in  the  empty  fpace 
.  To  which  they  all  dired:  their  rapid  race. 
Now  let  us  recollect,  and  what  you  fay 
At  large,  in  one  contracted  view  furvey. 
You  fay,  your  atoms  move;  we  aflc  you,  why  ? 
Becaufe  it  is  their  nature,  you  reply. 
But  fince  that  native  power  you  never  fliow, 
You  only  fay  they  move,  becaufe  they  do  ; 
But  let  your  atoms  move,  we  bid  you  fay, 
Why  they  move  this,  and  not  a  different  way  ? 
YOU  tell  us,  'tis  from  inbred  gravity ; 
That  is,  you  tell  us,  'tis  you  kn-<w  net  why. 
Till  wfiat  is  gravity  you  let  us  know, 
By  fcnfclefs  words  how  can  we  wifer  grow  ? 
We  give  you  this  ingcnite,  moving  force, 
That  makes  them  always  downward  take  their 

courfe ; 

"\Ve  then  demand,  which  p'ace  inferior  is 
Within  the  fj  acicus  unconfin'd  abyfs  ? 
You  fay  'tis  that,  to  which  the  atoms  bend         "} 
Their  fwift  career,  for  ftill  they  muft  defcend  ;    / 
7'hac  is,  they  downward  move,  becaufe  theyf 
downward  tend.  J 

Let  us,  Lucretians,  now  our  talk  purfue, 
And  of  your  fcheme  remaining  wonders  view. 
Say,  if  your  atoms  of  immortal  race 
Are  equal  and  corrmcnfurate  to  fpace  : 
If  fo,  the  boundlefs  vail  immenfity 
"While  thus  pofieft  would  full  of  matter  be  ; 
For  in  the  vacant  (as  your  fchools  approve) 
Should  finite  matter  be  fuppos'd  to  move, 
-.Mot  knowing  how  to  flop,  or  where  to  ftay, 
It  unobftru<5led  mufl.  purfue  its  way, 
Be  loft  in  vc'id  immenfe,  and  diffipated  ftray; 

v   The  Scattering  bodies  never  would  combine, 
Not  to  compoie  a  world  by  concourfe  join, 
But,  if  all  fpace  is  full,  if  all  puffeft, 
Which  ftippofition  you  embrace  as  bed, 
Then  crowded  matter  would  for  ever  reft ; 
Nature  no  change  of  place  had  ever  feen ;. 
Where  all  is  full,  no  motion  can  begin  ; 
Vor,  if  it  fhould,  you'll  be  compell'd  to  fay,  . 
Body  does  body  pierce,  to  force  its  way  ; 
Or  unccnfin'd  immenfity  retrtats, 
To  give  your  atoms  room  to  change  their  feats. 

t  And  here  with  us  Lucretius  does  agree, 
That,  if  fome  place  from  matter  be  not  free, 
In  plenitude  no  motion  could  commence, 
All  v  ojS^d  be  ftagnate  in  the  vaft  immenfe. 

If  it  be  faid,  myall  parts  of  empty  fpace 
Are  interfpersNi  through  all  the  ipreading  mafs, 

'    By  which  i'ome  bodies  give  to  others  place  ; 
Then  matter,  you  muft  grant,  would  finite  be, 
And  ftretch  unequal  to  immenfity; 
And  then,  as  Epicurus  judges  right, 
It  would  for  ever  take  a  nlelcfs  flight, 
Loft  in  cxpanfion  void  and  infinite. 
Bcfides,  allowing  through  th*  extended  whole 
Small  fcattcr'd  fpace*  cri,  of  body  full, 


Then  matter,  you  Lucretians  mnft  agree, 
Has  not  cxiftencc  from  i  ectflity; 
For,  if  its  being  neceflary  were,  "} 

Why  are  f  >mc  part*  •  f  fpace  from  matter  clear  ?  V 
Why  dnes  it  here  exift,  and  why  not  there  ?       j 

Lucretians,  now,  which    fide   you   pleafe,  em 
brace  : 

If  in  your  void  you  finite  fubftance  place, 
'  I'is  diffipa'ed  through  th'  immenfe  abyfs, 
And  you  to  form  the  world  materials  mifs ; 
You'll  not  the  progrefs  of  your  atoms  ftay, 
N'T  to  colled  the  vagrants  find  a  way. 
Thus  too  your  mafter's  fcheme  will  be  deftroy' 
Who,  wholly  to  poflefs  the  boundlefs  void, 
No  lefs  than  matter  infinite  employ "d. 
If  you,  in  honour  to  your  founder's  (kill, 
The  boundlefs  void  with  boundlefs  fubftance  fill, 
Then  tell  us,  how  you  can  your  bodies  roll 
Through  fpace,  of  matter  fo  completely  full  ? 
The  force  this  fingle  reafon  does  exert 
Will  the  foundations  of  your  fcheme  fubvert : 
Nor  were  it  needful  to  purfue  the  blow, 
Or  form  a  frefh  attack,  unlefs  to  mow 
How  flight  your  works  in  every  quarter  are, 
How  ill  your  huddled  fentiments  cohere. 

Be  this,  O  Greece,  thy  everlafting  fhame, 
That  thoughtlefs  Epicurus  rais'd  a  name, 
Who  built  by  artlefs  chance  this  mighty  frame. 
Could  one  whofe  wit  fuch  narrow  limits  bound, 
Nature,  thy  depths  unfathomable  found  ? 
Of  his  fagacious  thoughts  to  give  a  part, 
Docs  not  this  wife  philofopher  aflert 
The  radiant  fun's  extinguifn'd  every  nighf, 
And  every  morn,  rekindled,  darts  his  light  ? 
That  the  vaft  orb,  which  cafts  fo  far  his  beams, 
Is  fuch,  or  not,  much  bigger,  than  he  feems? 
That  the  dimenfions  of  his  glorious  face 
Two  geometric  feet  do  fcarcc  furpafs  ? 
Does  he  not  make  the  fickle  winds  convey 
The  fun  revolving  through  his  crocket',  way  ? 
But,  fince  his  fchool  has  gain'd  fuch  fprea 

fame, 

And  modern  wits  his  mafter-fkill  proclaim  ; 
Let  us  yet  farther  carry  this  debate, 
And,  as  you  afk,  confer  on  matter  weight, 
To  make  it  move  within  the  vaft  abyfs, 
And  downward  too,  ev'n  where  no  downward 
If  this  be  true,  as  you  Lucretians  fay, 
That  atoms  wing  with  equal  fpeed  their  way, 
Then  how  could  this  that  atom  overtake  ? 
How  could  they  clafh,  and  how  collifions  make  I 
If  in  a  line  oblique  your  bodies  rove, 
Or  in  a  perpendicular  they  move, 
If  fome  advance  not  fl  >\ver  in  their  race, 
And  fome  more  fwift  fiiould  not   rurfue  the 

chafe, 

How  could  they  be  entangled,  how  embrace  ? 
'  fis  demonftration,  'tis  meridian  light, 
Thofe  bodies  ne'tr  could  jtiftle,  ne'er  could  fight, 
Nor  by  their  mutual  fhocks  be  ruffled  in  their 
flight. 

Since  matter  of  a  greater  magnitude 
Muft  be  with  greater  gravity  endued, 
Then  the  minuteft  parts  muft  ftill  proceed 
With  left,  the  greater  with  the  greater  fpeed. 
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Hence  your  firft  bodies,  which  the  fmalleft:  are, 
On  which  the  fwifteft  motion  you  confer, 
Muft  be  contented  with  the  floweft  pace, 
And  yield  to  matter  of  more  bulk  the  race. 

How  wondrous  little  muft  thofe  atoms  be, 
Which  you  endow  with  fuch  velocity  '. 
Minute  beyond  conception,  when  we  find 
Bodies  fo  fmall,  where  many  are  combin'd  ! 
How  many  various  figures  mul  we  take, 
What  numerous  complications  ufe,  to  make 
Some  compound  things,  fo  fmall  of  magnitude, 
That  all  our  fenfes  they  with  eafe  elude  ! 

Light  exhalations,  that  from  earth  arife, 
Attra&ed  by  the  fun-beams  through  the  fkies, 
Which  the  myfterious  feeds  of  thunder  bear, 
Of  winds,  and  all  the  meteors  of  the  air; 
Though  they  around  us  take  their  conftant  flight, 
Their  little  fize  cfcapes  the  fharpeft  fight. 
The  fragrant   vapours  breath'd   from   rich  per 
fumes, 

Frem  Indian  fpices,  and  Arabian  gums, 
Though  many  years  they  flow,  will  fcarce  abate 
The  odoriferous  body's  bulk  or  weight. 

Though  antimonial  cups,  prepar'd  with  art, 
Their  force  to  wine  through  ages  fhould  impart; 
This  difilpation,  this  profufe  expence, 
Nor  {brinks   their   fize,   nor   wattes  their  {lores 

immenfe. 

The  powder  which  deftruftive  guns  explode, 
And  by  its  force  their  hollow  wombs  unload, 
When  rarefy'd  of  fpace,  pofleffes  more, 
Five  hundred  times,  than  what  it  fill'd  before. 
The  feeds  of  fern,  which,  by  prolific  heat 
Cheer'd  and  unfolded,  form  a  plant  fo  great, 
Are  lefs  a  thoufand  times  than  what  the  eye 
Can  unafllfted  by  rhe  tube  defcry. 
By  glafles  aided,  we  in  liquor  fee 
Some  living  things  minute  to  that  degree, 
That  a  prodigious  number  muft  unite, 
To  make  the  fmalleft  object  of  the  fight. 

How  little  bodies  muft  the  light  compound, 
Which  by  your  mafters  is  corporeal  own'd ; 
Since  the  va  >  deluge  of  refulgent  rays,  "> 

Which  in  a  day  the  fun  a  thoufand  ways 
Through  his  wide  empire  laviflily  conveys,          J 
Were  they  colle&ed  in  one  folid  mafs, 
Might  not  in  weight  a  Gngle  drachm  furpafs! 

At  leaft  thofe  atoms  wondrous  fmall  muft  be, 
Small  to  an  unconceivable  degree; 
Since  though  thefe  radiant  fp-ils,  difpers'd  in  air, 
Do  ne'er  return,  and  ne'er  the  fun  repair, 
Yet  the  bright  orb,  whence  ftill  new  torrents  flow, 
Does  no  apparent  lofs,  no  diminution  know. 
Now,  curious  wits,  who  nature's  work  infyeft 
With  rapture,  with  aftoniflimcnt,  reflect 
On  the  fmall  fize  of  atoms,  which  unite 
To  make  the  {mailed  particle  of  light ! 
Then  how  minute  primaeval  atoms  are, 
From  this  account  JLucretians  may  infer  : 
Yet  they  on  thefe,  without  regard  to  right, 
Confer  the  honour  of  the  quickeft  flight. 

Within  the  void,  with  what  a  fwift  career 
Your  rapid  matter  moves  will  thus  appear. 
That  all  mix'd  bodies  are  in  fpeed  outdone 
By  your  firft  atoms,  you  with  eafe  will  own  ; 


?or  componrul  beings  can  no  motion  have, 
But  what  their  firft  conftituent  atoms  gave : 
Then  your  primaeval  fubftances  exceed 
The  fwift- wing'd  wind,  or  fwifter  light,  in  fpeed, 
flow  foon  the  fun-beams  at  the  morning's  birth 
Leap  down  from  heaven,  and  light  upon  the  earth  ! 
Prodigious  flight !   they  in  few  moments  pafs 
The  vaft  asthereal  interpofing  fpace. 
Should  you  enjoin  a  rock  fo  hard  a  taflc, 
It  would  more  years,  than  light  will  minutes,  aikv 
One  atom  then  (fo  you'll  be  forc'd  to  fay) 
Muft  roclls  and  hills  and  the  whole  globe  .out 
weigh  ; 

Since  if  exceeds  them  by  its  fwifter  flight, 
And  fwifter  motion  fprings  from  greater  weight. 
If  nature's  rule  your  atoms  do  enjoin  "\ 

Td  move  directly  downward  in  a  line;  C 

Say,  how  can  any  from  that  path  decline  ?          ^ 
Th'  inclining  motion  then,  which  you  fuppofe, 
Whence  the  firi)  concourfe  of  your  atoms  rofe, 
Muft  the  great  maxim  of  your  fchools  fubvert, 
Which  ftill  with  one  confederate  voice  affect, 
That  matter  by  neceffity  defcends 
In  lines  direct,  yet  part  obliquely  tends. 
And  thus  your  matter,  by  its  native  force, 
To  different  points  would  fteer  a  different  courfe  ; 
Determin'd  by  the  fame  impullive  weight, 
Move  in  a  line  oblique,  and  in  a  ftraight. 

To  heal  your  fyftem's  deep  and  ghaftly  wound, 
Which  this  objection  gives,  Lucretius  found 
A  method  ;  who  a  motion  did  invent 
Not  ftraight  entirely,  nor  entirely  bcnr, 
Which  forms  a  line  to  crooked  fomewhat  like, 
Slanting  almoft,  and,  as  it  were,  oblique. 
Who  does  not  now  this  wondrous  bard  adore  ? 
See  reafon's  conquering  light,  and  wit's  rtfiftleft 

power  ? 

If  atoms,  after  their  eternal  tlance, 
Into  this  beauteous  fabric  leap'd  by  chance  ; 
If  they  combin'd  by  cafual  concourfe  ;  fay, 
What,  in  a  free  and  unobftru<5led  way, 
Did  in  a  full  career  your  ato-iis  {lay  ? 
What  mounds,  what  force,  when  rufhing  from 

the  height 

Of  fpace  immenfe,  could  flop  them  in  their  flight? 
Why  in  their  road  did  they  not  forward  pafs  ? 
But  fay,  where  now  we  find  the  fettled  maff, 
Why  did  they  ceafe  from  moving  in  defpite 
Of  their  own  nature,  and  impelling  weight  ? 
Had  the  wife  troops  fagacity  to  know, 
That,  there  arriv'd,  they  fhould  no  further  go  ? 
That,  in  this  point  of  all  the  fpacious  void, 
To  form  a  world  they  were  to  be  employ'd  ? 
Did  they,  in  profpeil  of  fo  great  a  good, 
In  this  one  place  of  all  the  liquid  road, 
All  their  encumbering  gravity  unload  ?' 
Fatigued,  and  fpent  with  labour  infinite. 
Did  they  grow  torpid,  and  unapt  for  flight  ? 
Or,  in  th'  embrace  and  downy  lap  of  air 
ixull'd  and  enchanted,  did  they  fettle  there ! 

Grant  in  this  fingle  place  by  chance  they  met, 
That  there  by  chance  they  did  their  weight  for 

get; 

It  happen'd  there  they  form'd  a  mighty  mafs, 
Where  yet  no  erder,  no  diftin&ion,  was : 
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Let  this  be  f« ;  we  afk  you  to  explain  T 

The  wondrous  power  that  did  the  parts  fufbin,  C 
Por  ftill  their  nature  and  their  weight  remain,   j 
"What  from  defcent  fhould  ponderous  matter  ftay, 
When  no  more  ponderous  matter  flops  its  way  ? 
Can  airy  columns  prop  the  mighty  ball, 
Its  preflure  balance,  and  prevent  its  fall  ? 
And  after  this  remains  a  mighty  talk, 
Which  more  than  human  fkill  and  power  will  aflc, 
*The  ftrong  myfterious  cements  to  unfold, 
Which  atoms  ftrictly  complicated  hold. 

But  let  us  leave  the  heap  in  air's  embrace,      "J 
To  reft  unmov'd  within  the  empty  fpace,  I 

Which  knows  no  height,  or  depth,  or  middle  f 

place  :  J 

Tell,  how  you  build  the  chambers  of  the  flcy, 
Eitend  the  fpheres,  and  hang  the  orbs  on  high  ? 
You  fay,  when  matter  firft  began  to  fall, 
And  fettle  into  this  terreftrial  ball, 
Prefs'd  from  the  earth  thin  exhalations  rofe, 
Vapours  and  fleams,  materials  to  compofe 
The  fpacious  regions  of  the  liquid  air, 
The  heavens,  and  all  the  luminaries  there  : 
Thefe  vapours  foon  (miraculous  event !) 
Shuffled  by  chance,  and  mix'd  by  accident, 
Into  fuch  ranks  and  beauteous  order  fell, 
As  no  effect  of  wifdom  can  excel. 
Hence  did  the  planets,  hung  in  sether,  ftray  '. 
Hence  rofe  the  ftars,  and  hence  the  milky  way ! 
Hence  did  the  fun  along  the  ikies  advance ! 
The  fource  of  day  but  fprung  from  night  and 

chance  ! 

But  who  can  fhow  the  legends,  that  record 
More  idle  tales,  or  fable  fo  abfurd  ? 
Does  not  your  fcheme  affront  ev'n  vulgar  fenfe ; 
That  fpheres  of  fuch  a  vaft  circumference, 
That  all  the  orbs,  which  in  the  regions  roll, 
Stretching  from  eaft  to  weft,  from  pole  to  pole, 
Should  their  conftructure,  and  their  beauty,  owe 
To  vapours  prefs'd  from  this  poor  ball  below  ! 
From  this  fmall  heap  could  exhalations  rife 
Enough,  and  fit,  to  fpread  and  vault  the  Ikies  ? 
Lucretius  thus  the  manner  has  difplay'd 
How  meteors,  not  how  heavenly  globes,  are  made. 
But  grant  the  fleams,  which  by  expreflion  rofe, 
Did  all  the  fpheres  and  every  orb  compofe  ; 
Since  their  ingenite  gravity  remains, 
What  girder  binds,  what  prop  the  frame  fuftains  ? 
The  fun's  bright  beams,  which  you  of  matter 

make, 
From  heaven   their  downward  flight  perpetual 

take: 

Why  does  not  then  his  body,  which  outweighs 
By  infinite  degrees  his  golden  rays, 
By  its  own  force  precipitated  fall, 
And  hide  in  ruins  this  terreftrial  ball  ? 
Can  air,  unable  to  fuftain  the  light, 
Support  the  fun  of  fuch  fuperior  weight; 
And  all  the  ponderous  heavenly  orbs  fufpend 
Againft  their  nature,  which  does  downward  tend  ? 
Tell,  wife  Lucretius,  tell  the  fecrct  art, 
Which  keeps  the  heavens  and  earth  fo  long  apart. 
Thus  too  the  air,  pref»'d  from  this  mafs,  you 

fay, 
Between  tie  earth  and  ikies  expanded  l«y  ; 


Not  with  intention  that  the  folar  Jight 
Through  the  thin  gulf  might  take  an  eafy  fligi.i- 
Or  that  with  nitrous  food  it  fhould  infpire 
The  breathing  lungs,  and  feed  the  vital  fire ; 
But  mere  contingence  did  the  gulf  extend, 
Regardlefs  of  convenience,  ufe,  Or  end. 
Now,  vaunting  poet '.  fhould  it  be  confefs'd, 
That  from  the  earth  the  air  is  thus  exprefs'd; 
Since  things  by  heavier  things  are  upward  thrown^ 
Which*  tend  with  ftronger  gravitation  down  ; 
Why  are  the  fnn,  and  the  fair  orbs  of  light,        > 
All  which  fo  far  exceed  the  air  in  weight, 
Hung  from  the  centre  at  a  greater  height  ?         j 
Why  do  not  thefe  their  nature's  law  obey,          *jj 
Ruih  fram  above,  and  near  the  centre  ftay, 
And  make  all  lighter  bodies  give  them  way  ?     ji 
Tell  us,  Lucretius',  why  they  ne'er  purfue 
This  natural  bent,  and  this  undoubted  due  ? 
Since  to  the  earth  you  give  the  middle  place, 
To  which  all  heavy  things  direct  their  race ; 
If  nothing  does  obftruct,  by  certain  fate 
Things  would  in  order  of  their  different  weight 
Lie  round  the  earth,  and  make  one  mighty  heap  f 
They  would  their  place,  as  different  ftrata,  keep. 
Nor  would  the  air,  or  interceding  flcy, 
Between  the  aidant  orbs  and  worlds  divided  lie  ; 
./Ether  and  air  would  claim  the  higheft  place,    J 
The  ftars  and  planets  would  the  earth  embrace,  V 
As  now  the  ocean  floats  up»n  its  face.  j 

In  vaih  you  labour  by  mechanic  rules, 
In  vain  exhauft  the  reafon  of  your  fchoolg, 
Thefe  queftiOns  to  refolve,  and  to  explain 
How  feparate  worlds  were  made,  and  feparate1' 

ftill  remain. 

Since  to  your  uncompouriderf  atoms  you 
Figures  in  number  infinite  allow, 
From  which,  by  various  combination,  fprings 
This  unconfin'd  diverfity  of  things; 
Are  not,  in  this,  defign  and  counfel  clear  ? 
Does  not  the  wife  Artificer  appear, 
Who  the  corporeal  particles  endued' 
With  different  fhape,  and  different  siagr.irude, 
That  from  their  mixtures  all  things  might  havd 

birth, 

In  the  wide  fea,  and  air,  and  heaven,  and  earth  ? 
To  all  thefe  figures  of  diftinguifh'd  kind, 
And  different  fizes,  are  not  ends  aflign'd  ? 
Then  own  their  catif*  did  act  with  wife  intent, 
Which  did  thole  fizes  fquare,  and  every  (hape  in* 

vent. 

When  atoms  firft  the  world  began  to  frame, 
Is  it  not  ftrange  that  every  number  came 
Of  fuch  a  figure,  and  of  fuch  a-fize, 
As  ferv'd  to  found  the  earth,  and  fpread  the  fkies  J 
Had  they  not  met  in  fuch  proportion,  were 
Their  form  and  number  not  as  now  they  are, 
In  a  rude  mafs  they  had  confus'dly  join'd, 
Not  in  a  finifh'd  world,  like  this,  combin'd. 
Did  thefe  affembled  fubftances  reflect, 
That  here  a  beauteous  frame  they  mull  erect  ? 
Did  they  a  general  council  wifely  call, 
To  lay  the  platform  of  each  mighty  ball ; 
To  fettle  prudent  rules,  and  orders  make, 
In   re? ring  worlds,   what  methods  they   fhouij 

take  > 
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To  every  afont  was  his  taflc  enjoin'd  ? 

His  poft,  and  fellow-labourers,  afiign'd  ? 

Did  they  confent  what  parts  they  fhould  compofe 

That  thefe  fliould  aether  make,  or  water  thofe  ? 

That  fome  fliould  be  the  moon,  and  fome  the 

earth  ? 

Thofe  give  the  fun,  and  thefe  the  planet  birth  ? 
If  all  thefe  noble  worlds  were  undefign'd, 
And  carry'd  on  without  a  confcious  mind ; 
Oh,  happy  accident !  aufpicious  chance  ! 
That  in  fuch  order  made  the  work  advance  ! 
At  length  to  fuch  admir'd  perfection  brought 
The  finifh'd  ftru&ure,  as  it  had  been'  wrought 
With  art  tranfcendent  and  confummate  thought ! 

Since  'tis  an  outrage  done  to  common  fenfe 
To  fix  a  central  point  in  fpace  immenfe  ; 
Why  is  a  middle  to  the  earth  aflign'd, 
To  which  your  ponderous  bodies  are  inclin'd  ? 

Befidcs,  reflect  how  this  terreftrial  mafs 
Does  the  whole  fea  a  fhoufand  times  furpafs ; 
Which  in  a  line,  if  drawn  directly  down, 
More  than  a  mile  in  depth  is  rarely  known. 
Now  if  by  chance  more  watery  atoms  came 
Than  earthy,  to  compofe  this  wondrous  frame ; 
Or  had  they  both  in  equal  number  met, 
Which   might  as  well  have  been,   had   chance 

thought  fit ; 

Or  if  the  watery  (we  no  farther  prefs) 
Were  but  an  hundred  times  ia  number  lefs ; 
This  globe  had  lain,  if  not  a  general  flood, 
At  leaft  a  fen,  a  mafs  of  ooze  and  mud, 
With  no  rich  fruit,  or  verdant  beauty,  bleft, 
Wild  and  unpeopled,  or  by  man,  or  beaft. 

Who  will  our  orb's  unequal  face  explain, 
Which  Epicurus  made  all  Imootk  and  plain  ? 
How  did  thy  rocks,  O  earth  !  thy  hills,  arife  ? 
How  did  thy  giant  fons  invade  the  flcies  ? 
Lucretius,  that  it  happen'd  thus,  replies. 

Now  give  us  leave,  great  poet,  to  demand, 
How  the  capacious  hollow  in  the  land 
Was  firft  produc'd,  with  cafe  to  entertain 
All  the  afiemblcd  waters  of  the  main  ? 
When  earth  was  made,  this  hollow  for  the  fe* 
Was  form'd ;  but  how  it  happen'd  fo  to  be  ? 
It  on  a  time  fell  out,  that  every  wave 
Forfook  the  earth,  and  fill'd  the  mighty  cave, 
Which  happen'd  opportunely  to  be  there, 
Where  now  their  heads  the  rolling  billows  rear. 
It  then  fell  out,  that  ftones  did  rocks  compofe, 
That  vales  fubfided,  and  that  hills  arofe. 
Thus  the  formation  of  the  world  you  know; 
So  all  events  fell  out,  and  all  things  happen'd  fo. 

Can  tales  more  fenfelefs,  ludicrous,  and  vain, 
By  winter-fires  old  nurfes  entertain  ? 
Does  this  unfold  how  all  things  firft  were  made 
Without  divine  and  fupernatural  aid  ? 
His  penetration  has  Lucretius  fhown,  ") 

By  faying  things  proceed  from  chance  alone, 
As  their  efficient  caufe,  that  is,  from  none  ?        j 
But  let  your  troops,  which   rang'd  the  plains  of 

night, 
And   through   the   vacant  wing'd  their  carelefs 

flight, 

The  high  command  of  ruling  chance  obey 
J  J    ~  ]  unconfcious  of  the  way, 


Let  them  advance  to  one  determin'ct  place, 
Prefcrib'd  by  chance,  in  all  th'  unmeafur'd  fpace; 
Their  proper  ftations  undirected  find, 
To  form  a  world  that  never  was  deiign'd  ^ 
Let  all  the  rolling  globes,  and  fpacious  flcies, 
From  happy  hits  of  heedlefs  atoms  rife ; 
Be  thus  the  earth's  unmov'd  foundations  laid, 
Thus  the  thin  regions  of  the  air  difplay'd ; 
Chance  fliall  the  planets  in  their  place  fufpend, 
Between  thefe  worlds  th'  aethereal  plains  extend; 
Dire&  the  fun  to  that  convenient  feat, 
Whence  he  difplays  his  luftre  and  his  heat. 
This  labour,  afl  this  progrefs,  is  ia  Vatrt, 
Unlefs  the  orbs  their  various  motions  gain  : 
For  let  the  fun  in  buoyant  .ether  float, 
Nor  nearer  to  the  earth,  nor  more  remote  ; 
Yet  did  his  orb  unmov'd  its  beams  diffufe, 
He'd  fure  deftruction  to  the  earth  produce ; 
One  half  for  heat,  and  ont  for  cold,  would  pray  j 
This  would  abhor  the  night,  and  that  the  day.; 
Did  he  not  yearly  through  the  zodiac  paf», 
Were  he  not  conftant  to  his  daily  race, 
He  would  not,  by  alternate  fliade  and  light, 
Produce  the  needful  change  of  day  and  night : 
Nor  would  the  various  feafons  of  the  year, 
By  turns  revolving,  rife  and  difappear. 
Now  can  judicious  atomifts  conceive, 
Chance  to  the  fun  could  this  juft  impulfe  give, 
By  which  the  fource  of  day  fo  fwiftly  flies, 
His  ftages  keeps,  and  traverfcs  the  flcies !     [flow  ? 
We  aflc  you,   whence   thefe  eonftant  motions 
IK  learned  heads  reply,  they  happen'd  fo  ? 
You  fay,  the  fblar  orb,  firft  mov'd  by  chance, 
Does  north  and  fouth.  and  eaft  and  weft,  advance! 
We  aflc,  why  firft  in  thefe  determin'd  ways 
3e  chofe  to  move  ?  Why  thence  he  never  ftrays  2 
Why  did  he  ne'er,  fince  time  began,  decline 
rlis  round  diurnal,  or  his  annual  line  ? 
So  fteadily  does  fickle  fortune  fteer 
Th'  obedient  orb,  that  it  fhould  never  err; 
Should  never  ftart  afide,  and  never  ftray ; 
Never  in  pathlefs  ,-cther  mifs  his  way  ? 
Why  does  he  ne'er  beyond  the  tropics  go  ? 
Why  ftill  revolve  ?  why  travel  to  and  fro  ? 
Will  k  a  wife  philofopher  content, 
To  fay  thefe  motions  came  by  accident, 
That  all  is  undefign'd,  fortuitous  event  ? 
But  if  the  fluggifh  fun  you'll  not  difturb, 
But  motion  give  to  this  terreftrirl  orb ; 
Still  of  the  earth  we  the  fame  queftion  aflc, 
Which  to  explain,  you  have  as  hard  a  tafk. 

Can  chance  this  frame,  thefe  artful  fcenesereC% 
Which  knows  not  works  lefs  artful  to  effect  ? 
Did  it  mechanic  engines  e'er  produce, 
A  globe,  or  tube  of  aftronomic  ufe  ? 
Why  do  not  veflels,  built  and  ri^g'd  by  chance, 
Drawn  in  long  order,  on  the  billows  dance  ? 
Might  not  the  Sovereign  Caufe  with  greater  eaf$ 
A  navy  build,  than  make  the  winds  andfeas  i 
Let  atoms  once  the  form  of  letters  take 
By  chance,  and  let  thofe  huddled  letters  make 
A  finifh'd  poem  by  a  lucky  hit, 
Such  as  the  Grecian,  or  the  Mantuan,  writ; 
Then  we'll  embrace  the  doctrines  you  advance  - 
And  yield  the  world's  fair  poem  mads  by  chance* 
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BOOK    V. 


Tie  Argument. 

The  introdu&ion.  A  defcription  of  the  calamitous  ftate  of  mankind,  by  reafon  of  innumerable  woe« 
and  fufferings  to  which  they  are  obnoxious.  Difeafes  of  the  body.  Trouble  and  grief  of  mind. 
Violence  and  oppreffion.  The  viciffitnde  of  human  affairs,  and  the  certain  profpe&  of  death. 
Whence  it  appears  that  it  fuits  the  ftate  of  mankind,  and  therefore  is  defirable,  there  fhould  be  a 
God.  Arguments  againft  the  Fatalifts,  who  affert  the  eternity  of  the  world  There  muft  be  grant 
ed  fome  felf-exiftent  and  independent  being.  The  corporeal  world  cannot  be  that  being  :  proved 
from  its  mutability,  and  the  variety  of  forms  rifmg  and  difappearing  in  the  feveral  parts  of  nature  ; 
from  the  poffibility  of  conceiving,  without  any  confequtnt  contradiction,  lefs  or  more  parts  in  the 
world,  than  are  actually  exiftent ;  from  the  poffibility  of  plants  and  animals  having  had  different 
lhapes,  and  limbs,  from  what  they  now  have.  The  pretended  fatal  chain  of  things  not  feif-exiftent 
and  independent)  becaufe  all  its  links  or  parts  are  dependent,  and  obnoxious  to  corruption.  Fate, 
a  word  without  fenfe  or  meaning.  Two  mare  arguments  againft  the  eternity  of  the  world,  from 
the  contemplation  of  the  light  of  the  fun,  and  of  motion.  Ariftotlc's  fchemc  confidered  and  con 
futed. 


AH,  haplefs  mortal  man  !  ah,  rigid  fate! 
What  cares  attend  our  fhort,  uncertain  ftate ! 
How  wide  a  front,  how  deep  and  black  a  rear, 
What  fad  varieties  of  grief  and  fear, 
Drawn  in  array,  exert  their  fatal  rage,  ") 

And  gall  obnoxious  life  through  every  Cage,       > 
From  infancy  to  youth,  from  youth  to  age  !        J> 

Who  can  compile  a  roll  of  all  our  woes  ? 
Our  friends  are  faithlefs,  and  fincere  our  foes ; 
The  poifon'd  arrows  of  an  envious  tongue 
Improve  our  errors,  and  our  virtues  wrong ; 
Th'  oppreffbr  now  with  arbitrary  might 
Tramples  on  law,  and  robs  us  of  our  right ; 
Dangers  unfeen  on  every  fide  invade, 
And  fnares  o'er  all  th'  unfaithful  ground  are  laid. 

Oft  wounds  from  foreign  violence  we  feel, 
Now  from  the  ruffian's,  now  the  warrior's,  fteel ; 
By  bruifes  or  by  labour  we  are  pain'd ; 
A  bone  disjointed,  or  a  finew  ftrain'd  ; 
Now  feftering  fores  afflict  our  tortur'd  limbs ; 
Now  to  the  yieldirg  heart  the  gangrene  climbs. 

Acute  diftempers  fierce  our  veins  affail, 
Rufh  on  with  fury,  and  by  ftorm  prevail ; 
Others  with  thrift  difpenie  their  ftores  of  grief, 
And  by  the  fap  prolong  the  fiege  of  life  ; 
While  to  the  grave  we  for  deliverance  cry, 
And,  promis'd  ftill,  are  ftill  denied  to  die. 

See  colic,  gout,  and  ftone,  a  cruel  train, 
Oppos'd  by  ail  the  healing  race  in  vain  ; 
'I  heir  various  racks  and  lingering  plagues  tm-"^ 

Plo)r.  C 

Relieve  each  other,  and  by  turns  annoy,  f 

And,  tyrant  like,  torment,  but  not  deftroy.          J 
We  noxious  infects  in  our  bowels  feed, 
Engender  deaths,  and  dark  deftruction  breed. 
The  fpleen  with  fulicn  vapours  clouds  the  brairf, 
And  binds  the  fpiritv  in  its  heavy  chair. : 


Howe'er  the  caufe  fantaftic  may  appear, 
Th'  effect  is  real,  aud  the  pain  flncere. 
Hydropic  wretches  by  degrees  decay, 
Growing  the-more,  the  more  they  wafte  away; 
By  their  own  ruins  they  augmented  lie, 
With  thirft  and  heat  amidft  a  deluge  fry : 
And  while  in  floods  of  water  thefe  expire, 
More  fcorching  perifh  by  the  fever's  fire  ; 
Stretch'd  on  our  downy,  yet  uneafy  beds, 
We  change  our  pillows,  and  we  raife  our  heads; 
From  lide  to  fide  in  vain  for  reft  we  turn, 
With  cold  we  Oliver,  or  with  heat  we  burn; 
Of  night  impatient,  we  demand  the  day  : 
The  day  arrives,  and  for  the  night  we  pray ; 
The  night  and  day  iucceffive  come  and  go, 
Our  laftiug  pains  no  interruption  know. 

Since  man  is  born  to  fo  much  woe  and  care, 
Muft  ftill  new  terrors  dread,  new  forrows  bear  ; 
Does  it  not  fuit  the  ftate  of  human  kind, 
There  fhould  prefide  a  good  Almighty  Mind  ; 
A  Caufe  Supreme,  that  might  all  nature  fteer, 
Avert  our  danger,  and  prevent  our  fear ; 
Who,    when    imjilor'd,     might    timely    fuccou 

give, 

Solace  our  anguifh,  and  our  wants  relieve  ; 
Father  of  comfort,  might  our  fouls  fuftain, 
When  preft  with  grief,  and  mitigate  our  pain  ? 

'Tis  certain  fomething  from  all  ages  paft 
Without  beginning  was,  and  Itill  will  laft ; 
For  if  of  time  one  period  e'er  had  been 
When  nothing  was,  then  nothing  could  begin. 
That  things  fhould  to  themfelves  a  being  give, 
Reluctant  reafon  never  can  conceive. 
If  you  affirm,  effects  themfelves  produce, 
You  fhock  the  mind,  and  contradiction  choofe  : 
For  they,  'tis  clear,  muft  act  and  move,  before 
They  were  in  being,  or  had  m/.'tivc  power ; 
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As  active  csmfes  mud  of  right  at  once 
Exittcnce  claim,  and  as  effects  renounce. 
Then  fomething  is,  which  no  beginning  had, 
A  caufelefs  caufe,  or  nothing  could  be  made, 
Which  mud  by  pure  neceflity  exift, 
And  whofe  duration  nothing  can  refift. 

Let  us  inquire,  and  fearch  by  due  degrees, 
What,  who,  this  felf-exiftent  being  is. 

Should  this  material  world's  capacious  frame 
Uncaus'd  and  independent  being  claim  ; 
It  would,  thus  furm'd  and  fafhion'd  as  we  fee, 
Derive  exigence  from  neceflity, 
And  then  to  ages  unconfin'd  mint  lad, 
Without  the  kaft  diverfityor  wafte. 
Neceflity,  view'd  with  attentive  thought, 
Does  plain  impoflibility  denote,. 
That  things  ihould  not  exift,  which  actual  are, 
Or  in  another  fhape  or  different  modes  appear. 

But  fee  in  all  corporeal  nature's  fcene, 
What  changes,  what  diverfities,  have  been  ! 
Matter  not  long  the  fame  appearance  makes, 
But  fliifts  her  old,  and  a  new  figure  takes : 
If  now  flic  lies  in  winter's  rigid  arms, 
Diihonour'd  and  defpoil'd  of  all  her  charms, 
Soft  verua!  airs  will  loofe  th'  unkind  embrace, 
And  genial  dews  renew  her  wither'd<  face ; 
Like  fabled  nymphs  transform'd,  fhe's  now  a  tree, 
Now  weeps  into  a  flood,  and  dreaming  leeks  the 
She's  now  a  gaudy  fly,  before  a  worm,  [fea. 

Below  a  vapour,  and  above  a  ftorm ; 
This  ooze  was  late  a  monfter  of  the.  main,  ~) 

That  turf  a  lowing  grazer  of  the  plain, 
A  lion  this  did  o'er  the  foreft  reign.  3 

Regard  that  fair,  that  branching  laurel  plant, 
Behold  that  lovely  blufhing  amarant; 
One  might  have  William's  broken  frame  aflum'd, 
And  one  from  bright  Maria's  duft  have  bloom'd. 
Thefe  ihifting  fcenes,  thefe  quick  rotations,  fliow'} 
Things  from  neceflity  could  never  flow,  f 

But  niu.1  to  mind  aud  choice  precarious  being  C 
owe.  3 

.    Let  us  fuppofe,  that  Nature  ever  was 
Without  beginning,  and  without  a  cauic  ; 
As  her  firft  order,  difpofition,  frame, 
Muft  then  fubfift  unchangeably  the  fame;   , 
So  muft  our  mind  pronounce,  it  would  not  be 
Within  the  reach  of  pofiibiiity, 
That  e'er  the  world  a  being  could  have  had 
Different  from  what  it  is,  or  could  b«  made 
Of  more  or  lefs,  or  other  parts  than  thole 
Which  the  corporeal  univerfe  compofe. 
Now,  Fatalift,  we  afk,if  thde  fubvere 
Reafon's  eftublifh'd  maxims,  who  affert 
That  we  the  world's  exiftence  may  conceive, 
Though  we  one  atom  out  of  Nature  leave ; 
Though  fome  one  wandering  orb, or  twinkling  (tar, 
Were  abfent  from  the  heavens,  which  now  is  there; 
Though  fome  one  kind  of  plant,  or  fly,  or  worm, 
No  being  had,  or  had  another's  form  ? 

And  might  not  other  animals  arife, 
Of  different  figure,  and  of  different  fize  ? 
In  the  wide  womb  of  poflibility 
Lie  many  things,  which  ne'er  may  actual  be; 
And  more  productions  of  a  various  kind 
Will  caufe  no  contradiction  in  ;he  ciinl 
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'Tis  poflible  the  things  in  Nature  found. 

Might  different  forms  and  different   parts  have 

own'd  : 

The  boar  might  wear  a  trunk,  the  wolf  a  horn, 
The  peacock's  train  the  bittern  might  adorn  ; 
Strong   tufks  might   in  the  horle'.  mouth  have 

grown, 
And  lions  might  have  fpnts,  and  leopards  none. 

But,  if  the  world  knows  no  fuperior  caufe, 
Obeys  no  fovereign's  arbitrary  laws  ; 
If  abfolute  necefiity  maintains 
Of  caufes  and  effects  the  fatal  chains; 
What  could  one  nvition  ft'ip,  change  one  event  ? 
It  would  tranfcend  the  wide,  the  vaft  extent, 
The  utmoft  ftretch  of  poflibility, 
That  things,  from  what  they  are,  fhould  difagree. 

If,  to  elude  this  reafoning,  you  reply, 
Things  what  they  are,  are  by  neceflity ; 
Which  never  clfe  fo  aptly  could  cor.fpire 
To  ferve  the  whole,  and  Nature's  ends  acquire  ; 
To  form  the  beauty,  order,  harmony, 
Which  we  through  all  the  works  of  Nature  fee  J 
Ready  we  this  affcrtion  will  allow, 
For  what  can  more  exalted  wifdom  (how  ? 
With  zeal  we  this  necefiity  defend,  ~) 

Of  means  directed  to  their  ufeful  end  :  >• 

But  'tis  not  that  which  fatalifts  intend,  _) 

Nor  that  which  we  oppofe  in  this  debate, 
An  uncontrol'd  neceflity  of  fate, 
Which  all  things  blindly  does  and  muft  produce,") 
Unconfciou*  of  their  goodnefs  and  their  ufe,        f 
Which  cinrtot  ends  defign,  nor  means  conve-T 
nient  choofe.  j 

If  you  perfift,  and  fondly  will  maintain 
Of  caufes  and  effects  an  endlefs  train ; 
That  this  fucceflive  ferics  (till  has  beenj 
Will  never  ceafe,  and  never  did'begin  ; 
That  things  did  always,  as  they  do,  proceed, 
And  no  firft  caufe,  HO  wife  director,  need  : 
Say,  if  no  links  of  all  your  fatal  chain 
Free  from  corruption,  and  unchang'd  remain  j 
If  of  the  whole  each  part  in  time  arofe. 
And  to  a  caufe  its  borrow'd  being  owes; 
How  then  the  whole  can  independent  be  ? 
How  have  a  being  from  necefiity  ? 
Is  not  the  whole,  ye  learned  heads,  the  fime 
With  all  the  parts,  And  different  but  in  name  ? 
Could  e'er  that  whole  the  leaft  perfection  ftibvr, 
Which  from  the  parts,  that  form  it,  did  not  flow, 
Then,  tell  us,  can  it  from  its  parts  derive, 
What  in  thcmfclves  thofe  parts  had  not  to  give  ? 

Farther  to  clear  the  fubject  in  debate, 
Inform  us,  what  you  underftand  by  fate. 
Have  you  a  juil  idea  in  the  mind 
Of  this  great  caufe  of  things  by  you  aflign'd  J 
If  you  the  order  and  dependence  mean, 
By  which  effects  upon  their  caufes  lean, 
The  long  fucceflion  of  th'  efficient  train, 
And  firm  coherence  of  th'  extended  chain  ; 
Then  fate  is  nothing  but  a  mode  of  things, 
Which  from  continued  revolution  fprings; 
A  pure  relation  and  a  mere  refpect 
Between  the  cauf«  effe<ftr»e  and  .th'  effect. 
If  caufes  and  effects  themfelves  are  that 
Which  jour  tlcar-fighted  fchools  inteud  by  fatfrj 
Rr 
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Then  fate  by  no  idea  ran  be  known, 

1  fis  one  thing  only,  as  a  heap  is  one  : 

"fou  no  didinguifh'd  being  by  it  mean, 

Eut  all  th'  effects  and  caufes  that  have  been. 

It"  you  afl'trt,  that  each  fuflicient  caufc 

Muft  act  by  fix'd  inevitable  Jaws  ; 

J?  you  affirm  this  necefi'ary  date, 

And  tell  us  this  neceffity  is  fate ; 

When  will  you  blefs  the  world  with  light  to  fee 

The  fpring  and  fource  of  this  neceflity  ? 

!Say,  what  did  fo  difpofe,  fo  things  ordain, 

To  form  the  links  of  all  the  cafual  chain, 

That  nature  by  inevitable  force 

Should  run  one  ring,  and  keep  one  fteady  courfc  ? 

That  things  mud  needs  in  one  let  order  flow, 

And  all  events  muft  happen  as  they  do  ? 

Can  you  no  proof  of  your  afleition  find  ? 

Produce  no  reafon  to  convince  the  mind, 

That  nature  this  determin'cl  way  muft  go  ? 

Are  all  things  thus,  becaufe  they  muft  be  fo  ? 

We  grant  with  eafe,  there  is  neceflity, 

The  fource  of  things  fliould  felf-exiftent  be. 

But  then  he's  not  a  ncceffary  caufe ; 

He  freely  ads  by  arbitrary  laws  : 

He  gave  to  beings  motive  energy, 

And  active  things  to  paflive  did  apply ; 

In  fuch  wife  order  all  things  did  difpofe, 

That  of  events  neceflity  arofc  : 

Without  his  aid,  fay,  how  will  you  maintain 

Your  fatal  link  of  caufes  ?  Hence  'tis  plain, 

While;  the  worJ  fate  you  thus  affect  to  ufe, 

You  coin  a  fenfelefs  term,  th'  unwary  to  amufe. 

You,  who  a  fieri  the  world  did  ne'er  commence, 
Prepare  againft  this  reafonir.g  your  defuice. 
If  folar  beams,  which  through  th'  expanfion  dart, 
Corporeal  are,  as  learned  fchools  affert ; 
Since  dill  they  flow,  and  no  fupply  repays 
The  lavifh  fun  his  diffipated  rays; 
Grant,  that  his  radiant  orb  did  ne'er  begin, 
And  that  his  motions  have  eternal  been  ; 
Then,  by  eternal,  infinite  cxpence, 
Uy  unrecruited  wafte,  and  fpoils  immetife, 
By  certain  fate  to  flow  deflruction  doom'd, 
His  glorious  flock  long  fmce  had  been  coiil'am'd; 
Of  light  unthrifty,  and  profufe  of  day, 
The  ruin'd  globe  had  fpent  his  lateft  ray, 
Difpers'd  in  beams  eternally  difplay'd. 
Had  loft  in  wthcr  roam'd.and  loofe  in  atoms  ftray'd. 

Grant,  that  a  grain  of  matter  would  outweigh  } 
The  light  the  fun  difptnft*  in  a  day 
Through  all  the  ftagts  of  his  heavenly  way  ;       J 
That  in  a  year  the  golden  torrents,  fent 
]''rom  the  bright  luurce,  its  loffcsftarce  augment : 
Yet  without  end  if  you  the  wade  repeat, 
Th*  eternal  lofs  grows  infinitely  great. 
Then,  flionld  the  fun  of  finite  hulk  fuitain 
\n  every  a»e  the  lofs  but  of  a  grain  ; 
If  we  fupjoole  ihc!:1  ?.<;(.!« infinite, 

'htre  remain  o:ie  purticlc.  of  light  ? 

Reflect,  that  mi.:'. 

As  more  or  kfs  obli.rmS.cd  in  its  coi.ik ; 
'i  hat  all  the  heavenly  orbs,  while  turning  round, 
'i  lave  loiv.e  rciiiiance  from  the  medium  found  : 
;•(.'  that  rtfidaacr.  ne'er  fo  f:tint  ami  weak, 
ttur.al,  'n\  .1  ul,  n,c;; 


If  in  each  age. you  grant  the  leaft  decreafe, 
By  infinite  fucceffion  it  mud  crafe. 
Hence,  if  the  orbs  have  ftill  refifted  been 
By  air,  or  light,  or  asther,  ne'er  fo  rhin  -, 
Long  fince  their  motion  muft  have  been  fuppreft,") 
The  flats  had  Aood,  the  fun  had  lain  at  re'.t ;       f 
So  vain,  fo   wild  a  fcheme,  you   fatahfts  have  l" 
drefa'd.  J 

Let  us  the  wife  pofitions  now  furvey 
Of  Ariftotle's  fchool,  who's  pleas' d  to  fay 
Nothing  can  move  itfelf,  no  inward  power 
To  any  being  motion  can  procure. 
Whate'er  is  tnov'd,  its  motion  muft  derive 
From  fomething  elfe,  which  muft  an  impuifegive  : 
And  yet  no  being  motion  could  begin ; 
Elfe  motion  might  not  have  eternal  been. 
That  matter  never  did  begin  to  move, 
But  in  th'  imnif.nfe  from  t-nrilcfs  ages  drove, 
The  Stagyrite  thus  undertakes  to  prove. 
He  fays,  of  motion  time  the  meafure  is; 
Then  that's  eternal  too,  as  well  as  this. 
Motion  through  ages  without  limit  flows, 
Since  time,  itsmeafnre,  no  beginning  knows, 
This  feeble  bafe  upholds  our  author's  hopes, 
And  all  his  mighty  fuperftructure  props. 
On  this  he  all  his  towering  fabric  rears, 
Sequel  on  fcqucl  heaps  to  reach  the  fphcres. 
But  if  this  definition  you  deny 
Of  time,  on  which  his  building  does  rely, 
You  bring  his  lofty  Babel  from  the  fky  : 
A  (houfand  fine  deductions  you  confound, 
Scatter  hi«  wa:le  philofophy  around, 
And  level  all  his  ftructure  with  the  ground. 

We  then  this  definition  thus  defeat : 
Time  i»  no  meafure,  which  can  motion  meet ; 
For  men  of  reafoning  faculties  will  fee, 
That  time  can  nothing  but  duration  be 
Of  beings ;  and  duration  can  fuggeft 
Nothing  or  of  their  motion,  or  their  reft; 
Only  yrolong'd  exiftence  it  implies, 
Whether  the  thing  is  mov'd,  or  quiet  lies. 
'1  his  lingle  blow  will  all  the  pile  fubvert, 
So  proudly  rais'd,  but  with  lo  little  art. 

But,  finee  the  Author  has  fuch  lame  acquir'dj 
And  as  a  God  of  fcience  been  admir'd, 
A  i.ri&er  view  we'll  of  his  fyflcm  take, 
And  of  the  parts  a  fliort  cxamen  make. 
Let  usobferve,  what  light  his  Iche'me  affords, 
His  undigcfted  heap  of  doubtful  words. 
Great  Stagyrite,  the  loft  inquirer  fhow 
The  fpring"  wFence  motion  did  for  ever  flow  ; 
,Since  nothing  of  itfelf  e'er  moves  or  drives, 
Tell  what  begins,  what  the  firft  impulle  gives. 

Hear  how  the  man,  who  all  in  fame  furmounts, 
Fur  motion's  fpring  and  principle  accounts. 
To  his  fupren-.e,  umnov'd,  uuaclive  God, 
He  the  firft  fphcre  appoints,  a  bleft  awJc; 
Who  fi:&  fupinely. on  hii  azure  throne, 
In  contemplation  of  himfelf  alone; 
Is  wholly  mhidkfs  of  the  world,  and  void 
Of  providential  care,  and  unemploy'd. 
To  all  the  fphereb  infciijr  are  afiign'd 
Gods  lubaltern,  and  of  inferior  kind  : 
On  theie  he  felf-exulence:  does  confer, 
Who,  as  the  <Jod  fuprcmc, 
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With  admiration  mov'd,  and  ardent  love, 
They  all  tlicir  fpheres  around  in  order  move  ; 
And  from  thefe  heavenly  revolutions  flow 
All  motions,  which  are  found  in  things  below. 

If  you  demand  by  what  impulfive  iorce 
The  under-gods  begin  their  circling  courie  : 
He  lays,  as  things  defirable  excite 
Defire,  and  objects  move  the  appetite ; 
So  his  firft  God,  by  kindling  ardent  love, 
Does  all  the  gods  in  feats  inferior  move  : 
Thus  mov'd,    they   move   around   their  mighty 

Ipheres, 

With  their  refulgent  equipage  of  flars  ; 
From  fphere  to  fphere  communicate  the  dance, 
Whence  all  in  heavenly  harmony  advance  ; 
And  from  this  motion  propagated  rife 
All  motions  in  the  earth,  arid  air,  and  fkies. 

And  thu»  by  learned  Ariftotle's  mind 
All  things  were  form'd,  yet  nothing  was  defign'd. 
He  owns  no  choice,  no  arbitrary  will, 
No  artift's  hand,  and  no  exerted  fkill ; 
All  motion  flows  from  neceflary  fate, 
Which  nothing  aoc*  refift,  or  can  abate  ; 
Things  fink  and  rife,  a  being  lofe  or  gain  ~) 

In  a  coherent,  undiffolviog  chain  ftain.  > 

Of  caufcs  and  effects,  which  Nature's  eourfe  fuf-  J 
Th'  unrnoveable  Supreme  the  reft  does  move, 
A'-  proper  objects  raife  defire  and  love  ; 
Thty,  mov'd  without  their  choice,  without  confent 
Move  all  their  fpheres  around  without  intent ; 
Whate'er  he  calls  his  moving  caufe,  to  choofc 
He  give*  that  caule  no  power,  or  to  refufe. 
And  thus  from  fate  all  artful  order  fprings, 
This  rear'd  the  world,  this  is  the  rife  of  things. 

Now  give  us  leave  to  aflc,  sjreat  Stagyrite, 
How  the  firft  God  t'.\'  inferior  does  excite  ? 
Of  his  own  fubftance  does  he  parts  convey, 
Whofe  mo  ive  f  jrce  the  under-gods  obey  ? 
If  fo,  he  may  be  chang'd  he  may  decay. 
But  if  by  Iteadfaft  gazing  they  are  mov'd,, 
And  admiration  of  the  object  lov'd  ; 
If  thofe  below  their  motive  force  acquire 
From  the  ftrong  impulfe  of  divine  dtfire  ; 
Tell  us,  what  good  your  God  Supreme  can  grant, 
"Which  th'ife  beneath,  to  make  them  happy,  want. 
If  admiration  of  the  God  Supreme, 
And  heavenly  raptures  fh<iujd  their  breads  inflame, 
Is  that  of  moti'  n  a  relifdtls  caufe, 
Of  motion  conftant  to  eternal  laws  ? 
Might  not  each  fecond  god  inactive  lie 
On  his  blue  fphere,  and  fix  his  r.ivifh'd  eye 
On  the  Supreme  Unmoveable,  and  ne'er 
Be  forc'd  to  roll  around  his  1'olid  Jpherc  ? 
bay,  how  could  wonder  drive  them  from  their*} 
pUce  ?  / 

How  in  a  circle  mate  them  run  the  ir  race  ?         ? 
How  keep  them  fteady  in  one  certain  pace  ?        J 

Me  this  a  fundamental  maxim  lays, 
That  Nature  wifely  acts  in  all  her  ways; 
That  Ihe  purfucs  the  things  which  moil  conduce 
To  •  rder,  beauty,  decency,  and  ufe. 
Who  can  to  real'on  this  affront  endure  ? 
Should  it  ckrifion  caufe,  or  anger  mote, 
To  hea^  a  .let  p  ^hilofopher  affert 
That  nature,  uot  endu'd  with  fkiJl  or  art, 


••       ? 
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Of  liberty  of  choice,  of  reafcn^void, 

Still  wifely  isSts,  wherever  (he's  employ'd  ? 

Can  actions  be  denominated  wife, 

Which  from  a  brute  neccllity  arife, 

Which  the  blind  agent  never  did  intend, 

The  means  unchofen,  and  unknown  the  en^  ? 

On  this  be  laid  the  ftrefs  of  this  debate; 
What  wifely  acts  can  never  act  by  fate. 
The  means  and  end  mult  firft  be  underftoodj 
The  means,  as  proper  ;  and  the  end,  as  good; 
The  act  muft  be  exerted  with  intent 
By  ufing  means  to  gain  the  wifh'd  event. 
But  can  a  fenfelefs  and  unconfcious  cauu-j 
By  foreign  impulfe  mov'd,  and  fatal  laws. 
This  thing  as  good,  and  that  as  fit,  refpect, 
Defign  the  end,  and  then  the  means  elect  ? 
Nature,  you  grant,  can  no  event  intend, 
Yet  that  fhe  acts  with  prudence  you  prett 
So  nature  wifely  acts,  yet  acts  without  ar 

Yet  while  this  prince  offcience  does  declare 
That  means  or  ends  were  never  nature's  care ; 
That  things  which  feem  with  perfect  art  contriv'dj 
By  the  refiftlefs  force  of  fate  arriv'd ; 
This  cautious  mafter,  to  fecure  his  fame, 
And  'fcape  the  atheift's  ignominious  name, 
Did  to  his  gods  of  all  degrees  allow 
Counfel,  defign,  and  power  to  choofe  and  know. 
Yet,  fmce  he's  pleas'cf  fo  plainly  to  affert, 
His  gods  no  act  of  reafoning  power  exert, 
No  mark  of  choice,  or  arbitrary  will, 
Employ'd  no  prudence,  and  exprefs'd  no  flcill, 
In  making  or  directing  Nature's  frame, 
Which  from  hi?  fate  inevitable  came; 
Thefe  gods  muft,  as  to  us,  be  brute  and  blind, 
And  as  unufeful,  as  if  void  of  mind  : 
Acting  without  intent,  or  care,  or  aim, 
Can  they  our  prayer  regard,  or  praifes  claim  ? 
Of  all  the  irreligious  in  debate, 
This  fhameful  error  is  the  common  fate  ; 
That  though  they  cannot  but  diftinctly  fee  • 
In  Nature's  works,  and  whole  ^economy, 
Defign  and  judgment  in  a  high  degree  ; 
This  judgment,  this  defign,  they  ne'er  allow 
Do  from  a  caufe  endued  with  reafon  flow. 
The  art  they  grant,  th'  artificer  reject, 
The  ftructure  own,  and  not  the  architect ; 
That  unwife  nature  all  things  wifely  makes 
And  prudent  meafures  without  prudence  takes. 

Grant  that  their  admiratioi;  and  their -lore 
Of  the  firft  God  may  all  th'  inferior  move; 
Grant,  too,  th<  ugh  no  necellity  appears,    [fpheres: 
1'hat,  with  their  rapture  mov'd,  they  move  theif 
Thefe  queftiojis  let  the  Stagyrite  relolve, 
Why  they  at  all,  why  in  this  way  revolve  ? 
Declare  by  what  neceffiry  control'd, 
In  ofte  determin'd  manner  they  are  roll'd  ? 
Why  is  their  fwift  rotation  well  and  eaft, 
Rather  than  north  and  fouth,  or  eaft  and  wefi 
Why  do  not  all  th'  inferior  fpheres  obey 
The  higheft  fphsre's  inevitable  fway  ? 
Tell  us,  if  all  cclcftial  motion*  riie 
From  revolutions  of  the  ftarry  fkies, 
Whenpe  of  the  orbs  the  various  motions  come  ?-~) 
Why  fume  the  general  road  purlue  ;  and  fomc     S 
In  :sthcr  ttr*y,  and  diicbedieut  roam  ':  3 

R  r  ;i 
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f  yours  the  fource  <">f  motion  if,  declare, 
Why  this  is  fix'd,  and  that  a  wandering  fUr  ? 
Ttll  by  what  fate,  by  what  rcfiltlefs  force, 
This  orb  has  one,  aud  that  another  courfc  ? 
How  does  the  learned  Greek  the  caufe  unfold 
With  equal  fwiitnefs  why  the  fun  is  roll'd 
Still  eaft  and  weft,  to  mark  the  night  and  day  ? 
To  form  the  year,  why  through  th   ecliptic  way  ? 
What  magic,  what  necefliry,  confines 
T  he  War  orb  txtwcen  the  tropic  lines  ? 
What  charms  in  thofe  enchanted  circles  dwell, 
That  with  controlling  power  the  fun  repel  ? 
The  Stagyrite  to  this  no  anl'wcr  makes; 
Of  the  vaft  globe  fo  little  thought  he  takes, 
That  he  to  folve  thefe  queft ions  never  drive?, 
No  caufe  or  of  its  place  or  motion  gives. 

But  farther  yet,  applauded  Greek,  fuppofe 
Celeflial  motions  from  your  fpring  arofc ; 
That  motion  down  to  all  the  worlds  below 
From  the  firft  fphere  may  propagated  flow  : 
Since  you  of  things  to  (how  th'  efficient  fource 
Have  always  to  neceflity  recourfe  ; 
From  what  neceflVy  do  fpheres  proceed 
With  fuch  a  meaiur'd,  fuch  a  certain  fpeed  ? 
We  fain  would  this  myiteiious  caufe  explore, 
Why  motion  was  not  either  lefs  or  more, 
But  in  this  juft  proportion  and  degree, 
As  fuits  with  nature's  jull  ceconomy. 
This  is  a  caufe,  a  right  one  too,  we  grant, 
But  'tis  the  final,  we  th'  efficient  want; 
With  greater  fwiftnels  if  the  fpheres  were  whirl'd, 
The  motion  given  to  this  inferior  world 
Too  violent  had  been  for  nature's  ufe, 
Of  too  great  force  inix'd  bodies  to  produce ; 
The  elements,  air,  water,  earth,  and  fire, 
Which   now   to   make   compounded   things  con- 

fpire, 

By  their  rode  fhocks  could  never  have  combin'd, 
Or  had  been  difengag'd  as  fooa  as  join'd  : 
But  then  had  motion  in  a  lefs  degree 
Been  given,  than  that  which  we  in  nature  fee  ; 
Of  greater  vigour  we  had  Hood  iu  need, 
To  mix  aud  blend  the  elemental  feed, 
To  temper,  work,  incorporate,  and  bind 
Thofe  principles,  that  thence  of  every  kind 
The  various  compound  beings  might  arile, 
Which  fill  the  earth  at:d  fta,  and  llore  the  fkics. 
Say,  what  nectflity,  what  fatal  laws, 
Did  iuluch  dnc  proportion  motion  caufe, 
hior  more  or  lels,  but  juft  fo  much  as  tends 
To  frame  the  world,  aud  fcrve  all  nature's  ends  ? 

Afk  why  the  hi&ucft  of  the  rolling  fpheres, 
Peck'd  to  profuuou  with  refulgent  ftars, 
Anti  all  with  bright  cxcrekerices  emboft. 
Has  the  whole  beauty  of  the  heavens  engroft; 
When  of  the  others,  to  difptl  the  night, 
liach  own-  a  fingie,  f  >lirary  light; 
Only  one  planet  in  a  fyhere  i*  found, 
Marching  iu  air  his  melancholy  rouud  : 
!NiUurc,  he  tells  us,  took  this  prudent  care, 
That  the  fublimetl  and  the  noblift  fphcrc 
Should  be  with  nobler  decoration  bleit, 
And  in  magnificence  outihine  the  left  ; 
That  fo  it*  greater  ornament  and  (late 

Icur  proportion  with  its  greater  height. 


It  feems  then  nature  docs  not  only  fir. d 
M*ar-s  to  be  g<xjd,  beneficent,  and  kind, 
But  has  for  beauty  and  for  order  car'd, 
Does  rank,  and  date,  and  decency,  regard. 

Now,  fhould  he  not  cot.fiJering  men  forgive, 
If,  fway'd  by  this  aiTertion,  they  believe 
That  nature,  which  does  decency  refpetft, 
Is  fomething  which  can  reafon,  choofe,  reflect  ? 
Or  that  fome  wife  diredor  muft  prtfide 
O'er  nature's  works,  and  all  her  motions  guide  ? 
You  here  (hould  that  neceflity  declare, 
Why  all  the  ftar»  adorn  the  highetr.  fphere  ; 
Say,  how  is  this  th'effed  of  fatal  laws, 
Without  reflecting  on  a  final  caufe  ? 
One  fphere  has  all  the  (tars;  we  afk  you,  why  ?" 
When  you  to  beauty  and  to  order  fly, 
You  plain  aflert  the  truth  which  yon  deny; 
That  is,  that  Nature  has  wife  ends  in  view, 
With  forefight  works,  and  does  defigns  purfue. 

Thus  alt  the  mighty  wits  that  have  effay'd 
To  explicate  the  means  how  things  are  made 
By  nature's  power,  without  the  Haad  Divine, 
The  final  caufes  of  effedls  afiign. 
They  fay,  that  this  or  that  is  fo  or  fo, 
That  fuch  events  in  fuch  fueceffion  flow  ; 
Bfcaufe  convenience,  decercy,  and  ufe, 
Require  that  nature  things  fliould  thus  produce. 
They  in  their  demonftrations  always  vaunt 
Efficient  caufes,  which  they  always  want. 
But  thus  they  yield  the  <jueftion  in  debate, 
And  grant  the  impotence  of  chance  and  fate ; 
For,  till  they  fhow  by  what  neceflity 
Things  have  the  difpofition  which  we  fee, 
Whether  it  be  dcriv'd  from  fate  or  chance, 
Not  the  leaft  ftep  in  fcience  they  advance. 

Grant  Nature  furnifh'd,  at  her  vaft  expence, 
One  room  of  ftate  with  fuch  magnificence, 
That  it  might  fhine  above  the  others  bright, 
Adorn'd  with  numerous  burnifh'd  balls  of  light ; 
Does  {he  on  one  by  decent  rules  difpenfe 
Of  conftellations  fuch  a  wealth  immenfc, 
While  the  next  fphere  in  amplitude  and  height 
Rolls  on  with  one  erratic  lonely  light  ? 
But  be  it  fo,  the  cjueftion's  Hill  the  fame, 
Tell  us,  from  what  neceffity  it  came  ? 

Let  us  the  great  philofopher  attend, 
While  to  the  worlds  below  his  thoughts  defcer 
His  elements,  earth,  water,  air,  and  fire, 
He  fays,  to  make  all  compound  things  confpire; 
He  in  the  midft  leaves  the  dull  earth  at  reft, 
In  the  foft  bofoin  of  the  air  earefs'd  ; 
The  red-wing'd  fire  muft  to  the  moon  arife, 
Hover  in  air,  and  lick  contiguous  ikies ; 
No  charms,  r.o  force,  can  make  the  fire  dcfcend, 


Nor  can  the  earth  to  feats  fuperior  tend; 
Both  unmolefted  peace  for  ever  own, 
This  in  the  middle,  that  beneath  the  moon 
Water  and  air  net  fo  ;  for  they,  by  fate 
Aflign'd  to  conflai.t  duty,  always  wait  ; 
Ready  by  turns  to  rife  or  to  dtfcend, 
Nature  againft  a  vacant  to  defend; 
For  fhould  a  void  her  monarchy  iuvaJe, 
Should  in  her  works  the  fmalklr.  breach  be  made, 
That  breach  the  mighty  fabric  would  diffolve, 
A:.J  ;u  iruiutJi-tc  fuic  ai!  ir.volvt. 
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CREATION. 


A  confequence  fo  difmal 

Water  and  air  are  ftiil  (as  faid)  intent 

To  mount  or  fall,  this  way  or  that  to  fly, 

Seek  fubterranean  vaults,  or  climb  the  Iky ; 

While  thcfe  with  fo  much  duty  are  oppreft, 

The  earth  and  fire  are  privilcg'd  with  reft. 

Thefe  elements,  'tis  clear,  have  not  difcern'd 

The  intereft  of  the  whole,  nor  are  concern'd 

I^eft  they,  when  once  an  interpofing  void 

Has  nature's  frame  o'erturn'd,  fhould  he  deftroy'd. 

Tell,  why  thefe  fimple  elements  are  four  ? 
Why  juft.  fo  many  ?  why  not  lefs  ftr  more  ? 
Does  this  frcm  pure  neceflity  proceed  ? 
Or  fay,  does  nature  juft  that  number  need  ? 
If  this,  you  mock  ns,  and  decline  the  taflc ; 
You  give  the  final  caufe,  when  we    th*  cQicicnt 

aflc. 

If  that,  how  often  fhall  we  call  in  viin, 
That  you  would  this  neceflity  explain  ? 

But  here  forgive  me,  famous  Stagyrite, 
If  I  efteem  it  idle  to  recite 
The  reafons  (fo  yt>ii  call  them)  which  you  give, 
To  make  us  this  neceflity  believe ; 
Reafons  fo  trifling,  fo  ab&rd,  and  dry, 
That  thofe  fhould  blufh,  who  make  a  grave  Feply. 

Your  elements  we  grant  :  but  now  declare, 
How  you  to  form  compounded  thii>£«  prepare, 
And  mix  your  fire  and  water,  earth  ami  air? 
The  fwift  rotation  of  the  fpheres  above, 
You  fay,  muft  all  inferior  bodies  move  ; 
The  elements  in  fublunary  fpace 
Are  by  this  impulfc  forc'd  to  leave  their  place; 
By  various  agitations  they  combine 
In  different  forms,  by  diffcrtnt  mixtures  join  ; 
Blended  and  juftly  temper'd,  they  compound 
All  things  iu  all  th*  inferior  regions  found  : 
Thus  beings  from  th'  incorporated  four 
Refult,  by  undefigning  Nature's  power. 
Hence  metals,  plants,  and  minerals  arife, 
The  clouds  anil  all  the  meteors  of  the  fides! 
Htnce  all  the  clans  that  haunt  the  hill  or  wood, 
That  beat  the  air,  or  cut  the  limpid  flood ! 
Ev'n  man,  their  lord,  hence  into  being  came, 
Breath'd  the  pure  air,  and  felt  the  vital  flame ! 
Say,  ig  not  this  a  noble  fcheme,  a  piece 
Worthy  the  Sta^yrH*,  -r.d  worthy  Greece  ? 

But  now,  acute  philosopher,  declare  ~\ 

How  this  rotation  of  the  heavenly  fphcre 
Can  mingle  fire  and  water,  earth  and  air  ?  j 

The  fire  that  dwells  beneath  the  lunar  ball, 
To  meet  afcending  earth,  rauft  downward  fall. 
Now  turn  your  fphere  contiguous  to  the  fire, 
Will  from  its  feat  that  element  retire  ? 
1  he  fphcre  could  never  drive  its  neighbour  down, 
But  give  a  circling  motion,  like  ifs  own. 
So  give  the  air  impre ffion  from  above, 
It  in  a  whirl  vertiginous  would  move  ; 
And  thus  the  rolling  fpheres  can  ne'er  difplace. 
The  fire  or  air,  to  make  a  mingled  mafs ; 
The  elements  diftincl  might  keep  their  feat, 
Elude  the  ruffle,  and  your  fcheme  defeat. 

But  fmce  th'  applauded  author  will  demand 
For  complex  bodies  no  director's  hand ; 
Since  art  without  an  artift  he  maintains, 
A  building  rears  without  ii  builder's  pains ; 


He  cnmes  at  length  to  Epicurus'  fcheme, 
Pleas'd  by  his  model  compound  \\ork»  to  frame. 
One  all  his  various  atoms  does  unite 
I'o  form  mixt  things ;  the  famous  Stagyrite, 
By  his  invented  elements  oombin'd, 
Compofes  beings  of  each  different  kind  ; 
But  both  agree,  while  both  alike  deny 
'1  he  gods  did  e'er  their  care  or  tliou gnt  apply 
To  form  or  rule  this  univerfal  frame, 
Which  or  from  fate  or  cafual  concourfe  came. 
Whether  to  raife  the  world  you  are  inclin'd 
By  this   man's  chance,   or  that   man's  fate,  a 

blind ; 

If  ftill  mechanic,  neccffary  hws 
Of  moving  matter  muft  all  beings  farfe; 
Tf  artful  works  from  a  brute  caufe  refult, 
From  fprings  unknown,  and  qualities  occult ; 
With  fthemes  alike  nbfurdrvur  nrafon  you  infult. 

And  now,  to  finifti  this  lefs  pleafant  taflc, 
Of  our  renown*  d  philofopher  we  aflc, 
How  was  the  earth  determin'd  to  its  place  ? 
Why  did  it  firft  the  middle  point  embrace  ? 
What  blandifhments,  what  ftrong  attractive  power,, 
What  happy  arts  adapted  to  allure, 
Were  by  that  ftngle  point  of  all  the  void, 
To  captivate  and  charm  the  mafs  employ'd  ? 
Or  what  machines,  what  grapples  did  it  caft 
On  earth,  to  fix  it  to  the  centre  faft  ? 
Em  if  the  earth,  by  ftrong  enchantment  caught, 
This  point  of  all  the  vacant  fondly  fought, 
Since  it  is  unintelligent  and  blind, 
Could  it  the  way,  the  neareft  could  it  find  ? 
When  at  that  point  arriv'd,  how  did  it  know 
It  was  arriv'd,  and  fliould  no  farther  go  ? 
When  in  a  globous  form  collected  there, 
What  wondrous  cement  made  the  parts  cohere  ? 
Why  did  the  orb  fufpended  there  remain 
Fix'd  and  unmov'd?  what  does  its  weight  fuftain? 
Tell  what  its  fall  prevents;  can  liquid  air 
The  ponderous  pile  on  its  weak  columns  bear  ? 
The  earth  muft,  in  its  gravity's  defpight, 
Uphold  itfelf ;  our  carelefs  Stagyrire 
For  it*  fupport  has  no  provifion  made, 
No  pillar  rear'd,  and  no  foundation  laid  t 
When  by  occult  and  unknown  gravity  "\ 

"Pis  to  its  ftation  brought,  it  there  muft  lie 
In  undifhirb'd  repofe;  in  vain  we  aflc  him,  why  ?  3 

Say,  if  the  world  uncaus'd  did  ne'er  begin, 
If  nature  what  it  is  has  always  been  ; 
Why  do  no  arms  the  poet's  long  employ 
Btfore  the  Theban  war,  or  fiege  of  Troy  ? 
And  why  no  elder  hiftories  relate 
The  rife  of  empires,  and  the  turns  of  ftate  ? 

If  generations  infinite  are  gone, 
Tell,  why  fo  late  were  arts  and  letter*  known  ? 
Their  rife  and  progrefs  is  of  recent  date, 
And  ftill  we  mourn  their  young  imperfect  ftate. 
If  unconfin'd  duration  we  regard, 
And  time  be  with  eternity  compar'd, 
But  yefterday  the  fagei  of  the  eaft- 
Firft  fome  crude  knowledge  of  the  ftars  exprefu 
In  facred  emblems  Egypt's  funs  conceal'd 
Their  myftic  learning,  rather  than  reveal'd, 
Greece  after  this,  for  fubtle  wit  renown'd, 
The  fdencssand  arts  improv'd  or  found  i 
Rr  iij 
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Firft,  caufts  feardiM,  and  Nature's  fecret  ways; 
Firft  taught  the  bards  to  fing  immortal  lays; 
The  charms  of  mi. lie  and  of  painting  rais'd, 
And  was  for  building  firft,  and  firft  for  fculpture 
prais'd. 

Man  in  mechanic  arts  did  late  excel, 
That  fuccour  life,  and  noxious  power  repel ; 
Which  yield  fuppiies  for  neci-ffary  ufe, 
Or  which  to  pleafure  or  to  pomp  conduce. 
How  late  was  found  the  loadftone'a  magic  force, 
That  fceksthe  north,  and  guides  the  Tailor's  courfe  ! 
How  newly  did  the  printer's  curious  fkill 
Th"  enlighten'd  world  with  letter'd  volumes  fill ! 
But  late  the  kindled  powder  did  explode 
The  maffy  bail,  and  the  brafs  tube  unload  ; 
The  tube,  to  whofe  loud  thunder  Albion  owes 
The  laurel  honsurs  that  adorn  her  brows; 
Which  awful,  during  eight  renown'd  campaigns, 
From  Belgia's  hills,  and  Gailia's  frontier  plains, 
Did  through  th' admiring  realms  around  proclaim 
Marlborough's  iwift  couqueils,  and  great  Anna's 
name  ! 

By  this  the  leader  of  the  Britifh  powers 
Shook  Menin,  Lilla,  and  high  Ganda's  towers; 
Next  his  wide  engines  level'd  Tournay's  pride, 
Whofe  lofty  walls  advancing  foes  dcfy'd  : 
Though  nitrous  ternpeits,  and  clandellitte  death, 
Fili'd  the  dc«p  caves  and  numerous  vaults  beneath, 
Which,  form'd  with  art,  and  wrought  with  endleis 

toil, 

Ran  through  the  faithlefs  excavated  foil, 
hec,  the  intrepid  Briton  delves  his  way, 
And  to  the  caverns  kt.«  in  war  and  day ; 
Quelk  fubterranean  foes,  and  riles  crown'd 
With  fpoils,  from  martial  labour  under  ground. 
Mons,  to  reward  Blarignia's  glorious  field, 
To  Marlborough's  terrors  did  fubmiffive  yitld. 


The  hero  next  affail'd  proud  Doway's  ?i<?aJ; 
And,  fpite  of  confluent  inundations  fpread 
Around,  in  fpite  of  works  for  lure  defence 
Rais'd  with  confummate  art,  and  cofl  immenf;. 
With  unexampled  valour  did  fucceed  : 
(Villars,  thy  hofl  beheld  the  hardy  deed!) 
Aria,  Venantia,  Bethune,  and  Bouchuin, 
Of  his  long  triumphs  clofe  th*  iiluftrious  train. 
While  thus  his  thunder  did  his  wrath  declare, 
And  artful  lightnings  flafh'd  along  the  air, 
Somona's  caftles  with  th'  impetuous  roar 
Aftonifh'd  tremble,-but  their  warriors  more; 
Lutctia'if  lofty  towers,  with  terror  ftruck, 
Caught  the  contagion,  and  at  diftance  fhook. 
Tell,  Gallic  chiefs,  for  you  have  often  heard 
His  dreadful  cannon,  and  his  fire  rever'd, 
Tell,  how  you  rag'd,  when  your  pale  cohorts  run 
From  Marlhorotigh's  fword.the  battle  fcarce  begun. 
Tell,  Scaldis  !  Lcgia,  tell !   how  to  their  head 
Your  frighted  waves  in  refluent  errors  fled,  [land,. 
While  Marlborough's  cannon  thus  prevails  by 
Britain's  fea-chiefs,  by  Anna's  high  command, 
RefiiHefs  o'er  the  Tufcan  billows  ride, 
And  ftrike  rebellowing  caves  on  either  fide ; 
Their  fulphur  tempefts  ring  from  fhore  to  fhorc, 
Now  make  the  Ligur  ftart,  and  now  the  Moor. 
Hark  how  the  found  diflurbs  imperious  Rome, 
Shakes  her  proud  hills,  and  rolls  fri.ni  dome  t» 

dome  ! 
Her  mitred  princes  hear  the  echoing  noife, 


And,  Albion,  dread  thy  wrath,  and  awful  voice. 
Aided  by  thee,the  Auftrian  eagles  rife 
Sublime,  and  triumph  in  Iberian  fkies. 
What  panic  fear,  what  anguifh,  what  diftrcfs, 
What  confirmation,  Gailia's  fons  exprefs, 
While  trembling  on  the  coaft,  they  liom  afar 
View  the  wing'd  terrors  and  the  floating  war '. 


BOOK    VI. 


The  Argument. 

The  fabulous  account  of  the  firil  rife  of  mankind,  given  by  the  ancient  poets.  The  opinions  of  many 
of  the  Greek  philofophers  concerning  that  point  not  Ids  ridiculous.  The  affeition  of  lipicurus  and 
his  followers,  that  our  firit  parents  were  t:  e  fccmtaneous  production  of  the  earth,  niofl  abfurd  and 
incredible.  The  true  origin  of  man  inquired  into.  He  is  proved  to  be  at  firft  created  by  an  intelli 
gent,  arbitrary  caufe;  from  the  characters  and  impreflions  of  contrivance,  art,  an<i  wifdom,  vLich 
appear  in  his  formation.  The  wonderful  piogrefsof  it.  The  figure,  fituation,  and  connection  of 
the  bone*.  The  fyftcm  of  the  vtin«,  and  that  of  the  arreries.  The  manner  of  the  circulation  of 
the  blood  defcribed.  Nutrition,  how  performed.  The  fyftem  of  the  nerves.  Of  the  animal  Ipirits, 
Low  made,  and  how  employed  in  mulcular  motion  and  fenfation.  A  wife,  intelligent  caul'e  in 
ferred  from  thcfe  appearances. 


THE  pagan  world*  to  Canaan's  realms  unknown,     Unguidcd,  in  the  dark  they  ftrove  to  find, 


Where  knowledge  ieign'd,and  light  celefHal  fhone 


With  fmitlcfs  toil,  the  fource  of  human  kind.. 
The  heathen  bards,  who  idle  fables  t're.t, 


Loft  hy  degrees  their  parent  Adam's  name,  j       The  heathen  bards,  who  idle 

Forgot  their  iiotk,am3\vcnder'd  whence  they  came;  [  lllufive  dreams  in  myllic  verfe  e 


CREATION, 


And,  Toss  to  natural  fclence  and  divine, 
In  btatiteous  phrafe  made  impious  notions  (hbp» 
In  drains  fublime  their  different  fictions  f'ur.g, 
Whence  the  flrft  parents  of  .ourfpeciesfprung. 

Prometheus  ({•>  fame  elder  poets  fay) 
Temper'd  and  form'd  a  palte  of  purer  clay, 
To  which,  well  mingled  vith  the  river's  li  earn, 
His  artful  hand  gave  human  fhape  and  frame  ; 
Then,  with  warm  life  his  figures  to  infpire, 
The  -bold  projector  dole  celeitial  fire. 

While  others  tell  us  how  the  human  brood 
£«i'd  their  production  to  the>  fruitful  wood  ; 
How  frsm  the  laurel  and  the  afh  they  fprung, 
And  infantr-a  >-he  oak>  1:ke  acorns  hung  : 
The  crude  concepti*^  ««ft  the  "ending  trees, 
Till-cherifli'd  by  the  fun-bean:*,  *>>' .degrees, 
Ripe  children  dropp'd  on  all  the  toil  rrv>i111"' 
Peopled  the  woods,  and  overfyread  the  grou"1**- 

Great  Jupiter  (fo  Come  were  pleas'd  to  ling), 
Of  fabled  gods  the  lather  and  the  king, 
The-nioving  prayer  of  JEaccs  did  grant, 
AT.-J  itito  men  and  women  turn'd  the  ant. 

Some  tell,  Deucalion  and  his  Pyrrha  threw 
Obdurate  (tones,  which  o'er  their  flioulders  flew, 
Then  {hifting  fhape  receiv'd  a  vital  flame, 
And  men  and  women   (wondrous   change!)   be 
came. 

And- thus  the  hard  and  Aubborn  race  of  man 
From  animated  rock  and  flint  began. 

Now  to  the  learned  fchools  of  Greece  repair, 
Who  chance  the  author  of  the  world  declare  : 
Then  j'idge  if  wife  philofophers  excel 
Thofe  idle  tales,  which  wanton  poets  tell. 

They -fay,  at  firft  to  living  things  the  earth 
At  her  formation  gave  Spontaneous  birth  ; 
When  youthful  heat  was  through  the  glebe  dif- 


. 

Mankind,  as  well  as  infects,  (he  produc'd  ; 
That  genial  wombs  by  parent  chance  were  i'orm'd 
Adapted  to  the  foil,  which,  after  warrn'd 
And  cherifli'd  h/  the  fun's  enlivening  beam, 
With  human  offsprings  did  in  embryo  teem  ; 
Thefe  nourifli'd  there  a  while  impifon'd  lay, 
Then  broke  their  yielding  bands,  and  forc'd  their 

way ; 

The  field  a  crop  of  reafoning  creatures  crown'd, 
And  crying  infants  grovel'd  on  the  ground  ; 
A  milky  ftore  was  by  the  mother  earth 
Poured  from  her  bofom,  to  fuirarn  the  birth  ; 
In   ftrength   and   bulk   increas'd,  the  earth-born 

race  [place, 

Could  move,  and  walk,  and  ready  change  their 
O'er  every  hill  and  verdant  pafture  (Iray, 
Skip  o'er  the  lawns  and  by  the  rivers  play, 
Could  eat  the  tender  plant,  and  by  degrees 
Browfe  on  the  fhrubs,and  crop  the  budding  trees  ; 
The  fragrant  fruit  from  bending  branches  lhake, 
And  with  the  cryftal  ftream  their  third  at  plea- 

fure  flake. 

The  earth  by  thefe  applauded  fchools,  'tisfaid, 
This  fingle  crop  of  men  and  women  bred  ; 
Who  grown  adult  (fo  chance  it  feems  enjoin'd) 
Did  male  and  female  propagate  their  kind. 
This  wife  account  JLucretian  fages  give, 
Whence  our  fir  ft  parents  ;heir  defcent  derive. 


Severely  on  this  ful>je&  to  difpute, 
And  tale-i  fo  wild,  fo  fenfelefs,  to  confute, 
Were  with  inglorious  labour  to  difgrace 
The  fchools,  and  rcafon's  dignity  debate. 
But  lince,  with  this  of  man's  original, 
The  parts  remaining  cf  their  fcheme  mud  fall 
(Yet  farther  to  purfue  the  prefer) t  theme), 
Behold  how  vain  philofophers  may  dream. 

Grant,  Epicurus,  that  by  cafual  birth 
Men  fprung  fpontaneons  from  the  fruitful  earth. 
When  on  the  glebe  t'he  naked  inf.ints  lay, 
How  were  the  helplefs  creatures  fed  ?  You  fay, 
The  teeming  foil  did  from  its  breads  esuJ^ 
A  ioft  and  milky  liquor  for  their  food. 
I  will  not  aik  what  this  apt  humour  made, 
Nor  by  what  wondrous  channels  'twas  convey'd  j 
For,  if  we  fuch  inquiries  make,  we  know 
Your  fhort  reply,  It  happen'd  to  be  fo  ; 
Without  afligning  once  a  proper  cau/e, 
Or  iblvrT""  rtu«jiions  DY  mechanic  laws, 
To  every  doubt  yi^T  anfw,er  is  the  f'ame» 
It  fo  fell  our,  and  fo  by  chlT?"  u  ^nie% 

How  Ihall  the  new-born  race  their  ioou  c^T.~ 

mand, 

Who  cannot  change  their  place,  or  move  a  hand? 
Grant  that 'the  glebe  beneath  will  neve,,- .drink, 
Nor  throughjts  pores  let  the  foft  humour  f;,nk; 
Will  not  the  fun  with  his  exhaling  ray 
Defraud  the  ha'be,  and  draw  his  food  away  * 
Since  for  fo  long  a  fpace  the  human  birth 
Mufct  lie  expos'd  and  naked  on  the  earth  ; 
Say,'  could  the  tender  creature,  in  defpite 
Of  heat  by  day,  and  chilling  dews  by  night, 
In  fuite  ct  thunder,  winds,  and  hail,  ar.d  rain, 
And  all  inclement  air,  its  life  maintain  ? 

In  vain,  you  fay,  in  earth's  j.uin:;.cval  flate, 
Soft  was  the  air,  and  mild  the  cold  and  heat ; 
For  did  not  then  the  night  fncceed  the  day  ? 
The  fun  as'novv  roil  through  its  annual  war  ? 
Til*  efFe&s  then  en  the  air  muft  be  the  fainj, 
The  frofts  of  winter,  and  the  Cummer's  flame. 

In  the  firit  nge,  you  fay,  the  pregnant  ground  ~\ 
\\rith  human  kind  in  embryo  did  abound,  C 

And  pour'd  her  offspring  on  the  foil  around.        _> 
But  tell  us,  Epicurus,  why  the  field  . 
Did  never  fince  one  human  harvell  yield? 
And  why  we  never  fee  one  ripening  birth 
Heave   in   the   globe,   and   itruggle   through  the 

<:arth  ? 
You  fuy,  that,  when  the  eprth  was  freflx  and 

young, 

While  her  prolific  energy  was  flrong, 
A  race  of  men  (he  in  her  bofom  breu, 
And  all  the  fields  with  infant  people  Ipread  ; 
But  that  firft  birth  her  flrenj/th  did  lo  cihauil, 
The  genial  n;cther  fo  much  vigour  loll, 
That,  wafted  now  by  age,  in  vain  we  hope 
She  fhould  again  bring  forth  a  human  crop. 
Mean  time,   (he's  not   with   labour  fo  niuc'u 

worn, 

But  flic  can  Hill  the  hills  with  woods  adorn. 
;k-e,  irom  her  fertile  bofom  how  flic  pours  ~\ 

Wrdant  conceptions, and,  refrefh'd  with  ihowers,  / 
Covers  the  field  with  corn,  and  paints  the  rr.cacii 

v  i'.h  flowers.  j 

R  r  iiij 
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See,  her  tall  fons,  theteoar,  oak,  and  pine, 
Th,e  fragrant  myrtle,  and  the  juicy  vine, 
Their  parent'*  undecaying  ftrength  declare,         } 
"Which  with  frefh  labour,  and  unwearied  care,    > 
Supplies  new  plant?,  her  loffes  to  repair.  j 

Then,  fince  the  earth  retains  her  fruitful  power 
To  procreate  plants,  the  foreft  to  rellore  ; 
Say,  why  to  nobler  animals  alone 
fhould  fhe  he  feeble,  and  unfruitful  grown  ? 
After  one  birth  fhe  ceas'd  not  to  be  young, 
The  glebe  was  fucculent,  the  mould  was  ftrorg. 
<\>uld  fhe  at  once  fade  in  her  perfeft  bloom, 
V.'afleall  her  fpirtt?,  and  her  wealth  confume? 

Grant  that  her  vigour  might  in  part  decreafe, 
From  like  productions  muft  fhe  ever  ceafe  ? 
To  form  a  race  fhe  might  have  ftill  inclin'd, 
'1  hough  of  a  monftrous,  or  a  dwarfifh  kind. 
°>Vhy  did  fhe  never,  by  one  crude  effay, 
Imperfcdt  lines  and  rudiments  difplay  ? 
In  fome  fuccecding  ages  had  been  fov  ' 
A  leg  or  arm  unfinifh'd  in  tt'^  Around". 
And  fometimes  in  ^  nelds  might  plowing  fwains 
...  .MM  up  wft  tones,  and  break  unfafhion'd  veins. 

But  grant  the  earth  was  lavifh  of  her  power, 
And  fpent  at  once  her  whole  prolific  ftore  j 
"Would  not To  long  a  reft  new  vigour  give, 
And  all  her  firft  fertility  revive  ? 
IvCarn,  Epicurus,  of  th1  experienc'd  fwain, 
When  frequent  wound*  have  worn  th'  impoverifli'd 

plain  : 

Let  him  a  while  the  furrow  not  moleft, 
But  leare  the  glebe  to  heavenly  dews  and  reft; 
If  then  he  till  and  fow  the  harrow'd  field, 
"Will  not  the  foil  a  plenteous  harveft  yield  I 

The  fun,  by  you,  Lucretius,  is  affign'd 
The  other  parent  of  ail  human  kind. 
But  does  he  ever  languifh  or  decay  ? 
Does  he  not  equal  influence  difplay, 
And  pierce  the  plains  with  the  fame  aflive  ray  : 
)f  then  the  glebe,  Vvarm'd  with  the  folar  flame, 
Men  once  produc'd,  it  ftill  fhould  be  the  fame. 

You  fay,  the  fun's  prolific  beams  can  form 
Th'  induftrious  ant,  the  gaudy  fly,  and  worm  ; 
Can  make  each  plant,  and  tree,  the  gardener's  care, 
Befide  their  leaves,  their  proper  infeds  bear  : 
Then  might  the  heaven's,  in  feme  peculiar  ftate, 
Of  lucky  afpecft,  beafts  and  men  create. 
But  late  inquirers  by  thsir  glaffci  find 
That  every  infeft  of  each  different  kind, 
In  its  own' egg,  cheer'd  by  the  folar  rays, 
Organs  involv'd  and  latent  lift  difplayg': 
This  truth,  difcover'd  by  fagacious  art, 
Does  all  Lucretian  arrogance  fubvert. 
Proud  wits,  yonr  frenzy  own,  and,  overcome 
By  reafon's  force,  be  now  for  ever  dumb. 
'    If,  learned  Epicurus,  we  allow 
Our  race  to  earth  primaeval  being  owe, 
How  did  fhe  male  and  female  fexes  frame  ? 
Say,  if  from  fortune  this  diftindtion  came  ? 
Or  did  the  confcious  parent  then  forefee 
3Jy  one  conception  fhe  fhould  barren  be, 
And  therefore,  wifely  provident,  defign'd 
Prolific  pairs  to  propagate  the  kind  ; 
'i  har,  thus  preferv'd,  the  godlike  race  of  man 
Might  net  expire  e'er  yet  it  fcarce  began  ? 


Since,  by  thefe  various  argument*,  'tisckar 
The  teeming  mould  did  not  our  parents  bear; 
By  more  fevere  inquiries  let  us  trace 
The  origin  and  fource  of  human  race. 

I  think,  I  move,  I  therefore  know  I  am; 
While  1  have  been,  I  ftill  have  been  the  fame, 
Since,  from  an  infant,  I  a  man  became. 
But  though  I  am,  few  circling  years  are  gone, 
Since  I  in  nature's  roll  was  quite  unknown. 
Then,  fince  'tis  plain  I  have  not  always  been, 
1  afk,  from  whence  my  being  could  begin? 
I  did  not  to  myfelf  exigence  give, 
Nor  from  myfelf  the  fecret  power  receive 
By  which  1  reafon,  and  by  which  I  '^<c 
I  did  nor  build  this  frame,  r-^r  ^    j  know 

Thf  hild<!? "  fpri!--*8 ""om  when« my motions  flow. 
It  I  had  ^itn'd  myfelf,  I  had  defign'd 

,'onger  body,  and  a  wifer  mind, 
From  forrow  free,  nor  liable  to  pain ; 
My  paffions  fliouldobey,  and  reafon  reign. 
Nor  could  my  being  from  my  parents  floWj 
Who  neither  did  the  parts  or  ftru<Sure  kimu*, 
Did  not  my  mind  or  body  underiiand, 
My  fex  determine,  nor  my  fhape  command  : 
Had  they  defign'd  and  rais'd  the  curious  frame, 
Inl'pir'dmy  blanching  veins  with  vital  flame, 
Fafhion'd  the  heart,  and  hollow  channels  made, 
Through  which  the  circling  ftrcams  of  life  are 

play'd ; 

Had  they  the  organs  of  my  fenfes  wrought, 
And  form'd  the  wondrous  principle  of  thought ; 
Their  artful  work  they  muft  have  better  known, 
Explain'd  its  fprings,  and  its  contrivance  fhown. 

If  they  could  make,  they  might  preferve  me 

too, 

Prevent  my  fears,  or  difiipate  my  wo. 
When  long  in  Ccknefs  languifhing  I  lay, 
'1  hey  with  companion  touch'd  did  mourn  and  pray; 
To  footh  my  pain,  and  mitigate  my  grief, 
They  faid  kind  things,  yet  brought  me  no  relief. 
But  whatfoever  caufe  my  befrg  gave, 
The  power  that  made  me  can  its  creature  fave. 

If  to  myfelf  I  did  not  being  give, 
Nor  from  immediate  parents  did  receive ; 
Ft  could  not  from  my  predeceffors  flow, 
They,  than  my  parents,  could  not  more  beftow. 
Should  we  the  long  depending  fcale  afcend 
Of  fons  and  fathers,  will  it  never  end  ? 
if  'twill,  then  muft  we  through  the  order  run 
To  fome  one  man,  whofe  being  ne'er  begun  : 
If  that  one  man  was  fempiternal,  why 
Did  he,  fince  independent,  ever  die  ? 
If  from  himfelf  his  own  exiftence  came, 
The  caufe,  that  could  deftroy  his  being,  name. 

To  feck  my  maker,  thus  in  vain  I  trace 
The  whole  fucceffive  chain  of  human  race. 
Bewilder'd  I  my  Author  cannot  find, 
Till  feme  Firft  Caufe,  fome  Self-«iftent  Mind, 
Who  form'd,  and  rules  all  nature,  is  affign'd. 

When  firft  the  womb  did  the  crude  embryo 

hold, 
What  fhap'.d  the  parts  ?  what  did  the  limbs  ua 

fold? 

O'er  the  whole  work  in  fecret  did  prefide, 
Give  quickening  vigour,  and  each  motion  guide 
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li'hatfcindled  in  the  dark  the  vital  flame, 

And,  ere  the  heart  was  form'd,  pufh'd  on   the 

reddening  ftream  ? 

Then  for  the  heart  the  apteft  fibres  ftrung  ? 
And  in  the  brcaft  th'  impulfive  engine  hung  ? 
Say,  what  the  various  bones  fo  wifely  wrought  ? 
How  was  their  frame  to  fuJi  perfection  brought  ? 
What  did  their  figures  for  their  ufes  fit, 
Their  number  fix,  and  joints  adapted  knit ; 
And  made  them  all  in  that  juft  erder  ftand, 
Which  motion,  ftrength,  and  ornament,  demand  ? 
What  for  the  finews  fpun  fo  ftrong  a  thread, 
The  curious  loom  to  weave  the  mufcles  fpread ; 
Did  the  nice  firings  of  tended  membranes  drill,    ~\ 
And  perforate  the  nerve  with  fo  much  fkill,        f 
Then  wi'h   the  aciive  ftream  the  dark  rectffesf 
fill  ?  3 

The  purple  mazes  of  the  veins  difplay'd, 
And  all  th'  arterial  pipes  in  order  laid, 
What  gave  the  bounding  current  to  the  blood, 
And  to  and  fro  convey'd  the  reftlefs  flood  ? 

The  living  fabric  now  in  pieces  take, 
Of  every  part  due  obfervation  make  ; 
All  winch  Inch  art  <?!f«»«rr,  <"<•  conduce 
To  beauty,  vigour,  and  each  deftin'd  ufe  ; 
The  atheift,  if  to  learch  for  truth  inclin'd,  T 

May  in  himfelf  his  full  conviction  find, 
And  from  his  body  teach  his  erring  mind.  j 

When  the  crude  embryo  careful  nature  breeds, 
See  hew  fhe  works,  and  how  her  work  proceeds ; 
While  through  the  mafs  her  energy  fhe  darts, 
To  free  and  fwell  the  complicated  parts, 
Which  only  does  unravel  and  untwift 
Th'  invelop'd  limbs,  that  previous  there  exift. 
And  a«  each  vital  fpeck,  in  which  remains 
Th'  entire,  but  rumpled  animal,  contains 
Organs  perplex'd,  and  clues  of  twining  veins ; 
So  every  foetus  bears  a  facred  hoard, 
Wit.i  flerping,  unexpanded  iffue  ftor'd ; 
Which  numerous,  but  unquicken'd  progeny, 
Clafp'd  and  inwrapt  within  each  other  lie  : 
Engendering  heats  thefe  one  by  one  unbind, 
Stretch  their   fmall  tubes,  and  hamper'd  nerves 

unwind  : 

And  thus,  when  time  (hall  drain  each  magazine, 
Crowded  with  men  unborn,  unripe,  unfeen, 
Nor  yet  of  parts  unfolded;  no  increafe 
Can  follow,  all  prolific  power  muft  ceafe. 

Th"  elaftic  fpirits,  which  remains  at  reft 
In  the  ftrait  lodgings  of  the  brain  compreft, 
While  by  the  ambient  womb's  enlivening  heat, 
Cheer'd  and  awaken'd,  firft  themfelves  dilate  ; 
Then  quicken'd  and  expanded  every  way, 
The  genial  labourers  all  their  force  difplay  : 
They  now  begin  to  Work  the  wondrous  frame, 
To  fhape  the  parts,  and  raife  the  vital  flame  ; 
For  when  th'  extended  fibres  of  the  brain 
Their  aflivc  guefts  no  longer  can  reftrain, 
They  backward  tyring,  which  due  effort  compels 
The  labouring  fpirirs  to  forfake  their  cells; 
The  fpirits  thus  exploded  from  their  feat, 
Swift  from  the  head  to  the  next  parts  retreat, 
Force  their  admiffion,  and  their  paffage  beat : 
Their  tours  around  th'  unopen'd  mafs  they  take, 
At:d  by  a  tboufand  ways  their  inroads  make, 


Till  there  refitted  they  their  race  inflect, 
And  backward  to  their  fource  their  way  direct. 
Thus  with  a  fteady  and  alternate  toil 
They  iffue  from,  and  to  the  head  recoil; 
By  which  their  plaftic  fun&ion  they  difcharge. 
Extend  their  channels,  and  their  traces  enlarge  j 
For,  by  the  fwift  excursions  which  they  make, 
Still  fallying  from  the  brain,  and  leaping  back, 
They  pierce  the  nervous  fibre,  bore  the  vein, 
And  ftretch  th'  arterial  channels  which  contain 
The  various  ftreams  of  life,  that  to  and  fro 
Through  dark  meanders  undirected  flow ; 
Th'  infpected  egg  this  gradual  change  betrays, 
To  which  the  brooding  hen  expanding  heat  con 
veys. 

The  beating  heart,  demanded  firft  for  ufe, 
Is  the  firft  mufcle  nature  docs  produce ; 
Bv  this  impulfive  engine's  conftant  aid, 
The  tepid  floods  are  every  way  convey'd ; 
And  did  not  nature's  care  at  £:ft  provide 
The  active  heart,  to  pufh  the  circling  tide, 
All  progrefs  to  her  work  would  be  denied. 

The  falient  point,  fo  firft  is  call'd  the  heart, 
Shap'd  and  fufpended  with  amazing  art, 
By  turns  dilated,  and  by  turns  comprefs'd, 
Expels  and  entertains  the  purple  gueft; 
It  fends  from  out  its  left  contra&ed  fide 
Into  th'  arterial  tube  ifs  vital  pride  ; 
Which  tube,  prolong'd  but  little  from  its  fource, 
Parts  its  wide  trunk,  and  takes  a  double  courfe. 

One  channel  to  the  head  its  way  directs, 
One  to  th'  inferior  limbs  its  path  inflects: 
Both  fmaller  by  degrees,  and  fmaller  grow,        -^ 
And  on  the  parts,  through  which  they  branch-  / 
>ng  go,  f 

A  thoufand  fecret  fubtle  pipes  beftow;  3 

From  which,  by  numerous  convolutions  wound, 
Wrapt  with  th'   attending  nerve,    and    twifted 

round, 

The  complicated  knots  and  kernels  rife, 
Of  various  figures,  and  of  various  fize. 
Th'  arterial  ducts,  when  thus  involv'd,  produce 
Unnumber'd  glands,  and  of  important  ufe  ; 
But  after,  as  they  farther  progrefs  make, 
The  appellation  of  a  vein  they  take  ; 
For  though  th*  arterial  pipes  themfelves  extend 
In  fmalletl  branches,  yet  they  never  end ; 
The  fame  continued  circling  channels  run 
Back  to  the  heart,  where  firft  their  courfe  begun. 

The  heart,  as  faid,  from  its  contractive  cavs 
On  the  left  fide,  ejedls  the  bounding  wave ; 
Exploded  thus,  as  fplitting  channels  lead, 
Upward  it  fprings,  or  downward  is  convey'd  ; 
The  crimfon  jets  with  force  elaftic  thrown 
Afcend,  and  climb  the  mind's  imperial  throne  ;. 
Arterial  ftreams  through  the  foft  brain  diffufe, 
And  water  all  its  fields  with  vital  dews : 
From  this  o'erflowing  tide  the  curious  brain 
Does  through  its  pores  the  purer  fpirits  ftrain  ; 
Which  to  itsinmoft  feats  their  paffage  make, 
Whence  their  dark  rife  th'  extended  finews  take  ; 
With  all  their  mouths  the  nerves  thefe  fpirits  drink, 
Which  through  the  cells  of  the  fine  ftrainer  fink; 
Thefe  all  the  channel'd  fibres  every  way 
For  motion  and  fenfation  ftill  convey. 
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The  greeted  portion  of  th'  arterial  blood,  T 

By  the  dole  iirudture  of  the  parts  withdood,  v 
Whofc  narrow  mefbes  flop  the  groffer  flood,  J 
By  apt  canals  and  furrows  in  the  brain,  T 

Which  here  difcharge  the  office  of  a  vein, 
Invert  their  current,  and  the  heart  regain.          ) 
The  fhooting  dreams,  which  through  another 

road 

The  beating  engine  downward  did  explode, 
To  all  th'  inferior  parts  dclcend,  and  lave 
The  members  with  their  circulating  wave  : 
To  make  th'  arterial  treafurc  move  as  flow,       J 
As  nature's  ends  demand,  the  channels  grow       > 
JStill  muff  contracted,  as  they  farther  go:  J 

Bcfides,,the  gland-,  which  o'er  the  body  fpread 
Fine  complicated  cities  of  nervous  thread, 
Involv'd  and  twifted  with  th'  arterial  duel, 
The  rapid  motion  of  the  blood  obftrud : 
Thefe  labyrinths  the  circling  current  il«y 
Tor  noble  ends,  which  alter  rre  dilplay. 

Soon  as  Uir-  Mood  has  pafs'd  the  winding  ways, 
And  various  turnings  of  the  wondrous  maze, 
From  the  entangled  knot  of  veffels  frctd, 
Ir  runs  its  vital  race  with  greater  fpeed  ; 
And  from  the  parts  and  members  mod  remote,  "^ 
By   thefe    canals    the    dreams  are   backward  £ 

brought,  [wrought ;  f 

Which  are   of  thinner  cnats  and   fewer  fibrei>3 
Till  all  the  confluent  rills  their  current  join, 
And  in  the  ample  Porta  vein  combine. 
This  larger  channel  by  a  thoufand  roads 
Enters  the  liver,  and  its  (lore  unloads 
Which  from  that  ftore  by  proper  inlets  flrains    T 
The  yellow  dregs,  and  lends  them  by  the  veins  v 
To  the  large  ciftern,  which  the  gall  contains;    j 
Then  to  the  vein  we  Cava  name,  the  blood 
Cuils  in   the  fcatter'd  dreams,  and  re-colleils  the 

flood. 

'As  wntri  the  Thames  advances  through  the  plain, 
With  his  frefh  waters  to  dilute  the  main  ; 
He  turns  and  winds  amidd  the  ilowery  meads, 
Aud  now  contracts,  and  now  his  water  fpreads; 
Here  in  a  courfc  direct  he  forward  tends, 
There  to  his  head  his  waves  retorted  bends  ; 
See,  now  the  fportive  flood  in  two  divides 
Hi*  filver  train,  now  with  uniting  tides 
He  wanton  clafps  the  intercepted  foil, 
And  forms  with  erring  ftreams  the  reedy  ifle  ; 
At  length  collecting  all  his  watery  band, 
The  ocean  to  augment  he  leaves  the  land. 
So  the  red  currents  in  their  ft  ere  t  maze 
In  various  rounds  through  dark  imanders  pate, 
Till  all,  affembled  in  the  Cava  vein, 
Iking  to  the  heart's  right  fide  their  crirnfon  train, 
Which  IH-W  compreft  with  force  elaftic  drives 
The  flood,  that  through  the  fecret  pallfs  drives ; 
The  road  that  to  the  lungs  this  ftore  tranfmits 
Into  unnumber'd  narrow  channels  iplits ; 
The  venal    blood    crowds   through   the   winding 

ways, 

And  through  the  tubes  the  broken  tide  conveys; 
Thofe  numerous  dreams,  their  ri'fy  beauty  gone, 
1'oor  by  expence,  and  faint  with  labour  grown, 
Are  in  the  lungs  cnrich'd,  \\hich  reinfpire 
The  languid  liquors,  and  reftore  their  fire. 


The  large  arterial  ducts  that  thither  Ie3d,       *\. 
By  which  the  blood  is  from  the  heart  convey 'd,  £ 
Through   either   lobe   ten    thoufand   branches  £ 
fpread.  ./ 

Here  its  bright  dream  the  bounding  current  paru> 
And  through  the  various  paffts  iwittly  darts, 
Each  fubtlc  pipe,  each  winding  channel,  fills 
With  fprightly  liquors,  and  with  purple  rills; 
The  pipe,  didinguifh'd  by  its  gridly  rings, 
To  chcrifh  life  aerial  paflure  brings, 
Which  the  foft  breathing  lungs  with  gentle  force 
Condant  embrace  by  turns,  by  turns  divorce; 
The  fpringy  air  this  nitrous  food  impd*  -\ 

Through   all    the  fpungy   parts   and  bladder'd/ 
cells,  f 

And  with  dilating  breath  the  vital  billows  f wells  ;j 
Th'  admitted  nitre  agitates  the  flood, 
Reviv-s  its  fire,  and  re-ferments  the  blood. 
Behold,  the   dreams   now   change    their    lang 

blue, 

Regain  their  glory,  and  their  flame  renew; 
With  fcarlet  honour*  re-adorn'd,  the  tide 
Leaps  on,  and,  bright  with  more  than  Tyrian  pridft 
Advances  to  the  hczrt,  sr.d  i;ll»  ;•!•-  cave 
C  i  the  left  fide,  which  the  fird  motion  gave ; 
!*  <w  through  the  fame  involv'd  arterial  ways, 
Again  th'  exploded  jets  th'  irupulfive  engine  plays. 

No  fons  of  wifdom  could  this  current  trace, 
Or  of  th'  Ionic,  or  Italic  race  : 
From  thce,  Democritus,  it  lay  corr-eal'd, 
Though  yielding  nature  much  to  thee  rereal'd: 
Though  with  the  curious  knife  th<-u  ilidft  invade 
Her  dark  receffes,  and  had  oft"  difplay 'd 
The  crimfon  mazes,  and  the  hollow  road, 
Which. to  the  heart  conveys  the  refluent  blood- 
It  was  to  thee,  great  btagyrite,  unknown, 
And  thy  preceptor  of  divine  renown. 
Learning  did  ne'er  this  iccret  truth  impart 
To  the  Greek  mafters  of  the  healing  art. 
'Twas  by  the  Coan's  piercing  eye  unview'd, 
And  did  attentive  Galen's  it-arch  eb<e. 

Thou,  wondrous  Harvey !  whofe  immortal  far 
By  thee  inftructed,  grateful  fchools  proclaim; 
Thou,  Albion's  prid<:,  didd  fird  the  xvinding  way 
And  circling  life's  dark  labyrinth  difphy; 
Attentive  from  the  heart  thou  didlt  purfue 
The  darting  flood,  a:itl  hcep  it  itill  in  view; 
Till  thou  with  rapture  faw';'  the  channels  bring 
The  purple  currents  back,  and  form  the  vital  rir 

See,  how  the  human  animal  is  fed, 
How  nourifhment  is  wrought,  and  how  convey 'd 
The  mouth,  with  proper  faculties  endued, 
Fird  entertains,  and  then  divides  the  food; 
Two  adverfe  rows  of  teeth  the  meat  prepare, 
On  which  the  glands  fermenting  juice  confer; 
Nature  has  various  tender  mulclrs  plac'd, 
By  which  the  artful  gullet  is  embrac'd; 
Some  the  long  funnels  curious  njouth  extend, 
Through  which  ingelted  meats  with  eafe  defccnd; 
Other  confederate  pairs  for  nature's  ufe 
Contract  the  fibres,  and  the  twitch  produce, 
Whicn  gently  pullies  on  the  grateful  fond 
To  the  wide  ttomach,  by  its  hollow  road  : 
That  this  long  road  may  unobitrudted  go, 
As  it  ckfcends,  i:  bores  the  midriff  through ; 
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The  large  receiver  for  concoction  made 

Behold  amidft  the  warmeft  bowels  laid  ; 

The  fpleen  to  this,  and  to  the  advcrfe  fide 

The  glowing  liver's  comfort  is  apply'd  ; 

Beneath,  the  pancreas  has  its  proper  feat, 

To  cheer  its  neighbour,  and  augment  its  heat ; 

More  to  aflift  it  for  its  deftin'd  life, 

This  ample  bag  is  ftor'd  with  active  juice, 

Which  can  with  cafe  fubdue,  with  cafe  unbind, 

Admitted  meats  of  every  different  kind; 

This  powerful  ferment    mingling  with  the  parts, 

The  leaven'd  mafs  to  milky  chyle  converts ; 

The  ftomach's  fibres  this  conceded  food, 

By  their  contraction's  gentle  force,  exclude, 

Which  by  the  month  on  the  right  fide  defcends 

Through  the  wide  pafs,  which  from  that  mouth 

depends ; 

In  its  progreflion  foon  the  labour'd  chyle 
Receives  the  confluent  rills  of  bitter  bile, 
Which  by  the  liver  fever'd  from  the  blood,         "J 
And  ftriving  through  the  gall- pipe,  here  un- / 

load  C 

Their  yellow  dreams,  more  to  refine  the  flood;  j 
The  complicated  glands,  in  various  ranks 
Dilpos'd  along  the  neighbouring  channel's  banks, 
By  conftartt  weeping  mix  their  watery  flore 
With  the  chyle's  current,  and  dilute  it  more; 
Th'  intcftine  roads,  inflected  and  inclin'd, 
In  various  convolutions  turn  and  wind, 
That  thefe  meanders  may  the  progtefs  flay,       ") 
And  the  defcending  chyle  by  this  delay  > 

May  through  the  milky  veffels  find  its  way,        j 
Whofe  little  mouths  in  the  large  channel's  ii«'^ 
Suck  in  the  flood,  and  drink  the  cheer'Dg  tide  : 
Thefe  numerous  veins  (fuch  i*  the  curious  frume !) 
Reci..ve  the  pure  L.ftruating  ftream  ; 
But  no  corrupt  or  dreggy  parts  admit, 
To  form  the  blood,  or  feed  the  limbs  unfit; 
Th'  intefline  fpiral  fibres  thefe  protrude, 
And  from  the  winding  tubes  at  length  exclude. 
Obierve,  thefe  fmall  canals  confpire  to  make 
With  all  their  treafure  one  capacious  lake, 
Whofe  common  receptacle  entertains 
Th'  united  ftreams  of  all  the  ladlea]  veins. 
Hither  the  rills  of  water  are  convey'd 
In  curious  aqueducts  by  nature  laid, 
To  carry  all  the  limpid  humour  ftrain'd, 
And  from  the  blood  divided  by  the  gland ; 
Which  mingling  currents  with  the  milky  juice 
Makes  it  more  apt  to  flow,  more  fit  for  uie ; 
Thefe  liquors,  which  the  wide  receiver  fill, 
Prepar'd  with  labour,  and  refin'd  with  fkill, 
Another  courfe  to  dill  ant  parts  begin, 
Through  roads  that  ftretch  along  the  back  within ; 
This  ufeful  channel,  lately  known,  afcends, 
And  in  the  vein  near  the  left  moulder  ends, 
Which  there  unloads  its  wealth,   that  with  the 

blood 

Now  flows  in  one  incorporated  flood ; 
Soon  by  the  vein  'tis  to  the  heart  convey'd, 
And  is  by  that  elaftic  engine  play'd 
Into  the  lungs,  whence,  as  defcrib'd  before, 
It  onward  fprings,  and  makes  the  wondrous  tour. 

Now  all  the  banks  the  branching  river  laves 
With  dancing  ftreams,  and  animated  waves; 


New  florid  hnnours  and  gay  youth  beftows, 
Diffusing  vital  vigour,  where  it  flows ; 
Supplies  frefh  fpirits  to  the  living  frame, 
And  kindles  in  the  eyes  a  brighter  flame  ; 
Mufcles  impair'd  receive  new  fibrous  thread, 
And  every  bone  is  with  rich  marrow  fed  ; 
Nature  revives,  cheer'd  with  the  wealthy  tide, 
And  life  regal'd  difplayg  its  purple  pride. 

But  how  the  wondrous  diftribution's  made, 
How  to  each  part  its  proper  food  convey'd  ; 
How  fibrous  firings  for  nourifhment  are  wrought^ 
By  what  conveyance  to  the  mufcles  brought; 
How  rang'd  for  motion,  how  for  beauty  mix'd  ; 
With  vital  cement  how  th'  extremes  are  fix'd ; 
How  they  agree  in  various  ways  to  join 
In  a  trani'verfe,  a  ftraight,  and  crooked  line; 
Here  loft  in  wonder  we  adoring  ftand  ~\ 

With  rapture  own  the  wife  Director's  hand,        / 
Who  nature  made,  and  does  her  works  com-f" 
mand.  j 

Let  us  howe'er  the  theme  as  far  purfue, 
As  learn'd  obfervers  know,  or  think  they  d.o- 

Mix'd   with   the   blood   in    the   fame   circling 

tide, 

The  rills  nutritious  through  the  veffels  glide  : 
Thofe  pipes,  ft  ill  leffening  as  they  further  pafs, 
Retard  the  progrefs  of  the  flowing  mafs. 
The  glands,  that  nature  o'er  the  body  fpr^ads, 
All  artful  knots  of  various  holl"v.-  threads, 
Which  lymphjedu<*«,  on  artery,  nerve,  and  vein, 
Involv'ti  ar.J  dole  together  wound,  contain, 
?v7ake  yet  the  motion  of  the  ftreams  more  flow, 
Which  through  thofe  mazes  intricate  mud  flow  : 
And  hence  it  comes  the  interrupted  blond          -  '. 
Diftends  its  channels  with  its  fwelling  flood ; 
Thofe  channels,  turgid  with  th'  obftrudtive  tide," 
Stretch  their  fmall  holes,  and  make  their  mefhesi 

wide, 

By  fkilful  nature  pierc'd  on  every  fide. 
Mean  time,  the  l&bour'd  chyle  pervades  the  pores 
In  all  th'  arterial  perforated  fhores ; 
The  liquid  food,  which  through  thofe  paffes  ftrivef, 
To  every  part  juft  reparation  gives; 
Through  holes  of  various  figures  Various  juice 
Infinuates,  to  ferve  for  nature's  ufe. 
See  i'ofter  fibres  to  the-flefh  are  fenf, 
While  the  thin  membrane  finer  firings  augment ; 
The  tough  and  ftrong  are  on  the  finews  laid, 
And  to  the  bone?  the  harder  are  convey'd ; 
But  what  the  mafs  nutritious  does  divide, 
To  different  parts  the  different  portions  guide, 
What  makes  them  aptly  to-  the  limbs  adhere,      ~) 
In  youth  augment  them,  and  in  age  repair,          C- 
The  deepeft  fearch.  could  never  yet  declare.         j 

Nor  lefs  contrivance,  nor  lefs  curious  art, 
Surprife  and  pleafe  in  every  other  part. 
See,  how  the  nerves,  with  equal  wifdom  made, 
Arifing  from  the  tender  brain,  pervade, 
And  fecret  pafs  in  pairs  the  channel'd  bone, 
And  thence  advance  through  paths  and  roads  un 
known  ; 

Form'd  of  the  fineft  complicated  thread, 
Thefe  numerous  cords  are  through  the  body  fpread; 
A  thoufand  branches  from  each  trunk  they  fend, 
Some  to  the  limbs,  fome  to  the  bowels  tend; 
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Some  in  dra.it  llnci,  fome  in  tranfverfe,  are  found, 
One  forms  a  crooked  figure,  one  a  round  ; 
The  entrails  thefe  embrace  in  fpiral  firings, 
Thofe  clafp  th'  arterial  tubes  in  tender  rings  ; 
The  tendons  fome  compared  clofe  produce, 
And  fome  thin  fibres  for  the  (kin  difFufe. 

Thefe  fubtle  channels  (fuch  is  every  nerve  !) 
For  vital  functions,  fenfe,  and  motion  ferve  ; 
Included  fpirits  through  their  fecret  road 
J'afs  to  and  fro,  as  through  the  veins  the  blood ; 
Some  to  the  heart  advancing  take  their  way, 
Which  move  and  make  the  beating  mufcle  plajv; 
Part  to  the  fpleen,  part  to  the  liver,  flows, 
Thefe  to  the  lungs,  and  to  the  ftomach  thofc  ; 
They  help  to  labour  and  concoct  the  food, 
Refine  the  chyle,  and  animate  the  blood ; 
Exalt  the  ferments,  and  the  ftrainers  aid, 
That,  by  a  conftant  feparation  made, 
They  may  a  due  aconomy  maintain, 
Exclude  the  noxious  parts,  the  good  regain. 

Yet  we  thefe  wondrous  functions  ne'er  perceive, 
Functions,  by  which  we  move,  by  which  we  live; 
Unconfcious  we  thefe  motions  never  heed, 
Whether  they  err,  or  by  juft  laws  proceed. 

But  other  fpirtts,  govern'd  by  the  will, 
Shoot  through  their  tracks,  and  diflant  mufcles  fill : 
STh's  Sovereign  by  his  arbitrary  nod 
ReilratfiS,  or  fends  his  minifters  abroad  ; 
Swift  and  obedicat  to  hi»  high  command, 
They  ftir  a  finger,  or  th*y  Lft  a  hand  ; 
They  tune  our  voices,  or  they  move  «ui  eyes ; 
By  thefe  we  walk,  or  from  the  ground  arife  ; 
By  thefe  we  turn,  by  thefe  the  body  bend  ; 
Contract  a  limb  at  pleafure,  or  extend. 
And  though  thefe  fpirits,  which  obfequious  go, 
Know  not  the  paths  through  which  they  ready 

flow, 

Nor  can  our  mind  inftruct  them  in  their  way, 
Of  all  their  roads  as  ignorant  as  they  ; 


Yet  feldom  erring  they  attain  their  end, 
And  reach  that  Cngle  part,  which  we  intend  ; 
Ungiiided  they  a  jufl  diflinctioH  make, 
This  mufcle  fwell,  and  leave  the  other  flack ; 
And  when  their  force  this  limb  or  that  infleds, 
Our  will  the  meafure  of  that  force  directs ; 
The  fpirits  which  diftend  them,  as  we  pleafe, 
Exert  their  power,  or  from  their  duty  ceafc. 

Thefe  out-guards  of  the  mind  are  fent  abroad, 
And  ftill  patrolling  beat  the  neighbouring  road ; 
Or  to  the  parts  remote  obedient  fly, 
Keep  pods  advanc'd,  and  on  the  frontier  lie. 
The  watchful  centinels  at  every  gate, 
At  every  paflage  to  the  fenfes  wait ; 
Still  travel  to  and  fro  the  nervous  way, 
And  their  imprtflions  to  the  brain  convey. 
Where  their  report  the  vital  envoys  make, 
And  with  new  orders  are  remanded  hack  ; 
Quick,  as  a  darted  beam  of  light,  they  go, 
Through  different  paths  to  different  organs  flow, 
Whence  they  reflect  as  fwiftly  to  the  brain, 
To  give  it  pleafure,  or  to  give  it  pain. 

Thus  has  the  mufe  a  daring  wing  difplay'd. 
Through  tracklef>  fkies  ambitious  flight  eflay'd, 
To  fing  the  wonders  of  the  human  frame  ; 
But,  oh  !  bewails  her  weak,  unequal  Same. 
Ye  fkilful  matters  of  Machaon's  race, 
Who  nature's  mazy  intricacies  trace, 
And  to  fublimer  fpheres  of  knowledge  rife 
By  manag'd  fire,  and  late-invented  eyes  ; 
Tell,  how  your  fearch  has  here  eluded  been, 
How  oft  amaz'd  and  ravilh'd  you  have  feea 
The  conduct,  prudence,  and  ttupendous  art, 
And  mafter-flrokes  in  each  mechanic  part. 
Tell,  what  deligiitfyl  myfteries  remain 
Unfung,  which  my  inferior  voice  difdain. 

Who  can  this  field  of  miracles  iurv;y 
And  not  with  Galen  all  in  rapture  fay 
Behold  a  God,  adortt  him,  and  obey  ! 


BOOK    VII. 

Tie  Argument. 

The  introduction,  in  imitation  of  King  Solomon's  ironical  conceflions  to  the  libertine.  The  Creator 
aflerted,  from  the  contemplation  of  animals.  Of  their  fenfe  of  hearing,  fading,  fmelling,  and  efpe- 
cially  of  feeing.  Of  the  nobler  operations  of  animals,  commonly  called  inftincts.  The  Creator  de- 
irionilrated  farther,  from  the  contemplation  of  human  undemanding,  and  the  perfections  of  the 
mind.  The  vigour  and  fwiftncfs  of  thought.  Simple  perception.  Reflection.  Of  the  mind's  power 
of  abftractiug,  uniting,  and  feparating  ideas.  Of  the  faculty  of  reafoning,  or  deducing  one  propp- 
fition  from  two  others.  The  power  of  human  understanding,  in  inventing  ikiliul  works,  and  in 
other  inftances.  The  mind's  felf-determining  power,  or  freedom  of  choice.  Her  power  of  elefling 
an  end,  and  choofing  means  to  attain  that  end.  Of  controlling  our  appetites,  rejecting  pleafures, 
and  choofing  pain,  want,  and  death  itfelf,  in  hopes  of  happinels  in  a  diftant  unknown  ftate  of  life. 
The  conclusion,  being  a  fhort  recapitulation  of  the  whole ;  with  a  hymn  to  the  Creator  of  the 
•world. 


"\\TmLt  rofy  youth  in  perfcd  bloom  maintains, 
Thoughtlefs  of  age,  and  ignorant  of  pains; 
While  from  the  heart  rich  ftreams  with  vigour 
fprinp,  [ring ; 

Bound  through  their  roads,  and  dance  their  vital 


And  fpirits,  fwift  as  fun-beams  through  the  flcici, 
Dart   through   thy   nerves,    and  fparkle   in   thy 

eyes ; 

While  nature  with  full  ttrength  thy  finews  arm*, 
Glows  in  thy  cheek?,  and  triumphs  in  her  charms i 
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Indulge  thy  inftin&s,  and  intent  on  eafe 
With  raviihing  delight  thy  fenfes  pleafe. 

Since  no  black  clouds  difhonour  now  the  fky, 
No  winds,  but  balmy  genial  zephyrs,  fly, 
Eager  embark,  and  to  th'  inviting  gale 
Thy  pendants  loofe,  and  fpread  thy  filken  fail ; 
Sportive  advance  on  pleafure's  wanton  tide 
Through  flowery  fcenes,  diffus'd  on  either  fide. 
See  how  the  hours  their  painted  wings  dif- 

play, 

And  draw,  like  harnefs'd  doves,  the  fmilingday  ! 
Shall  this  glad  fpring,  when  active  ferments  climb, 
Thefe  months,  the  faireft  progeny  of  time, 
The  brightefi  parts  in  all  duration's  train, 
Afk  thee  to  feize  thy  blifs,  and  afk  in  vain  ? 
To  their  prevailing  fmiles  thy  heart  refign, 
And  wifely  make  the  proffer'd  bleffings  thine. 
Near  fome  fair  river,  on  reclining  land, 
"Midft.  gioves  and  fountains  let  thy  palace  {land ; 
Let  Parian  walls  unrivall'd  pomp  difplay, 
And  gilded  towers  repel  augmented  day  ; 
.Let  porphyry  pillars  in  high  rows  uphold 
The  azure  roof  ejirich'd  with  veins  of  gold; 
And  the  fair  creatures  of  the  fculptor's  art 
Part  grace  thy  palace,  and  thy  garden  part; 
Here  let  the  iccmful  fpoils  of  opening  flowers 
Breathe  from  thy  citron  walks, and  jamiine  bowers; 
Hefperian  bloffoms  in  thy  bofom  fmeli; 
Let  all  Arabia  in  thy  garments  dwell. 

That  coftly  banquets  and  delicious  feafts 
May  crown  thy  table,  to  regale  thy  guefts, 
Ranfack  the  hills,  and  every  park  and  wood, 
The  Take  unpeople,  and  defpoil  the  flood  ; 
Procure  each  fcather'd  luxury,  that  beat* 
Its  native  air,  or  from  its  clime  retreats, 
And  by  alternate  tranfmigration  flies 
O'er  '^terpofing  feas,  and  changes  fkies; 
Let  artful  cooks  to  raife  their  reiifh  ftrive, 
With  ail  the  fpicy  taftes  the  Indies  give. 

While  wreaths  of  rofes  round  thy  temple*  twine 
Enjoy  the  fparkling  bleffings  of  the  vine  ; 
Let  the  warm  nectar  all  thy  veins  infpire, 
bulace  thy  heart,  and  raife  the  vital  fire. 

Next  let  the  charms  of  heavenly  mufic  cheer 
Thy  foul  with  rapture  liftening  in  thy  ear ; 
Let  tuneful  chiefs  exert  their  (kill,  to  Ihow 
What  artful  joys  from  matiag'd  found  can  flow; 
Now  hear  the  melting  voice  and  trembling  firing 
Let  Pepufch  touch  the  lyre,  and  Margarita  fing. 
While  wanton  ferments  fwell  thy  glowing  veins 
To  the  warm  paflion  give  the  flackcn'd  reins ; 
Thy  gazing  eyes  with  blooming  beauty  feaft, 
Receive  its  dart,  and  hug  it  in  thy  breafl; 
From  fair  to  fair  with  gay  inconftance  tove, 
Tafte  every  fweet,  and  cloy  thy  foul  with  love. 

But  'midfl  thy  boundlefs  joys,  unbridled  youth, 
Remember  ftill  this  fad,  but  certain  truth, 
That  thou  at  laft  feverely  mu'.l  account ; 
To  what  will  thy  congefted  guilt  amount ! 

Allow  a  God;  he  mull  our  deeds  regard  ; 
A  righteous  Judge  muft  punifti  and  reward: 
Yet  that  he  rears  no  high  tribunal  here, 
Impartial  juflice  to  difpcr.fe,  is  clear. 
His  fword  nnpunifh'd  criminals  defy, 
Nor  by  his  thunder  dues  the  tyrant  dk  -r 


Vhile  Heaven's  adorer's  preft  with  want  and  pain* 
"heir  unrewarded  innoctnce  maintain, 
ee  his  right  hand  he  unextended  keeps,       [fleeps. 
"hough  long  provok'd,  th'  unactive  vengeance 

Hence  we  a  world  facceeding  this  infer, 
Vhere  he  his  juftiee  will  aflcrt ;  prepare 
"'o  ftand  arraign'd  before  his  awful  bar, 
Vhcre  wilt  thou  hide  thy  ignominous  head  ? 
huddering  with  horror,  what  haft  thou  to  plead  ? 
3efpairing  wretch !    he'U  frowo   thee  from  liis 

throne, 
And  by  his  wrath  will  make  liis  being  known. 

Yet  more  Religion's  empire  to  fupport, 
To  pufh  the  foe,  and  make  our  lafl  effort; 
-.et  beings  with  attention  be  review'd, 
Which,  not  alone  with  vital  power  endued, 
~an  move  themfelves,  can  organiz'd  perceive 
The  various  itrokes,  which  various  objects  give, 
3y  laws  mechanic  can  Lucretius  tell 
How  living  creatures  fee,  or  hear,  or  fmell  ? 
tiow  is  the  image  to  the  fenfe  convey'd  ? 
On  the  tun'd  organ  how  the  impulfe  made  ? 
How,  and  by  which  more  noble  part,  the  braia 
Perceives  th'  idea,  can  their  fchools  explain  * 
'  Fis  clear,  in  that  fuperior  feat  alone 
The  judge  of  objects  has  her  fecrct  throne; 
Since,  a  lirrrb  fever'd  by  the  wounding  fteel, 
We  ftill  may  pain,  as  in  that  member,  feel. 
Mark  how  the  fpirits  watchful  ia  the  ear 
Seize  undulating  founds,  and  catch  the  vocal  aa?» 
Qbferve  how  others,  that  the  tongue  poflefs 
Which  falls  of  various  ihape  and  fize  imprtfs, 
From  their  affected  fibres  upward  dart, 
And  different  taftes  by  different  ftrokes  impart. 
Remark,  how  thofe,  which  in  the  noftril  dwell^ 
That  artful  organ  deftin'd  for  the  fmell, 
By  vapours  mov'd,  their  paSage  upward  take, 
And  fcents  unpleafant  or  delightful  make. 

If  in  the  tongue,  the  noftril,  and  the  car, 
No  (kill,  no  wifdom,  DO  defign,  appear; 
Lucretians,  next,  regard  the  curious-eye; 
Can  you  no  art,  no  prudence,  there  defcry  ? 
By  your  mechanic  principles,  in  vain 
The  fenfe  of  fight  you  labour  to  explain. 
You  fay,  from  all  the  objects  of  the  eye 
Thin  colour'd  fhapes  uninterrupted  fly. 
As  wandering  ghofts  (fo  ancient  poets  feign)' 
Skim  through   the  air,    and  fvveep  th'  infernal 

plain  ; 

So  thefe  light  figures  roam  by  day  and  night, 
But  undiicover'd  till  betray'd  by  light. 

But  can  corporeal  forms  with  fo  much  cafe 
Meet  in  their  flight  a  thoufand  images, 
And  yet  no  conflict,  no  collifive  force, 
Break  their  thin  texture,  and  difturb  their  courfc  * 
What  fix'd  their  parts,  and  made  them  fo  cohere, 
That  they  the  picture  of  the  object  wear  ? 
What  is  the  fhape,  that  from  a  body  flies  ?          "> 
What  moves,  what  propagates,  what  multiplies,  £ 
And  paints  one  image  in  a  thoufand  eyes  ' 
When  to  the  eye  the  crowding  figures  pafs, 
How  in  a  point  can  all  poffd's  a  place, 
And  lie  dilUnguifh'd  in  fuch  narrow  fpace  ? 
Since  all  perception  in  the  brain  is  made, 
(Though  whcr:  aad  how  was  never  yet  difplay'd) 
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And  fmce  fo  great  a  diftance  lies  between 
The  eye-ball,  and  the  feat  of  fenfe  within  ; 
"While  in  the  eye  th'  arrefted  object  ftays, 
Tell,  what  th'  idea  to  the  brain  convey.? 

You  fay,  the  fpirits  in  the  optic  nerve, 
Mov'd  by  the  intercepted  image,  lerve 
To  bear  th'  impreflion  to  the  brain,  and  give 
The  ftroke,  by  which  the  object  we  perceive. 

How  docs  the  brain,  touch'd  with  a  different"} 
ftroke,  f 

The  whale  diftinguifn  from  the  marble  rock  ?     C 
Pronounce  this  tree  a  cedar,  that  an  oak  ?  J 

Can  fpirits  weak  or  ftronger  blows  exprefs, 
One  body  greater,  and  another  lefs  ? 
How  do  they  make  us  fpace  and  diftance  know  ? 
At  once  diftinct  a  thoufand  objects  fliow  ? 

Lucretians,  now  proceed;  contemplate  all      "> 
The  nobler  actions  of  the  animal,  > 

Which  inftinct  feme,  ibme  lower  reafon,  call,     j 
Say,  what  contexture  did  by  chance  arrive, 
W^iich  to  brute  creatures  did  that  inftinct  give, 
Whence  they  at  fight  difcern  and  dread  their  foe, 
Their  food  diftinguifh,  and  their  phylic  know  ? 
By  which  the  lion  learns  to  hunt  his  prey, 
And  the  weak  herd  to  fear  and  fly  away  ? 
The  birds  contrive  inimitable  nefts  ? 
And  dens  are  haunted  by  the  foreft  beads  ? 
Whence  fame  in  fubterranean  dwellings  hide, 
Thefe  in  the  rocks,  and  thofe  in  woods  abide  ? 
Whence  timorous  beafts,  through  hills  and  lawns 

purfued, 
By  artful  ftiifts  the  ravening  foe  elude  ? 

What  various  wonders  may  obfervers  fee 
In  a  fmall  infect,  the  fagacious  bee  ! 
Mark,  how  the  little  untaught  builders  fquare 
Their  rooms,  and  in  the  dark  their  lodgings  rear! 
Nature's  mechanics,  they  unwearied  ftrive, 
And  fill  with  curious  labyrinths  the  hive. 
See,  what  bright  ftrokes  of  architecture  fhine 
Through  the  whole  frame,  what  beauty,  what  de- 

fign! 

Each  odoriferous  cell,  and  waxen  tower, 
The  yellow  pillage  of  the  rifled  flower, 
Has  twice  three  fides,  the  only  figure  fit 
To  which  the  labourers  may  their  litres  commit, 
Without  the  lofs  of  matter,  or  of  room, 
In  all  the  wondrous  ftructure  ot  the  comb. 
JNext  view,  fpectator,  with  admiring  eyes, 
In  what  juft  order  all  th'  apartments  rile  1 
So  regular  their  equal  fides  cohere, 
'I  h'  adapted  angles  fo  each  other  btar, 
That,  by  mechanic  rules  rcfin'd  and  bold, 
They  are  at  once  upheld,  at  o;icc  uphold. 
Does  not  this  fkill  ev'n  vie  with  rcalon's  reach  ? 
Can  Euclid  more,  can  more  Palladia,  ttach  ? 
Each  verdant  hillth'  induftrions  chemifts  climb, 
Extract  the  riches  of  the  blooming  thyme, 
And,  provident  of  winter  long  btfire,  [ftore  ; 

They  itock  their   cave.*,   and  hoard   their  flowery 
In  peace  ihey  rule  their  flate  with  prudent  care, 
Wiiely  defend,  or  wage  cflenfive  war. 
Mar<>,  thefe  wonders  offer'd  to  his  thought, 
Felt  his  known  ardour,  and  the  rapture  caught  : 
Then  rais'd  his  voice,  and,  in  immortal  lays, 
Did  high  as  l.;a%\;i  the  i.::'.^~t  nation  rail'c. 


If,  Epicurus,  this  whole  artful  frame 
Does  not  a  wife  Creator's  hand  proclaim, 
To  view  the  intellectual  world  advance  ; 
Is  this  the  creature  too  of  fate  or  chance  ? 
Turn  on  itfelf  thy  godlike  reafon's  ray, 
Thy  mind  contemplate,  and  its  power  furvey. 

What  high  perfections  grace  the  human  mind/ 
In  fiefh  imprifon'cl,  and  to  earth  confin'd  ! 
What  vigour  has  fhe  !  what  a  piercing  fight ! 
Strong  as  the  winds,  and  fprightly  as  the  light ! 
She  moves  unweary'd  as  the  active  fire, 
And,  like  the  flame,  her  flights  to  heaven  afpire  : 
By  day  her  thoughts  in  never-ceafing  ftreams 
Flow    clear ;    by    night  they  ftrive  in  troubled 

dreams. 

She  draws  ten  thoufand  landfcapes  in  the  brain, 
DrefTes  of  airy  forms  an  endlefs  train, 
Which  all  her  intellectual  fcenes  prepare, 
Enter  by  turns  the  ftage,  and  difappear. 
To  the  remoter  regions  of  the  fky 
Her  fwift-wing'd  thought  can  in  a  moment  fly  ; 
Climb  to  the  heights  of  heaven,  to  be  employ'd 
In  viewing  thence  th'  interminable  void  ; 
Can  look  beyond  the  ftream  of  time,  to  fee 
The  ftagnant  ocean  of  eternity. 
Thoughts  in  an  inflant  through  the  zodiac  run, 
A  year's  long  journey  for  the  labouring  fun  ; 
Then  down  they  moot,  as  fwif:  as  darting  light, 
Nor  can  oppofing  clouds  retard  their  flight ; 
Through  fubtarranean  vaults  with  cafe  they  fweep, 
And  fearch  the  hidden  wonders  of  the  deep. 

When  man  with  reafon  dignify'd  is  born, 
No  images  his  naked  mind  adorn  ; 
No  fck-nces  or  arts  enrich  his  brain, 
Nor  fancy  yet  difplays  her  pi&ur'd  train  : 
He  no  innate  ideas  can  difeern, 
Of  knowledge  dcftitute,  though  apt  to  learn. 
Our  intellectual,  like  the  body's,  eye, 
Whiift  in  the  womb,  no  object  can  defcry  ; 
Yet  is  difpos'd  to  entertain  the  light, 
And  judge  of  things  when  offer'd  to  the  fight. 
When  objects  through  the  fenfes  paffage  gain, 
And  611  with  various  imagery  the  brain, 
Th'  ideas,  which  the  mind  does  thence  perceive, 
To  think  and  know  the  firft  occafion  give. 
Did  file  not  ufe  the  fenfes'  miniftry, 
Nor  ever  tafte,  or  fmell,  or  hear,  or  fee, 
Could  flie  poifeft  of  power  perceptive  be  ? 
Wretches,  who  fightlels  into  being  came, 
Of  light  or  colour  no  idea  frame. 
Then  grant  a  man  hi*  being  did  commence, 
Deny'd  by  Nature  each  external  fenfe, 
Theie  ports  unypcn'd,  diffident  we  guefs, 
Th'  unconlcious  foui  no  image  could  poffefs; 
Though  what  in  luch  a  iiute  the  relllils  train 
Of  fpirits  would  produce,  we  aik  in  vain. 
The  mind  proceeds,  and  to  reflection  goes, 
Perceives  flic  does  perceive,  and  known  (lie  knows; 
Reviews   her    acts,   and   dots   from    thtncc   con* 

elude 
She  is  with  reafon  and  with  choice  endued. 

From  individuals  of  dilUnguiih'd  kind, 
By  her  abftractinjj  faculty,  the  mind 
Precifely  general  natures  can  conceive, 
And  birth  to  notions  uuivcrfal  give  ; 


CREATION. 

The.  various  rnodes  of  things  diftinctly  (hows,  ^ 
A  pure  refpcct,  a  nice  relation  knows,  [flows ;  C 
Afld  fees  whence  each  refped  and  each  relation  j 
By  her  abftrading  power  in  pieces  takes  [makes; 
The  mix'd  anJ  compound  whole,  which  Nature 
On  objcds  of  the  fenfcs  (he  refines,  "} 

Beings  by  Nature  feparated  joins, 
And  fevers  qualities,  which  that  combines.  ) 

The  mind,  from  things  repugnant,  fome  refpects 
In  which  their  natures  are  alike  fcl.ects, 
And  can  fome  difference  and  unlikenefs  fee 
In  things  which  feem  entirely  to  agree  : 
"She  does  dilKnguifh  here,  and  there  unite  ; 
The  mark  of  judgment  that,  and  this  of  wit. 

As  (he  can  reckon,  ieparate,  and  compare,       ""> 
Conceive  what  order,  rude,  proportion,  are,         v 
So  from  one  thought  Ihe  (till  can  more  infer  ;      _} 
Maxim  from  maxim  can  by  force  exprcfs, 
And  make  difcover'd  truths  affociate  truths  conftfs: 
On  plain  foundations,  which  our  reafon  lays, 
She  can  ftupendous  frames  of  fcknce  raife  ; 
Notion  on  notion  built  will  towering  rife, 
Till  th'  intellectual  fabrics  reach  the  (kies ; 
The  mathematic  axioms,  which  appear  ") 

By  fcientific  demonftration  clear, 
The  maltcr-builders  on  two  pillars  rear  :  j 

From  two  plain  problems  by  laborious  thought 

all  the  wondrous  fuperftrudure  wrought. 

The  foul,  as  memion'd,  can  herfelf  infpect, 
By  acts  reflex  can  view  her  ads  dired  ;     ' 
A  talk  too  hard  for  fenfe  ;  for  though  the  eye 
Its  own  reflected  image  can  defciy, 
Yet  it  ne'er  faw  the  fight  by  which  it  fees, 
Viiion  can  mow  no  colour'd  images. 

The  mind's  tribunal  can  report-!  reject 
Made  by  the  fenfes,  aad  their  faults  correct ; 
The  magnitude  of  diftant  ftars  it  knows, 
Which  erring  fenfe,  as  twinkling  tapers,  fiiows  : 
Crooked  the  ftiape  our  cheated  eye  believes, 
Which  through  a  double  medium  it  receives  ; 
Superior  mind  does  a  right  judgment  make, 
Declares  its  ftraight,  and  mends  the  eye's  miflake. 

Where  dwells  this  fovereign  arbitrary  foul,      ~) 
Which  does  the  human  ar.iuial  control, 
Inform  each  part,  and  agitate  the  whole  ?  J 

O'er  minifterial  fenfes  does  preiule,  ~) 

To  all  their  various  provinces  divide, 
F.ach  member  move,  and  every  motion  guide  ?    3 
Which,  by  her  fecret  uncomefted  nod,  ~) 

Her  meffengers  the  fpirits  fends  abroad, 
Through  every  nervous  pafs,andevery  vital  road,  J 
To  fetch  from  every  diftant  part  a  train 
Of  outward  objeds,  to  enrich  the  brain  ? 
Where  fits  this  bright  intelligence  enthron'd, 
With  numherlefs  ideas  pour'ti  aroan'V 
Where  foiences  and  arts  in  order  wait, 
And  truths  divine  compofe  her  godlike  (late  ? 
Can  the  diff^ding  fteel  the  brain  difplay, 
And  the  auguft  apartment  open  Lay, 
Where  this  great  queen  ftill  choofes  to  rcfide 
In  intellectual  pomp,  and  bright  ideal  pride  ? 
Hr  can  the  eye,  aflifted  by  the  gi  ifs, 
Difcern  the  ftra'u,  but  hofpitable  place, 
In  which  ten  thoufand  images  remain, 
Without  confUiion,and  their  rank  maintain  ? 


j 

How  does  this  wondrous  principle  of  though'. 
Perceive  the  object  by  the  fenfes  brought  ? 
What  philofophic  builder  will  efiay 
By  rules  mechanic  to  unfold  the  way 
How  a  machine  muft  be  difpos'd  to  think, 
Ideas  how  to  frame,  and  how  to  link  ? 
Tell  us,  Lucretius,  Epicurus,  tell, 
And  you  in  tvit  unrival'd  (hall  excel ; 
How  through  the  outward  fenfe  the  object  flics, 
How  in  the  foul  her  images  arife ; 
What  thinking,  what  perception  is,  explain ; 
What  all  the  airy  creatures  of  the  brain ; 
How  to  the  ruind  a  thought  reflected  goes, 
And  how  the  confcious  engine  knows  it  knowa. 

The  mind  a  thoufand  Ikilful  works  can  frame, 
Can  form  deep  projects  to  procure  her  aim. 
Merchants  for  eaftern  pearl  and  golden  ore 
To  crofs  the  main,  and  reach  the  Indian  fhore, 
Prepare  the  floating  fliip,  and  fpread  the  fail, 
To  catch  the  impulfe  of  the  breathing  gale. 
Warriors  in  framing  fchemes  their  wifdom  fhow, 
To  difappoint  gr  circumvent  the  foe. 
Th'  ambitious  ftatefman  labours  dark  defigns, 
Now  open  force  employs,  now  undermines  ; 
By  paths  direct  his  end  he  now  purfues, 
By  fide  approaches  now,  and  flanting  views. 

See,  how  refiftlefs  orators  perfuade, 
Draw  out  their  forces,  and  the  heart  invade ; 
Touch  every  fpring  and  movement  of  the  foul, 
This  appetite  excite,  and  that  controul ; 
Their  powerful  voice  can  flying  troops  arreft, 
Confirm  the  weak,  and  melt  th'  obdurate  breaft; 
Chafe  from  the  fad  their  melancholy  air, 
Sooth  difcontent,  and  folacc  anxipus  care. 
When  threatening  tides  of  rage  and  anger  rife, 
Ufurp  the  throne,  and  reafon's  fway  defpife, 
When  in  the  feats  of  life  this  tempeft  reigns, 
Beats  through  the  heart,  and  drives  along  the  veins; 
See,  eloquence  with  force  perfuafive  binds 
The  rettlcfs  waves,  and  charms  the  warring  winds, 
Refiftlefs  bids  tumultuous  uproar  ceafe, 
Recalls  the  calm,  and  gives  the  bofom  peace. 

Did  not  the  mind,  on  heavenly  joy  intent, 
The  vj^ious  kinds  of  harmony  invent  ? 
She  tne  theorbo,  (he  the  viol  found, 
And  all  the  moving  melody  of  found  ; 
She  gave  to  breathing  tubes  a  power  unknown, 
To  fpt>ak  infpir'd  with  accents  not  their  own ; 
Taught  tuneful  fons  of  mufic  how  to  fing, 
How,  by  vibrations  of  th'  extended  firing, 
And  manag'd  itnpulfe  on  the  fuffering  air, 
T"  extort  the  rapture,  and  delight  the  ear. 

See,  how^  celeftial  reafon  does  command 
The  ready  pencil  in  the  painter's  hand  ; 
Whofe  itrokcs  affect  with  Nature's  felf  to  vie, 
And  with  falfe  life  amufe  the  doubtful  eye  : 
Behold  the  ftrong  emotions  of  the  mind 
Lxtrted  in  the  eyes,  and  in  the  face  defigrTd. 
Such  is  the  artiiVs  wondrous  power,  that  we. 
Ev'n  pictur'd  fouls  and  colour'd  paffions  fee, 
Where  without  words  (peculiar  eloquence) 
The  bufy  figures  fpeak  their  various  fenfe. 
What  living  face  docs  more  diitrefs  or  \voe,       ^ 
More  finiih'd  flume,  confufion,  horror,  know,   v 
Ih.ui  wliac  the  mrtikrs  of  the  pencil  fliow  ?       j. 
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Mean  time  the  chifcl  with  the  pencil  vies; 
The  fifter  arts  difpure  the  doubtful  prize. 
Are  human  limbs,  ev'n  in  their  vital  ftate, 
More  juft  and  ftrang,  more  free  and  delicate, 
Than  Buonorota's  curious  tools  create  ? 
He  to  the  rock  can  vital  inftincts  give, 
Which,  thus  transform'd,  can  rage,  rejoice,  or 

grieve  : 

His  fkilful  hand  does  marble  veins  infpire 
Now  with  the  lover's,  now  the  hero's  fire; 
So  well  th'  imagin'd  actors  play  their  part, 
The  filent  hypocrites  fuch  power  exert, 
That  paflions  which  they  feel  not,  they  beftow, 
Affright  us  with  their  fear,  and  melt  us  with  their 

woe. 

There  Niobe  leans  weeping  on  her  arm  : 
How  her  fad  looks  and  beauteous  forrow  charm  '• 
See,  here  a  Venus  foft  in  Parian  ftbne ; 
A  Pallas  there  to  ancient  fables  known ; 
That  from  the  rock  arofe,  not  from  the  main, 
This  not  from  Jove's,  but  from  the  fculptor's  brain. 

Admire  the  carver's  fertile  energy, 
With  ravifh'd  eyes  his  happy  offspring  fee. 
What  beauteous  figures  by  th'  unrival'd  art 
Of  Britifh  Gibbons  from  the  cedar  ftart ! 
He  makes  that  tree  unnative  charms  afiume, 
Ufurp  gay  honours,  and  another's  bloom  ; 
The  various  fruits,  which  different  climates  bear, 
And  all  the  pride  the  fields  and  gardens  wear ; 
While  from  unjuicy  limbs  without  a  root 
New  buds  devi&'d,  and  leafy  branches,  fhoot. 

As  human  kind  can  by  an  act  direct, 
Perceive  and  know,  then  reafon  and  reflect : 
So  the  felf- moving  fpring  has  power  to  choofe, 
Thefe  methods  to  reject,  and  thofe  to  ufe ; 
She  can  defign  and  profecute  an  end, 
Exert  her  vigour,  or  her  act  fufpend  ; 
Free  from  the  infults  of  all  foreign  power, 
She  does  her  godlike  liberty  fecure  ; 
Her  right  and  high  prerogative  maintains, 
Impatient  of  the  yoke,  and  fcorns  coercive  chains ; 
She  can  her  airy  train  of  forms  difband, 
And  makes  new  levees  at  her  own  command ; 
O'er  her  ideas  fovereign  ihe  prefide*, 
At  pleafure  thefe  unites,  and  thofe  divides. 

The  ready  phantoms  at  her  nod  advance, 
And  form  the  bufy  intellectual  dance ; 
While  her  fair  fcenes  to  vary,  or  fupply, 
She  fingles  out  fit  images,  that  lie 
In  memory's  records,  which  faithful  hold 
Objects  immenfe  in  fecret  marks  inroll'd  ; 
The  fleeping  forms  at  her  command  awake, 
And  n»w  return,  and  now  their  cells  forfake, 
On  active  fancy's  crowded  theatre, 
As  fhe  directs,  they  rife  or  difappear.  [way, 

Objects,  which  through  the  fenfes  make  their 
And  juft  impreflions  to  the  foul  convey, 
Give  her  occafion  firft  herfelf  to  move, 
And  to  exert  her  hatred,  or  her  love  ; 
Ideas,  which  to  fome  impulfive  fcem, 
Act  not  upon  the  mind,  but  that  on  them. 
When  fhe  to  foreign  objects  audience  gives, 
Their  ftrckes  and  motions  in  the  brain  perceives; 
As  thefe  perceptions,  we  ideas  name, 
From  her  own  power  and  active  nature  came, 
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So  when  difcern'd  by  intellectual  light, 
Herfelf  her  various  paffions  does  excite, 
To  ill  her  hate,  to  good  her  appetite ; 
Te  fhun  the  firft,  the  latter  to  procure, 
She  choofes  means  by  free  elective  power ; 
She  can  their  various  habitudes  furvey, 
Debate  their  fitnefs,  and  their  merit  weigh. 
And,  while  the  means  fuggcfted  (he  compares, 
She  to  the  rivals  this  or  that  prefers. 

By  her  fuperior  power  the  reafoning  foul 
Can  each  reluctant  appetite  controul ; 
Can  every  paflion  rule,  and  every  fenfe, 
Change  Nature's  courfe,and  with  her  lawsdifpenfe ;' 
Our  breathing  to  prevent,  fhe  can  arreft 
Th'  extenfion,  or  contraction,  of  the  breaft ; 
When  pain'd  with  hunger,  we  can  food  refufe, 
And  wholefome  abftinence,  or  famine  choofe. 
Can  the  wild  beaft  his  inftinct  difobey, 
And  from  his  jaws  rsleafe  the  captive  prey  ? 
Or  hungry  herds  on  verdant  paftures  lie, 
Mindlef*  to  eat,  and  refolute  to  die  ? 
With  heat  expiring,  can  the  panting  hart 
Patient  of  thirft  from  the  cool  dream  depart  ? 
Can  brutes  at  will  imprifon'd  breath  detain  ? 
Torment  preftr  to  cafe,  and  life  difdain  ? 

From  all  reftraint,  from  all  compulsion  free, 
Unforc'd,  and  unneceffitated,  we 
Ourfelves  determine,  and  our  freedom  prove, 
When  this  we  fly,  and  to  that  object  move. 
Had  not  the  mind  a  power  to  will  and  choofe, 
One  object  to  embrace,  and  one  refufe; 
Cc  uld  fhe  not  act,  or  not  her  act  fufpend, 
As  it  obftructed,  or  advanc'd  her  end  ; 
Virtue  and  vice  were  names  without  a  caufe, 
This  would  not  hate  deferve,  nor  that  applaufe ; 
Juftict  in  vain  has  high  tribunals  rcar'd, 
Whom  can  her  fentence  punifh,  whom  reward  ? 
If  impious  children  ffrould  their  father  kill, 
Can  th«fy  be  wicked,  when  they  cannot  will ; 
When  only  caufes  foreign  and  unfeen  *J( 

Strike  with  refiftlefs  force  the  fprings  within,      / 
Whence  in  the  engine  man  all  motion  muft  f 
begin  ?  J 

Are  vapours  guilty  which  the  vintage  blaft  ? 
Are  ftorms  profcrib'd,  which  lay  the  foreft  wafte  ? 
Why  lies  the  wretch  then  tortur'd  on  the  wheel, 
If  forc'd  to  treafon,  or  compcll'd  to  (leal  ? 
Why  does  the  warrior,  by  aufpicious  fate 
With  laurels  crown'd,  and  clad  in  robes  of  ftate, 
In  triumph  ride  amidft  the  gazing  throng, 
Deaf  with  applaufes,  and  the  poet's  fong  j 
If  the  victorious,  but  the  brute  machine 
Did  only  wreaths  inevitable  win, 
And  no  wife  choice  or  vigilance  has  (hown, 
Mov'd  by  a  fatal  impulfe,  not  his  own  ? 

Should  trains  of  atoms  human  fenfe  impel, 
Though  not  fo  fierce,  fo  ftrong,  fo  vifible 
As  faldiers  arm'd,  and  do  not  men  arreft 
With  clubs  upheld,  and  daggers  at  their  breaft  ? 
Yet  means  compulfive  are  nut  plainer  fhown, 
When  ruffians  drive,  or  conquer ors  drag  us  on  ; 
As  much  we're  forc'd,  when  by  an  atom's  fway 
Control'J,  as  when  a  tyrant  we  obey  ; 
And,  by  whatever  caufe  conflrain'd  to  act, 
We  merit  no  reward,  no  guilt  cvnt:a~, 


CREATION. 


Our  mind  of  rulers  feels  a  confcious  awe, 
Reveres  their  juftice,  and  regard"  their  law  : 
She  redtitude  and  deviation  knows, 
That  vice  from  one,  from  one  that  virtue  flows ; 
Of  thefe  fhe  feels  unlike  effects  within. 
From  virtue  pleafure,  and  remorfe  ftom  fin  ; 
Hopes  of  a  juft  reward  by  that  arc  fed, 
By  this,  of  wrath  vindictive,  fecret  dread. 
The  mind,  which  thus  can  rules  of  duty  learn, 
Can  right  from  wrong,  and  good  from  ill  difcern  ; 
Which,  the  fharp  ftrcke  of  juftice  to  prevent, 
Can  fhame  exprefs,  can  grieve,  iefle&,  repent ; 
From  fate  or  chance  her  rife  can  never  draw, 
Thofe  caufes  know  not  virtue,  vice,  or  law. 

She  can  a  life  fucceeding  this  conceive, 
Of  blits  or  woe  an  endlefs  rtate  believe. 
Dreading  the  juft  and  univerfal  doom, 
And  aw'd  by  fears  of  punifhment  to  come, 
By  hopes  excited  of  a  glorious  crown, 
And  certain  pleafures  in  a  world  unknown  : 
She  can  the  fond  defires  of  fenfe  reftrain, 
Renounce  delight,  and  choofe  diftrefs  and  pain ; 
Can  rufh  on  danger,  can  deftruiftion  face, 
Joyful  rHinquifh  fife,  and  death  embrace  : 
She  to  afflicted  virtue  can  adhere, 
And  chains  and  want  to  profperous  guilt  prefer  ; 
Unmov'd,  thefe  wild  tempeftuous  fteps  furvey, 
And  view  ferene  this  reftlefs  rolling  fea. 
In  vain  the  monfters,  which  the  coaft  infeft, 
Spend  all  their  rage  to  interrupt  her  reft; 
Her  charming  fong  the  fyren  fings  in  vain, 
She  can  the  tuneful  hypocrite  difdain ; 
Fix'd  and  unchang'd  the  faithlefs  world  behold, 
Deaf  to  its  threats,  and  to  its  favour  cold. 
Sages,  remark,  we  labour  riot  to  fhow 
The  will  is  free,  but  that  the  man  is  fo ; 
For  what  enlighten'd  reafoner  can  declare 
What  human  will  and  underftanding  are  ? 
What  fcience  from  thofe  objects  can  we  frame 
Of  which  we  little  know,  befides  the  name  ? 
The  learned,  who  with  anatomic  art 
Diffefl  the  mind,  and  thinking  fubftance  part, 
And  various  powers  and  faculties  aflert, 
Perhaps  by  fuch  abftraction  of  the  mind, 
Divide  the  things  that  are  in  nature  join'd. 
What  matters  of  the  fchools  can  make  it  clear 
Thofe  faculties,  which  two  to  them  appear, 
Are  not  refiding  in  the  foul  the  fame, 
And  not  diftincH,  but  by  a  different  name  ? 

Thus  has  the  mufe  purfu'd  her  hardy  theme, 
And  fung  the  wonders  of  this  artful  frame. 
Ere  yet  one  fubterranean  arch  was  made, 
One  cavern  vaulted,  or  one  girder  laid  ; 
Ere  the  high  rocks  did  o'er  the  fhores  arife, 
Or  fnowy  mountains  tower'd  amidft  the  ikies; 
Before  the  wat'ry  troops  fil'd  off  from  land, 
And  lay  amidft  the  rocks entrench'd  in  fund; 
Before  the  air  its  bofom  did  unfold, 
Or  burnifh'd  orbs  in  blue  expanfion  roll'd, 
She  fung  how  Nature  then  in  embryo  lay, 
And  did  the  fecrets  of  her  birth  difplay. 

When  after,  at  th'  Almighty's  high  command, 
Obedient  waves  divided  from  the  land  ; 
And  fhades  and  lazy  mifts  were  chas'd  away, 
"While  rofy  light  diffus'd  the  tender  day  ; 
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When  uproar  eeas'd,  and  wild  confuflon  fled, 
And  new-born  Nature  rais'd  her  beauteous  head ; 
She  fung  the  frame  of  this  terreftrial  pile, 
The  hills,  the  rocks,  the  rivers,  and  the  foil : 
She  view'd  the  fandy  frontier*,  which  rcftrain 
The  noify  infults  of  th*  imprifonrd  main ; 
Rang'd  o'er  the  wide  diffusion  of  the  waves, 
The  moift  ccerulcan  walks,  and  fearch'd  the  coral 

caves. 

She  then  furvey  *d  the  fluid  fields  of  air, 
And  the  crude  feeds  of  meteors  fafhion'd  there ; 
Then  with  continued  flight  fhe  fped  her  way, 
Mounted,  and  bold  purfu'd  the  fource  of  day  ; 
With  wonder  of  celeftial  motions  fung, 
How  the  pois'd  orbs  are  in  the  vacant  hung; 
How  the  bright  fluices  of  sethereal  light, 
Now  ftiut,  defend  the  empire  of  the  night ; 
And  now,  drawn  up  with  wife  alternate  care, 
Let  floods  of  glory  out,  and  fpread  with  day  the 

air. 

Then,  with  a  daring  wing,  fhe  foar'd  fublimCj 
Prom  realm  to  realm,  from  orb  to  orb  did  climb  : 
Swift  through  the  fpacious  gulf  fhe  urg'd  her  way^, 
At  length  emerg'd  in  empyrean  day  ; 
Where  far,  oh  far,  beyond  what  mortals  fee, 
In  the  void  diftri&s  of  immenfity ; 
The  mind  new  funs,  new  planets,  can  explore, 
And  yet  beyond  can  ftiil  imagine  more. 

Thus  in  bold  numbers  did  th'  adventurous  mufe 
To  fing  the  lifelefs  parts  of  Nature  choole ; 
And  then  advanc'd  to  wonders  yet  behind, 
Survey'd  and  fung  the  vegetable  kind ; 
Did  lofty  woods,  and  humble  brakes  review, 
Along  the  valley  fwept,  and  o'er  the  mountain 

flew. 

Then  left  the  mufe,  the  field,  and  waving  grove, 
And,  unfatigu'd  with  grateful  labour,  ftrove 
To  climb  th'  amazing  heights  of  fenfe,  and  fing 
The  power  perceptive,  and  the  inward  fpnng 
Which  agitates  and  guides  each  living  thing. 
She  next  eflay'd  the  embryo's  rife  to  trace 
From  an  unfafhion'd,  rude,  unchannel'd  mafsj 
Sung  how  the  fpirits  waken'd  in  the  brain, 
Exert  their  force,  and  genial  toil  maintain  ;        > 
Ered  the  beating  heart,  the  channel*  frame, 
Unfold  entangled  limbs,  and  kindle  vital  flame  ; 
How  the  fmall  pipes  are  in  meanders  laid, 
And  bounding  life  is  to  and  fro  convey'd ; 
How  fpirits,  which  for  fenfe  and  motion  ferve, 
Unguided  find  the  perforated  nerve. 
Through  every  dark  recefs  purfue  their  flight, 
Unconfcious  of  the  road,  and  void  of  fight 
Yet  certain  of  the  way,  ftill  guide  their  moti 

right. 

From  thence  a  nobler  flight  fhe  did  cflay, 
The  mind's  extended  empire  to  furvey 
She  fung  the  godlike  principle  of  th  night,          ~\ 
And  how,  from  object*  by  the  fenfes  brought,  ^  v 
The  intellectual  imagery  is  wrought ;  ^ 

How  fhe  the  modes  of  beings  can  difcern, 
A  nice  refpecl,  a  mere  relation  learn  ; 
Can  ail  the  thin  abftraded  notions  reach, 
Which  Grecian  wits,  or,  Britain,  thine  can  teach 

Thus  has  the  mufe  ftrove  to  difplay  a  part 
Of  thofe  wnnumber'd  miracles  of  art ; 
S  ( 


ir  flight,  ") 
ght,  f 
r  motions  f 
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Of  prudence,  conduct,  and  a-wife-iefign, 
Which  to  th'  attentive  thought  confpicuous  (bine. 
Still,  vanquifh'd  atheifts  !  will  you  keep  the  field, 
And,  hard  in  error,  ftill  refufe  to  yield  ? 
•See,  all  your  broken  arms  lie  fpread  around, 
And  ignominious  rout  deforms  the  ground; 
Be  wife,  and,  once  admoniih'd  by  a  tbc, 
"Where  lies  your  ftrength,  and  where  your  weak- 

nefs  know  ; 

No  more  at  reafon's  folemn  bar  appear, 
Hardy  no  more  fcholaflic  weapons  bear ; 
pifband  your  feeble  forces,  and  decline 
The  war;  no  more  in  tinfel  armour  fhine; 
Nor  {hake  your  bulrufli  fpears,  but  fwift  repair 
To  your  ftrong  place  of  arms,  the  fcoffer's  chair  ; 
And  thence,  fupporfed  with  a  mocking  ring, 
Sarcaftic  darts,  and  keen  invectives  fling 
Againft  your  foes,  and  fcornful  at  your  feafts 
Religion  vanquifh  with  decifive  jefts ; 
Arm'd  with  refiftlefs  laughter,  heaven  affail, 
Relinquifli  reafon,  and  let  mirth  prevail.       [fight, 
Good  Heav'n  '   that  men,  who  vaunt  difcerning 
And  arrogant  from  wifdom's  diftant  height 
Look  down  on  vi Igar  mortals,  who  revere         T 
A  Caufe^upremejfhould  their  proud  building  rear  V 
Without  one  prop  the  ponderous  pile  to  bear  !     j 
How  much  trie  Judge,  who  does  in  heaven  prefide, 
Re-mocks  the  fcoffer,  and  contemns  his  pride  1 
Behold,  the  fad,  unfufferable  hour 
Advances  near,  which  will  his  error  cure ; 
When  he  eompell'd  mall  drink  the  wrathful  ^ 
And  ruin'd  feel  immortal  vengeance  roll  [bowl,  S 
Through  all  his  veins,  and  drench  his  inmoft  foul,  j 
O'erwhelm'd  with  horror,  funk  in  deep  defpair, 
And  loft  for  ever,  will  the  wretch  forbear 
To  curfe  his  madnefs,  and  blafpheme  the  power 
Of  his  juft  Sovereign,  which  he  mock'd  before  ? 

Hail,  King  Supreme  !  of  Power  immenfe  Abyfs  ! 
Father  of  Light !  Exhaftlefs  Source  of  Blifs  1 
Thou  uncreated,  Self-exiftent  Caufe, 
Control'd  by  no  fuperior  being's  laws, 
Ere  infant  light  effay'd  to  dant  the  ray, 
SmiI'd  heav'nly  fweet,  and  try'd  to  kindle  day : 
Ere  the  wide  fields  of  asther  were  difplay'd, 
Or  filver  ftars  ccerulcan  fpheres  inlaid ; 
Ere  yet  the  eldeft  child  of  time  was  born, 
Or  verdant  pride  young  nature  did  adorn; 
Thou  art ;  and  didft  eternity  employ 
In  unmolefted  peace,  in  plenitude  of  joy. 
In  its  ideal  frame  the  world,  defign'd 
From  ages  pad,  lay  finifh'd  in  thy  mind. 
Conform  to  this  divine  imagin'd  plan, 
With  perfect  art  th'  amazing  work  began. 
Thy  glance  furvey'd  the  folitary  plains, 
Where  fhapelefs  (bade  inert  and  filent  reigns ; 
Then  in  the  dark  and  undiftinguifiYd  fpace, 
Unfruitful,  uncncloj'd,  and  wild  of  face, 
Thy  compafa  for  the  world  mirk'd  out  the 

ftin'd  place. 

Then  didft  thou  through  the  fields  of  barren  night 
Go  forth,  collected  in  Creating  Might. 
Where  Thou  almighty  vigour  didft  extrt, 
Which  emicant  did  this  and  that  way  dart 
Through  the  black  bofom  of  the  empty  fpace  : 
The  gulfs  confefi  th'  omnipotent  embrace, 


s; 

J 


And,  pregnant  grown  with  ele mental  feed, 
Unfinifh'd  orbs  and  worlds  in  embryo  breeel. 
From  the  crude  mafs,  Omnifcient  Architect,       ") 
Thou  for  each  part  materials  did  felect. 
And  with  a  malier-hand  thy  world  erect,  j 

Labour'd  by  Thee,  the  globes,  vaft  lucid  buoys, 
By  Thee  uplifted,  float  in  liquid  fkies  : 
By  Thy  cementing  word  their  parts  cohere, 
And  roll  by  Thy  impulfive  nod  in  air. 
Thou  in  the  vacant  didft  the  earth  lufpend, 
Advance  the  mouptains,  and  the  vales  extend  : 
People  the  plains  with  flocks,  with  beafts  the  wood, 
And  ftore  with  fcaly  colonies  the  flood. 

Next,  man  arofe  at  I'hy  Creating  Word, 
Of  Thy  terreftrial  realms  vicegerent  Lrd. 
His  foul,  more  artful  labour,  more  refin'd, 
And  emulous  of  bright  Seraphic  Mind, 
Ennobled  by  Thy  image,  fpotlefs  fhone, 
Prais'd  Thee  her  author,  and  ador'd  Thy  throne ; 
Able  to  know,  admire,  enjoy  her  God, 
She  did  her  high  felicity  applaud. 

Since  Thou  didft  all  the  fpacious  worlds  difplaf  , 
Homagq  to  Thee  let  all  obedient  pay. 
Let  glittering  ftars,  that  dance  their  deftin'd  ring} 
Sublime  in  Iky,  with  vocal  planets  fing   [King  !  > 
Confederate  praife  to  Thee,  O  Great  Creator  J 
Let  the  thin  diftricts  of  the  waving  air, 
Conveyancers  of  found,  Thy  fkill  declare. 
Let  winds,  the  breathing  creatures  of  the  flues, 
Call  in  each  vigorous  gale,  that  roving  flies 
By  land  or  fea;  then  one  loud  triumph  raife, 
And  all  their  blafts  employ  In  fongs  of  praife. 

While  painted  herald-birds  Thy  deeds  proclaim, 
And  on  their  fpreading  wings  convey  I'hy  famc 
Let  eagles,  which  in  heaven's  blue  concave  foar, 
Scornful  of  earth,  fuperior  feats  explore, 
And  rife  with  breafts  erect  againft  the  fun, 
Be  minifters  to  bear  Thy  bright  renown, 
And  carry  ardent  praifes  to  I'hy  throne. 

Ye  fifh,  aflume  a  voice  ;  with  praifes  fill 
The  hollow  rock,  and  loud  reactive  hill 
Let  lions  with  their  roar  their  thanks  exprcfs, 
With  acclamations  (hake  the  wildernefs. 
Let  thunder  clouds,  that  float  from  pole  to  pole 
With  falvos  loud  falute  Thee  as  they  roll. 
Ye  monfters  of  the  fea,  ye  noify  waves, 
Strike  with  applaufe  the  repercuflive  caves. 
Let  hail  and  rain,  let  meteors  form'd  of  fire, 
And  lambent  flames,  in  this  bleft  work  confpire. 
Let  the  high  cedar  and  the  mountain  pine 
Lowly  to  thce,  Great  King,  thtir  heads  incline. 
Let  every  fpicy  odoriferous  tree 
.Prefent  its  incenfe  and  its  balm  to  Thee.        [1 

And  thou,  Heaven's  viceroy  o'er  this  world 
in  this  bleft  tafk  fuperior  ardour  fhow  : 
To  view  thyfclf,  inflect  thy  reafon's  ray, 
Nature's  replenifh'd  theatre  furvey; 
Then  all  on  fire  the  Author's  fkill  adore, 
And  in  loud  fongs  extol  Creating  Power. 

Degenerate  minds,  in  mazy  error  loft, 
May  combat  Heaven,  and  impious  triumphs  boaft ; 
But,  while  my  veins  feel  animating  fires, 
And  vital  air  this  breathing  breaft  infpires, 
Grateful  to  Heaven,  I'll  ftretch  a  pious  wing 
And  fing  His  praife,  who  gave  me  power  to 
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BUT  that  which,  Arthur  with  moft  pleafure  heard, 
Were  noble  ftrains,  by  Mopus  fung,  the  bard 
Who  to  his  harp  in  lofty  verfe  began, 
And  through  the  fecret  maze  of  Nature  ran. 
He  the  great  Spirit  fang,  that  all  things  fill'd, 
That  the  tumultuous  waves  of  Chaos  ftill'd; 
Whofe  nod  difpos'd  the  jarring  feeds  to  peace, 
And  made  the  wars  of  hoftile  atoms  ceafe. 
All  beings  we  in  fruitful  nature  find, 
Proceeded  from  the  great  Eternal  Mind ; 
Streams  of  his  unexhaufted  fpring  of  power, 
And  cheriftVd  with  his  influence,  endure. 
He  fpread  the  pure  coerulean  fields  <>n  high, 
And  arch'd  the  chambers  of  the  vaulted  iky, 
Which  he,  to  fuit  their  glory  with  their  height, 
Adorn'd  with  globes,  that  reel,  as  drunk  with 

light. 

His  hand  directed  all  the  tuneful  fpheres, 
He  turn'd  their  orbs,  and  poliih'd  all  the  ftars. 
He  fill'd  the  fun's  vaft  lamp  with  golden  light, 
And  bid  the  fiiver  moon  adorn  the  night. 
He  fpread  the  airy  ocean  without  fliores, 
Where  birds  are  wafted  with  their  fearher'd  oars. 
Then  fung  the  bard  how  the  light  vapours  rife 
From  the  warm  earth,  and  cloud  the  fmiling  ikies. 
He  fung  how  fome,  chill'd  in  their  airy  flight, 
Fall  fcatter'd  down  in  pearly  dew  by  night. 
How  fome,  rais'd  higher,  fit  in  fecret  fleams 
On  the  reflected  points  of  bounding  beams ; 
Till,  chill'd  with  cold,  they  ihade  th'  aetherial  plain, 
Then  on  the  thirfly  earth  defcend  in  rain. 
How  fome,  whofe  parts  a  flight  contexture  fhow, 
Sink  hovering  through  the  air,  in  fleecy  fnow. 
How  part  is  fpun  in  filken  threads,  and  clings 
Entangled  in  the  grafs  in  glewy  firings. 
How  others  {lamp  to  {tones,  with  ruftiing  found 
Fall  fr  im  their  cryftal  quarries  to  the  ground. 
How  fome  are  laid  in  trains,  that  kindled  fly 
In  harmlef*  fires  by  night,  about  the  iky. 
How  fome  in  winds  blow  with  impetuous  force, 
And  carry  ruin  where  they  bend  their  courfe  : 
While  fome  confpire  to  form  a  gentle  breeze, 
To  fan  the  air,  and  play  among  the  trees. 


How  fome,  enrag'd,  grow  turbulent  and  loud, 

Pent  in  the  bowels  of  a  frowning  cloud  ; 

That  cracks,  as  if  the  axis  of  the  world 

Was  broke,   and   heaven's  bright   towers  were 

downwards  hurl'd- 

He  fung  hovf  earth's  wide  ball,  at  Jove's  com 
mand, 

Did  in  the  midfl  on  airy  columns  {land. 
And  how  the  foul  of  plants,  in  prifon  held, 
And  bound  with  fluggifh  fetters,  lies  conceal'd, 
Till  with  the  fpriug's  warm  beams,  alnaolb  re« 

leaft 

From  the  dull  weight,  with  which  it  lay  oppreft, 
Its  vigour  fpreads,  and  makes  the  teeming  earth 
Heave  up,  and  labour  with  the  fprouting  birth  : 
The  a<5live  fpirit  freedom  feek»  in  vain, 
It  only  works  and  twifts  a  ftronger  chain. 
Urging  its  prifon's  fides  to  break  away, 
It  makes  that  wider,  where  'tis  forced  to  {lay : 
Fill,  having  form'd  its  living  houfe,  it  rears 
Its  head,  and  in  a  render  plant  appears. 
Hence  fprings  the  oak,  the  beauty  of  the  grove, 
Whofe   {lately  trunk  fierce  ftorms   can  fcarcel] 

move. 

Hence  grows  the  cedar,  hence  the  fwelling  vine 
Does  round  the  elm  its  purple  chillers  twine. 
Hence  painted  flowers  the  fmiling  gardens  blcfs, 
Both  with  their  fragrant  fcent  and  gaudy  drcfs. 
Hence  the  white  lily  in  full  beauty  grows, 
Hence  the  blue  violet,  and  bluihing  rofe. 
He  fung  how  fun  beams  brood  upon  the  earth, 
And  in  the  glebe  hatch  fuch  a  numerous  birth; 
Which  way  the  genial  warmth  in  fummer  ftormj 
Turns  putrid  vapours  to  a  bed  of  worms ; 
How  rain,  transform'd  by  this  prolific  power, 
Falls  from  the  clouds  a:i  animated  iho  wer. 
He  fung  the  embryo's  growth  within  the  womb, 
And  how  the  parts  their  various  fhapes  aflume. 
With   what   rare   art   the   wondrous  flru&ure's 

wrought, 

From  one  crude  mafs  to  fuch  perfe&ion  brought  j 
That  no  part  ufelefs  none  mifplac'd  we  fee, 
None  are  forgot,  and  more  would  monftrous  be. 


*  As  the  heroic  poems  of  Blackmore  are  now  little  read,  it  is  thought  proper  to  infert,  as  a  fpe« 
ciimen  from  Prince  Arthur,  the  above  fong,  which  is  mentioned  by  Molyneux  in  his  letter  to  Locke* 
[Lukes  JVtrti,  Vol.  iii./.  568, 560,  Edit.  1714.] 
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ELIJAH   FENTOJN. 


Containing 

ODES,  [I  SONGS 

EPISTLES,  PROLOGUES, 

ELEGIES,  TRANSLATIONS} 

TALES,  H  IMITATIONS. 


To  which  if  prefixed 

Z/F£    OF   TH£   AUTHOR. 


A  poet,  bleft  beyond  the  poet's  fate, 

Whom  heav'n  kept  facred  from  the  proud  and  great ; 

Foe  to  loud  praife,  and  friend  to  learned  eafc, 

Content  with  fcience  in  the  vale  of  peace. 

Calmly  he  look'd  on  either  life,  and  here 

Saw  nothing  to  regret,  or  there  to  fear ;  '* 

From  Nature's  temp'rate  feaft  rofe  fatisfy 'd, 

Thank' d  Heav'n  that  he  had  liv'd,  and  that  he  died. 

POPE'S  EPITAPH  ON  tENTON. 


EDINBURGH: 

HUNTED  BY  MUNDELL  AND  SON,  ROYAJLP 

1794. 
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THE  LIFE  OF  FENTON. 


Or  ELIJAH  FENTON  very  little  is  known;  and  for  that  little  we  are  chiefly  indebted  to  the  nar 
ratives  of  Jacob  and  Shiels,  which  have  lately  received  every  poffible  illuftration  and  embelliih- 
inent  from  the  claflical  pen  of  Dr.  Johnfon. 

He  was  born,  according  to  Jacob,  at  Shelton,  near  Newcaftle-under-Line,  in  Staffordshire.  The 
time  of  his  birth  is  not  exaiSlly  known. 

His  father  inherited  an  eftate  of  icool.  fer  annum ,  and  his  mother  was  defcended  from  one  Mare, 
an  officer  in  William  the  Conqueror's  arroy. 

He  was  the  youngeft  of  twelve  children  ;  and  beihg,  therefore,  neceffarily  defiined  to  fome  lucra 
tive  •  profeflion,  he  was  firft  fent  to  fchoel,  and  afterwards  entered  of  Jeftis  College,  Cambridge, 
where  he  took  a  Bachelor's  degree,  in  1704. 

Some  time  afterwards  he  entertained  doubts  of  the  legality  of  the  Government;  and  refufing  to 
take  the  oaths  required,  he  became  difqualified  for  entering  into  holy  orders,  according  to  the  in 
tention  of  his  parents,  and  left  the  univerfity. 

In  embracing  the  principles  oppofite  to  the  Government,  he  excluded  himfelf  from  the  re 
gular  modes  of  profit  and  profperity;  but  he  kept  his  reputation  unfullied,  and  his  name  was 
always  mentioned  with  honour  even  by  thofe  who  difapproved  of  the  enthufiafm  of  his  oppofi- 
tion. 

He  was  now  reduced  to  pick  up  a  livelihood  uncertain  and  fortuitous ;  and  as  the  life  that  paffes 
in  penury,  muft  neceffarily  pafs  in  obfcurity,  it  is  impoffible  to  trace  him  from  year  to  year,  or  to 
difcover  what  means  he  ul'ed  for  his  fupport. 

After  quitting  the  univerfity,  he  was  for  fome  time  ufher  to  Mr.  Bonwicke,  a  celebrated  fchool- 
mafter  at  Headley,  in  Surry,  and  afterwards  became  Secretary  to  Charles  Earl  of  Orrery,  and  tutor 
to  his  fon,  the  celebrated  tranflator  of  Pliny. 

How  long  he  remained  in 'that  ftation,  cannot  now  be  afcertained  ;  but  it  appears  that  he  kept 
for  fome  time  the  free  fchool  at  Sevenoaks  in  Kent,  which  he  brought  into  reputation,  but  was 
perfuaded  to  leave  it  (1710)  by  Mr.  St.  John,  afterwards  Lord  Bolingbroke,  with  promifcs  of  a 
'more  honourable  employment. 

Early  in  life  he  difcovered  a  propenfity  to  poetry,  which  he  feems  to  have  indulged  with  no  very- 
rigid  obfervance  of  his  opinions,  as  a  Non-juror ;  for  he  praifed  Queen  Anne  with  great  zeal  and  af 
fection,  in  his  Ferfes  on  tic  Union,  and  very  willingly  and  liberally  extolled  the  Duke  of  Marl- 
borough  (1707)  when  he  was  at  the  height  of  his  glory. 

In  celebrating  the  victories  of  Marlborough,  he  concurred  with  Philips,  Prior,  and  other  poets 
of  the  Tory  party,  in  (hewing  his  delight  in  the  increafmg  honour  of  his  country ;  but  it  is  to  his 
honour  that  he  expreffcd  ftill  more  particular  attention  to  Marlborough  and  his  family,  by  his  Flc- 
rtlio,  an  Elegiac  Pa/loral  on  the  Deaib  of  the  Marquis  of  Blandford>  which  could  be  prompted  only  by 
perfonal  refpect  and  kindnefs. 

The  elegance  of  his  poetry,  and  the  amiablenefs  of  his  manners,  entitled  him  to  the  company, 
and  obtained  him  the  love  and  efteem  of  the  wits  of  his  time ;  but  with  Pope  and  Southern  h« 
lived  in  habits  of  the  molt  familiar  and  endearing  intimacy. 
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In  17*9,  he  publifhed  a  collection  of  Poems  under  the  title  of  "  the  Oxford  and  Cambridge 
Verfei ;"  printed  for  Lintott  without  a  date,  to  which  he  contributed  fome  pieces,  and  wrote  a* 
elegant  dedication  to  Lionel  Earl  of  Dorfet  and  Middlesex. 

In  1701,  he  addreffed  a  Familiar  Efijilt  to  his  friend  Southern,  from  Kent,  which  affords  an  agree 
able  fpecimen  of  Epiftolary  Poetry. 

In  the  fpring  1716,  he  wrote  an  Ode  to  Lord  Gcnvcr,  which  was  pronounced  by  Pope,  the  next 
ode  in  the  Englifli  language  to  Dryd«n's  "  Alexander's  Feaft." 

In  1717,  he  published  a  volume  of  Mifcellaneous  Poems  and  TranJIatiens,  with  a  dedication  to  his 
patron  Charles  Earl  of  Orrery,  from  which  it  would  feem,  that  he  had  not  been  difmifled  from 
hi*  fervicc  in  1705.  It  is  probable,  that  his  falary  might  be  continued  to  him  after  he  accepted  the 
free  fchoolat  Sevenoaks;  and  it  is  certain,  that  he  was  tutor  to  Lord  Boyle, from  1713  to  1719. 

In  1719,  by  the  recommendation  of  Pope,  he  obtained  the  patronage  of  Mr.  Secretary  Craggf, 
the  friend  of  Addifon,  and  was  received  into  his  family,  in  a  ftation  that  might  have  been  of  great 
advantage.  "  I  am  now  commiffioned  to  tell  you."  fays  Pope  in  his  letter  to  Fenton,  "  that  Mr. 
Craggs  will  expect  you  on  the  rifing  of  the  Parliament,  which  will  be  as  foon  as  he  can  receive 
you  in  the  manner  he  would  receive  a  man  dc  belles  lettrtt,  that  is,  in  tranquillity  and  full  leifure. 
I  dare  fay,  your  way  of  life,  (which  in  my  tafte  will  be  the  beft  in  the  world,  and  with  one  of  the 
icft  men  i»  the  world)  muft  prove  highly  to  your  contentment." 

Craggs  found  in  Fenton  all  that  he  wanted  in  a  literary  companion,  and  Fenton  had  now  a  prof- 
peel  of  eafe  and  plenty,  for  Craggs  had  generofiiy  to  reward  his  merit ;  but  an  end  was  foon  put 
to  that  pleafing  expectation,  by  the  premature  death  of  Craggs,  February  16.  17*0,  in  the  ££tk 
year  of  his  age  : 

Statefriian,  yet  friend  to  truth,  of  foul  fincere, 
In  action  faithful,  and  in  honour  clear; 
tVho  broke  no  promife,  ferv'd  no  private  end, 
Who  gain'd  no  title,  and  who  loft  no  friend ; 
Ennobled  by  himfelf,  by  all  approv'd, 
.  Prais'd,  wept,  and  honour'd  by  the  mufc  he  lov*o*. 

POP*. 

When  Pope  undertook  the  tranflation  of  the  Ody/cy,  he  engaged  Fenton  and  Broome  a*  auxi 
liaries.  The  fliare  which  Pope  had  in  that  verfion,  is  not  fairly  ftated  at  the  end  of  the  work.  He 
took  only  twelve  books  to  himfelf,  and  diftributed  the  other  twelve  between  his  partners.  The  ift, 
4th,  I9th,  and  zoth  books,  were  tranflated  by  Fenton,  who  did  not  take  the  nth,  which  he  had 
before  tranflated  into  blank  verfo.  The  ad,  6th,  8th,  nth,  lath,  i6th,  i8th,  and  ajd  books  were 
tranflated  by  Broome,  who  alfo  wrote  all  the  notes.  The  price  at  which  Pope  purchafed  thi» 
afliftance,  was  300!.  to  Fenton,  and  50*  1.  to  Broome,  with  as  many  copies  as  he  wanted  for  his 
.friends,  which  amounted  to  one  hundred  pounds  more.  The  felicity  with  which  the  two  aflbciates 
performed  their  parts,  is  well  known  to  the  readers  of  poetry,  who  have  never  been  able  to  diftin- 
guifti  their  books  from  thofe  of  Pope.  The  books  which  Fenton  trauflated  are  fuperior  to  Broome's. 

In  I7»a,  ht  contributed  a  Prologui  to  "  The  Spartan  Dame,"  a  tragedy,  written  by  Southern, 
and  acted  at  the  theatre  in  Drury-lane. 

The  next  year  was  brought  on  the  ftage,  his  Mariamnc,  a  tragedy,  to  which  Southern,  at  whofe 
houfc  it  was  written,  is  faid  to  have  contributed  fuch  hints  as  his  theatrical  experience  fupplied.  It 
was  acted  at  the  theatre  in  Lincoln's-inn- fields,  wkh  general  applaufe.  His  profits  are  faid  to  have 
amounted  to  near  a  thoufand  pounds,  with  which  he  difcharged  a  debt  contracted  by  his  attendance 
at  Court. 

Mariamne  is  juftly  efteemed  one  of  the  beft  plays  in  our  language.  It  is  founded  on  the  ftory  of 
Herod  and  Mariamne,  related  in  the  "  Spectator,"  No.  171,  and  taken  from  Jofephus.  The  pla» 
is  regular,  fimple,  and  interefting;  the  fentiments  are  mafterly,  and  the  characters  finely  diftin- 
guiihed.  It  is,  however,  in  many  places  expofed  to  juft  criticifm.  The  action  is  too  figurative  and 
«rnamcntal.  It  fupcrabounds  in  the  richeft  p oetic  images ;  but  this  may  be  palliated,  by  urging,  tl^r 
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It  fuits  the  character  of  oriental  heroes  to  talk  in  fo  high  a  drain,  and  to  ufe  fuck  a  luxuriance  of 
metaphor.  « 

««  Mariamne"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  is  written  in  lines  of  ten  fyllables,  with  few  of  thofe  redun 
dant  terminations  which  the  drama  not  only  admits,  but  requires,  as  more  ncarty  approaching  t» 
real  dialogue.  The  tenor  of  his  verfe  is  fo  uniform,  that  it  cannot  be  thought  common,  and  yet 
Upon  what  principle  he  fo  conilrudled  it,  is  difficult  to  difcuver." 

With  lines  confiding  of  eleven  fyllables,  Addifoa  abounds  more  than  Fcnton,  of  which  the  fol 
lowing  in  "  Cato"  are  examples, 

The  wide,  the  unbounded  profpeft  lies  before  me, 
But  ihadows,  clouds,  and  darknefs,  reft  upon  it. 

It  was,  perhaps,  after  the  exhibition  of  Mariamne,  that  he  publiflied  an  edition  of  Milton's  Poems^ 
to  which  he  prefixed  a  feort  and  elegant  account  of  his  life,  written  at  once  with  tenderness  and  in 
tegrity. 

In  1729,  he  pubiifhed  likewife  a  very  fplendid  edition  of  Waller  s  Poems,  with  notes  and  illuftra- 
tions,  at  once  ufeful  and  entertaining,  and  an  elegant  poetical  Dedication  to  Lady  Mary  CavemUJk 
Harlsy. 

He  fpent  the  latter  part  of  his  life  in  the  family  of  Lady  Trumbull.at  Eifthampftead,  in  Berkfliirr, 
who  invited  him,  by  the  recommendation  of  Pope,  to  educate  her  fon,  whom  he  firft  inftru&ed  at 
home,  and  then  attended  to  Cambridge.  She  afterwards  detained  him  with  her,  a?  the  auditor  of 
her  accounts  ,  but  he  often  quitted  Eafthampftead  for  London,  and  amufed  himfelf  with  the  conver- 
fation  of  his  friends. 

He  ufed,  alfo,  in  the  latter  part  of  his  time,  to  pay  a  yearly  vifit  to  his  eldeft  brother,  who  in 
herited  the  family  ettate,  where  he  was  carefled  by  his  relations,  to  whom  he  endeared  himfelf  by 
his  tendernefs  and  humanity  upon  every  proper  occafion. 

A  ftory  is  told  by  Shiels  of  his  complaifance  to  ene  of  hit  fiftcrs,  on  a  particular  occafion,  which 
•nght  not  to  be  forgotten. 

At  an  entertainment  made  for  the  family  by  his  elder  brother,  he  obferved,  that  one  of  his  fiftera, 
who  had  married  unfortunately,  was  abfent,  and  found,  upon  inquiry,  that  diftrefs,  occafioned  by  the 
indifcretion  and  extravagance  of  her  hufb'and,  had  made  her  thought  unworthy  of  invitation.  As 
Ihe  was  at  no  great  diftance,  and  had  as  good  a  right  to  an  invitation  as  any  of  the  reft  who  dined 
there  in  compliment  to  him,  he  refufed  to  fit  at  the  table  till  (he  was  fent  for ;  and  in  confequence 
of  the  flight  fhewn  her  by  the  reft  of  the  family,  when  flic  had  taken  her  place,  he  treated  her 
With  particular  tendernefs  and  attention. 

He  died  at  the  feat  of  Lady  Trumbull,  in  1730,  as  appears  from  a  letter  of  Pope  to  Broome,  dated 
Auguft  ajth,  1730,  in  which  he  relates  the  circumftances  of  his  death. 

"  All  1  hear  is,  that  he  felt  a  gradual  decay,  though  fo  early  in  life,  and  was  declining  for  five 
•r  fix  months.  It  was  not,  as  I  apprehended,  a  gout  in  his  ftomach,  but  I  believe  rather  a  compli 
cation,  firft  of  grofs  humours,  as  he  was  naturally  corpulent,  not  difchargingthemfelves,  as  he  ufed 
no  fort  of  exercife.  No  man  better  bore  the  approaches  of  his  diffolution  (as  I  am  told,)  or  with  lefs 
•dentation  yielded  up  his  being.  The  great  modefty  whkh  yon  know  was  natural  to  him,  and 
the  great  contempt  for  all  forts  of  vanity  and  parade,  never  appeared  more  than  in  his  laft  moments. 
He  had  a  confcious  fatisfa&ion  (no  doubt)  in  acting  right,  in  feeling  himfelf  honeft,  true,  and  un 
pretending  to  more  than  was  his  own.  So,  he  died  as  he  lived,  with  that  fecret,  yet  fufficiem  coa- 
tentment.  As  to  any  papers  left  behind  him,  I  dare  fay  they  can  be  but  few,  for  this  reafon  ; 
he  never  wrote  out  of  vanity,  or  thought  much  of  the  applaufe  of  men.  I  knew  an  inrtancc  where 
he  did  his  utmoft  to  conceal  his  own  merit  that  way ;  and  if  we  join  to  this  his  natural  love  of  eafc, 
I  fancy  we  muft  expeft  little  of  this  fort ;  at  Icaft  I  hear  of  none,  except  fome  few  further  Remarks 
tn  Waller,  (which  his  cautious  integrity  made  him  leave  an  order  to  be  given  to  Mr.  Tonfon),  and 
perhaps,  though  it  is  many  years  fince  I  faw  it,  a  tranjlation  »ftbtfrji  itt/k  of  Offian.  He  had  begum 
a  tragedy  o/Jtiir,,  tmt  awd?  fraaJJ  progress  *n  it» 
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"  As  to  his  other  affairs,  he  died  poor,  but  honeft,  leaving  no  debts  or  legacies,  except  of  a  few 
pounds  to  Mr.  Trumbull  and  my  Lady,  in  token  of  refpedt,  gratefulnefs,  and  mutual  eileem.  I 
lhall  with  pleafure  take  upon  me  to  draw  this  amiable,  quiet,  deferving,  unpretending  Chr iftian,  and 
iphilofophical  character,  in  his  epitaph. 

"  I  condole  with  you  from  my  heart,  on  the  lofs  of  fo  Valuable  a  man,  and  a  friend  to  us  both. 
Kow  that  he  is  gone,  I  muft  tell  you  he  has  done  you  many  a  good  office,  and  fet  your  character 
in  the  faireft  light  to  fome  who  either  miftook  you,  or  knew  you  not.  I  doubt  not  he  has  done  the 
fame  for  me.  Let  us  love  his  memory,  and  profit  by  his  example."  Such  is  the  teftimony  of 
Pope,  who  had  been  always  his  friend,  and  who  honoured  him  with  an  epitaph,  of  which  he  bor 
rowed  the  two  firft  lines  from  Crafliaw. 

"  Fenton,"  fays  I)r.  Johnfon,  "  was  tall  and  bulky,  inclined  to  corpulence,  which  he  did  not 
leffen  by  much  exercife;  for  he  was  veiy  fluggifh  and  fedentary,  rofe  late,  and  when  he  had  rifen, 
fat  down  to  his  book  or  papers.  A  woman  that  once  waited  on  him  in  a  lodging,  told  him,  as 
ihe  faid,  that  he  would  "  lie  a-bed  and  be  fed  with  a  fpoon." 

Of  his  morals  and  converfation,  the  account  is  uniform  :  he  was  never  named  but  with  praife 
and  fondnefs,  as  a  man  in  the  higheft  degree  amiable  and  excellent.  Svkh  was  the  character  given 
him  by  the  Earl  of  Orrery  (Cork  1753)  his  pupil,  and  fuch  were  the  fufirages  of  all  who  could 
boaft  of  his  acquaintance. 

"  Mr.  Fenton,"  fays  the  elegant  tranflator  and  rival  of  Pliny,  in  a  letter  to  a  friend,  1756,  "  wa« 
jny  tutor ;  he  taught  me  to  read  Englifli,  and  attended  me  through  the  Latin  tongue  from  the  age 
of  feven  to  thirteen.  When  I  became  a  man,  a  conftant  and  free  friendship  fubfitled  between  us. 
He  tranflated  double  the  number  of  books  in  the  OJy/ey  that  Pope  has  owned.  His  reward  was  a 
trifle,  an  errant  trifle.  He  has  even  told  me  that  he  thought  Pope  feared  him  more  than  he  Joved 
him ;  he  had  no  opinion  of  Pope's  heart,  and  declared  him  in  the  words  of  BUhop  Atterbury ; 
"  mens  curva  in  corpore  curvo."  Poor  Fenton  died  of  a  great  chair  and  two  bottles  of  port  a  day. 
He  was  one  of  the  worthieft  and  modefteft  men  that  ever  belonged  to  the  court  of  Apollo.  Tcari 
arife  when  I  think  of  him,  though  he  has  been  dead  above  twenty  years." 

His  Poems  and  Iranjlationt  have  been  frequently  printed.  They  are  chara&erifed  by  elegance  of 
fiction,  elevation  of  fentitr.ent,  opulence  of  imagery,  and  harmony  of  numbers.  To  examine  his 
performances  one  by  one  would  be  tedious.  His  Ode  to  Lord  Go-wer  is  written  in  the  true  fpirit  of 
lyric  poetry.  It  has  been  praifed  by  Pope,  at  leaft  as  much  as  it  deferves.  It  has  more  of  the  cafe 
and  elegance  cf  Horace,  than  the  fire  and  enthufiafm  of  Dryden.  The  Ode  to  the  Sutt  is  very  little 
inferior  to  it.  His  Efi/llei  to  Southern  and  Lombard  are  entitled  to  great  praife.  Englifh  poetry  ha* 
perhaps  never  exceeded  the  fmoothnefs  and  delicacy  cf  his  Kffit,  tranflated  from  Secundus.  The  line* 
flaw  with  an  irrefiftible  inchantment.  In  his  Tale,  de-vifed  in  the  maitrtr  of  Chaucer,  the  hunjour  and 
obfolete  language  of  the  father  of  Englifh  poetry,  is  happily  imitated.  The.  Fair  Nun  imitated  from 
Fontaine,  and  Olivia  a  character,  are  particularly  worthy  of  notice.  His  tranflations  and  imitation* 
from  J'roptrtius,  Ovid,  and  Manillas,  are  commonly  fpirited  and  elegant.  The  Epljlle  to  Pbaon,  i*,  in 
ferior  to  Pope's  in  elegance  and  faithfulnefs.  He  has  addtd  another  of  his  own  invention  of  PLaon 
to  Sappho,  in  which  the  itory  of  the  transformation  of  the  former  from  an  old  mariner  to  a  beauti 
ful  youth,  is  well  told. 

"  Of  his  petty  poems,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  with  unreafonable  faftidioufnefs,  "  fome  are  very 
trifling,  without  any  thing  to  be  praifed  either  in  the  thought  or  expreflion.  He  is  unlucky  in  hi» 
competition  ;  he  tells  the  fame  tale  with  Congrcve,  and  does  not  tell  it  fo  well.  He  tranflates  from 
Ovid  the  fame  fpifile  as  Pope,  but  I  am  afraid  not  with  equal  happinefs.  The  Ode  to  the  Snn  if 
•written  upon  a  common  plan,  without  uncommon  fcntiments;  but  its  greateft  fault  is  its  length. 
Of  florel/o,  it  is  fufficient  to  fay,  that  it  is  an  occafional  paftoral,  which  implies  fomething  neither 
natural  nor  artificial,  neither  comic  nor  ferious.  Of  the  Paraplrafe  of  Jfaiab,  nothing  very  favour 
able  can  be  faid  :  fublime  and  folemn  profe  gain  little  by  a  change  to  blank  verfc.  His  tranflatioa 
from  Homer  into  blank  verfc  will  find  few  readers,  while  another  can  be  had  in  rhyme. 
inay  be  juftjy  ftyled  an  excellent  verHfler  and  a  good  poet." 


POEMS, 

To  the  Right  Honourably 

CHARLES  EARL  OF  ORRERY, 

Thefe  Poems  are  mojl  humbly  Dedicated, 

by  his  Lordjhip's  mojl  obliged, 

and  mojl  obedient  feri)  ant, 

E.    F  E  N  T  O  N. 


A  WISH  to  THE  NEW  YEAR,  1705. 

JANUS  !  great  leader  of  the  rolling  year, 

Since  all  that's  paft  no  vows  can  e'er  reftore, 
But  joys  and  griefs  alike,  once  hurried  o'er, 
No  longer  now  deferve  a  fmile  or  tear ; 
Clofe  the  fantaftic  fcenes — but  grace 
With  brighteft  afpects  thy  fore-face, 
While  time'*  new  offspring  hailen  to  appear. 
With  lucky  omens  guide  the  coming  hours, 
Command  'he  circling  feafons  to  advance, 

And  form  their  renovated  dance, 
With  flowing  pleafures  fiaught,   and  blefs'd  by 
friendly  powers. 

Thy  month,  O  Janus !  gave  me  firft  to  know 
A  mortal's  trifling  cares  below  ; 
My  race  of  life  began  with  thee. 
Thus  far  from  great  misfortunes  free, 
Contented,  I  my  lot  endure, 
Nor  nature's  rigid  law«  arraign, 
Nor  fpurn  ar  common  ills  in  vain, 
Which  folly  cannot  fliun,  nor  wife  reflection  cure. 

But,  oh ! — more  anxious  for  the  year  to  come, 
1  would  foreknew  my  future  doom. 
Thei.  tell  m?,  Janus,  canft  thou  fpy 
Events  that  yet  in  embryo  lie, 
For  me,  in  time's  myfterious  womb  ? 
Tell  me — nor  (hall  I  dread  to  hear 
A  thoufand  accidents  fevere  ; 
I'll  fortify  my  fou)  the  load  to  bear, 
If  love  rejected  add  not  to  its  weight,          [fate. 
To  finifli  me  in  woes,  and  cruih  me  down  with 
6 


But  if  the  goddefs,  in  whofe  charming  eyes, 

More  clearly  written  than  in  fate's  dark  book, 
My  joy,  my  grief,  my  all  of  future  fortune  lies ; 
If  flie  muft  with  a  lefs  propitious  look 
Forbid  my  humble  facrifice, 
Or  blaft  me  with  a  killing  frown  ; 
If,  Janus,  this  thou  feeft  in  (lore, 
Cut  fliort  my  mortal  thread,  and  now 
Take  back  the  gift  thou  didft  beftow ! 
Here  let  me  lay  my  burden  down, 
And  ceafe  to  love  in  vain,  and  be  a  wretch  n» 
more. 


AN  ODE  TO  THE  SUN, 

FOR  THE  NEW  YEAR,    1707. 

Augur,  et  fulgente  decorus  arcu 
Phoebus  acceptufque  n'lvem  Camoenis, 
Qtii  falutari  levat  arte  feflbs 

Corporis  artus ; 

Alterum  in  luftrum  meliufque  femper       " 
Proroget  sevum."  Hox. 


BEGIN,  celeftial  fource  of  light, 
To  gild  the  new-revolving  fphere ; 
And  from  the  pregnant  womb  of  night, 
Urge  on  to  birth  the  infant  year. 
Rich  with  aufpicious  iuflre  rife, 
Thou  f  airtft  regent  of  the  ikies, 
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Confpicuotis  with  thy  Clver  bow ! 

To  thee,  a  god,  'twas  given  by  Jove 

To  rule  the  radiant  orbs  above, 

To  Gloriana  this  below. 

11. 
With  joy  renew  thy  deftin'd  race, 

And  let  the  mighty  months  begin  : 

L>et  no  ill  omen  cloud  thy  face, 

Through  all  thy  circle  fmile  ferene. 

While  the  ftern  miniftcrs  of  fate 

Watchful  o'er  pale  Lutetia  wait, 

To  grieve  the  Gaul's  perfidious  head; 

The  hours,  thy  offspring  heavenly  fair, 

Their  whiteft  wings  ihould  ever  wear, 

And  gentle  joys  on  Albion  {bed. 

in. 
When  Ilia  bore  the  future  fates  of  Rome, 

And  the  long  honours  of  her  race  began, 

Thus,  to  prepare  the  graceful  age  to  come, 

They  from  thy  (lores  in  happy  order  ran. 

Heroes  elected  to  the  lift  of  fame 

Fix'd  the  fure  columns  of  her  rifing  ftate ; 

Till  the  loud  triumphs  of  the  Julian  name 

Rendei'd  the  glories  of  her  reign  complete, 

Each  year  advanc'd  a  rival  to  the  reft, 

In  comely  fpoils   of  war,   and   great  achieve 
ments  dreft. 

I. 
Say,  Phoebus,  for  thy  fearching  eye 

Saw  Rome  the  darling  child  of  fate, 

When  nothing  equal  here  could  vie 

In  ftrength  with  her  imperious  ftate ; 

Say,  if  high  virtues  there  did  reign 

Exalted  in  a  nobler  drain, 

Than  in  fair  Albion  thou  haft  fcen; 

Or  can  her  demi-gods  compare 

Their  trophies  for  fuccefsful  war, 

To  thofe  that  rife  for  Albion's  queen  ! 

n. 
When  Albion  firft  majeftic  fliow'd 

High  o'tr  the  circling  feas  her  head, 

Her  the  great  Father  fmiling  view'd, 

And  thus  to  bright  Victoria  faid : 

Mindful  of  Phlegra's  happy  plain, 

On  which,  fair  nymph,  you  fix'd  my  reign, 

This  ifle  to  you  fhall  facred  be  ; 

Her  hand  (hall  hold  the  rightful  fcale, 

And  crowns  be  vanquifh'd,  or  prevail, 

As  Gloriana  fhall  decree. 

in. 

Victoria,  triumph  in  thy  great  inereafe  ! 
With  joy  the  Julian  ftem  the  Tyber  claims; 
Young  Ammon's  might  the  Granic  waves  confefs : 
The  Heber  had  a  Mars,  a  Churchill  Thames. 
Roll,  fovereign  of  the  ftreams !  thy  rapid  tide, 
And  bid  thy  brother  floods  revere  the  queen, 
Whofe  voice  the  hero's  happy  hand  employ'd 
To  fave  the  Danube,  and  fubdue  the  Seine; 
And,  boldly  juft  to  Gloriana's  fame, 
Exalt  thy  filvcr  urn,  and  duteous  homage  claim. 

i. 

Advanc'd  to  thy  meridian  height, 
On  earth,  great  God  of  day,  look  down  : 
l,et  Windfor  entertain  thy  fight, 
Clad  in  fair  emblems  of  renown  ; 


And  whilft  in  radiant  pomp  appeal 
The  names  to  bright  Victoria  dear, 
Intent  the  long  proceffion  view  : 
Confefs  none  worthier  ever  wore 
Her  favours,  or  was  deck'd  with  more, 
Tkan  (he  confers  on  Churchill's  brow. 
n. 

But  oh  !  withdraw  thy  piercing  rayt, 
The  nymph  anew  begins  to  moan, 
Viewing  the  much. lamented  fpace, 
Where  late  her  warlike  William  (hone  : 
There  fix'd  by  her  officious  hand, 
His  fword  and  fceptre  of  command, 
To  deathlefs  fame,  adopted  reft  ; 
Nor  wants  there  to  complete  her  wo, 
Plac'd  with  refpectful  love  below, 
The  ftar  that  beam'd  on  Gloucefter's  bread. 
in. 

O  Phoebus  !  all  thy  facing  power  employ, 
Long  let  our  vows  avert  the  diftant  woe, 
Ere  Gloriana  re-afcends  the  flcy, 
And  leaves  a  land  of  orphans  here  below ! 
But  when  ( lo  Heaven  ordains  )  her  Imiling  raj 
DiftinguHh'd  o'er*  the  balance  {hall  prelide, 
Whilft  future  kings  her  ancient  fceptre  fway, 
May  her  mild  influence  all  their  councils  guide : 
To  Albion  ever  conftant  in  her  love, 
Of  fovereigns  here  the  beft,   the  brighteft  ftar 
above. 

i. 

Far  lawlefs  power,  reclaim'd  to  right, 
And  virtue  rais'd  by  pious  arms, 
Let  Albion  be  thy  fair  delight, 
And  fhield  her  fafe  from  threatened  harms  ; 
With  flowers  and  fruit  her  bofom  fill, 
Let  laurel  rife  on  every  hill, 
Frefli  as  the  firft  on  Daphne's  brow  : 
Inftruct  her  tuneful  fons  to  fing, 
And  make  each  vale  with  Pxans  ring, 
To  Blenheim  and  Ramillia  due. 


Secure  of  bright  eternal  fame, 
With  happy  wing  the  Theban  fwan 
Towering  from  Pifa's  facred  ftream, 
Infpir'd  by  thee,  the  fong  began  : 
Through  defarts  of  unclouded  night, 
When  he  harmonious  took  his  flight, 
The  gods  conftrain'd  the  founding  fphefes  : 
Still  envy  darts  her  rage  in  vain, 
The  luftre  of  his  worth  to  ftain, 
He  growing  whiter  with  his  years. 
in. 

But,  Phoebus,  god  of  numbers,  high  to  raife 
The 'honours  of  thy  art,  and  heavenly  lyre, 
What  mule  is  deftin'd  to  our  fovereign's  praifr, 
Worthy  her  acts,  and  thy  informing  fire  ? 
To  him  for  whom  this  fpringing  laurel  grow*, 
Eternal  on  the  topmoft  heights  of  fame, 
Be  kind,  and  all  thy  Helicon  difclofe ; 
And  all  intent  on  Gloriana's  name, 
Let  filence  brood  o'er  ocean,  earth,  and  air, 
As  when  to  victor  Jove  thou  fung'ft  the  giant's  WIT 

i. 

In  fure  records  each  mining  deed, 
When  faithful  Clio  few  $o  view, 
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Pofterity  will  doubting  read, 
And  fcarce  believe  her  annals  true  : 
The  mufes  toil  with  art  to  raife 
"Fictitious  monuments  of  praife, 
When  other  actions  they  rehearfc  : 
But  half  of  Gloriana's  reign, 
That  fo  the  reft  may  credit  gain, 
Should  pafs  unregifter'd  in  vcrfc. 

u. 

High  on  its  own  eftablifli'd  bafe 
Prevailing  virtue's  pleas' d  to  rife ; 
Divinely  deck'd  with  native  grace, 
Rich  in  itfelf  with  folid  joys ; 
ETC  Gloriana  on  the  throne, 
Quitting  for  Albion's  reft  her  own, 
In  types  of  regal  power  was  feen  : 
With  fair  pre-eminence  confeft, 
It  triumph'd  in  a  private  breaft, 
And  made  the  princefs  more  than  queen. 

in. 

O  Phoebus !  would  thy  godhead  not  refufe 
This  humble  incenfe,  on  thy  altar  laid ; 
Would  thy  propitious  ear  attend  the  mufe, 
That  fuppliant  now  invokes  thy  certain  aid; 
With  Mantuan  force  I'd  mount  a  ftronjrer  gale, 
And  fing  the  parent  of  her  land,  who  ftrove 
T'  exceed  the  tranfports  of  her  people's  zeal, 
With  acts  of  mercy,  and  majeftic  love ; 
By  fate,  to  fix  Britannia's  empire,  given 
The  guardian  power  of  earth,  and  public  care  of 
heaven. 

i. 

Then,  Churchill,  ihould  the  mufe  record 
The  conquetts  by  thy  fword  atchiev'd; 
Quiet  to  Belgian  ftates  reftor'd, 
And  Auftrian  crowns  by  thee  retriev'd. 
Imperious  Leopold  confefs'd 
His  hoary  majefty  diftrefs'd ;      , 
To  arms,  to  arms,  Bavaria  calls, 
Nor  with  lefs  terror  ftiook  his  throne, 
Than  when  the  riflng  crefcent  fhone 
Malignant  o'er  his  fliattcr'd  walls. 

it. 

The  warrior  led  the  Britons  forth 
On  foreign  fields  to  dare  their  fate, 
DiftinguifiYd  fouls  of  mining  worth, 
In  war  unknowing  to  retreat : 
Thou,  Phccbus,  faw'ft  the  hero's  face, 
When  Mars  had  breath'd  a  purple  grace, 
And  mighty  fury  fill'd  his  breaft  : 
How  like  thyfelf,  when  to  deftroy 
The  Greeks  thou  didft  thy  darts  employ, 
Fierce  with  thy  golden  quiver  dreft  ! 

in. 

Sudden,  whilft  banifiVd  from  his  native  land, 
Red  with  difhoneft  wounds,  Bavaria  mourn'd, 
The  chief,  at  Gloriana's  high  command, 
Like  a  rous'd  lion  to  the  Maes  return'd ; 
With  vengeful  fpeed  the  Britilh  fword  he  drew, 
Unus'd  to  grieve  his  hoft  wiih  long  delay ; 
Whilft  wing'd  with  fear  the  force  of  Gallia  flew ; 
As  when  the  morning  ftar  reftores  the  day, 
The  wandering  ghofts  of  twenty  thoufand  flain 
fleet  fullen  to  the  fliadss  from  Bl?nhp im's  monrn- 
(ul  plain. 


Britannia,  wipe  thy  dnfty  brow, 
And  put  the  Bourbon  laurels  on ; 
To  thee  delivcr'd  nations  bow, 
And  blefs  the  fpoils  thy  wars  have  wo». 
For  thee  Bellona  points  her  fpear, 
And  whilft  lamenting  mothers  fear, 
On  high  her  fignal  torch  difplays ; 
But  when  thy  fword  is  (heath'd,  again 
Obfequiou*  (he  receives  thy  chain, 
And  fmooths  her  violence  of  face. 

ii. 

Parent  of  arms !  for  ever  ftand 
With  large  increafe  of  fame  rever'J, 
Whilft  arches  to  thy  faving  hand 
On  Danube's  grateful  banks  are  rear'd. 
Eugene,  infpir'd  to  war  by  thee, 
Aufonia's  weeping  ftates  to  free, 
Swift  on  th"  imperial  eagle  flies ; 
Whilft,  bleeding,  from  his  azure  bed 
Th'  aflerted  Iber  lifts  his  head, 
And  fafe  his  Auftrtan  lord  enjoys, 
in. 

lo  Britannia !  fix'd  on  foreign  wars, 
Guiltlefs  of  civil  rage  extend  thy  name : 
The  waves  of  utmoft  ocean,  and  the  ftars, 
Are  bounds  but  equal  to  thy  fovereign's  fame. 
With  deeper  wrath  thy  victor  lion  roars, 
Wide  o'er  the  fubject  world  diffufing  fear, 
Whilft  Gallia  weeps  her  guilt,   and  peace  im,. 

plores ; 

So  earth,  transfix' d  by  fierce  Minerva's  fpear, 
A  gentler  birth  obedient  did  difclofe, 
And  fudden  from  the  wound  eternal  olives  rofe. 
i. 

When  with  eftablifli'd  freedom  blefs'd, 
The  globe  to  great  Alcides  bow'd, 
Whofe  happy  power  reliev'd  th'  opprefs'd 
From  lawlefs  chains,  and  check'd  the  proud ; 
Mature  in  fame,  the  grateful  gods 
Receiv'd  him  to  their  bright  abodes : 
Where  Hebe  crown'd  his  blooming  joys ; 
Garlands  the  willing  mufes  wove, 
And  each  with  emulation  ftrove 
T'  adorn  the  Churchill  of  the  flcies. 
n. 

For  Albion's  chief,  ye  facred  nine  ! 
Your  harps  with  generous  ardour  ftring, 
With  fame's  immortal  trumpet  join, 
And  fafe  beneath  his  laurel  fing  : 
When  clad  in  vines  the  Seiae  mail  glide, 
And  duteous  in  a  fmoother  tide, 
To  Britifh  feas  her  tribute  yield; 
Wakeful  at  honour's  fhrine  attend, 
And  long  with  living  beams  defend 
From  night,  the  warrior's  votive  fhield. 
in. 

And,  Woodftock,  let  his  dome  exalt  thy  fame, 
Great  o'er  thy  Norman  ruins  .be  reftor'd ; 
Thou  that  with  pride  doft  *  Edward's  cradle  claim> 
Receive  an  equal  hero  for  thy  lord  : 
Whilft  every  column  to  record  their  toili 
Eternal  monuments  of  conqueft  wears, 

*  The  Black  Prince, 
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And  all  thy  walls  arc  drefs'd  with  mingled  fpoils, 
Gathcr'd  on  fatn'd  Ramillia  and  Poidiers, 
High  on  thy  tower  the  grateful  flag  difplay, 
PUC  to  thy  queen's  reward,  and  Blenheim's  glo 
rious  day. 


FLORELIO;  A  PASTORAL, 

LAMENTING  THE  DEATH  OF 

THE  LATE  MARQUIS  OS  BL4NDFORD, 

ASK  not  the  caufe  why  all  the  tuneful  fwains, 
Who  us'd  to  fill  the  vales  with  tender  ft  rains, 
In  deep  defpair  neglect  the  warbling  reed, 
And  all  their  bleating  flocks  refufe  to  feed. 
Aft  not  why  greens  and  flowers  fo  late  appear 
To  clothe  the  glebe,  and  deck  the  fpringing  year ; 
Why  (bunds  the  lawn  with  loud  laments  and  cries, 
And  fwoln  with  tears  to  floods  the  rivulets  rife : 
The  fair  Florelio  now  has  left  the  plain, 
And  is  the  grief,  who  was  the  grace,  of  every  Bri- 
tifli  fwain. 

For  thee,  lov'd  youth  !  on  every  vale  and  lawn, 
The  nymphs  and  all  thy  fellow-fhephcrdsmoan. 
The  little  birds  now  ceafe  to  fing  and  love, 
Silent  they  fit,  and  droo;'  in  every  grove  : 
No  mounting  lark  now  warbles  on  the  winjr, 
Nor  linnets  chirp  to  cheer  the  fullen  fpring  : 
Only  the  melancholy  turtles  coo, 
And  Philomel  by  night  repeats  her  woe. 
O,  charmer  of  the  fhades  '   the  tale  prolong, 
Nor  let  the  morning  interrupt  thy  fong  : 
Or  foftly  tune  thy  tender  notes  to  mine, 
Forgetting  Tereus,  make  iny  forrows  thine. 
Now  the  dear  youth  has  left  the  lonely  plain, 
And  is  the  grief,  who  wa*  the  grace,  of  every  Bri- 
tifh  fwain. 

Say,  all  ye  {hades,  where  late  he  us'd  to  reft, 
If  e'er  your  beds  with  lovelier  fwain  were  preft  ; 
Say,  all  ye  Clver  ftreams,  if  e'er  ye  bore 
The  image  of  fo  fair  a  face  before. 
But  now,  ye  ftreams,  aflift  me  whilft  I  mourn, 
For  never  mud  the  lovely  fwain  return  ; 
And,  as  thefe  flowing  tears  increafe  your  tide, 
O,  murmur  for  the  fhepherd  as  ye  glide  : 
Be  fure,  ye  rocks,  while  I  my  grief  difclofe, 
Let  your  fad  echoes  lengthen  out  my  woes  : 
Ye  breezes,  bear  the  plaintive  accent  on, 
And,  whifpering,  tell  the  floods  Florelio's  gone  ; 
For  ever  gone,  and  left  the  lonely  plain, 
And  is  the  grief,  who  was  the  grace,  of  every  Bri- 
tifh  fwain. 

Ripe  ftrawberries  for  thee,  and  peaches  grew, 
Sweet  to  the  taite,  and  tempting  red  to  view. 
For  thee  the  rofe  put  fweeter  purple  on, 
Preventing,  by  her  hafte,  the  funimer-fun. 
But  now  the  flowers  all  pale  and  blighted  lie, 
And  in  cold  fweats  of  fickly  mildew  die. 
Nor  can  the  bees  fuck  from  the  fhrivel'd  blooms 
./Ethereal  fwects,  to  ftore  their  golden  c  ^mbs. 
Oft'  tin  thy  lips  they  would  their  labour  leave, 
And  fweeter  odours  from  thy  mouth  receive : 
Sweet  as  the  breath  of  Flora,  when  fhe  lies 
hi  jafmice  fhades,  and  for  young  Zephyr  fighs. 


But  now  thofe  lips  are  cold  ;  relentlefs  death 
Hath  chill'd  their  charms,  and  ftopt  thy  balmy 

breath. 
Thofe  eyev  where   Cupid  tipp'd  kis  darts  witk 

fire, 

And  kindled  in  the  coldeft  nymphs  defire, 
Robb'd  of  their  beams,  in  everlafting  night 
Are  clos'd,  and  give  us  woes  a>  once  delight : 
And  thou,dear  youth,  haft  left  the  lonely  plain, 
And  art  the  grief,  who  wert  the  grace,  of  every 

Britifh  fwain. 

As  in  his  bower  the  dying  fhepherd  lay, 
The  fhepherd  yet  fo  young,  and  once  fo  gay! 
The  nymphs  that  fwim  the  ftream,  and  range  the 

wood, 

And  haunt  the  flowery  meads,  around  him  flood. 
There  tears  down  each  fair  cheek  unbounded  fell, 
And,  as  he  gafp'd,  they  gave  a  fad  farewell. 
Softly,  thty  cry'd,  as  fl  eping  flowers  are  clos'd 
By  night,  be  thy  dear  eyes  by  death  compos'd  : 
A  gentle  fall  may  thy  young  beauties  hare, 
And  golden  {lumbers  wait  thee  in  the  grave  : 
Yearly  thy  herfe  with  garlands  we'll  adorn, 
And  teach  young  nightingales  for  thee  to  mourn  ; 
Bees  love  the  blooms,  the  flocks  the  bladed  grain,  • 
Nor  lefs  wert  thou  belov'd  by  every  Iwain. 
Come,  fhepherds,  come,  perform  the  funeral  due, 
For  he  was  ever  good  and  kind  to  you  : 
On  every  fmootheft  beech,  in  every  grove, 
In  weeping  characters  record  your  love. 
And  as  in  memory  of  Adonis  ilain, 
When  for  the  youth  the  Syrian  maids  complain 
His  river,  to  record  the  guilty  day, 
With  frefhly  bleeding  purple  ftains  the  fea : 
So  thou,  dear  Cam,  contribute  to  our  woe, 
And  bid  thy  ftream  in  plaintive  murmurs  flow: 
Thy  head  with  thy  own  willow  boughs  adorn, 
And  with  thy  tears  fuppiy  the  frugal  urn. 
The  fwains  their  fheep,  the  nymphs  fhall  leave 

lawn,  . 

And  yearly  on  their  banks  renew  their  moan  : 
His  mother,  while  they  there  lament,  {hall  be 
The  quten  of  love,  the  lov'd  Adonis  he  : 
On  her,  like  Venus,  all  the  Graces  wait, 
And  he  too  like  Adonis  in  his  fate  : 
For  frefh  in  fragrant  youth  he  left  the  plain, 
And  is  the  grief,  who  was  the  grace,  of  every 

tifh  fwain.  [fide. 

No  more  the  nymphs,  that  o'er  the  brooks  pr« 
Drefs  their  gay  beauties  by  the  cryftal  tide, 
Nor  fly  the  wintry  winds,  nor  fcorching  fun, 
Now  he,  for  whom  they  ftrove  to  charm,  is  gone. 
Oft'  they  beneath  their  reedy  coverts  figb'd, 
And  look'd,  and  long'd,  and  for  Florelio  dy'd. 
Of  him  they  fangj  and  with  foft  ditties  ftrove 
To  footh  the  plcafmg  agonies  of  love. 
But  now  they  roam,  diftracted  with  defpair, 
And  cyprefs,  twin'd  with  mouraful  willows,  wear. 
Thus,  hand-in-hand.  around  hi*  grave  they  go, 
Andlaflron-buds  and  fading  lilies  ftrosv, 
With  fprigs  of  myrtle  mix'd,  and  fcattering  cry, 
So  fwect  and  foft  the  fhepherd  was '.   fo  foon  de 
creed  to  die ! 

-j-here,  frefh  in  dear  remembrance  of  their 
uis  name  the  young  anemonies  difclofe ; 
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Nor  ftrange  they  fliould  a  double  grief  avow, 

Then  Venus  wept,  and  Paftorella  now. 

Breathe  foft,  ye  winds  1   long  let  them  paint  the 

plain, 

Unhurt,  untouch'd  by  every  pafiing  fwain. 
And  when,  ye  nymphs,  to  make  the  garlands  gay. 
With  which  ye  crown  the  miftrefs  of  the  May, 
Ye  Cull  thefe  flowers  to  bind  her  temples  take, 
O  pluck  them  gently  for  Florelio's  fake !        [ftray 
And  when  through  Woodftock's  green  retreats  ye 
Or  Althrop's  flowery  vales  invite  to  play  ; 
O'er  which  young  Paftorella's  beauties  bring 
Elyfium  early,  and  improve  the  fpring  : 
When  evening  gales  attentive  filence  keep, 
And  heaven  its  balmy  dew  begins  to  weep, 
By  the  foft  fall  of  every  warbling  dream, 
8igh  your  fad  airs,  and  blefs  the  fliepherd's  name  : 
There  to  the  tender  lute  attune  your  woe, 
While  hyacinths  and  myrtles  round  ye  grow. 
So  may  Sylvanus  ever  'tend  your  bowers, 
And  Zephyr  brufh  the  mildew  from  the  flowers! 
Bid  all  the  fwans  from  Cam  and  Ifis  hafte, 
In  the  melodious  choir  to  breathe  their  laft. 
O  Colin,  Colin,  could  I  there  complain 
J.ike  thee,  when  young  Philifides  was  flain  ! 
Thou  fweet  frequenter  of  the  Mufes'  ftream  ! 
Why  have  I  not  thy  voice,  or  thou  my  theme  ? 
Though  weak  my  voice,  though  lowly  be  my  lays, 
They  {hall  be  (acred  to  the  fhepherd's  praife. : 
To  him  my  voice,  to  him  my  lays  belong, 
And  bright  Myrtilla  now  muft  live  unfung  : 
Even  {he,  whofe  artlefs  beauty  blefs'd  me  more 
Than  ever  fwain  was  blefs'd  by  nymph  before  ; 
While  every  tender  figh  to  feal  our  blifs 
Brought  a  kind  vow,  and  every  vow  a  kifs : 
Fair,  chafte,  and  kind,  yet  now  no  more  can  move, 
So  much  my  grief  is  ftronger  than  my  love  : 
Now  the  dear  youth  has  left  the  lonely  plain, 
And  is  the  grief,  who  was  the  grace,  of  every  Bri- 

tifli  fwain. 

As  when  fome  cruel  hind  has  borne  away 
The  turtle's  neft,  and  made  the  young  his  prey, 
Sid  in  her  native  grove  file  fits  alone, 
There  hangs  her   wings,  and  murmurs  out  her 

moan ; 

So  the  bright  (hepherdefs,  who  bqre  the  boy, 
Beneath  a  baleful  yew  does  weeping  lie  ; 
Nor  can  the  fair  the  weighty  woe  fuftain, 
But  bends,  like  rofes  crufh'd  with  falling  rain; 
Nor  from  the  fi lent  earth  her  eyes  removes, 
That,  weeping,  languifti  like  a  dying  dove's. 
Not  fuch  her  look  (fevere  reverfc  of  fate !) 
When  little  Love's  in  every  dimple  fate  ; 
And  all  the  fmiles  delighted  to  refort 
On  the  calm  heaven  of  her  foft  cheeks  to  fport : 
Soft  as  the  clouds  mild  April  evenings  wear, 
Which  drop  frefh  flowrets  on  the  youthful  year. 
The  fountain's  fall  can't  lull  her  wakeful  woes, 
Nor  poppy-garlands  give  the  nymph  repofe: 
Through  prickly  brakes,  and  unfrequented  groves, 
O'er  hills  and  dales,  and  craggy  cliffs,  (he  roves. 
And  when  {he  fpies,  beneath  fome  filent  fliade, 
The  daifies  prefs'd,  where  late  his  limbs>  were  laid, 
To  the  cold  print  there  clofe  me  joins  her  face, 
Aad  all  with  gufliing  tears  bedews  the  grafs. 


There  with  loud  plaints  fiie  wounds  the  pitying 
flcies, 

\nd,  oh  !  return,  my  lovely  youth,  flic  cries; 
Return,  Florelio,  with  thy  wonted  charms 
Fill  the  foft  circle  of  my  longing  arms. 
Ceafe,  fair  affliction,  ceafe  !   the  lovely  boy 
In  death's  cold  arms  muft  pale  and  breathlefs  He. 

The  Fates  can  never  change  their  firft  decree, 
Or  fure  they  would  have  chang'd  this  one  for  thee. 
Fan  for  his  Syrinx  makes  eternal  moan, 
Ceres  her  daughter  loft,  and  thou  thy  fon. 

1'hy  fon  for  ever  now  has  left  the  plain, 

And  is  the  grief,  who  was  the  grace,  of  every  Bri« 

tifli  fwain. 

Adieu,  ye  mofly  caves,  and  fhady  groves, 
Once  happy  fcenes  of  our  fuccefsful  loves  : 
Ye  hungry  herds,  and  bleating  flocks,  adieu  ! 
Flints  be  your  beds,  and  browze  the  bitter  yew, 
Two  lambs  alone  {lull  be  my  charge  to  feed, 
For  yearly  on  his  grave  two  lambs,  ihall  bleed. 

i'his  pledge  of  lading  love,  dear^ fliade,  receive* 
'  i'is  all,  alas,  a  fhepherd's  love  can  give  1 
But  grief  from  its  ow*»  power  willfet  me  free 
Will  fend  me  foon  a  willing  ghoft  to  thee : 
Cropt  in  the  flowery  fpring  of  youth,  I'll  go 
With  hafty  joy  to  wait  thy  {hade  beiow  ; 
!n  ever-fragrant  meads,  and  jaf mine-bowers. 
We'll  dwell,  and  all  .Elyfium  fhall  be  ours. 
Where  citron  groves  sethereal  odours  breathe 
And  ftreams  of  flowing  cryftal  purl  beneath; 
Where  aU  are  ever  young,  and  heavenly  fair, 
As  here  above  thy  fitter  graces  arc. 


AN  OPE. 


WHAT  art  thou,  Life,  whofe  flay  we  court? 
What  is  thy  rival  Death  we  fear? 
Since  we're  but  fickle  Fortune's  fport, 
Why  fliould  we  wifli  t'  inhabit  here, 
And  think  the.  race  we  find  fo  rough  too  fliort  ? 
it. 

While  in  the  womb  we  forming  lie, 
While  yet  the  lamp  of  life  difplays 
A  doubtful  dawn  with  feeble  rays, 
New  iffuing  from  non-entity  ; 
The  fliell  of  flefli  pollutes  with  fin 
Its  gem,  the  foul,  juft  enter'd  in  ; 
And,  by  tranfmitted  vice  defil'd, 
The  fiend  commences  with  the  child. 

in. 
In  this  dark  region  future  fates  are  bred, 

And  mines  of  fecret  ruin  laid  : 

Hot  fevers  here  long  kindling  lie, 

Prepar'd  with  flaming  whips  to  rage, 

And  lafli  on  lingering  deftiny  : 
Whene'er  excefs  has  fir'd  our  riper  age, 
Here  brood  in  infancy  the  gout  and  ftone, 
Fruits  of  our  fathers'  follies,  not  our  own. 
Ev'n  with  our  nourifliment  we  death  receive, 
For  here  our  guiltlcfs  mothers  give 
Poifon  for  food  when  firft  we  live. 


I 
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Hence  nolfomc  humour*  *  fweet  through  every 
And  blot  us  with  an  undiftinguifh'd  fore :      [pore, 
Nor,  mov'd  with  beauty,  will  the  dire  difeafe 
Forbear  on  faultlefs  ft  rms  to  feize ; 
But  vindicates  the  good,  the  gay, 
The  wife,  the  young,  its  common  prey. 
Had  all,  conjoin'd  in  one,  had  power  to  fave, 
The  mufes  had  not  wept  o'er  Biandford'i  grave. 

IV. 

The  fpark  of  pure  aetherea!  light 
That  actuates  this  fleeting  frame,, 

Darts  through  the  cloud  of  flefti  a  fickly  flame, 

And  feems  a  glow-worm  in  a  winter-night. 
But  man  would  yet  look  wondrous  wife, 
And  equal  chains  of  thought  devife ; 
Intends  hie  mind  «n  mighty  fchemes, 
Refutes,  defines,  confirms,  declaims  j 
And  diagrams  he  draws,  t'  explain 
The  learn'd  chimeras  of  his  brain  ; 

And,  with  imaginary  wifdom  proud, 

Thinks  on  the  goddefs  while  he  clips  the  cloud, 
v. 

Through  error's  mazy  grove,  with  fruitlefs  toil, 
Perplex'd  with  puzzling  doubts  we  roam ; 
Falfe  images  our  fight  beguile, 
But  ftill  we  ftumble  through  the  gloom, 

And  fcience  feek,  which  ftill  deludes  the  mind. 
Yet,  more  enamour'd  with  the  race, 

With  difproportion'd  fpeed  we  urge  the  chafe  : 

In  vain  !  the  various  prey  no  bounds  reftrain  ; 

Fleeting  it  only  Jeaves,  t*  increafe  our  pain, 

A  cold  unfatisfying  fcent  behind. 

VI. 

Yet,  gracious  God  !  prefumptuous  man 
With  random  gueffes  makes  pretence 
To  found  thy  fearchlefs  providence 
From  which  he  firft  began  : 
Like  hooded  hawks  we  blindly  tower, 

And  circumfcribe,  with  fancy'd  laws,  thy  power. 
Thy  will  the  rolling  orbs  obey, 
The  moon,  prefiding  o'er  thefea, 
Governs  the  waves  with  equal  fway  : 
But  man  perverfe,  and  lawlefs  ftill, 
Boldly  runs  counter  to  thy  will ; 
Thy  patient  thunder  he  defies; 
Lays  down  falfe  principles,  and  moves 
By  what  his  vicious  choice  approves; 

And,  when  he's  vainly  wicked,  thinks  he's  wife. 

VII. 

'     Return,  return,  too  long  mifled  ! 
With  filial  fear  adore  thy  God : 
Ere  the  vaft  deep  of  heaven  was  fpread, 
Or  body  firft  in  fpace  abode, 
Glories  ineffable  adorn'd  his  head. 
Unnumber'd  feraphs  round  the  burning  throne, 
bung  to  th'  incomprehenfible  Three-One  : 
Yet  then  his  clemency  did  pleafe 
With  lower  forms  t'  augment  his  train, 
And  made  thee,  wretched  creature,  man, 
Probationer  of  happinefs. 

VIII. 

On  the  vaft  oecan  of  his  wonders  here, 
We  momentary  bubbles  ride, 
Till,  crufh'd  by  the  tempeftuous  tide, 

Sunk  ia  the  parent  flood  we  difappear  ; 

•  The  foull-pox- 


We,  who  fo  gaudy  on  the  waters  ihoie, 

Proud,  like  the  fhowery  bow,  with  beauties  a»t 


But,  at  the  fignal  given,  this  earth  and  fca 
Shall  fet  their  fleeping  vaflals  free ; 
And  the  belov'd  of  God, 
The  faithful,  and  the  juft, 
Like  Aaron's  chofen  rod, 
Though  dry,  (hall  bioffom  in  the  duft  : 
Then,  gladly  hounding  from  their  dark  reftraintj, 
The  flceletons  (hall  brighten  into  faints, 
And,  from  mortality  refin'd,  (hall  rife 
To  meet  their  Saviour  coming  in  the  flcies : 
Inftru&ed  then  by  intuition,  we 
Shall  the  vain  efforts  of  our  wifdom  fee ; 
Shall  then  impartially  confefs 
Our  demonftration  was  but  guefs  ; 
That  knowledge,  which  from  human  reafon  flew*, 
Unlefs  religion  guide  its  courfe, 
And  faith  her  fteaJy  mounds  oppofe, 
Is  ignorance  at  beft,  and  often  worfe. 


PART  OF  THE  FOURTEENTH  CHAPTER 
OF  ISAIAH  PARAPHRASED. 

Now  has  th'  Almighty  Father,  feated  high 
In  ambient  glories,  from  th'  eternal  throne 
Vouchfaf 'd  compaffion  ;  and  th'  affli&ive  power 
Has  broke,  whole  iron  fceptre  long  had  bruis'd 
The  groaning  nations.     Now  returning  peace, 
Dove-ey'd,  and  rob'd  in  white,  the  blifsful  land 
Deigns  tore-vifit;  whilft  beneath  her  fteps 
The  foil,  with  civil  flaughter  oft'  manur'd, 
Pours  forth  abundant  olives.     Their  high  tops 
The  cedars  wave,  exulting  o'er  thy  fall, 
Whofe  fteel  from  the  tall  monarch  of  the  grove 
Sever'd  the  regal  honours,  and  up  tore 
The  fcions  blooming  in  the  parent  fhade. 

When  vehicled  in  flame,  thou  flow  didft  paf» 
Prone   through  the    gates  of   night,   the  dre; 

realms 

With  loud  acclaim  receiv'd  thee.  Tyrants  old 
(Gigantic  forms,  with  human  blood  befmear'd) 
Rofe  from  their  thrones;  for  thrones  they  ftill 

poffefs, 

Their  penance  and  their  guilt :  Art  thou,  they 
O  emulous  of  our  crimes,  here  doom'd  to  reign 
Affociate  of  our  woe?  Norcom'ft  thou  girt 
Wi»h  livery'd  flaves,  or  bands  of  warnor-knigh 
Which  erft  before  thee  flood,  a  flattering  crowd 
Obfervant  of  thy  brow;  nor  hireling  quires 
Attempering  to  the  harp  their  warbled  airs, 
Thy  panegyric  chaunt;  but,  hufh'd  in  death, 
Like  us  thou  ly'ft  unwept ;  a  corfe  obfcene 
With  duft,  and  preying  worms,  bare  and  defpoil'i 
Of  ill- got  pomp.  We  hail  thee  our  compeer  I 

How  art  thou  with  diminifh'd  glory  fall'n 
From  thy  proud  zenith,  fwift  as  meteors  glide 
Aflope  a  fummer-eve !  Of  all  the  ftars 
Titled  the  firft  and  faireft,  thou  didft  hope 
To  mare  divinity,  or  haply  more, 
Elated  as  fupreme  when  o'er  the  north 
Thy  bloody  banner?  ftream'd,  to  rightful  king« 


POEMS. 


Portending  ruinous  downfall;  wond'rous  low, 
Opprobrious  and  detefted  art  thdu  thrown, 
Difrob'd  of  all  thy  fplendors  :  round  thce  ftand 
The  fwarming  populace,  and  with  fix'd  regard 
Eyeing  thce  pale  and  breathlcfs,  fpend  their  rage 
In  taunting  fperch,  and  jovial  afk  their  friends, 
Is  this  The  Mighty,  whofe  imperious  yoke 
We  bore  reluctant,  who  to  delert  wilds 
And  haunts  of  favages  transform'd  the  marts, 
And  capital  cities  raz'd,  pronouncing  thrall 
Or  exile  on  the  peerage  ?  How  becalm'd 
The  tyrant  lies,  whofe  noilrils  us'd  to  breathe 
Tempefts  of  wrath,  and  fhook  eflablifh'd  thrones  ! 

In  folemn  ftate  the  bones  of  pious  kings. 
Gather'd  to  their  great  fires,  are  fafc  repos'd 
Beneath  the  weeping  vault :  but  thou,  a  branch 
Blafted  and  curs'd  by  Keaven,  to  dogs  and  fowls 
Art  dooni'd  a  banquet;  mingling  fome  remains 
With  criminals  unabfolv'd;  on  all  thy  race 
Tranfmitting  guilt  and   vengeance.     From  thy 

domes 

Thy  children  fkulk  erroneous  and  forlorn, 
Fearing  psrdition,  and  for  mercy  fue 
With  eyes  uplift,  and  tearful.     From  thy  feed 
The  fceptre  Heaven  refumes,  by  thee  ufurp'd 
By  guile  and  force,  and  fway'd  with  lawiefs  rage, 


VERSES  ON  THE  UNION. 

THE  Gaul, intent  on  univerfal  f-.vay, 
Sees  his  own  fubjecls  with  con/lraint  obey; 
And  they  who  moft  his  rifmg  beams  ador'd, 
Weep  in  their  chains,  and  wifh  another  lord. 
But,  if  the  mufe  not  uninfpir'd  prcfage, 
Juftice  (hall  triumph  o'er  oppreilive  rage  : 
His  power  fhall  be  reclairn'd  to  rightful  laws, 
And  all,  like  Savoy,  fhall  defert  his  caufe. 
So  when  to  diftant  vales  an  eagle  fleer?, 
His  ficrcenefs  not  difarm'd  by  length  of  years ; 
From  his  ftretch'd  wing  he  fees  the  feathers  fly, 
Which  bore  him  tdhis  empire  of  the  fky. 

Unlike,  great  queen,  thy  fleps  to  deathlcfsfamc; 
O  beft,  O  greateft  of  thy  royal  name  !  », 

Thy  Britons,  fam'd  for  arts,  in  battle  brave, 
Have  nothing  now  to  cenfure,  or  to  crave  ; 
Ev'n  vice  and  factious  'zeal  are  held  in  awe, 
Thy  court  a  temple,  and  thy  life  a  law. 

When  cdg'd  with  terrors,  by  thy  vengeful  hand 
The  fword  is  drawn  to  gore  a  guilty  land  ; 
Thy  mercy  cures  the  wound  thy  juftice  gave, 
For  'tis  thy  lov'd  prerogative  to  fave  : 
And  victory,  to  grace  thy  triumph,  brings 
Palms  in  her  hand,  with  healing  in  her  wings. 

But  as  mild  heaven  on  Eden's  op'm'ng  gems 
Beftow'd  the  balmieft  dews,  and  brighteft  beams: 
So,  whilfl  reniotcil  climes  thy  influence  fliare, 
Britain's  the  darling  object  of  thy  cace  : 
By  thy  wife  councils,  and  refiftlef's  might, 
Abroad  we  conquer,  and  at  home  unite  : 
Before  thou  bid'ft  the  diftant  battles  ceafc, 
Thy  piety  cements  domeftic  peace  ; 
Impatient  of  delay  to  fix  the  ftate, 
Thy  dove  brings  olive  ere  the  waves  abjitf. 

VOL.  VII. 


Hail,  happy  fifter-Iands !  for  ever  prove 
Rivals  alone  in  loyalty  and  love; 
Kindled  from  heaven,  be  your  aufpicious  flame 
As  lading,  and  as  bright,  as  Anna's  fame  ! 
And  thou,  fair  northern  nymphs,  partake  our  toil, 
With  us  divide  the  danger,  and  the  fp'>il  : 
When  thy  brave  fons,  the  friends  of  Mars  avow'd, 
In  ftecl  around  our  Albion  ftandards  crowd ; 
What  wonders  in  the  war  mall  now  be  fhown 
By  her,  who  flngle  fhook  the  Gallic  throne  ' 

The  day  draws  nigh,  in  which  the  warrior-queen 
Shall  wave  her  union-crofies  o'er  the  Seine  : 
Rcus'd  with  heroic  warmth  unfelt  before, 
Her  lions  with  redoubled' fury  roar  ; 
And  urging  on  to  fame,  with  joy  behold 
The  woody  walks  in  which  they  rang'd  of  old. 
O  Louis,  long  the  terror  of  thy  arms 
Has  aw'd  the  continent  with  dire  alarms; 
Exulting  in  thy  pride,  with  hope  to  fee 
Empires  and  Rates  derive  their  power  from  the.e  ; 
From  Britain's  equal  hand  the  fcale  to  wreft, 
And  reign  without  a  rival  o'er  the  weft  : 
But  now  the  laurels,  by  thy  raping  torn 
From  Belgian  groves,  in  early  triumph*  borne; 
Wither'd  and  leaflefs  in  thy  winter  fcand, 
Expos'd  a  prey  to  every  hoflile  hand  : 
By  ftrange  extremes  of  defliny  Decreed 
To  rlouriih,  and  to  fall  with  equal  fpeed. 

,So  the  young  gourd,  around  the  'prophet's  head 
With  fwift  increafe  her  fragrant  honours  fpread ; 
Beneath  the  growing  {hade  fccure  he  fate, 
To  fee  the  towers  of  Minus  bow  to  fate ; 
But,  curs'd  by  Heaven,  the  greens  began  to  fade, 
And,  iickening,  fudden  as  they  role,  cL'cay'd.* 


CUPID  AND  HYMEN. 

CUPID  refign'd  to  Sylvia's  care 

His  bow  and  quiver  ftor'd  wi'h  darts  ; 

Commiflioning  the  matchlefc  fair 

To  nil  hi.  ihrine  with  bleeding  hearts. 

Hrs  empire  thusfecur*d,  he  flies 
To  (port  amid  th'  Idalian  grove  ; 

Whofe  feather 'd  choirs  proclaim'd  the  joys, 
And  blefs'd  the  plealing  power  of  love. 

The  god  their  grateful  frngs  engage, 

To  tyre  ad  his  nets  which  Venus  wrought; 

Whilft  Hymen  held  the  golden  cage, 
To  keep  fecure  the  game  they  caught. 

The  warblers,  briflc  with  genial  flame, 
Swift  from  the  myrtle  fhades  repair; 

A  willing  captive  iarh  became, 
And  iweetiier  carol'd  in  the  fnare. 

When  Hymen  had  receiv'd  the  prey, 

To  Cytherea's  fane  they  flew  ; 
Regardlefs,  while  they  wing'd  their  way, 

How  fullen  all  the  fongfters  grew. 

Alas  !   no  fptightly  note  is  heard, 
But  each  with  iilent  grief  con/umes} 
Tt 


THE   WO  R  KS    OF  FENTON 


Though  to  celefUal  food  preferr'd, 

They  pining  drop  their  painted  plumes. 

€Jopid,  affliited  at  the  change, 
To  beg  her  aid  to  Venus  run  ; 

She  heard  the  tale,  nor  thought  it  flrange, 
But,  fniiling,  thus  advis'd  her  Ton  : 

Pleafure  grows  languid  with  reftraint, 
'Tis  Nature's  privilege  to  roam  : 

If  you'd  not  have  your  linnets  faint, 
Leave  Hymen  with  his  cage  at  home. 


OLIVIA. 


OLIVIA'S  lewd,  but  looks  devout, 
And  fcripture-proofs  {he  throws  about, 

When  firft  you  try  to  win  her : 
Pull  your  fob  of  guineas  out ; 
Fee  Jenny  firft,  and  never  doubt 

To  find  the  faint  a  Tinner. 

n. 

Baxter  by  day  is  her  delight : 
No  chocolate  rnuft  come  in  fight 

Before  two  morning  chapters  : 
But,  left  the  fpleen  fhould  fpoil  her  quite, 
She  takes  a  civil  friend  at  night 

To  raife  her  holy  raptures. 

in. 

Thus  oft"  we  fee  a  glow-worm  gay, 
At  large  her  fiery  tale  difplay, 

Encourag'd  by  the  dark  : 
And  yet  the  fuller)  thing  all  day 
Cnng  in  the  lonely  thick  st  lay, 

And  hid  the  native  {park. 


TO  A  LADY, 

SITTING  BEFORE  HER   GLASS, 


So  fmooth  and  clear  the  fountain  was, 

In  which  his  face  Narciflus  fpy'd, 
When,  gazing  in  that  liquid  glafs, 

He  for  himfclf  defpair'd  and  dy'd: 
Nor,  Crjloriv  can  you  fafer  fee 
Your  own  perfections  here  than  he. 

ii. 
The  lark  before  the  mirror  plays, 

Which  fomc  deceitful  fwain  has  fe^, 
Pleas'd  wirh  herfelf  {he  fondly  ftays 

To  die  deluded  in  the  net. 
JLove  may  fuch  frauds  for  you  prepare, 
Yourfelf  the  captive,  and  the.  fnore. 

HI. 
iur,  Chloris,  whiift  you  there  review 

Tnufc  greets  opening  in  their  bloom, 
\Think  how  diieaie  ai.d  age  purme, 

Your  riper  glories  co  coniutne. 
Ti.eii  fighing  you  would  wifh  your  ghft 
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Let  pride  no  more  give  nature  law, 

But  free  the  youth  your  power  enflavei  t 
Her  form,  like  yours,  bright  Cymhia  law, 

Rcfle&ed  on  the  cryftal  waves ; 
Yet  priz'd  not  all  her  charnis  above 
The  pleafure  of  Endymion's  love. 

v. 
No  longer  Jet  your  glafs  fupply 

Too  juft  an  emblem  of  your  bread  ; 
Where  oft'  to  my  deluded  eye 

Love's  in  age  has  appear'd  imprcft ; 
But  play'd  fo  lightly  on  your  mind, 
It  left  no  Jailing  print  behind. 


TO  THE  SAME, 

READING  THE  ART  OF   LOVE. 

WHILST  Ovid  here  reveals  the  various  arts, 
Both  how  to  polifh  and  direct  their  darts, 
Let  meaner  beauties  by  his  rule  improve, 
And  read  thefe  lines  to  gain  fuccefs  in  Jove  : 
But  heaven  alone,  that  multiplies  our  race, 
Has  power  t'  increafe  the  conquefls  of  your  face. 
The  fpring,  before  he  paints  tTie  rifing  flowers, 
Receives  mild  beams,  and  foft  defcending  fhoweri; 
But  love  blooms  ever  frefh  beneath  your  charms, 
Though  neither  pity  weeps,  nor  kindnefs  warms. 
The  chiefs  who  doubt  fuccefs,  affcrt  their  claim 
By  ftratagems,  and  poorly  ftcal  a  name : 
The  generous  *  fon  of  Jove,  in  open  fight, 
Made  bleeding  vidtory  proclaim  his  might : 
Like  him  reCftlefs,  when  you  take  the  field, 
Love  founds  the  fignal,  and  the  world  muft  yield. 


THE  FAIR  NUN;  A  TALE. 

"  Ire  per  ignes,  [ullis^ 

"  Et  gladios  aulim.     Neque  ad  hoc  tamen  ignibu* 
"  Aut  gladiis  opus  eft  ;  opus  eft  mihi  crine. — " 

OVID.  Met.  Lib.  viii> 

WE  fage  Cartefians,  who  profefs 
Ourfelves  fworn  foes  to  emptinels, 
Affert  that  fouls  a  tip-toe  {land 
On  what  we  call  the  pineal  gland ; 
As  weather-cocks  on  ipircs  are  plac'd, 
To  turn  the  quicker  with  each  blaft. 

This  granted,  can  you  think  it  flrange. 
We  all  iltould  be  fo  prone  to  change} 
Ev'n  jrom  the  go-cart  till  we  wear 
A  fattin  cap  i'  the  elbow  chair  ? 
The  fellies  that  the  child  began, 
Cuftopi  makes  current  in  the  man  ; 
And  firm  by  '.ivery  and  feifin 
Holds  the  fee-fimplc  of  his  reafon. 

But  fliil  the  gufts  of  love  we  find 
Blow  ftrqngeft  on  a  woman's  mind ;  <j 

Nor  need  1  learnedly  purfue 
The  latent  caufe,  th'  effsft  is  yus  ; 


POEMS. 


For  proof  of  which,  in  manner  ample, 
I  mean  to  give  you  one  example. 
Upon  a  time  (for  fo  my  nurfe, 
Heaven  reft  her  bone*  !  began  difcourfe) 
A  lovely  nymph,  and  juft  ninrteen, 
Began  to  languifh  with  the  fpleen  : 
She  who  had  fhone  at  balls  and  play 
In  gold  brocade  extremely  gay, 
All  on  a  fudden  grew  precife, 
Declaim'd  againft  the  growth  of  vice, 
A  very  prude  in  half  a  year, 
And  mofl  believ'd  fhe  was  fincerc  : 
Necklace  of  pearl  no  more  fhe  wean, 
That's  fandlify'd  to  count  her  prayers; 
Venus,  and  all  her  naked  loves, 
The  reformado  nymph  removes ; 
And  Magdalen,  with  faints  and  martyrs, 
Was  plac'd  in  their  refpe<Sive  quarters. 
Nor  yet  content,  fhe  could  not  bear 
The  ranknefs  of  the  public  air, 
'Twas  fo  infe&ed  with  the  vice 
Of  lufcious  fongs,  and  lovers'  fighs  : 
So  moft  devoutly  would  be  gone, 
And  ftraight  profefs  herfelf  a  Nun. 
A  youth  of  breeding  and  addrefs, 
And  call  him  Thyrfis  if  you  pleafe, 
Who  had  fome  wealth  to  recompcnfe 
Hi*  flender  dividend  of  fenfe ; 
Yet  could  with  little  thought  and  care 
Write  tender  things  to  pleafe  the  fair; 
And  then  fucceffively  did  grow 
From  a  half-wit,  a  finifh'd  beau  ! 
(For  fops  thus  naturally  rife, 

As  maggots  turn  to  butterflies.) 

This  fpark,  as  (lory  tells,  before 

Had  held  with  madam  an  amour, 

Which  he  refolving  to  purfue, 

Exactly  took  the  proper  cue, 

And  on  the  wings  of  love  he  fliss 

To  Lady  Abbefs,  in  difguife, 

And  tells  her  he  had  brought  th'  'advowfon 

Of  foul  and  body  to  difpofe  on. 

Old  San&ity,  who  nothing  fear'd 

In  petticoats,  without  a  beard, 

Fond  of  a  profelyte,  and  fees, 

Admits  the  fox  among  the  geefe, 

Here  duty,  wealth,  and  honour  prove. 

Though  three  to  one,  too  weak  for  love ; 

And  to  defcribcthe  war  throughout, 

Would  make  a  glorious  piece  no  doubt, 

Where  moral  virtues  might  be  flain, 

And  rife,  and  fight  and  fall  again  : 

Love  (hould  a  bloody  myrtle  wear, 

And,  like  Camilla,  fierce  and  fair, 

The  Nun  fhould  charge. — But  I  forbear. 
All  human  joy*,  though  fweet  in  tailing, 

Arefeldom  (more's  the  pity)  lafting: 

The  nymph  had  qualms,  her  cheeks  were  pale, 

Which  others  thought  th'  effects  of  zeal ; 

But  (he,  poor  fhe,  began  to  doubt, 

(Bed  knowing  what  (he'd  been  about) 

The  marriage  earneft-penny  lay, 

And  burnt  her  pocket,  as  we  fay. 

She  now  invokes,  to  cafe  her  foul, 

'ihs  dagger  and  the  pcifon'd  bowl; 


And,  felf-condemn'd  for  breach  of  vow, 
To  lofe  her  life  and  honour  too, 
Talk'd  in  as  tragical  a  flrain,  as 
Your  craz'd  Monimia»  and  Roxanas. 

But  as  fhe  in  her  cell  lay  fighing, 
Di;  racted,  weeping,  drooping,  dying, 
The  fiend  (who  never  wants  addrefs 
To  fuccour  damfels  in  diftrefs) 
Appearing,  told  her  he  perceiv'd 
The  fatal  caufe  for  which  fhe  griev'd ; 
But  promis'd  her  en  cavalier, 
She  fhould  be  freed  from  all  her  fear, 
And  with  her  Thyrfis  lead  a  life 
Devoid  »f  all  domeftic  ftrife, 
If  fhe  would  fign  a  certain  fcrawl — 
Aye,  that  fhe  would,  if  that  was  all. 
She  fign'd,  and  he  engag'd  to  do 
Whate'er  fhe  pleas'd  to  fet  him  to. 
The  critics  muft  excufe  me  now, 
They  both  were  freed,  no  matter  how  : 
For  when  we  epic  writers  ufe 
Machines  to  diiengage  the  mufe, 
We're  clean  acquit  of  all  demands, 
The  matter's  left  in  abler  hands ; 
And  if  they  cannot  loofe  the  knot, 
Should  we  be  cenfur'd  ?  I  think  not. 

The  fcene  thus  altcr'd,  both  were  gay, 
For  pomp  and  pleafyres  who  but  they, 
Who  might  do  every  thing  but  pray  ? 
Madam  in  her  gilt  chariot  flaunted, 
And  Pug  brought  every  thing  fhe  wanted; 
A  flave  devoted  to  her  will  : 
But  women  will  be  wavering  ft  ill. 
Ev'n  vice  without  variety 
Their  fqueamifh  appetites  will  cloy  : 
And  having  ftolen  from  Lady  Abbefs 
Ojie  of  our  merry  modern  rabbies, 
She  found  a  trick  fhe  thought  would  pafs, 
And  prove  the  devil  but  an  afs. 

His  next  attendance  happen'd  right 
Amidft  a  moonlefs  ftormy  night, 
When  madam  and  her  fpoufe  together 
Guefs'd  at  his  coming  by  the  weather. 
He  came  :  To-night,  fays  he,  I  drudge 
To  fetch  a  heriot  for  a  judge, 
A  gouty  nine-i'th'  hundred  knave  ; 
But,  madam,  do  you  want  your  flave  ? 
1  need  not  prefently  be  gone, 
Becaufe  the  doctors  have  not  done. 
A  rofy  vicar  and  a  quack 
Repuls'd  me  in  my  laft  attack  : 
But  all  in  vain,  for  mine  he  is; 
A  fig  for  both  the  faculties. 

The  dame  produc'd  a  fingle  hair, 
But  whence  it  came  I  cannot  fwear ; 
Yet  this  I  will  affirm  is  true ; 
It  curl'd  like  any  battle  fcrew. 
Sir  Nic,  quoth  fhe,  you  know  us  all, 
We  ladies  arc  fantaftical  : 
You  fee  this  hair — Yes,  madam — Pray 
In  prefence  of  my  hufband  ftay, 
And  make  it  ftraight ;  or  tlfe  you  jjrant 
Our  folemn  league  and  covenant 
Is  void  in  law. ---It  is,  I  own  it : 
And  fo  he  ftts  to  work  upon  it* 


He  tries,  not  dreaming  of  a  cheat, 
If  wetting  would  not  do  the  feat  : 
And  'twas,  in  truth,  a  proper  notion, 
But  ftill  it  kept  th'  elalHc  motion. 
Well '   more  ways  may  be  found  than  one 
To  kill  a  witch  that  will  not  drown. 
If  I,  quoth  he,  conceive  its  nature, 
This  hair  has  flt/urifh'd  nigh  the  water  : 
'Tis  crifp'd  with  cold,  perhaps,  and  then 
The  fire  will  make  it  firaight  again. 
In  hafte  he  to  the  fire  applies  it, 
And  turns  it  round  and  round,  and  eyes  it. 
Heigh  jingo,  worfe  than  'twas  before  ' 
The  more  it  warms,  it  twirls  the  more. 
He  ftamp'd  his  cloven  foot,  and  chaf'd ; 
The  hi  fbar.d  and  the  lady  laugh'd. 
Howe'er  lie  fancy'd  fure  enough 
He  fhould  not  find  it  hammer-proof. 
No  Cyclops  e'er  at  work  was  warmer, 
At  forging  thunder-bolts  or  armour, 
lhan  Satan  was;  but  all  in  vain  : 
Again  he  beats. —  It  curls  again  ! 
At  length  he  bellow'd  in  a  rage, 
This  hair  will  take  me  up  an  age. 
1  hi?  take  an  age!   the  hufband  fwore, 

Z df !  Bttty  has  five  hundred  more. 

More  !  take  your  bond,  quoth  Pug  ;  adieu, 
"Tis  ]ofs  of  time  to  ply  for  you. 


THE    WORKS    OF    FENTON. 


AN  EPISTLE  TO  MR.  SOUTHERNS, 

FROM    KENT,    JANUARY    28, 


BOLD  is  the  mufe  to  leave  her  humble  cell, 
And  fing  to  thee,  who  know'ft  to  fir  g  fo  well  :  ' 
Thee  !  who  to  Britain  ftiil  prtfervTt  the  crown, 
And  mak'ft  her  rival  Athens  in  renown. 
Could  Sophocles  behold  in  mcunnful  (late 
The  weeping  grace-sou  Imoincia  waif; 
Or  hear  thy  Ifabtlla's  moving  moan, 
Diftrefs'd  and  loft  for  vices  not  her  own  ; 
If  envy  could  permit,  he'd  fure  agree, 
To  write  by  nature  were  to  copy  thee  : 
So  lull,  fo  fair,  thy  images  are  fhown, 
He  by  thy  pencil  might  improve  his  ow  n. 

There  was  an  age  (its  memory  will  laft  !) 
Before  Italian  airs  debauch'd  cur  talk-, 
In  which  the  fable  mufe  with  hope^'si-d  fears 
Fill'd  every  bu'aft,  ar.d  every  eye  with  tears. 
But  where'*  tlat  art  which  all  our  paiT;oi;sr;;U'<.', 
And  mcv'd  the  fprirgg  cf  ni'un  as  it  ]  leas'd  ? 
Our  poets  only  pra&ifc  on  the  pit 
\Vith  fli'iid  lines,  and  trifling  turns  of  wit. 
Hcwe'er  'tis  well  the  prcfeiit  times  can  boaft 
The  rnce  of  Charles's  reign  n<  t  wholly  loft. 
Thy  fcene*,  immortal  in  thtir  worth,  fhall  fiar.d 
Among  the  chefcn  daffies  of  cur  '. 
Ard  whilft  "iir  fons  are  by  tracitirn  tsvrjit 
Kow  1  'vrote, 

They'll  thirk  it  praife  to  relifh  ECU  r£p;2t, 
And  own  tliy  works  ;;  'at. 

f  •Kikfpcarc,  the  gerins  of  our  ifle,  whcfc  mind 
(T..T.C  un.yuf:;l  rr.irror  of  ma:  : 


Exprefs'd  all  images,  rmich'cl  the  flage, 

But  lometimes  ftor.p'd  to  plcafe  a.  barbarous  age  : 

When  his  immortal  bay's  began  to  grow, 

Rude  was  the  language,  and  the  humour  low  : 

He,  like  the  God  cf  day,  was  always  bright, 

But  rolling-  in  its  ourfe,  his  urb  of  light 

Was  fully'd,  and  obfcur'd,,  though  fearing  high, 

With  fpo's  contracte-d  from  the  mther  Iky. 

But  whither  isth'  adventurous  mufe  betray'J  ? 

Forgive  her  rafhnefs,  venerable  fhade  ! 

May  fpring  with  purple  flowers  perfume  thy  urn, 

And  Avon  with  his  greens  thy  grave  adorn  : 

Be  all  thy  faults,  whatever  faults  there  be, 

Imputed  to  the  times,  and  not  to  thee. 

Some  fcions  fhot  from  this  immortal  root, 
Their  tops  much  lower,  and  lefs  fair  the  fruit 
Jonfon  the  tribute  of  my  verfe  might  claim, 
Had  he  not  drove  to  blemifh  Shakfpeare's  name. 
But,  liks  the  radiant  twins  that  gild  the  fphere, 
Fletcher  and  Beaumont  next  in  pomp  appear  : 
The  firfl  a  fruitful  virie,  in  blooming  pride, 
Had  been  by  fuperfluity  deflroy'd, 
But  that  his  friend,  judiciouily  fevere, 
Prun'd  the  luxuriant  boughs  with  artful  care; 
On  various  founding  harps  the  mufes  play'd, 
And  fung,  and  quaff' d  their  neclar  in  the  fhade. 

Few  moderns  in  the  lifts  with  thefe  may  ftand. 
For  in  thofe  days  were  giants  in  the  land  : 
Suffice  it  now  by  lineal  right  to  claim, 
And  bow  with  filial  awe  to  Shakfpearc's  fame  ; 
The  fecond  honours  are  a  glorious  name. 
Achilles  dead,  they  found  no  equal  lord 
To  wear  his  armour,  and  to  wield  his  fword. 

An  age  moil  odious  and  accurs'd  enfu'd, 
Difcolour'd  with  a  pious  monarch's  blood ; 
Whofe  fall  when  firlt  the  tragic  virgin  faw, 
She  f.ed,  and  left  her  province  to  the  law. 
Her  merry  fifter  ftill  purfu'd  the  game, 
Her  garb  was  alter'd,  bu'.  her  gifts  the  fame. 
She  firft  reform'd  the  mufcles  of  her  face, 
And  learn'd  the  folemn  fcrew  for  fjgns  of  grace; 
Then  cireumcis'd  her  locks  and  form'd  her  toce, 
By  humming  to  a  tabor  and  a  drone  ; 
Her  eyes  fhe  difclplin'd  precifely  right, 
Beth  when  to  wink,  snd  how  to  turn  the  white  ; 
Thus  banifh'd  from  the  ftage,  fhe  gravely  next 
Affum'd  a  cloke,  and  quibbled  o'er  a  text. 
But  when,  by  miracles  of  mercy  fhown, 
Much-fufferir.g    Charles    regain'd     his    father's 

throne ; 

When  peace  and  plenty  overflow'd  the  land, 
She  ftrait  pu'.l'd  off  her  fatin  cap  and  band; 
Bade  Wychcrley  behold  in  her  defence, 
With  pointed  wit,  and  energy  of  i- 
Etherepe  and  Sedley  join'd  him  in  her  caufe, 
And  all  dcfcrv'ei,  and  all  received,  applaufe. 
Reftor'd  with  Ids  iuccefs,  the  tragic  rr.ufe 
I"  id  long  forgot  her  ftyle  by  long  difufe  ; 
She  taught  her  Maxirr.ins  to  rant  in  rhyn;c, 
Mistaking  rattling  nonfenfe  for  fublime; 
Ti!i  v.'itty  Buckingham  reform'd  her  tafte, 
Ar.d  intering  fham'd  her  into  fenfe  at  laft. 
Rut  no'.v'  re!ap?.'d,  flic  dwindles  to  a  fong, 
And  weakly  warbles  on  an  eunuch's  tongue; 

ith  her  r.ii:;ftrelfy  may  ftill  remain, 
i  Till  Southcrre  court  her  to  be  great  agair:; 
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Perhaps  the  beauties  of  thy  Spartan  dame, 
Who  (long1  defrauded  of  the  public  fame) 
Shall,  with  fuperior  majcfty  avow'd, 
Shine  like  a  goddefs  breaking  from  a  cloud; 
Once  more  may  reinftate  her  on  the  dage, 
Her  adlion  graceful,  and  divine  her  rage. 

Arts  have  tlieir  empires,  and,  like  other  dates, 
Their  rife  and  fall  are  govern'd  by  the  fates  : 
They,  when  their  period's  meafar'd  out  by  time, 
Transplant  their  laurels  to  another  clime. 
The  Grecian  mufc  once  fill'd  with  loud  alarms 
The  court  of  heaven,  and  clad  the  gods  in  arms; 
The  trumpet  lilent,  humbly  ihe  effay'd 
The  Doric  reed,  and  fung  beneath  the  fhade  ; 
lixtoll'd  a  frugal  life,  and  taught  'he  (wains 
'i  '  obierve  the  feafons,  and  manure  the  plains  ; 
Momeiimes  in  warbl&d  hymns  fhe  paid  her  vow, 
Or  wove  Olympic  wreaths  for  Theron's  brow  ; 
Sometimes  on  flowery  beds  fhe  lay  fupine, 
And  gave  her  thoughts  a  loofe  to  love  and  wine ; 
Or  in  her  fable  ftole  and  bufkins  drefs'd, 
Show'd   vice   enthron'd,   and  virtuous  kings  op- 

prefs'd. 

The  nymph  ftill  fair,  however  pad  her  bloom, 
From  Greece  at  length  was  led  in  chain-;  to  Rome  : 
\Vhilfl  wars  abroad,  and  civil  difcord  reign'd, 
Silent  the  beauteous  captive  long  remain'd; 
That  interval  employ'd  her  timely  care 
To  ftudy,  and  refine  the  language  there. 
•She  views  with  anguifh  on  the  Roman  dage 
The  Grecian  beauties  weep,  the  warriors  rage  : 
But  moft  thofe  fcenes  delight  th'  immortal  maid, 
Which  Scipio  had  revh'd,  and  Rofcius  play'd. 
Thence  to  the  pleadings  of  the  gown  fhe  goes 
(For  Themis  then  could  fpeak  in  polifh'd  profe)  : 
Charm'd  at  the  bar,  amid  th'  attentive  throng, 
bhe  blefs'd  the  Syren-power  of  Tally's  tongue. 
But  when,  Odavius,  thy  fuccefsful  fword 
Was  fheath'd,  and  univerfal  peace  reftor'd, 
Fond  of  a  monarch,  to  the  court  fhe  came, 
And  ch(jfe  a  numerous  choir  to  chant  his  fame. 
Firft  from  the  green  retreats  and  lowly  plains, 
Her  Virgil  foar'd  fublime  in  epic  drains  ; 
His  theme  fo  glorious,  and  his  flight  fo  true, 
She  with  Maionian  garlands  grac'd  his  brow; 
Tnught  Horace  then  to  touch  the  Lefbian  lyre, 
And  Sappho's  fweetnel's  join'd  with  Pindar's  fire, 
By  Csefar's  bounty  all  the  tuneful  train 
Enjoy'd,  and  fung  of  Saturn's  goldan  reign; 
No  genius  then  was  left  t«  live  on  praife, 
Or  curs'd  the  barren  ornament  of  bays  ; 
On  all  her  fons  he  cad  a  kind  regard, 
Nor  could  they  write  fo  faft  as  he  reward. 
The  mule,  indudrious  to  record  his  name 
In  the  bright  annals  of  eternal  fame, 
Profufe  of  favours,  lavifh'd  all  her  ftore, 
And  for  one  rdgn  made  many  ag^s  poor. 

Now  from  the  rugged  North  unnumber'd  fttfarms 
Invade  the  Latian  cor.ds  with  barbarous  arms; 
A  race  unpolilh'd,  but  inur'd  to  toil, 
Rough  as  their  heaven,  and  barren  as  their  foil. 
Thefe  locusts  every  fpringing  art  dcftroy'd, 
And  loft  humanity  before  them  dy'd. 
Picture  no  more  maintain'd  the  doubtful  drife 
Wirh  nature's  fctnes,  nor  gave  the  canvas  life  ; 


>Jor  fculpture  exercis'd  her  Ikill,  beneath 
-fer  forming  hand  to  make  the  marble  breathe: 
truck  with  defpair,  they  ftood  devoid  of  thought, 
:fs  lively  than  the  works  themfelves  hud  wrought. 
)n  thole  twin- fillers  fuch  difaders  came, 
'hough  colours  and  proportions  are  the  fame 
n  every  age  and  clime;  their  beauties  known 
o  every  language,  and  confin'd  by  none. 
lut  fate  lefs  freedom  to  the  mufe  affords, 
nd  checks  her  genius  with  the  choice  of  words  : 
'o  paint  her  thoughts,  the  diction  mult  be  found 
Of  cafy  grandeur,  and  harmonious  found, 
'hus  when  flis  rais'd  her  voice  divinely  great 

fingthe  founder  of  the  Roman  date  ; 
The  language  was  adapted  t»  the  fong, 
Sweet  and  fublime,  with  native  beauty  ftrong  : 
Jut  when  the  Goths  infulring  troops  appear'd, 
Such  diffonance  the  trembling  virgin  heard  ! 
Jhang'd  to  a  fvvan,  from  Tyber's  troubled  dreams 
She    wing'd    her    flight,    and    fought    the    filvet 

Thames. 

Long  in  the  melancholy  grove  fhe  daid, 
And  taught  the  penfive  Druids  in  the  fliade  ; 
n  f;lemn  and  inftrusftive  notes  they  fung 
From  whence  the  beauteous  frame  of  nature  fprung. 
Who  polifh'd  all  the  radiant  orbs  above, 
And  in  bright  order  made  the  planets  move ; 
Whence  thunders  roar,  and  frightful  meteors  fly, 
And  comets  roll  unbounded  through  the  fky  ; 
Who  wing'd  the  winds,  and  gave  the  dreams  to 

flow, 

And  rais'd  the  rocks,  and  fpread  the  lawns  below  ; 
Whence  the  gay  fpring  exults  in  flowery  pride, 
And  autumn  with  the  bleeding  grape  is  dy'd  ; 
Whence    fummer    funs    imbrown    the    labouring 

fwains, 

And  fhivcring  winter  pines  in  icy  chains : 
And  prais'd  the  Power  Supreme,  nor  dar'd  ad 
vance 
So  vain  a  theory  as  that  of  chance. 

But  in  this  ifle  fhe  found  the  nymphs  fo  fair,  ~* 
She  chang'd  her  hand,  and  chofe  a  iofter  air,       S- 
And  love  and  beauty  next  became  her  care.         j 
Greece,  her  lov'd  Country,  ouly  could  afford 
A  Venus  and  a  Helen  to  record ; 
A  thoufand  radiant  nymphs  fhe  here  beheld, 
Who  match'd  the  goddefs,  and  the  queen  excell'd. 
"I"'  immortalize  their  loves  fhe  long  cffay'd, 
But  ftill  the  tongue  her  geneious  toil  betray'd.  * 
Chaucer  had  all  that  beauty  could  infpire, 
And  Surrey's  numbers  glow'd  with  warm  defire  : 
Both  now  are  priz'd  by  few,  unknown  to  mod, 
Becaufe  the  thoughts  are  in  the  language  loft. 
Even  Spcnfer's  pearls  in  muddy  waters  lie, 
Yet  foon  their  beams  attract  the  diver's  eye  : 
Rich  Was  their  imagery,  till  time  dcfac'd 
The  curious  works ;   but  Waller  came  at  lad. 
Waller,  the  mufe  with  heavenly  verfe  fupplies, 
Smooth  as  the  fair,  and  fparkling  as  their  eyes; 
"  All  but  the  nymph  .that  fiiould  redrtfs  his  wrong, 
"   Attend  his  paflion,  and  approve  his  fong." 
But  when  this  Orpht-.us  funk,  and  hoary  age 
Supprefs'd  the  lover's  and  ihe  poet's  rage, 
To  Granville  his  melodious  hire  {he  gave, 
Cranville,  whofe  faithful  vene  is  beauty's  Cave  ; 
Tt  ii 
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Accept  this  gift,  my  favourite  youth  !  (he  cry'd, 
To  found  a  brighter  theme,  and  fing  of  Hyde  , 
Hyde's  and  thy  lovely  Myra's  praife  proclaim; 
And  match  Carlifle's  and  Sachariffa's  fame. 

O  !  would  he  now  forfake  the  myrtle  grove, 
And  ling  of  arms,  as  late  he  fung  of  love  ! 
His  colours  and  hi*  hand  alone  fhould  paint 
In  Britain's  queen  the  warrior  and  the  faint  ; 
In  whom  confpirc,  to  form  her  truly  great, 
Wifdom  with  power,  and  piety  with  flate. 
Whilft  from  her  throne  the  flreams  of  juftice  flow, 
Strong  and  fcrene,  to  blcfs  the  land  below  ; 
O'er  diftant  realms  her  dreaded  thunders  roll, 
And  the  wild  rage  of  tyranny  control. 
Her  power  to  quell,  and  pity  to  redrefs, 
The  Maefe,  the  Danube,  and  the  Rhine  confefs; 
"Whence  bleeding  Iber  hopes  around  his  head 
To  fee  frefh  olive  fpring,  and  plenty  fpread  : 
And  whilft  they  found  their  great  deliverer's  fame, 
The  Seine  retires,  and  fickens  at  her  name. 

0  Granville  '  all  thefe  glorious  fcenes  difplay, 
Inftrudt  fucceeding  monarch*  how  to  fway  ; 
And  make  her  memory  rever'd  by  all, 

When    triumphs    are    forgot,    and    mouldering 
arches  fall. 

Pardon  me,  friend  !  I  own  my  mufe  too  free, 
To  write  fo  long  on  fuch  a  theme  to  thee  : 
To  play  the  critic  here—  with  equal  right 
Bid  her  pretend  to  teach  Argyll  to  fight  ; 
InflrucT:  th"  unerring  fun  to  giade  the  year, 
And  Harley  by  what  fchemeshe  ought  to  fleer; 
Give  Harcourt  eloquence  t'  adorn  the  feal, 
&laxims  «»f  flate  to  Leeds,  to  Beaufort  zeal  ; 
Try  to  correct  what  Orrery  fhall  write, 
And  make  harmonious  St.  John  more  polite; 
Teach  law  to  Ifla  for  the  crowu's  fupport, 
And  Jerfey  how  to  fcrve  and  grace  a  court  ; 
[Dictate  foft  warbling  airs  to  Sheffield's  I  and, 
"When  Venus  and  her  loves  around  him  itaud; 
In  fage  debates  to  Rochcfler  impart 
A  fearching  head,  and  ever  faithful  heart  ; 
.Make  Talbot's  finifh'd  virtue  more  complete, 
High  without  pride,  and  amiably  great, 
XVhere  nature  all  her  powers  with  fortune  juin'd, 
At  orce  to  pieafe  and  benefit  mankind. 

When  -cares  were  to  my  blooming  youth  un 

known, 
My  fancy  free,  and  all  my  hours  my  own  ; 

1  lov'd  along  the  laureat  grove  to  itray, 

The  paths  were  pleafant,  and  the  profpecl  gay  : 
But  now  my  gcnrat  link-,  and  hardly  knows 
To  make  a  couplet  tinkle  in  the  ciofe. 
Yft  when  you  next  to  Medway  fhall  repair, 
And  quit  the  town  to  breathe  a  purer  air  ; 
Retiring  from  the  crowd  to  fteal  the  fweets 
Of  eafy  life  in  Twyfden  s  calm  retreats 
(As  'ierence  to  hit  Ladius  lov'd  to  come, 
And  in  Campania  fcorn'd  the  pomp  of  Rome)  ; 
"Where   Lambard,    form'd   for   bufinefs,    and   to 

pkafe, 

By  flmiPg,  will  improve  your  happinefg; 
In  both  tlitir  fouls  imperial  reafoii  fways, 
In  both  tr^e  patriot  and  the 
Belov'ci,  and  prais'd  by  all, 

praile. 


al  reafoii  fways,  "^ 

e  friend  difplays;          £ 

l,  who  merit  love  and? 

3 


With  bright  ideas  there  infplr'd  anew, 
By  them  excited,  and  inform'd  by  you, 
I  may  with  happier  fkill  effay  to  fing 
Sublimer  notes,  and  flrike  a  bolder  firing. 

Languid  and  dull,  when  abfent  from  her  cave. 
No  oracles  of  old  the  Sibyl  gave  ; 
But  when  beneath  her  facred  fhrine  fhe  flood, 
Her  fury  foon  confefs'd  the  coming  god  ; 
Her  breafl  began  to  heave,  her  eyes  to  roll, 
And  wondrous  vifions  fill'd  her  labouring  foul. 


A  LETTER 

TO  THE  KNIGHT  OF  THE  SABLE   SHIELD. 

"  Habet  Bibliopola  Tryphon." 

MART.  Lib.  iv. 

SIR  Knight,  who  know  with  equal  fkill 
To  make  a  potm  and  a  pill, 
'Twas  my  misfortune  t'other  night, 
To  be  tormented  with  a  fpright. 
On  either  fide  his  head  the  hair 
Seem'd  kufhing  out,  the  top  was  bare; 
His  garb  antique,  but  on  his  face 
There  reign'd  a  fweet  majeflic  grace  ; 
Of  comely  port,  and  in  his  hand 
He  decent  wav'd  a  laurel-wand. 
On  the  left  foot  (by  which  1  found 
His  name  was  on  the  ftage  renown'd 
A  foik  cf  curioui  (hape  he  wore, 
With  myrtle  foliage  flourifh'd  o'er ; 
A  purple  bufkin  grac'd  the  right, 
And  ftrong  he  ftep'd,  yet  lovely  light. 

Thy  friendly  care,  he  cry'd,  I  crave 
To  give  me  quiet  in  my  grave  ; 
Tryphon  conflrains  me  from  the  dead, 
A  wizard  whom  I  hate  and  dread ; 
By  him  to  dangle  on  a  poft, 
I'm  conjur'd  up — "  Alas,  poor  Ghoft  l" 
A  pendulum  I  there  am  made, 
To  move  the  leaden  wheels  of  trade. 
And  while  each  little  author  flruts 
In  catves-fkiri  gilt,  adorn'd  with  cuts ; 
I,  vouching,  pals  'em  off  as  dear 
As  any  ftaple-claffic  ware. 
Peers,  parlbni,  cits,  a  motley  tribe, 
Flock  there  to  purchafe,  and  fubfcribe  ; 
While  Tryphon,  as  the  gudgeons  bite, 
Chuckles  to  fee  them  grow  polite. 

For  ends  thus  infan^oufly  low, 
It  furt  wou'd  fceni  as  a-propos, 
For  Dennis  at  his  door  to  fland, 
With  a  good  brooniflick  in  his  hand. 
Then,  fhould  the  chaps  find  ought  amifs, 
Or  blame  the  price,  the  tragic  Swifs 
Might  have  his  better  parts  employ'd. 
To  criticife  them  back  and  fide. 

Or  is  there  none  of  all  his  race, 
Whofe  features  would  a  fign  board  grace? 
Oft'  in  the  wizard's  cell  I've  fecn 
A  forrcl  man,  of  awkward  mien, 
Prying  with  bufy  leer  about, 
As  if  he  were  the  devil's  fiout. 


P 

1  rie'ef  wavs  vers'cl  in  modifli  vice, 
But  fure  thofe  whorefon  gloating  eyes 
Have  travell'd  much  on  love  affairs, 
Between  the  key-hole  and  the  ftairs. 

0  cheat  the  gibbet  of  a  fign, 

And  with  his  head  commute  for  mine. 

When  firft  I  heard  his  damn'd  intent, 
To  Tryphon's  bed  by  night  I  went ; 
Where  he  lay  bleft  with  dreams  of  gain, 
Furs,  fcarlet,  and  a  golden  chain. 

1  rous'd  the  wretch,  and  weeping  Pud, 

0  !  take  my  wit,  and  fpare  my  head, 
Urge  not  the  wags  to  fneer,  and  jape  u?j 
Juft  as  of  old  they  us'd  Priapus. 

But  as  a  whelp  ftarts  up  with  fear 

When  a  bee's  humming  at  his  ear : 

With  upper  lip  elate,  he  grins, 

Whilft  round  the  little  teaZer  fpin*; 

But  when  aloof  in  air  it  foars, 

He  ftrait  forgets  th'  alarm,  and  fnore*  ! 

So  did  his  fellow-creature  flight 

The  fleeting  vifion  of  the  night. 

My  prayers  were  loft,  though  while  I  fUy'd 

1  fmelt  they  ftrorig  impreflions  made. 

There  is  a  knight,  who  takes  the  field 
With  Saxon  pen,  and  fable  ftiield ; 
Who  doubtlefs  can  relieve  my  ghoft, 
And  difenchant  me  from  the  poft. 
Then  I'could  reft  as  ftill  as  thofe 
Whom  he  has  drudg'd  to  fure  rcpofc ; 
AS  if  he  traded  in  the  whole, 
And  with  the  body  kill'd  the  foul. 
To  him  for  aid  with  fpeed  repair — 
"  But  foft !   I  fcent  the  morning  air  : 
Be  mindful  of  my  piteous  plight, 
And  to  my  caufe  engage  the  knight. 

Now,  gentle  Sir,  give  ear  to  me, 
For  I  prefcribe  without  a  fee  ; 
From  Curll's  remove  the  feat  of  war. 
Encamp  on  t'other  fide  the  bar  : 
Level  your  eye  at  Tryphon's  (hop, 
Another  epic  at  him  pop  ; 
What  though  without  report  it  move, 
Like  the  fure  darts  of  death  or  love  i 
I  know  your  powder  is  fo  firong, 
No  mortal  fign  can  (land  you  long. 

Buf  if  by  magic  this  oppofe 
The  Volley  of  your  verfe  and  profe  ; 
I'll  be  your  'fquire,  and  firm  ally, 
Write,  crimp,  and  cox  him  up  to  buy  J 
Not  all  the  necromancer's  art 
Will  fave  it  then,  belhrew  hi?  heart '. 
What  can  fupport  a  (hop,  or  fign, 
When  two  fuch  perilous  wits  combine f. 


fc    M    s. 
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TRANSLATBD  FROM  THE  GREEK. 
In  Milton 't  Style. 

« To  th'  Orphean  lyre 

"  He  fung  of  Chaos  and  eternal  night; 

"  Taught  by  the  heavenly  Mufc  to  venture  down 


"  The  dark  defcenf,  arid  tip  to  re-afcend, 
"  Though  hard,  and  rare." 

PARADISE  LOST,  B.  ill. 

WHEN  fpeeding  fea-ward,  to  the  fleet  we  came 

That  anchor'd  nigh  the  coaft,  we  launch'd  our  (hip 

Into  the  facred  deep:  the  maft  up-rear'd 

Bore  every  fail  expanded  ;  whilft  aboard 

We  ftow'd  devoted  victims,  and  afcend 

The  veflel,  inly  griev'd,  and  filent  (bowers 

Fell  from  our  drooping  eyes.     A  friendly  wind 

Circe  the  fair,  of  human  race  divine, 

Propitious  fent ;  to  ply  the  ftruggling  oar 

Small  need  remain'd,  the  frefhening  gale  fuffic'd 

Each  bellying  canvas.     On  with  fpeed  we  fare 

Profperous ;  and  when  the  fun  careering  prone 

Sunk  to  the  weftern  iiles,  and  dewy  fliade 

Sabled  the  pole,  we  tilting  o'er  the  waves 

On  ocean's  utmoft  bound,  approach  the  realms 

Unhlefs'd,  where  the  Cimmerians  darkling  dwell  J 

(A  lamentable  race  !)  of  heavenly  light 

Unvifited,  and  the  fun's  gladfome  ray. 

Mooring  the  veffel  on  that  dreary  beach 

We  take  the  deftin'd  fhetp,  and  flo-.v  fojourn 

Along  the  marifh,  till  the  fated  place 

We  found,  which  Circe  will'd  we  fhould  explore 

Eurylochus  and  Pcrimedes  guard 

The'  holy  offerings ;  I  mean  time  unfheath 

My  falchion,  and  prepare  t'  intrench  the  ground 

A  cubit  fquare,  and  there  oblations  pour 

To  reconcile  the  (hades ;  infufing  milk 

With  honey  temper'd  fweet,.  and  bowls  of  muft 

Pure  from  the  melloweft  grape,  with  added  (lore 

Of  water  ;  and  with  flower  of  wheat  beftrow 

The  mix'd  ingredients  :  to  the  feeble  ghoft* 

Then  vow'd,  if  Heaven  to  my  dear  native  land 

Should  favour  my  return,  a  barren  cow 

Of  ftatelieft  growth;   and  to  th'  oraculousf  feer 

A  ram  of  fable  fleece,  the  leading  pride 

Of  all  my  flocks.     Thefe  folerrin  rites  perform'd 

And  vows  prefer'd,  the  deftin'd  ftieep  I  flew  : 

Forth  gufh'd  the  vital  purple,  and  furcharg'ct 

The  hollow'd  trench ;  when  lo !  from  the  dun  verge 

Of  Erebus,  the  ghofts  prrfmifcuous  troop 

Unnumber'd,  youths  and  maidens  immature 

Crop'd  in  their  fpring,  who  wandering  penfive 

wail'd 

The  fhortnefs  of  their  date  :  trembling,  and  hoar 
With  age",  fome  (lowly  pace  ;  others  more  fierce, 
Array'd  iu  arms,  enfanguiu'd  o'er  with  wounds 
Receiv'd  in  battle,  clamorous  approach 
To  drink  the  reeking  gore.     Shuddering  and  paid 
I  flood  aftounded,  but  with  quick  difpatch 
Bade  burn  the  facrifice,  a  grateful  ftcam 
To  Prbferpine,  who  there  with  Dis  divides 
The  regency  of  night :  fudden  I  wav'd 
My  glittering  falchion,  from  the  fanguine  pool 
Driving  th'  unbody'd  hoft  that  round  me  fwarm'ctj- 
Nor  deign'd  to  let  them  fip,  before  I  faw 
Th'  oraculous  feer.     Foremoft  of  all  the  crowd 
Elpenor  came,  whofe  unregarded  C'>rfe 
We  left  behind  in  Circe's  fumptuous  dome, 
Unwept,  unbury'd,  eager  to  purfoe 
Our  voyage  :  Strait  to ,tendef~pity  msv'dj 

t  Tirefias. 

T  t  iitj 
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With  \yords  diffolv'd  in  tears  I  Cry'd,  relate,   " 

Elpenor,  how  thefe  rueful  (hades  you  reach'd  •• 

Sooner  than  I  full-fail'd.     He  thus  reply'd 

In  accents  of  much  dolour  :   Me,  O  King  ! 

The  minifier  of  adverfe  f;ite  nialign'd, 

"L'iiv. feting  of  mifhap;  and  \vrought  my  doom, 

Drench'd  with  excefs  of  \vine  :  prone  from  the  top 

Of  Circe's  tower  1  fell,  and  the  neck  bom  ; 

Disjointing  dy'd.     But  to  yntir  pious  care 

Suppliant,  1  beg  by  thofe  endearing  names 

Of  parent,  wife,  and  fon  (thctigh  diftanr,  dear 

To  your  remembrance),  when  you  rc-afcend 

To,  Circe's  blifsful  ifle,  to  my  remains 

Ditcharge  funereal  rites ;   nor  let  me  lie 

Unwept,  unbury'd  there,  left  Heaven  avenge 

The  dire  ncgledl.     While  the  devouring  flames 

Confume  my  earthy,  on  the  flagrant  pile 

My  armour  caft  complete  ;  then  raife  a  tomb 

Tor  my  memorial  on  the  foamy  ftrand; 

And  on  it  place  that  oar  which  erfl.  I  ply'd 

With  my  aflbciates.     Penfive  I  rejoin, 

Poor  fhade  !  I'll  pay  the  decent  rites  you  crave. 

While  with  the  friendly  phantom  I  maintain'd 
Such  melancholy  parley,  with  brandifh'd  fteel 
Guarding  the  goary  pool,  I  through  th'  obfeure 
My  *  mother  view'd  :  her  lineage  fhe  deriv'd 
From  Maia's  wi;igy  fon,  and  ceas'd  to'breathc 
This  vita!  »ir,  Once  I  my  legion  led 
To  war  on  Ilium.     From  my  pitying  eyes 
Abundant  forrow  ftream'd  ;  but  though  regret 
Wither'd  my  resolution,  from  the  pool 
I  made  the  dear  maternal  form  recede, 
Till  I  Pnould  learn  from  the  grave  Theban  feer 
The  Turn  of  fate.     The  fage  at  length  advanc'd 
Hearing  a  golden  fceptre,  and  began  : 

Son  of  Laertes,  what  misfortunes  dire 
Compel  your  progrefs  from  th'  all-cheering  fun, 
An. I  heavenly. azure,  in  this  feat  of  woe 
To  roam  among  the  dead  ?  But  from  the  pool 
Withdraw,  and  flieath  your  fauldiion,  while  1  ta.le 
That  bloody  beverage,  then  the  fates  decree 
Inltant  I'll  utter.     Sudden  I  withdrew, 
Sheathing  my  faulchion  whilft  he  drank  the  gore; 
Then  thus  the  leer  pronounc'd  the  fates  decree. 

What  means  may  beft  befit  your  wifh'd  return, 
liluftrious   Greek !    you'd  know.     The  fovereign 

power 

Whofe  Ur.-ng  earth-fhaking  mace  the  floods  revere, 
Infidioui  waits  a  time  to  wreak  revenge 
For  Polyphonic,  his  fon ;   whofe  viiual  orb 
You  lata  eclips'd  with  ever-during  fhade. 
Hbwe'ef  you  fafe  may  voyage,  and  avoid 
Difafters'variouB,  if  your  mates  regain 
From  i'acrilegious  fpoil,  t\hen  faic  they  tread 
TrinacrLi's  l.erhy  foil  :   for  there  the  flocks 
And  hv-rds  of  Phoebus  o'er  the  verdurous  lawn 
j  -  wze  fattening  j-a[h:re  (he  the  world's  great  eye 
Views  :m  below  :  b  -;r.n,  nor  a::g!it 

"Can  fliun  his  .wuktful  ear);  with  evi!  hand 
If  them  they  fcize,  unening  I  foretell 
An  hid:  mis  wrfth.      Unequal  to  the  ftorm 
Your  ili  p,  de.p  in  the  nelhcr  waves  ingulfr, 
Snail  perifh  with  h  :r  crew  :  you  fhall  it-gain 
'lljc  cir/,  without  furviving  friend  to  cheer 


Your  pilgrim-flops :  however  htc  and  Lard, 

You  fhall  reyifit  your  lov'd  natal  fhore, 

Tranfported  in  a  veflel  not  your  own. 

Much  of  domeftic  damage,  and  mifn'.le, 

Will  faddtn  your  return;  for  in  your  arurt 

.Suitors  vo!upti.o:iifwarm  ;  with  amorous  wiles 

Studious  to  xvin  your  confort,  and  feduce 

Her  from  chafte  fealty  to  joys  impure, 

In  bridal  pomp  ;  vain  efforts!  but  they  foon 

By  ftratagem,  or  our  ptiiffant  arm, 

To  ruin  are  fore-doom'd.     Then  to  a  race 

Remote  from  ocean,  who  with  favoury  fait 

Ne'er  feafon  their  repaft,  nnr  vcfTd  view'd      % 

Furrowing  the  foamy  flood  with  }>:.intcd  prow, 

And  all  her  tackle  trim,  with  fpeed  repair 

Carrying  a  taper  oar  ;  way-faring  thus, 

One  journeying-  obvious  will  niifname  that  oar 

A  coin  van;  fix  it  there,  and  victims  ilay 

To  Neptune  reverent ;  from  the  fleecy  fold 

A  ram  felecft ,  and  from  the  beeves  and  fwine, 

The  choicett  male  entire,  of  either  herd. 

Thence  homeward  hade,  and  hecatombs  prepare 

For  the  bright  order  of  the  gods,  who  reign 

Spher'd  in  empyreal  fplendors.    White  with  years, 

The  balm  of  life  evaporating  flow, 

At  lep.gth,  when  Neptune  points  the  dart  of  deathf, 

Without  a  pang  you'll  die,  and  leave  your  land 

With  fair  abundance  bleft.     In  thtfe  fix'd  laws 

Of  fate  repofe  affiance  and  beware. 

I  thus  reply'd:  In  this  authentic  will 
Of  fate,  O  Seer  !    I  acquiefce  ;  but  lo  ! 
Penfive  and  filcnt,  by  the  goary  pool, 
Abides  my  mother's  fhade;  nor  nu?  vouchsafes 
Language  or  look  benign  :   Oh  !   tell  me  how 
She  here  may  recognife  me.     He  rcjoin'd; 
Whatever  ghoft  by  your  permiffion  fips 
That  facrcd  purple,  will  to  all  your  queft 
Without  deceit  reply;  the  reft  withdraw 
At  your  ftern  interdict.     This  faid,  the  feer 
To  the  high  capital  of  Dis  retir'd. 
Mean  time  I  firm  abode,  till  the  dear  fhade 
had  fip'd  the  facred  purple  ;  then  her  fon 
JnfUnt  fhe  knew,  and  wailing  thus  began  : 

My   fon  !    how  reach'd   you    thele  Tartarean 

bounds, 

Corporeal  ?  Many  a  river  interfus'd, 
And  gulf>  unvoyageable,  from  ccccfs 
Debar  each  living  wight;  bd'nUs  th'  expanfe 
Of  ocean  wide  to  fail.     Are  you  from  Troy 
With  your  affociate  peers  but  now  return'd, 
Erroneous  from  your  wife  and  kin«dom  flill  ? 

I  thus  .   By  ftrong  neceffity  conitrain'd, 
Down  to  thefe  nether  realms  I  have  prefum'u 
An  earthly  giidt,  to  hear  my  doom  diicios'd 
By  fage  Tire fi as ;  for  fince  I  led 
Auxiliar  baijcis,  wi-h  Agamemnon  leagu'd 
To  war  on  Ilium,  traverfii:g  the  main 
Through  vaiioufi  perils,  I  have  voyag'd  far 
I'.flniiii'M  from  (Jrtece.     But  fay  !••/  what  difcafe, 
By  flow  confumpiion  through  the  gates  of  death 
Prone  did  yon  pafs;  or  by  Diana's  dart 
Tran»fix'd,  a  fudden  fate  ?  My  hoary  fire  ! 
Survives  he  ?   Is  my  bloomy  fon  p<.ffcfs'd 
Of  my  domain,  or  groans  it  now  beneath 
f  He  w*s -killed  with  the  bone  of-a  lea-tuulf . 
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Hfufping  powers,  who  lord  it  uncontrolled, 
Thoughtlels  of  my  return  ?  My  conlbrt  dear  ! 
Abides  (he  with  my  Ion,  of  all  his  rights 
A  guardian  regent ;  or,  no  longer  mine, 
Hath  flie  been  won  to  plight  connubial  vows  ? 

The  venerable  {hade  thus  anlwer'd  mild  : 
Still  in  your  regal  dome  your  fpoufe  abides 
Difconfolate,  with  ever-flowing  eyes 
Wailing  your  abfence ;  and  your  fon  poffefd'd 
Of  principality,  with  his  compeers, 
Bounteous  of  foul,  free  intercourfe  maintains 
Of  focial  love.     Beneath  a  Sylvan  lodge, 
Far  from  the  cheerful  fteps  of  men,  your  fire 
Lives  inconfolable  ;  on  gorgeous  beds, 
With  rich  embroidery  ipread,  and  purple  palls, 
No  more  indulging  fweet  repofe ;  but  clad 
In  coarfe  attire,  couch'd  with  his  village  hinds 
On  the  warm  hearth  he  fleeps,  when  winter  reigns 
Inclement,  till  the  circling  months  return 
New-rob'd  in  flowering  verdure  :  then,  the  vines 
High  interwove  a  green  pavilion  form, 
Where  pillovv'd  on  the  leaves  he  mourns  for  you 
Nocturnal;  to  th'  unfriendly  damp  of  age 
Adding  corrofive  anguifh  and  defpair. 
So  perifh'd  I  with  flow-confuming  pile  ! 
Me  nor  the  filver-fhaftcd  goddefs  flew, 
Nor  racking  malady  ;  but  anxious  love 
Oi  my  Ulyffes  on  my  vitals  prey'd, 
And  iunk  my  age  with  forrow  to  the  grave. 

She  ceas'd  :  I  thrice  with  filial  fondnefs  ftrove 
T'  embrace  the  much-lov'd  form,  and  thrice  it  fled, 
Delufive  as  a  dream.     Anew  with  grief 
Heart-chill'd,  I  fpake  ;  Why,  mother,  will  you  fly 
Your  fon's  incircling  arms  ?  O  here  permit 
My  duteous  love,  and  let  our  forrows  flow 
Mingling  in  one  full  ftrearn!  Or  has  the  queen 
Whole  frown  the  {hades  revere,  to  work  me  woe, 
A  guileful  image  form'd  ?  She  thus  replies : 
Of  all  mankind,  O  moft  to  grief  inur'd  ! 
Deem  not  that  aught  of  guile  by  phantoms  vain 
Is  here  intended,  but  the  effence  pure 
Of  feparate  fouls  is  of  all  living  touch 
Impalfive  :  here  no  grofs  material  frame 
We  wear,  with  flefh  incumber'd,  nerves,  and  bone; 
They're  calcin'd  on  the  pile  :  but  when  we  ceafe 
To  draw  the  brea'h  of  life,  the  foul  on  wing 
Fleets  like  a  dream,  from  elemental  drofs 
Difparted  and  rtfin'd.     Now  to  the  realms 
lllumin'd  with  the  fun's  enlivening  beam, 
Hence  journeying  upward,  to  your  confort  dear 
Difclofe  the  fecrets  of  our  ilate  below. 

Thus  we  alternate,  till  a  beauteous  train 
Of  noblefs  near  advance  their  fteps,  enlarg'd 
By  radiant  Proferpine,  daughters  and  wives 
To  kings  and  heroes  old  :  t":e  goary  pool 
The  fair  affembly  thick  furrouud,  to  lip 
'  The  ta'.teful  liquid  :   I  the  fates  of  each 
Defirous  to  hear  ftoried,  wave  my  fword 
In  airy  circles,  while  they  fmgly  fate 
Their  appetites;  then  curious  alk  of  each 
Her  ancetlry,  which  all  in  order  told. 

Tyro  firft  audience  claim'd,,  the  daughter  fair 
Of  great  Salmoneus;   {he  with  Cretheus  fhar'd 
Connubial  love,  but  long  in  virgin  bloom 
Enamour'd  of  Enipeus,  inly  pin'd  : 


Enipeus,  fwift  from  whofe  reclining  urn 
Rolls  a  delicious  flood.     His  lovely  form 
Neptune  affum'd,  and  the  bright  nymph 
Wandering  love-penfive  near  his  amber  ftream: 
Them  plunging  in  the  flopy  flood  receiv'd 
Redounding  ;  and  to  ikreen  his  amorous  thcfc, 
On  either  fide  the  parted  waxes  up-rear'd 
A  cryftal  mound.     Potent  of  rapturous  joy, 
And  fated,  thus  he  fpake  :   Hail,  royal  fair! 
Thy  womb  {hall  teem  with  twins  (a  god's  embrace 
Is  ever  fruitful),  and  thofe  pledges  dear 
Of  our  iweet  cafual  blifs  nurture  and  tend 
With  a  fond  mother's  care  ;  hence  homeward  fpecd 
And  from  all  human  ken  our  amorous  act 
onceal :  fo  Neptune  bids  thee  now  farewell, 
rle  ceas'd,  and  diving  fudden  was  ingulf 'd 
Deep  in  the  gurgling  eddy.     Two  fair  fons 
Th'  appointed  months  difcharg'd,  by  fupreme  Jov$ 
3oth  fcepter'd.     Pelias  firft ;  his  empire  wide 
Strech'd  o'er  lolcos,  whofe  irriguous  vales 
His  grazing  folds  o'erfleec'd  :  her  younger  birth, 
Neleus,  was  honour'd  through  the  fandy  realm 
Of  Pylus.     She  by  Cretheus  then  efpous'd, 
A  fair  increafe,  JEfon  and  Pheres,  bore ; 
And  great  Amythaon,  who  with  fiery  fteeds 
Oft'  difarray'd  the  foes  in  battle  rang'd. 

The  daughter  of  Afopus  next  I  view'd, 
Antiope,  boaftful  that  {he,  by  Jove 
Impregnate,  had  the  fam'd  Amphion  borne, 
And  Zethus,  founder  of  imperial  Thebes, 
Stately  with   feven   large  gates,  and  bulwark'd 

ftrong 

Againft  invading  powers.     Alcmena  fair, 
Amphitryon's  confort,  then  advanc'd  to  view; 
To  heaven's  fupreme  who  bore  Alcides,  bold 
And  lion-hearted.     Next  that  lovely  {hade 
Stood  Megara,  of  Creon's  royal  race, 
By  great  Alcides  fpous'd.     To  her  fuccceds 
The  fheeny  form  of  Epicafte,  woo'd 
By  Oedipus  her  fon,  to  whom  flie  deign'd 
Spoufal  embraces,  thoughtlefs  of  mifdeed, 
He  having  too  vill-ftar'd  !)  deftroy'd  his  fire, 
His  lineage  with  inceftuous  mixture  foil'd, 
Blinded  by  deftiny  ;  but  the  juft  gods 
Difclos'd  th'  unnatural  fcene.   In  Thebes  he  fway'cL 
With  various  ills  by  Heaven's  affli6live  rod 
Dil'comfited  ;  but  {he  through  fell  defpair, 
Self-flrangled,  from  the  ftings  of  mortal  life 
Fled  to  the  {hades,  and  her  furviving  fon 
With  delegated  furies  fierce  purfued. 
An  amiable  image  rieit  appear'd  ; 
Bright  Chloris,  of  Amphion's  lofty  ftem 
The  youngeft  bud  :  in  fweet  attractive  pomp, 
On  her  the  Graces  ever  waiting  fmit 
The  heart  of  Neleus,  whom  the  Fylian  tribes 
Homag'd  with  fealty  :  from  their  wedded  love 
Sprung  Neftor,  Ghromius,  and  the  boaftful  power 
Of  Periclymenus;   befides  a  nymph, 
Pero,  of  form  divine  :  her  virgin  vows 
By  many  a  prince  was  fought,  but  Neleus  deign'*! 
l'<>  none  her  bed,  but  him  whofc  prowefs'd  arm 
Should  force  from  Phylace  a  furious  herd 
Of  wild  Theffalian  beeves,  t'  avenge  the  dower 
Which  Iphiclus  detain'd.    This  bold  emprife 
A  fecr  accepted ;  but,  in  combat  foil'd» 
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In  thrall  fur  twelve  revolving  moons  he  lay, 
Deep  in  a  dungeon  clofe  immur'd,  till  found 
Divine  of  fate,  by  folving  problems  quaint 
\tfhich  Iphiclus  propos'd,  who  ftrait  difmifs'd 
The  captive  ;  fo  was  Jove's  high  will  complete. 

Then  Leda,  fpous'd  by  Tyndarus,  I  law, 
Mother  of  the  fam'd  twins,  Caftor  export 
To  tame  the  deed,  and  Pollux  far  renown'd 
On  lifted  fields  for  conflict  ;  who  from  Jove 
Receiv'd  a  greateful  boon  like  gods  to  live, 
Mounting  alternate  to  this  upper  orb. 

Next  Iphimedia  glides  in  view,  the  wife 
Of  great  Aloeus,  who,  in  love  comprefs'd 
3Jy  Neptune,  bore  (fo  (he  the  fa&  avow'd) 
Otus  and  Ephialtus,  whom  the  fates 
Cut  ihort  in  early  prime :  their  infant  years 
Nurtur'd  by  Earth,  enormous  both  attain'd 
Gigantic  fUture,  and  for  manly  grace 
"Were  next  Orion  rank'd  ;  for  in  the  courfe 
Of  nine  fwift  circling  years,  nine  cubits  broad 
Their  fhoulders  meafur'd,  and  nine  ells  their  height. 
Improvident  of  foul,  they  vainly  dar'd 
The  gods  to  war,  and  on  Olympus  hoar 
Rear'd  Ofla,  and  Ofia  Pelion  pil'd, 
Torn  from  the  bafe  with  all  its  woods ;  by  fcale 
T*  aflault  heaven's  battlements ;  and  had  their  date 
To  manhood  been  prolong'd,  had  fure  atchiev'd 
Their  ruinous  aim  :  but  by  the  filver  dart 
Of  Phcebus  fheer  transfix'd,  ere  fpringing  down 
Shaded  their  rofy  youth,  they  both  expir'd. 
Ill-fated  Phaedra  then  with  Procris  came, 
And  Ariadne,  who  them  both  furpafs'd 
In  goddefs-like  demeanour ;  from  her  fire 
3VIinos,  the  riged  arbiter  of  right, 
Thefeus  of  old  convey'd  her,  with  intent 
At  Athens,  link'd  in  love,  with  her  to  reign  : 
Hut  ftern  Diana,  by  the  guileful  plea 
Of  Bacchus  won,  diffever'd  foon  their  joys, 
And  caus'd  the  lovely  nymph  to  fall  forlorn 
In  Dla,  with  circumfluous  feas  in-girt, 
Of  nuptial  rights  defrauded.     Next  advance 
2vlxra  and  Ciymene,  a  beauteous  pair; 
And  Eriphyle,  whole  once  radiant  charms 
A  cloud  of  forrow  dimm'd  ;  for  fhe,  devoid 
Of  duteous  love,  for  gold  betray'd  her  lord.— 

Here  let  me  ccafe  narration,  nor  relate 
"What  other  objects  fair,  daughters  and  wives 
Of  heroes  old,  I  faw ;  for  now  tho  night 
In  clouded  majefty  has  journey 'd  far, 
Admonifliing  to  reft,  which  with  my  mates, 
Or  here  with  you,  my  wearied  nature  craves; 
Mean  time  affianc'd  in  the  gods  and  you, 
To  fpeed  my  voyage  to  my  native  realm. 

He  ceas'd  :  a  while  th'  attentive  audience  fate 
In  filent  rapture ;  his  perfuafive  tongue, 
Mellifluous,  fo  with  eloquence  had  charm'd 
Their  ftill  infatiate  ears ;  at  length  thus  (puke 
The  queen  Arete,  graceful  and  humane. 

Think  ye,  Phaeadans,  that  the  godlike  form, 
The  port,  the  wifdom  of  this  wan  Jerer  claim 
Aught  uf  regard?  Peculiar  him  my  gueft 
I  ftyle  ;  but  fince  the  honour  he  vouch lafc's, 
Delighted  ye  partake,  give  not  too  foon 
Him  fignal  of  departure,  but  prepare 
Witn  oo  penurious  hand  proportion'^  gifts, 


OF 

Vicing  in   bounteous  deeds,    fince   Heaven  hatk 

fhower'd 
Yonr  peerage  with  abundant  favours  boon. 

Up  rofe  Echeneus  then,  whofe  wavy  locks 
Silver'd  with  age,  adorn'd  his  reverend  brow, 
Fraught  with  matureft  counfel,  and  began 
Addrefling  his  compeers  :   Rightful  and  wife 
The  queen's  propofal  is,  let  none  demur 
Obedience  to  her  will ;  Alcinous  beft 
By  fair  enfample  may  prefcribe  the  rule. 

Alcinous  from  his  bed  of  ftate  reply'd, 
With  afped:  bland  :  While  here  I  live  enthron'd, 
Jove's  delegate  of  empire,  and  this  hand 
Sways  the  Phasacian  fceptre,  will  I  cheer 
Th'  erroneous  and  afflicied,  with  meet  acl» 
Of  regal  bounty ;  but,  our  princely  gueft 
Muft,  though  impatient,  for  a  time  defer 
His  voyage,  that  with  due  munificence 
Our  gifts  may  be  prepar'd  :  let  all  accord 
Benevolent,  and  free  to  furnifh  ftores 
Worthy  acceptance  ;  me  you  (hall  confefs 
The  firft  in  bounty,  as  the  firft  in  power. 

He  ended,  and  Ulyffes  anfwer'd  blythe  : 

0  thou,  by  kingly  virtues  juftly  rais'd 
To  this  imperial  eminence  !   By  thee 
Were  I  detain'd,  till  the  revolving  fun 
Completes  his  annual  circle,  in  thy  will 

1  acquifce  obedient,  till  meet  ftores 

For  my  return  be  rais'd  :  then  at  my  realm, 
With  royal  largcffes  arriving  grac'd, 
And  gay  retinue,  ftrait  the  wondering  Greeks 
Will  dear  refpeA  and  prompter  homage  yield. 

To  whom  Alcinous :  Your  diftinguifh'd  worth 
Too  plain  is  chara&er'd  in  all  your  port, 
To  doubt  you  of  thofe  vagrant  clans,  who  roam 
Fallacious,  and  with  copious  legend  take 
The  credulous  ear ;  you,  with  fevereft  truth, 
Rob'd  in  rich  eloquence,  inftrucl  and  pleafe, 
When  (like  fome  bard,  vers'd  in  heroic  theme 
Attemper'd  to  the  lyre)  you  fweetly  tell 
Whatc'er  in  Grecian  ftory  was  of  old 
Recorded  eminent,  or  when  you  fpeak 
Your  own  difaftrous  fate.     But  now  proceed, 
Say,  affable,  if  while  you  low  fojourn'd 
In  grofs  Tartarean  gloom,  the  mighty  fhades 
Of  thole  brave  warring  Greeks  appear'd,  who  fell 
By  doom  of  battle  ;  for  the  lingering  night 
Hath  yet  much  fpace  to  meafure,  and  the  hoar 
Of  fleep  is  far  to  come  :   I  can  attend 
With  ravifhment,  to  hear  the  pleafing  tale 
Fruitful  of  wonder*,  till  the  rofeate  morn 
Purples  the  eaft.     Ulyfles  ;hus  reply'd  : 

Due  time,  O  king,  for  converfe  and  repofe 
Is  ftill  remaining;  nor  will  I  refuia 
With  coy  denial,  whatlhe  facred  ear 
Of  majcfty  with  audience  deigns  to  grace. 
Hear  next  how  my  affociatc  warriors  fell, 
O'erwhelm'd  with  huge  affli&ions  and  opprefs'i 
In  their  own  realms  by  feminine  deceit, 
To  them  more  fatal  than  the  prowefs'd  foe. 

When,  by  imperious  Proferpine  recall'd, 
The  lady-train  difpers'd,  the  penfivc  form 
Of  Agamemm  n  came,  with  thofe  hfgirt. 
Whom,  in  one  common  fate  involv'd,  of  life 
^Egyfthus  had  bereav'd.     Sipping  the  gore, 
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JHe  recogniz'd  me  Inftant,  and  outftretch'd 
"His  unfubftantial  arms,  exhaufted  now 
Of  all  their  vital  vigour  ;  with  fhrill  plaints, 
Piercing  the  doleful  region  far  :   mine  eyes, 
Sore  wounded  with  the  piteous  obje<5t  dear, 
Effus'd  a  flood  of  tears,  while  thus  I  fpake  : 

0  king  of  hods !  O  ever-honour'd  fon 
Of  Atreus  !  fay  to  what  feveie  decree 

Of  deftiny  you  bow'd.     By  Neptune's  wrath 
Tempefting  th'  ocean,  did  you  there  expire 
Whelm'd  in  the  watery  abyfs?  Or  fell  you  arm'd, 
Making  fierce  inroad  on  fome  hoftile  coaft, 
To  ravage  herds  and  flocks  ;  or  in  affault 
Of  forae  imperial  fortref*,  thence  to  win 
Rich  fpoils  and  beauteous  captives^were  you  {lain 
Defeated  of  your  feizure  ?  He  replied  : 

1  periftx'd  not,  my  friend,  by  Neptune's  wrath, 
Whelm'd  in  the  oce.an  wave ;  nor  dy'd  in  arms 
Heroic  deeds  attempting  :  but  receiv'd 

From  bafe  JEgy'Ahus,  and  my  bafer  queen, 

Irreparab!*  doom,  whiift  I  partook 

Refrefhment,  and  at  fupper  jovial  fate, 

Slain  like  an  ox  that's  butcher'd  at  the  crib, 

A  death  mod  lamentable  !  Round  me  lay 

An  hideous  carnage  of  my  breathkfs  friends, 

Like  beads  new  fiaughter'd  for  the  bridal  board 

Of  forne  luxurious  noble,  or  devote 

To  folemn  feftival.     On  well-fought  fields 

You  various  fcenes  of  flaughter  have  lurvey'd, 

And  in  fierce  tournament ;  yet  had  it  quell'd 

Your  beit  of  man  to  view  us  on  the  floor 

Rolling  in  death,  with  viands  round  us  fpread, 

And  ponderous  vafes  bruis'd,  while  human  gore 

Flooded  the  pavement  wide.     With  fhrilling  crie» 

Caffandra  pierc'd  my  ear,  whom  at  my  fide 

JFalfe  Clytemneflra  flew  :   t'  avenge  her  wrong, 

I  with  a  dying  grafp  my  fabre  feiz'd, 

But  the  curs'd  affaflin  withdrew,  nor  clos'd 

My  lips  and  eyes.     O  woman  !  woman !  none 

Of  nature's  favage  train  have  lefs  remorfe 

In  perpetrating  crimes  :   to  kill  her  mate, 

What  beaft  was  e'er  a  complice  ?  I  return'd 

Hopeful  in  affluence  of  domefticjoy 

To  reign,  encircled  with  my  offspring  dear, 

And  court-retinue  ;  but  my  traitrefg  wife 

On  female  honour  hath  diffus'd  a  {lain 

Indelible  ;  and  her  pernicious  arts, 

Recorded  for  reproach  on  all  the  fex, 

Shall  wound  foft  innocence  with  touch  of  blame. 

1  anfwer'd,  O  ye  powers !  by  women's  wiles 
Jove  works  lure  bane  to  all  th'  imperial  race 
Of  Atreus  (till :   for  Helen's  vagrant  lufl 
Greece  mourns  her  ftates  difpeopled  ;  and  you  fell 
By  your  adultreis !  Plaintive  he  reply'd  : 

By  my  dilafters  warn'd,  to  woman's  faith 
Unt>ofom  nought  momentous ;  though  (he  peal 
Your  ear  (by  nature  importune  to  know), 
Unlock  net  all  your  fecrets.     But  your  wife, 
Of  prudent  meek  deport,  no  train  of  ills 
Will  meditate  for  you  by  force  or  guile  : 
Her,  when  we  led  th'  embattled  Greeks  to  Troy, 
We  left  in  blooming  beauty  frefh  ;  your  fon 
Then  hanging  oy  her  bread ;  who  now  to  man 
Full  grown,  with  men  aflbciate» ;  your  approach 
With  rapture  he  will  meet,  and  glad  his  tire 


With  filial  duty  dear;  a  blifs  to  me 

Not  deign'd !  my  fon  I  faw  not  ere  I  fell 

A  victim  to  my  wife  :  then,  timely  warn'd*, 

Truft  not  to  woman's  ken  the  time  prefix'd 

For  your  return  to  Greece.     But  fay  fmcere, 

Aught  have  you  heard  where  my  Oreftcs  bideJj 

In  rich  Orchomenus,  or  fandy  Pyle  ; 

Or  with  my  brother  lives  he  more  fecure 

In  fpacious  Sparta  ?  for  of  this  dark  realm 

He's  not  inhabitant.     I  thus  rejoin'd  : 

Vain  is  your  queft,  Atrides  ;  whether  fate 
Permits  your  fon  to  draw  the  breath  of  heaven, 
Friendly  to  life ;  or  whether  in  thefe  fhades 
He  roams  a  ghoft,  I  know  not ;  nor  with  fpeech 
Falfe  or  ambiguous  will  beguile  your  ear. 

While  mournful  thus  we  talk'd,  fuffus'd  with 

tears 

Of  tender  fympathy,  young  Peleus  came, 
With  his  affociates  moft  in  life  belov'd, 
Faithful  Patroclus,  and  th'  egregious  *  foi 
Of  Neftor,  great  in  arms  ;urith  them  (conjoin'd 
In  amicable  converfe,  e'erPby  death 
Uncancel'd)  walk'd  the  tall  illuftrious  fhade 
Of  Ajax,  with  attractive  grace  adorn'd, 
And  prowefs ;  paragon'd  for  both  to  none 
But  great  Achilles  :  me  the  goddefs  born 
Ey'd  curious,  and  at  length  thus  fad  began  : 

What  caufe,  Ulyffes,  moves  thy  mind,  expert 
Of  warlike  machinations;   what  emprife 
Hath  aught  of  fuch  importance,  as  to  tempt 
This  dire  defcwit,  where  we  in  dolorous  night 
Frail  incorporeal  forms,  are  doom'd  abode? 

O  peerlefs  chief,  I  cried,  of  all  the  Greeks 
The  loremoit  name !  1  hither  am  conftrain'd, 
From  the  wife  Theban  oracle  to  hear 
Bell  means  reveal'd  how  to  revifit  fafe 
My  native  realm ;  by  rigid  fate  repell'd, 
I'm  exil'd  yet,  with  troops  of  various  ills 
Surrounded.     But  the  gods,  to  your  high  worth 
Ever  propitious,  crown  their  favourite  chief 
With  choicer  bleffings  than  the  eye  of  time 
Yet  faw  conferr'd,  or  future  fhall  behold  : 
On  earth  you  equal  honours  with  the  gods 
From  us  receiv'd ;  nor  by  the  flroke  of  fate 
Sink  with  diminifiVd  luftre,  but  fupreme 
Reign  o'er  the  fhades.     He  folemn  fad  replied  : 

Reign  here  fupreme  !  deem  not  thy  eloquence 
Can  nught  confole  my  doom :  rather  on  earth 
A  village  flave  I'd  be,  than  titled  here     - 
Imperial  and  auguft.     But  fay  me  true, 
Or  did  my  fon  illuftrate  his  defcent 
Firft  in  the  files  of  war;  or  fled  he  pale 
A  recreant  from  the  fight  ?  do  all  our  tribes 
In  Phthia  ftill  revere  my  father's  throne  ; 
Or  lives  he  now  of  regal  power  defpoil'd, 
A  weak  contemn'd  old  man,  wanting  my  arm 
To  hold  his  fceptre  firm  ?  that  arm  !  which  erfl 
Warring  for  Greece  beftrew'd  the  Phrygian  plains 
With  many  a  prowefs'd  knight!    Would  Hcavea 

reftore 

The  fame  puiflant  form,  I'd  foon  avenge 
His  injur'd  age,  and  re-aflert  his  claim. 

He  ceafing,  I  reply'd  :  Of  Peleus'  flate 
Fame  hath  to  me  been  filent ;  but  attend 
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While  I  th'  atchievements  of  thy  glorious  fon 

Blazon,  as  truth  fhall  dictate.     Him  to  Troy 

From  Scyros  o'er  th*  jEgean  fafe  I  bore, 

To  join  th' embattled  Greeks  :  whene'er  we  fate 

In  council,  to  mature  fome  high  defign, 

Fifft  of  the  peerage  with  pcrfuafive  fyeech 

His  fentence  he  difclos'd,  by  all  confefs'd 

The  third  from  Neftor.     But  whene'er  we  mov'd 

In  battailous  array,  and  the  flirill  clang 

Of  onfet  founded,  he,  with  haughty  ftrides 

Advancing  in  the  van,  the  foremuft  chief, 

Pierc'd  through  the  adverfe  legions, nor  was  deem'd 

Not  equal  to  the  beft.     Each  hardy  deed, 

Which  in  his  country's  caufe  the  youth  atchiev'd, 

Were  long  to  tell  ,  but  by  his  javelin  dy'd 

Eurypylus,  of  all  th'  auxiliary  bands 

Fam'd  after  Memnon  firft  ;  -with  many  a  peer 

Of  Pergamenian  race,  around  him  ftrown. 

When  in  the  wooden  horfe,  by  Epeus  form'd, 
Selected  heroes  lay,  aghaft  and  pale 
The  reft,  fhuddcring  with  fear,  let  round  big  drops 
Roil  from  their  drooping  eyes,  he  fole  abode 
Undaunted,  undifmay'd  ;  no  chilling  doubt 
Frofted  his  damaik  cheek,  nor  filent  tear 
Cours'd  from  its  cryftal  fluice,  but  grafping  fierce 
His  fpear  and  faulchion,  for  the  combat  grew 
Impatient,  menacing  decifive  rout 
To  Troy's  opponent  powers ;  and  when  the  height 
Of  lliun  had  receiv'd  the  final  flroke 
From  Grecian  valour,  with  barbaric  fpoil, 
To  his  high  fame  proporriun'd,  he  return'd, 
Unmark'd  with  hoftile  wound,  though  round  him 

Mars 
With  tenfold  rage  oft  made  the  battle  burn. 

I  ended  :  joy  ineffable  poffefs'd 
The  great  paternal  {hade  ;  his  fteps  he  rais'd 
With  more  majefHc  portance  o'er  the  mead 
Verdant  with  afphodel,  elate  to  hear     ' 
Hi?  fon's  exploits  emblazon'd  fair  by  fame 

The  reft,  a  penfive  circle,  round  await 
Reciting  various  dooms,  to  mortal  ear 
Calamitous  and  fad  !  From  thefe  apart 
The  Telamonian  hero,  whom  I  foil'd 
In  contefl  for  Achilles'  arms,  abode 
Sullen'  with  treafur'd  wrath  ;  the  fatal  ftrife 
By  Thetis  was  propos'd,  and  every  judge 
I.iftinct  by  Pallas,  to  my  claim  declar'd 
The  prize  of  right.     O  !  why  was  I  conftrain'd 
By  honour  to  prevail,  and  caufe  to  die 
Ajax,  the  chief  with  manly  grace  adorn'd, 
And  prowefs  ;  paragon'd  for  both,  to  none 
But  the  great  fon  of  Peleus!  Him  with  ipeech 
Lenient  of  wrath  I  thus  accofted  mild  : 

Ajax,  let  this  oblivious  gloom  deface 
The  memory  of  thofe  arms,  which  Heaven  decreed 
Pernicious  to  the  Greeks,  who  loft  in  thee 
Their  power  of  ftrong  defence  :   to  mourn  thy  fall 
The  voice  of  grief  along  the  tented  fhore 
Was  heard,  as  loud  as  when  the  flower  of  war, 
Divine  Achilles,  dy'd  :  nor  deem  that  aught 
Of  human  interpos'il  to  urge  thy  doom, 
But  ireful  Jove,  to  punilh  all  our  hoft, 
Cut  off  its  darling  hope.     O  royal  fhade ! 
Approach,  and  affable  to  me  vouchfafe  , 

Mild  audience,  calming  thy  temp eftuous  rage. 


Vain  was  my  fuit '.  for  with  th'  unbody'd  trooj 
Of  fpectres,  fleeting  to  th'  interior  fhade 
Of  Erebus,  he  to  my  friendly  fpeech 
Difdaih'd  reply ;  yet  to  that  dark  recefs 
Had  I  purfu'd  his  flight,  he  mud  have  borne 
Unwilling  corrcfpondence,  forc'd  by  fate, 
Impaffion'd  as  lie  \vas  ;  but  1  refrain'd, 
For  other  vifions  drew  my  curious  eye. 

Intent  I  faw  with  golden  fceptre  grave 
Minos,  the  fon  of  Jove,  to  the  pale  gholls 
Difpenfing  equity ;  with  faded  looks 
They  through  the  wide  Plutonian  hall  appearM 
Frequent  and  full,  and  argued  each  his  caufe 
At  that  tribunal,  trembling  vvhilft  he  weigh'd 
Their  pleaded  reafon.     Of  protentoas  Cze 
Orion  next  1  view'd  ;  a  brazen  mace 
Invincible  he  bore,  in  fierce  purfuit 
Of  thofe  huge  mountain  fafages  he  flew, 
While  habitant  of  earth,  whofc  grifly  forms 
He  urg'd  in  chafe  the  flowery  mead  along. 

Nor  unobferv'd  lay  ftretch'd  upon  the  marl 
Tityus,  earth-born,  whofe  body  long  and  large 
Cover'd  nine  acres:  there  two  vultures  fat, 
Of  appetite  infatiate,  and  with  beaks 
For  ravine  bent,  unimermitting  goar'd 
His  liver,  powerlefs  he  to  put  to  flight 
The  fierce  devourers!  to  this  penance  judg'J 
For  rape  intended  on  Latona  fair, 
The  paramour  of  Jove,  as  fhe  fojourn'd 
To  Pytho  o'er  the  Panopeian  lawns ; 
Delicious  landfcape  ! — In  a  limpid  lake 
Next  Tantalus  a  doleful  lot  abides  : 
Chin-deep  he  (lands,  yet  with  afflictive  drought 
Inceffant  pines,  while  ever  as  he  bows 
To  fip  rtfrefhment,  from  his  parching  thirft 
The  guileful  water  glides.     Around  the  pool. 
Fruit-trees  of  various  kinds  umbrageous  fpread 
Their  pamper'd  boughs:   the  racy  olive  green^ 
The  ripe  pomegranate,  big  with  vinous  pulp, 
The  lufcious  fig  fky-dy'd,  the  tafteful  pear 
Vermilion'd  half,  and  apples  mellowing  fweet 
In  burnifh'd  gold,  luxuriant  o'er  him  wave, 
Exciting  hunger,  and  fallacious  hope 
Of  food  ambrofial  : — when  he  tries  to  feize 
The  copious  fruirr.ge  fair,  a  fudden  guft 
Whirh  it  aloof  amid  th'  incumbent  gloom. 

Then  Sifyphus,  the  neareft  mate  in  woe, 
Drew  my  regard  ;  he,  with  diftcndtd  nerves, 
A  ponderous  ftone  rolls  up  a  rugged  rock'; 
Urg'd  up  the  fteep  cliff  flow  with  hand  and  foot 
It  mounts,  but  bordering  on  the  cloudy  peak, 
Precipitous  a"down  the  flopy  fide 
The  rapid  orb  devolving  back  renew* 
E'ernal  toil,  which  he,  with  duft  befmcarM, 
And  dew'd  with  fmoking  i'weat,  incefiant  plies. 

I  laft  the  vifionsry  femblance  view'd 
Of  Hercules,  a  fhadovvy  form  ;  for  he, 
The  real  foil  of  Jove,  in  heaven's  high  court 
Abides,  affociate  with  the  gods,  and  (hares 
Celeftial  banquets;  where,  with  foft  tiifport 
Oi'  love,  bright  Kobe  in  her  radiant  dome 
Treats  him  nocturnal.     With  terrific  clang 
Surrounding  ghoils,  like  fowl,  tr:e  region  «'ir.g 
Vexatious,  while  the  threatening  image  (land?, 
Gloomy  as  night,  from  his  beut  battle-boy? 
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Jn  a&  to  let  th'  aerial  arrow  fly. 

Athwart  his  breaft  a  military  zone 

Dreadful  he  wore,  where  grinn'd  in  fretted  gold 

Grim  woodland  favages,  with  various  fcenes 

Of  war,  fierce-joufting  knights,  and  havoc  dire, 

With  niatchlels  art  pourtray'd  :  me  ftrait  he  knew, 

And,  piteous  of  my  ftate,  addrefs'd  me  thus : 

<3  exercis'd  in  grief,  iiluftrious  fon 
Of  good  Laertes,  fam'd  for  warlike  wiles ! 
Fated  thou  art  (like  me,  what  time  I  breath'd 
Ethereal  draught)  beneath  unnumber'd  toils 
To  groan  opprefs'd  :  ev'n  I,  the  feed  of  Jove, 
Combated  various  ills,  and  was  adjudg'd 
By  an  inferior  wretch  (what  could  he  more  ?) 
To  drag  to  light  the  triple-crefted  dog 
That  guards  hell's  niaffy  portal :  I  atchiev'd 
The  tafk  injoin'd,  thrpugh  the  propitious  aid 
Of  Mercury  and  Pallas,  who  vouchfaf 'd 
Their  friendly  guidance  :  then  without  reply, 
To  Pluto's  court  majeftic  he  retir'd. 

Mean  time  for  others  of  heroic  note 
I  waited,  in  the  lifts  of  ancient  fame 
InroU'd  iiluftrious;  and  had  haply  ieen 
Great  Thefeus,  and  Pirithous  his  compeer, 
The  race  of  gods ;  but  at  the  hideous  fcream 
Of  fpe«ftres  ifiuing  from  the  dark  profound 
I  wax'd  infirm  of  purpqfe,  fore  difmay'd 
Left  Proferpine  fhould  fend  Medul'a,  curl'd 
With  fnaky  locks,  to  fix  me  in  her  realm 
Stiff  with  Gorgonian  horror  :  to  the  fhip 
Retreating  fpeedy  thence,  I  bade  my  mates 
To  (hove  from  fhore  :  joyous  they  ftrait  began 
To  ftem  the  tide,  and  brufh'd  the  whitening"  feas, 
Till  thefrefh  gales  reliev'd  the  labouring  oar. 


THE  WIDOW'S  WILE, 

A   TALE. 

HAVE  you  not  feen  (to  ftate  the  cafe) 
Two  wafps  lie  ftruggling  in  a  glais  i 
With  the  rich  flavour  of  Tokay 
Allur'd,  about  the  brim  they  play ; 
They  light,  they  murmur,  then  begin 
To  lick,  and  fo  at  length  flip  in ; 
Embracing  clofe  the  couple  lies, 
Together  dip,  together  rife  ; 
You'd  fwear  they  love,  and  yet  they  ftrive 
Which  (hall  be  funk,  and  which  furvive. 

Such  feign'd  amours,  and  real  hate, 
Attend  the  matrimonial  ftate  ; 
When  facrcd  vows  arc  bought  and  fold, 
And  hearts  are  ty'd  with  threads  of  gold. 

A  nymph  there  was,  who  ('tis  avcr'd 
By  fame)  was  born  without  a  beard  v 
A  certain  fign,  the  learn'd  declare, 
That  (guarded  with  uncommon  care) 
Her  virtue  might  remain  at  ten 
Impregnable  to  boys  or  men. 
But  from  that  xra  we'll  proceed, 
To  find  her  in  a  widow's  weed  ; 
Which,  all  love's  chronicles  agree, 
She  wore  juft  turn'd  of  twenty-three  ; 
For  an  old  lot  fhe  call'd  her  mate, 
For  jewelsj  pin-money,  and  .plate, 


The  darce,  poffefi'd  of  wealth  and  eafe, 
Had  no  more  appetites  to  pleafc ; 
That  which  provokes  wild  girls  to  wed, 
Fie  ! — It  ne'er  enter'd  in  her  head. 

Yet  fome  prolific  planet  fmil'd, 
And  gave  the  pair  a  chopping  child ; 
Intitled  by  the  law  to  claim 
Her  hufband's  chattels,  and  his  name : 
But  was  fo  like  his  mother  .  She 
The  queen  of  love,  her  Cupid  he. 

This  matron  fair  for  fpoufe  deceas'd 
Had  forrow'd  fere,  a  week  at  leaft ; 
And  feem'd  to  grudge  the  worms  that  prey, 
Which  had  lain  dead  full  many  a  day. 
From  plays  and  balls  fhe  now  refrain'd, 
To  a  dark  room  by  cuftom  chain'd ; 
And  not  a  male  for  love  or  gold, 
But  the  dear  hopes  of  two  years  old. 
The  maids,  fo  long  in  prifon  penr, 
Afk  leave  to  air  ;  fhe  gives  confent 
(For  health  is  riches  to  the  poor)  : 
But  Tom  muft  ftay  to  guard  the  door. 
In  reading  Sherlock  fhe'd  employ 
Her  folitude,  and  tend  the  boy. 

When  madam  fees  the  coalt  is  clear, 
Her  fpirits  mantle  and  career, 
Diffufing  ardour  through  her  mien  ; 
Pity  they  fhould  condenfe  to  fpleen ! 
But  now  by  honour  flic's  oonfin'd, 
Who  flutter'd  once  as  free  as  wind  : 
And  on  a  mafquerading  morn 
By  fix  fecurely  could  return  ; 
Having,  to  feal  him  fafe  till  nine, 
With  opium  drug'd  her  fpoufe's  wine. 
This  the  gay  world  no  worfe  would  hold, 
Than  had  fhe  only  chang'd  his  gold  : 
The  fpecies  anfwer'd  all  demands, 
And  only  pafs'd  through  other  hands. 
But  honour  now  prefcribes  the  law, 
The  tyrant  keeps  her  will  in  awe ; 
For  charity  forbid  to  roam, 
And  not  a  chitterling  at  home. 
What !  a  large  ftomach,  and  no  meat! 
In  pity,  love,  provide  a  treat ; 
Can  widows  feed  on  dreams  and  wifhes, 
Like  hags  on  vifionary  difhes  ? 
Impoflible !  Through  walls  of  ftone 
Hunger  will  break,  to  fuck  a  bone. 
Want,  oft  in  tjmes  of  old,  we  read, 
Made  mothers  on  their  infants  feed ; 
And  now  conftrain'd  this  matron  mild 
To  grow  hard-hearted  to  her  child. 
Her  darling  child  fhe  pinch'd  ;  he  fquall'd  ; 
In  hafte  the  favourite  footman's  call'd, 
To  pacify  the  peevifb.  chit; 
For  who  but  he  could  do  the  feat  ? 
He  fmarting  fore,  refus'd  to  play  ; 
But  bade  man  Thomas  beat  mamma. 
She,  laughing,  foon  avow'd  her  flame 
By  various  figns  that  want  a  name. 
The  lacquey  faw,  with  trembling  joy, 
Gay  humour  dancing  in  her  eye  ; 
And  ftrait  with  equal  fury  fir'd 
Began  th'  attack;  the  dame  retir'd  ; 
And  haply  falling  as  fhe  fled, 
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He  beat  her  till  (he  lay  for  dead ; 
But  (with  new  vigour  for  the  ftrife) 
Soon  with  a  figh  retnrn'd  to  life. 

Think  ye  (he'd  e'er  forgive  her  fon. 
For  what  the  naughty  man  had  done  ? 
She  did ;  yet,  fpited  with  his  pain, 
He  founds  th'  alarm  to  charge  again. 
But,  'fquire,  confult  your  potent  ally, 
Whether  he's  yet  prepar'd  to  rally — 
Yes ;  blood  is  hot  on  either  fide  ; 
Another  combat  muft  be  try'd. 
She  knew  the  foe  could  do  no  more, 
Then  at  the  firft  attack  (he  bore ; 
So  at  his  little  malice  fmil'cl, 
And  cry'd,  Come  on  '. — To  pleafe  the  child. 


A  -  L  A  -  M  O  D  E. 

MY  better  felf,  my  heaven,  my  joy  ! 

While  thus  imparadis'd  I  lie, 

Tranfported  in  thy  circling  arms 

With  frefh  variety  of  charms ; 

From  fate  1  fcarce  can  think  to  crave 

A  blefs,  but  what  in  thee  I  have. 

Twelve  months,  my  dear,  have  paft,  fince  thott 

Didft  plight  to  me  thy  virgin  vow  ; 

Twelve  months  in  rapture  fuent!  for  they 

Seem  (horter  than  St.  Lucy's  day  : 

A  bright  example  we  (hall  prove 

Of  lading  matrimonial  love. 

Mean  while,  I  beg  the  gods  to  grant 
(The  only  favour  that  I  want) 
That  I  may  not  furvive,  to  fee 
Ivly  happincfi  expire  with  thee. 
O  '.  (hould  I  lofe  my  deareft  dear, 
By  thee,  and  all  that's  good,  I  fwear, 
I'd  give  myfelf  the  fatal  blow, 
And  wait  thee  to  the  world  below. 

When  Wheedle  thus  to  fpoufe  in  bed 
Spoke  the  beft  things  he  e'er  had  read ; 
Madam  furpris'd  (you  muft  fuppofe  it) 
Had  lock'd  a  Templar  in  the  clofet ; 
A  youth  of  pregnant  parts,  and  worth, 
To  play  at  picquet,  and  fo  forth — 
This  wag,  when  he  had  heard  the  whole, 
Demurely  to  the  curtain  dole, 
And  peeping  in,  with  folemn  tone 
Cry'd  out,  O  man  !  thy  days  are  done  : 
The  gods  are  fearful  of  the  worlt, 
And  fend  me,  death,  to  fetch  thee  firft  ; 
To  favc  their  favourite  from  felf-murder, 
Lo !  thus  I  execute  their  order. 
Hold,  Sir  !  for  fecond  thoughts  are  beft, 
The  hufband  cry'd  ;  'tis  my  requeft 
With  pleafure  to  prolong  my  life. — 
Your  meaning  .' — Fray,  Sir,  take  my  wife. 


SAPPHO  TO  PHAON;  A  LOVE  EPISTLE. 

TRANSLATED  FROM   OVID. 

WHAT,  after  all  my  art,  will  you  demand, 
B;fpr,e  the  whole  is  read,  th?,  writ's haj^  ? 


And  could  you  guefs  from  whom  this  letter  came 
Before  you  faw  it  fign'd  with  Sappho's  name  ? 
Don't  wonder,  fince  I'm  form'd  for  lyrics,  why 
The  ftrain  is  turn'd  to  plaintive  elegy  ; 
I  mourn  my  flighted  love ;  alas !  my  lute, 
And  fprightly  odes,  would  ill  with  furrow  fuit. 
I'm  fcorch'd,  I  burn,  like  fields  of  corn  on  fire, 
When  winds  to  fan  the  furious  blaze  confpirc. 
To  flaming  7E?na  Phaon's  pleas'd  to  roam, 
But  Sappho  feels  a  fiercer  flame  at  home. 

No  more  my  thoughts  in  even  numbers  flow, 
Verfe  beft  befits  a  mind  devoid  of  woe. 
No  more  I  court  the  nymphs  I  once  carcfl, 
But  Phaon  rules  unrival'd  in  my  bread. 
Fair  is  thy  face,  thy  youth  i*  fit  for  joy  ;   ' 
A  fatal  face  to  me,  two  cruel  boy ! 
Enflav'd  to  thofe  enchanting  looks,  that  wear 
The  blufti  of  Bacchus  and  Apollo's  air ; 
Afiume  the  garb  of  either  god,  in  thee 
We  every  grace  of  either  god  may  fee  ; 
Yet  they  confefs'd  the  power  of  female  charms, 
In  Daphne's  flight  and  Ariadne's  arms; 
Though  neither  nymph  was  fam'd  for  wit,  to  move 
With  melting  airs  the  rigid  foul  to  love. 
To  me  the  mufe  vouchfafes  ccleftial  fire, 
And  my  foft  numbers  glow  with  warm  dtfirc ; 
Alcaeus  and  myfelf  alike  (he  crown'd, 
For  foftnefs  I,  and  he  for  ftrength  renown'd. 
Beauty,  'tis  true,  penurious  fate  denies, 
But  wit  my  want  of  beauty  well  fupplics : 
My  (hape,  I  own,  it  (hort,  but  yet  my  name 
Is  far  diffus'd,  and  fills  the  voice  of  fame. 
If  I'm  not  fair,  young  Perfeus  did  adore 
The  fwarthy  graces  of  the  royal  [j  moor: 
The   milk-white   doves  with  mottled  mates  are 
And  the  gay  parrot  to  the  turtle's  kind  :      [join'd, 
But  if  you'll  fly  from  love's  connubial  ritea 
Till  one  as  charming  as  yourfelf  invites, 
None  of  our  fex  can  ever  blefs  your  bed ; 
Ne'er  think  of  wooing,  for  you  ne'er  can  wed. 

Yet,  when  you  read  my  verfe,  you  lik'd  each 

line, 

And  fwore  no  numbers  were  fo  fweet  as  mine ; 
I  fang  (that  pleafing  image  ftill  is  plain, 
Such  tender  things  we  lovers  long  retain  .') 
And  ever  when  the  warbling  notes  I  rais'd, 
You  with  fierce  kiflesftified  what  you  praU'd. 
Some  winning  grace  in  every  a<5t  you  found, 
But  in  full  tides  of  ecftafy  were  drown'd  ; 
When  murmuring  in  ihe  melting  joys  cf  love, 
Round  yours  my  curling  limbs  began  to  move  : 
But  now  the  bright  Sicilian  maids  adore 
The  youth,  who  feem'd  fo  fond  of  me  before: 
Send  back,  fend  back  my  fugitive  !  for  he 
Will  vow  to  you  the  vows  he  made  to  me  : 
That  fmooth  deceiving  tongue  of  his  can  charm 
The  coyeft  ear,  the  rougheft  pride  difarm. 

O,  aid  thy  poetefs,  great  queen  of  love, 
Aufpicious  to  my  growing  paflion  prove  ! 
Fortune  was  cruel  to  my  tender  age, 
And  ftill  purfues  with  unrelenting  rage. 
Of  parents,  whilft  a  child,  I  was  bereft, 
To  the  wide  world  an  helplefs  orphan  left: 
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My  brother  in  a  ftrumpet's  vile  embrace 
Lavifh'd  a  large  eftate  to  buy  difgrace, 
And  doom'd  to  traffic  on  the  main  is  toft, 
Winning  with  danger  what  with  fhame  he  loft; 
And  vows  revenge  on  me,  who  dar'd  to  blame 
His  conduct,  and  was  careful  of  his  fame  : 
And  then  (as  if  the  woes  I  bore  befide 
Were  yet  too  light)  my  little  daughter  dy'd. 
But  after  all  thefe  pangs  of  forrow  paft, 
A  worfe  came  on,  for  Phaon  came  at  laft ! 
No  gems,  nor  rich  embroider'd  filks,  I  wear; 
No  more  in  artful  curls  I  comb  my  hair ; 
No  golden  threads  the  wavy  locks  inwreath, 
Nor  Syrian  oils  diffufive  odours  breathe  : 
Why  fhould  I  put  fach  gay  allurements  <5n, 
Now  he,  the  darling  of  my  foul,  is  gone  ? 
Soft  is  my  breaft,  and  keen  the  killing  dart, 
And  he  who  gave  the  wound  defervcs  my  heart : 
My  fate  is  fix'd,  for  fure  the  fates  decreed 
That  he  fhould  wound,  and  Sappho's  bofom  bleed. 
By  the  fmooth  blandifhments  of  verfe  betray'd, 
In  vain  I  call  my  reafon  to  my  aid  ; 
The  mufe  is  faithlefs  to  the  fair  at  beft, 
But  fatal  in  a  love-fick  lady's  breaft. 

Yet  is  it  ftrange  fo  fweet  a  youth  mould  dart 
Flames  fo  refiftlefs  to  a  woman's  heart  ? 
Him  had  Aurora  feen,  he  foon  had  feiz'd 
Her  foul,  and  Cephalus  no  more  had  pleas'd  : 
Chafte  Cynthia,  did  (he  once  behold  his  charms, 
For  Phaon's  would  forfake  Endymion's  arms ; 
Venus  would  bear  him  to  her  bower  above, 
But  there  flie  dreads  a  rival  in  his  love. 

0  fair  perfection  thou,  nor  youth,  nor  boy, 
Fix'd  in  the  bright  meridian  point  for  joy  ! 
Come,  on  my  panting  breaft  thy  head  recline, 
Thy  love  I  afk  not,  only  fuffer  mine  : 
While  this  I  afe  (but  afk  I  fear  in  vain) 

See  how  my  falling  tears  the  letter  ftain. 

At   leaft,  why    would  you    not   vouchfafe  to 

fhow 

A  kind  regret,  and  fay,  "  My  dear,  adieu  !" 
Nor  parting  kifs  I  gave,  nor  tender  tear, 
My  ruin  flew  on  fwifcer  wings  than  fear  : 
My  wrongs,  too  fafely  treafur'd  in  my  mind, 
Are  all  the  pledges  Phaon  left  behind ; 
Nor  could  I  make  my  laft  defire  to  thee, 
Sometimes  to  caft  a  pitying  thought  on  me. 
But,  gods !  when  firft  the  killing  news  I  heard, 
What  pale  amazement  in  my  looks  appear'd  ! 
Awhile  o'erwhelm'd  with  unexpected  wee, 
My  tongue  forbore  to  fpeak,  my  eyes  to  flow. 
But  when  my  fenfe  was  weaken'd  to  defpair, 

1  beat  my  tender  breaft,  and  tore  my  hair  : 
As  a  diftracted  mother  weeps  forlorn, 

When  to  the  grave  her  fondling  babe  is  borne. 
Mean  while  my  cruel  brother,  for  relief, 
With  fcorn  infults  me,  and  derides  my  grief : 
Poor  foul !  he  cries,  1  doubt  fhe  grows  fincerc; 
Her  daughter  is  return'd  to  life  1  fear. 
Mindlefs  of  fame,  1  to  the  world  reveal 
The  love  fo  long  I  labour'd  to  conceal. 
Thou,  thou  art  fame,  and  all  the  world,  to  me; 
All  day  I  dote,  and  dream  all  night  of  thee  ; 
Though  Phaon  fly  to  regions  far  remote, 
£y  flcej)  hip  image  to  my 


Around  my  neck  thy  fond  embraces  twine, 
Anon  I  think  my  arms  incircle  Aine  : 
Then  the  warm  wifhes  of  my  foul  I  fpeak, 
Which  from  my  tongue  in  dying  murmurs  break  t 
Heavens  '.  with  thy  balmy  lips  my  lips  are  preft : 
And  then  !  ah  then  ! — I  blufh  to  write  the  reft. 
Thus  in  my  dreams  the  bright  ideas  play, 
And  gild  the  glowing  fcenes  of  fancy  gay : 
With  life  alone  my  lingering  love  muft  end. 
On  thee  my  love,  my  life,  my  all  depend. 

But  at  the  dawning  day  my  pleafures  fleet* 
And  I  (too  foon  !)  perceive  the  dear  deceit : 
In  caves  and  groves  I  feek  to  calm  my  grief; 
The  caves  and  groves  afford  me  no  relief. 
Frantic  I  rove,  diforder'd  with  defpair, 
And  to  the  winds  unbind  my  fcatter'd  hair. 
[  find  the  fhades,  which  to  our  joys  were  kind, 
But  my  falfe  Phaon  there  no  more  I  find  : 
With  him  the  caves  were  cool,  the  grove  was  gree»j 
But  now  his  abfence  withers  all  the  fcene  : 
There  weeping,  I  the  graffy  couch  furvey. 
Where  fide  by  fide  we  once  together  lay  : 
I  fall  where  thy  forfaken  print  appears, 
And  the  kind  turf  imbibes  my  flowing  tears. 
The  birds  and  trees  to  grief  affiftance  bring, 
Thefe  drop  their  leaves,  and  they  forbear  to  fing  :^ 
Poor  Philomel,  of  all  the  quire,  alone 
For  mangled  Itys  warbles  out  her  moan; 
Her  moan  for  him  trills fweetly  through  the  grove 
While  Sappho  (ings  of  ill-requited  love. 

To  this  dear  folitude  the  Naiads  bringj 
Their  fruitful  urns,  to  form  a  filver  fpring  : 
The  trees  that  on  the  fhady  margin  grow 
Are  green  above,  the  banks  are  green  below : 
Here  while  by  forrow  lull'd  afleep  I  lay, 
Thusfaid  the  guardian  nymph,  or  feem'd  to  fay  < 
Fly,  Sappho,  fly;  to  cure  this  deep  defpair, 
To  the  Leucadian  rock  in  hafte  repair ; 
High  on  whofc  hoary  top  an  awful  fane, 
To  Phoebus  rear'd,  furveys  the  fubjedl  main. 
This  defpcrate  cure,  of  old,  Deucalion  try'd, 
For  love  to  fury  wrought  by  Pyrrha's  pride  ; 
Into  the  waves,  as  holy  rites  require, 
Headlong  he  leap'd,  and  quench'd  his  hopelefs  fire  j 
Her  frozen  breaft  a  fudden  flame  fubdued, 
And  fhe  who  fled  the  youth,  the  youth  purfued. 
Like  him,  to  give  thy  raging  paflion  cafe, 
Precipitate  thyfelf  into  the  feas. 

This  faid,  fhe  difappear'd.     I  deadly  wan 
Rofe  up,  and  gufhing  tears  unbounded  ran  : 
I  fly,  ye  nymphs,  I  fly;  though  fear  affail 
The  woman,  yet  the  lover  niuft  prevail. 
In  death  what  terrors  can  deferve  my  care  ? 
The  pangs  of  death  are  gentler  than  defpair. 
Ye  winds,  and  Cnpid  thou,  to  meet  my  fall, 
Your    downy    pinions    fpread !     my    weight    i$ 

fmall. 

Thus  refcued,  to  the  god  of  verfe  I'll  bow, 
Hang  up  my  lute,  and  thus  infcribe  my  vow  : 
To  Phoebus  grateful  Sappho  gave  this  lute ; 
The  gift  did  both  the  god  and  giver  fuit. 

But,  Phaon,  why  mould  I  this  toil  endure, 
When  thy  return  would  foon  complete  the  cure? 
Thy  beauty,  and  his  balmy  power,  would  be 
A  Phoebus  and  i-tuitdian  rock  to  zns. 
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O  harder  than  the  rock  to  which  I  go, 
And  deafer  than  »he  waves  ti*at  war  below  ! 
Think  yet,  oh  think  1   fhall  future  ages  tell 
That  1  to  Phaon's  (corn  a  victim  fell  ? 
Or  hadir  thou  rather  fee  this  tender  breaft 
Brnis'd  on  the  clift,  than  clofe  to  Phaon's  prefl  ? 
This  breaft,  which,  fill'd  with  bright  poetic  fire, 

•  You  made  me  once  believe  you  did  admire? 
O  could  it  now  fi'^plv  me  with  addrcis 
To  plead  my  cauie,  and  court  thee  with  fuccefa  '. 
But  mighty  woes  my  genius  quite  control, 
And  damp  the  rifing  vigour  of  my  foul : 
No  more,  yc  Lt  fbian  nymphs,  defire  a  fong, 
Mute  is  my  voice,  my  lute  is  all  undoing. 
My  Phaon's  fled,  who  made  my  fancy  Ihine, 
(Ah  !  yet  I  fcarce  forbear  to  call  him — mine.) 
1J1  a'.n  is  il-jil     but  bring  the  youth  again, 
Inspiring  ardors  will  revive  my  vein. 
But  why,  alas  '.   this  unavailing  prayer  ? 
Vain  are  my  vows,  and  fleet  with  common  air  : 
My  vow»  the  winds  difperle,  and  make  their  fyort, 
Bat  ne'er  will  waft  him  to  the  Lefbian.  port. 

Yet  if  you  pucpefe  to  return,  'tis  wrong' 
To  let  your  miftrefs  languifh  here  fo  long  : 
Venus  for  your  fair  voyage  will  compofe 
The  fea,  for  from  the  tea  the  goddefs  rofe  : 
Cupid,  aflifted  with  propitious  gales, 
Will  hand  the  rudder,  and  direct  the  fails. 
But,  if  relentlefs  to  my  prayer  you  prove, 
If  ftilf,  unkind  without  a  caufe,  you'll  rove, 
And  ne'er*to  Sappho's  longing  eyes  reftore 
That  object,  which  her  hourly  vows  implore; 

.'Twill  be  co'hipaffion  now  t'  avow'your  hate  ;   . 
Write,  and  confirm  the  rigour  of  my  fate  ! 
Then,  fteel'd  with  refoluticn  by  delpair, 
For  cure  I'll  to  the  kinder  leas  repair  :. 
That  lad  relief  for  love-lick  minds  I'll  try ; 
Phoebus  may  grant  what  Phaon  could  deny. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

THE  ancients  have  left  ns  little  farther  account 
t>f  Phaon,  than  that  he  was  an  old  mariner,  wh^m 
'Venus  transformed  into  a  very  beautiful  youth, 
•whom  Sappho,  and  feveral  other  .Lefbian  ladies 
fell  paflionately  in  love  with ;  and  therefore  I 
thought  it  might  be  pardonable  to  vary  the  cir- 
ciurftances  of  his  dory,  and  to  add  what  I  thought 
proper  in  the  following  epiiile. 

PHAON  TO  SAPPHO. 

I  SOON  perceiv'd  from  whence  your  letter  came, 
Before  1  faw  it  Sgn'd  with  Sappho's  name: 
Such  tender  thoughts  in  f'ich  a  flowing  verfe, 
Did  Pheebus  to  the  flying  nymph  rehearfe; 
Yet  fate  was  deaf  to  all  his  pov/erfal  charms^ 
And  fore  the  beauteous  Daphne  from  his  arms  ! 

With  fach  concern  your  paflion  I  furvey, 
As  v.hen  I  view  a  vefftl  tols'd  at  fea ; 
I  beg  each  frielicily  power  the  dorm  may  ceafe, 
And  every  warring  wave  he  iuil'cl  in  peace. 
What  can  I  more  than  wifh.  ?  for  who  can  free 
The  wictched  from  the  wee  (he  gods  decree  ? 


With  generous  pity  I'll  repay  your  flame; 
Pity  !    'tis  what  dcferves  a  lofter  name  : 
Which  yet,  I  fear,  of  equal  ufe  would  prove 
To  footh  a  temped,  as  abate  yonr  love. 

How  can  my  art  your  firrce  difeafc  fubdtie  ? 
I  want,  alas  I  a  greater  cure  than  you  : 
Benumb'din  death  the  cold  phyfician  lies, 
While  for  his  help  the  fevcrifh  patient  cries  : 
Call  me  not  cruel,  but  reproach  my  fate, 
And,  liftening  while  my  woes  I  here  relate, 
Let  your  foft  bofom  heave  with  tender  fighs, 
Let  melting  forrow  languifh  in  your  eyes; 
Piteous  deplore  a  wretch  conftrain'd  to  rove, 
Whofe  crime  and  punifhment  is  flightt/J  love  ; 
Fix'd  foi  *  •;  guilt,  to  every  coming  age, 
A  monument  of  Cytherea's  rage. 

At  Melta  born,  my  race  unknown  to  fame, 
With  oars  I  ply'd  ;   Colymbus  was  my  name  ; 
A  name  that  from  the  diving  birds  I  bore, 
Which  leek  their  fidiy  food  along  the  fhore. 
One  fummer-eve  in  port  I  left  my  fail, 
And  with  my  partners  fought  a  neighbouring  vale  ; 
What  time  the  rural  nymphs  repair'd  to  pay 
Their  floral  honours  to  the  queen  of  May. 
At  firft  their  various  charms  my  choice  confufe, 
For  what  i*  choice  where  each  is  fit  to  choofe  ? 
But  love  or  fate  at  length  my  bofom  fir'd 
With  a  bright  maid  in  myrtle-green  attir'd  ; 
A  ftiepherdefs  fhe  was,  and  on  the  lawn 
Sate  to  the  fetting-fun  from  dewy  dawn  ; 
Yet  fairer  than  the  nymphs  who  guard  the  dreams 
In  pearly  caves,  and  fhun  the  bur;,iti£  beams. 
I  whifper  love  ;  fhe  flies ;  1  dill  j.uriue, 
To  prefs  her  to  the  joy  fhe  never  knew  : 
And  while  I  fpeak  the  virgin  blufhes  fpread 
Her  damafk  beauty  with  a  warmer  red. 
I  vow'd  unmaken  faith,  invoking  loud 
Venus,  t'  atted  the  folemn  faith  I  vow'd  ; 
Invoking  all  the  radiant  lights  above, 
(But  moft  the  lamp  that  lights  the  realm  of  love) 
No  more  to  guide  me  with  their  friendly  rays,. 
But  leave  my  fhip  to  perifli  on  the  leas, 
If  the  dear  charmer  ever  chaiic'd  to  find 
My  heart  difloyal,  or  my  look  unkind. 

A  maid  will  liden  when  her  lover  i'wears, 
And  think  his  faith  more  real  than  her  fear?. 
The  careful  ihepherdefs  fecur'd  her  flocks 
From  the  devouit.ig  wolf,  and  wily  fox, 
Yet  fell  herfelf  an  undefended  prey 
To  one  more  cruel  aud  more  falfe  than  they. 
The  nuptial  joys  we  there  confummate  foon, 
Safe  in  the  friendly  filcnce  of  the  moon; 
And  till  ihe  birds  ^roclalni'd  the  dawning  day, 
Beneath  a  fhade  of  flowers  in  tranfport  lay : 
I  rofe,  aed  ibftly  fighing,  view'd  her  o'er; 
How  chang'd,  I  thought,  from  what,  fhe  was  be 
fore  ! 

Yet  dill  repeated  (eager  to  be  gon?) 
My  former  pledges,  with  a  fainter  tore, 
And  promis'd  quick  return  :  the  penfive  fair 
Went  with  reiuilance  to  her  fleecy  care; 
While  I  refolvM  to  quit  my.native  fhore, 
Never  to  fee  the  latc-lov'd  Malei  more. 

Frtfh  i-,n  the  waves' the  morning  breexes  play, 
To  bear  niy  veffol  and  my  vows  aw;y; 
I 
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With  profperous  fpeed  T  fly  before  the  wind, 
And  leave  the  length  of  Lefbos  all  behind  : 
Far  diftant  from  my  Malean  love  at  laft, 
(Secure  with  twenty  leagues  between  us  caft) 
I  furl  my  fails,  and  on  the  Sigrian  fliore, 
Adopting  that  my  feat,  the  veflel  moor. 
Sigrium,  from  whofe  aerial  height  I  fpy 
The  diftant  fields  that, bore  imperial  Troy  ; 
Which,  ftill  accurs'd  for  Helen's  broken  vow, 
Procure  thin  crops,  ungrateful  to  the  plough. 
I  gaze,  revolving  in  my  guilty  mind, 
What  future  vengeance  will  my  falfehood  find, 
When  kings,  and  empires,  no  forgivenefs  gain'd 
For  violated  rites,  and  faith  profan'd! 

Sea-faring  on  that  coaft  I  led  my  life, 
A  commoner  of  love,  without  a  wife,  . 
Content  with  cafual  joys ;  and  vainly  thought 
Venus  forgave  the  perjur'd,  or  forgot. 
And  now  my  Gxticth  year  began  to  fhed ' 
An  undiftinguilh'd  winter  o'er  my  head ; 
When,  bent  for  Tenedos,  a  country  dame 
(I  thought  her  fuch)  for  fpeedy  paffage  came. 
A  palfy  fliook  her  limbs ;  a  fhrivel'd  fkin 
But  ill  conceal'd  the  Ikeleton  w:thin  ; 
A  monument  of  time  :  with  equal  grace 
Her  garb  had  poverty  to'fuit  her  face. 
Extorting  firft  my  price,  I  fpread  my  fail, 
And  fteer  my  courfe  before  a  merry  gaie ; 
Which  haply  turn'd  her  tatter'd  veil  afide, 
When  in  her  lap  a  golden  vafe  1  fpy'd ; 
Around  fo  rich  with  orient  gems  enchas'd,  • 
A  flamy  luftre  o'er  the  gold  they -caft. 
With  eager  eyes  I  view  the  tempting  bane, 
And  failing  now  fecure  amid  the  main, 
With  felon  force  I  feiz'd  the  feeming  crone, 
To  plunge  her  in,  and  make  the  prize  my  own. 
To  Venus  ftrait  flie  chang'd  divine  to  view  ! 
The  laughing  loves  around  their  mother  flew : 
Who,  circled  with  a  pomp  of  graces,  flood, 
•Such  as  Ihe  firft  afcended  from  the  flood. 
I  bow'd,  ador'd. — With  terror  in  her  voice, 
Thy  violence  (flie  cry-'d)  fhall  win  the  prize  : 
Renew  thy  wrinkled  form,  be  yoiing  and  fair; 
But  foon  thy  heart  Ihall  own  the  purchafe  dear. 
Jlor  is  revenge  forgot,  though  long  delay  "d, 
For  vows  attefted  in  the  Makan  (hade. — 
Wrapt  in  a  purple  cloud,  fhe  cut  the  ikies, 
And  looking  down,  ftill  threaten'd  with  her  eyes. 

My  fear  at  length  difpell'd  (the  fight  of  gold 
Can  make  an  avaricious  coward  bold}, 
1  feiz'd  the  glittering  fpoil,  in  hope  to  find 
A  cafe  fo  rich  with  richer  treafures  lin'd. 
The  lid  remov'd,  the  vacant  fpace  inclos'd 
An  efience,  with  celcftial  art  compos'd ; 
Which  cures  old  age,  and  makes  the  flirivel'd  cheek 
Blufliy  as  Bacchus,  and  as  Hebe  fleek  : 
Strength  to  the  nerves  the  ne&ar'd  tweets  fupply, 
And  eagle-radiance  to  the  faded  eye.     . 
Nor  fharp  difeafe,  nor  want,  nor  age,  have^oWer 
T*  invade  that  vigour,  and  that  bloom  deflower. 

Th'  effecl  I  found,  for,  when  return'd  to  land, 
Some  drops  I  fprinkled  on  my  fun-burnt  hand; 
Where'er  they  fell,  furprifing  to  the  fight, 
The  freckled  brown  imbib'd  a  milky  white  : 
So  look  the  panther's  varied  lides;  and  fo 
The  pheafant's  wing,  bedropt  with  flake*  of  fnow. 

Voi.  VII. 


I  wet  the  whole,  the  fame  celeftial  hue 
Tinftur'd  the  whole,  meander'd  o'er  with  blue. 
Struck  with  amazement  here,  I  paufe  a  fpace ; 
Next  with  the  liquid  fweets  anoint  my  face  : 
My  neck  and  hoary  locks  I  then  bedew, 
And  in  the  waves  my  changing  vifage  view. 
Strait  with  my  charms  the  watery  mirror  giowsj 
Thofe  fatal  charms  that  ruin'd  your  repoie  ! 
Still  doubting,  up  I  ftart,and  fear  to  find 
Some  young  Adonis  gazing  o'er  behind. 
My  waift,  and  all  my  limbs,  I  laft  bcfmear'd, 
And  foon  a  glofly  youth  all  o'er  appear'd. 

Long  wrapt  in  filent  wonder,  on  the  ftrand, 
T  like  a  ftatue  of  Apollo  ftand  : 
Like  his,  with  oval  grace  my  front  is  fpread ; 
Like  his,  my  lips  and  cheeks  are  rofy  red ; 
Like  his,  my  limbs  are  fhap'd ;  in  every  part 
So  juft,  they  mock  the  fculptor's  mimic  art : 
And  golden  curls  adown  my  moulders  flow ; 
Nor  wants  there  aught,  except  the  lyre  and  boWi 
Reftor'd  to  youth,  triumphant'I  repair 
To  court ;  to  captivate  th'  admiring  fair : 
My  faultlefs  farm  the  Letfbian  nymphs  adore. 
Avow  their  flames,  weep,  figh,proteft,  implore. 
There  feel  1  firft  the  penance  of  my  fin ; 
All  fpring  wkhout,  and  winter  all  within  ! 
From  me  the  fenfe  of  gay  defire  is  fled, 
And  all  their  charms  are  cordial  to  the  dead. 
Or,  if  within  my  bread  there  chance  to  rife 
The  fwe.n  remembrance  of  the  genial  joys; 
Sudden  it  leaves  me,  like  a  transient  gleam, 
That  gilds  the  furface  of  a  freezing  ftream. 
Mean  time  with  various  pangs  my  heart  is  torn, 
Hate  ftrives  with  pity,  fhame  contends  with  fcorng 
Confus'd  with  grief,  I  quit  the  court,  to  range 
In  favage  wilds ;  and  curfe  my  penal  change. 
The  phcenix  fo,  reftor'd  with  rich  perfumes, 
Difplays  the  florid  pride  of  all  his  plumes ; 
Then  flies  to  live  amid  th'  Arabian  grove, 
In  barren  folitude,  a  foe  to  love. 
But  in  the  calm  recefs  of  woods  and  plains, 
The  viper  envy  revel'd  in  my  veins ; 
And  ever  when  the  male  carefs'd  his  bride, 
Sighing  with  rage,  I  turn'd  my  eyes  afide. 
In  river,  mead,  and  grove,  fuch  objects  rofe, 
T'  avenge  the  goddefs,  and  awake  my  woes : 
Fiih,  bead,  and  bird,  in  river,  mead,  and  grovej( 
^Blefs'd  and  rever'd  the  blifsful  powers  of  love. 

What  can  I  do  for  ea'fc  ?  O,  whither  fly  ? 
Refume  my  fatal  form,  ye  gods,  I  cry: 
Wither  this  beauteous  bloom,  fo  tempting  gay  ; 
And  let  me  live  transform'd  to  weak,  and  gray  I 
By  change  of  clime,  my  forrows  to  beguile, 
I  leave,  for  Sicily,  my  native  ifle  : 
Vain  hope  !  for  who  can  leave  himfelf  behind, 
And  live  a  thoughtlefs  exile  from  the  mind  ? 
Arriving  there,  amidft  a  flowery  plain 
That  join'd  the  fhore,  I  view'd  a  virgin- train, 
Who  in  foft  ditties  fung  of  Ads'  flame, 
And  ftrew'd  with  annual  wreaths  his  amber  ftream$ 
Me  foon  they  faw,  ana,  fir'd  with  pious  joy, 
He  comes,  the  godlike  Acis  comes,  they  cry  : 
Fair  pride  of  Neptune's  court ;  indulge  our  prayer; 
Approach,  you've  now  no  Polypheme  to  fear. 
Accept  our  rites  :  to  bind  thy  brow,  we  bring 
Tfacie  earliefl,  honours  of  the  rofy  fpring^ 
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So  may  thy  Galatea  ftill  be  kind, 

As  we  thy  fmiling  power  propitious  find  '. 

But  if — (they  read  their  error  in  my  hlufh  ; 

For  (hame,  and  rage,  and  fcorn,  alternate  flufh.) 

But  if  of  earthy  race,  yet  kinder  prove  ; 

Refuf  •  all  other  rites  but  thofe  of  love 

That  hated  word  new-:iabs  my  rankling  wound  ; 

Like  a  {luck  deer  I  ftartle  at  the  found  : 

Thence  to  the  wo^dswith  furious  fpeed  repair, 

And  leave  them  all  abandon'd  to  defpair. 

So  frighted  by  the  Twain',  to  reach  the  brake 
Glides  from  a  funny  bank  the  glittering  fnake ; 
And  whilft,  reviv'd  in  youth,  his  wavy  train 
Floats  in  large  fpires,  and  burns  along  the  plain ; 
He  darts  malignance  from  his  fc<  rnful  eye, 
And  the  young  flowers  with  livid  hi  fit*  die. 

Let  my  fad  fate  your  foft  compaffion  move, 
Convinc'd  that  Phaon  would,  but  cannot  love  : 
To  torture  and  diftrad  my  foul,  are  join'd 
Unfading  youth,  and  impotence  of  mind. 
The  white  and  red  that  flatter  on  my  (kin, 
Hide  hell;  the  grinning  furies  howl  w;ihin; 
Pride,  envy,  rage,  and  hate,  inhabit  the  re. 
And  the  black  child  of  guilt,  exrreme  delpair : 
Nor  of  lefs  terror  to  the  perjur'd  prove 
The  frowns  of  Venus,  than  the  bolts  of  Jove. 

When  Orpheus  in  the  woods  began  to  play, 
Sooth'd  with   his  airs,  the   leopards  round  him 

lay: 

Their  glaring  eyes  with  leflen'd  fury  burn'd; 
But  when  the  lyre  was  mute,  their  rage  retum'd: 
iso  would  thy  mufe  and  lute  a  while  control 
My  woes,  and  tune  the  difcord  of  my  foul : 
In  Iweet  fufpenfe  each  favage  thought  rcdraiu'd; 
And  then,  the  love  I  never  felt  I  feign'd. 
O  Sappho,  now  that  mufe  and  lute  employ; 
Invoke  the  golden  g»ddefs  from  the  flcy  : 
From  the  Leucadian  rock  ne'er  hope  redrefs, 
In  love,  Apollo  boads  no  lure  fuccef&: 
Let  him  prefide  o'er  oracles  and  arts; 
Venus  alone  hath  balm  for  bleeding  hearts. 
O,  let  the  warbled  hymn-r  delight  her  car  ; 
Can  me  when  Sapphc  fings  refufe  to  hear  ? 
Thrice  let  the  warbled  hymn  repeat  thy  pain, 
While   flowers  and   burning   gums,  perfume  her 

fane. 

And  when,  defcending  to  the  plaintive  found, 
She  come*  confefs'd  with  all  her  graces  round, 
O,  \>]ezd  my  caufe  '  in  that  aufpicious  hour, 
Propitiate  with  thy  vows  the  vengeful  power. 
Nf>r  ctafe  thy  fuit,  till  with  a  fmiling  air 
She  cries,  I  give  my  Phaon  to  thy  prayer : 
And,  from  his  crime  abf  >lv'd.  with  all  his  charms 
He  long  (hall  live,  and  die  in  Sappho's  arms. — 
Then  fwift,  and  gentle  as  her  gentleft  d-/ve, 
I'll  fe'ek  thy  bread,  and  equal  all  tliy  love  : 
Hymen  (hall  clap  his  purple  wings,  and  fpread 
Inceflant  raptures  o'er  the  nuptial  bed. 
And  while  in  pomp  at  CythereaV  fhrine, 
With  cnoral  fong  and  dance,  our  vows  we  join ; 
Her  flaming  altar  with  religious  fear 
I'll  touch,  and,  proftrate  on  the  marble,  fwear 
That  zeal  and  love  for  ever  (hall  divide 
Jyly  heart,  between  the  goddefs  and  the  bride 
t  Alluding  to  her  04c  to  Venue. 
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MAlSTER  JEOFFREY   CHAUCER. 

WHYLOM  in  Kent  there  dwelt  a  ckrkc, 

Who  wyth  gtete  cheer,  and  litil  werke, 

Upfwalen  was  with  venere  : 

For  meagre  Lent  rre  rtcked  he, 

Ne  faihdl-i  daies  had  in  remembrtunc^, 

Mo  will  had  he  to  dalliaunce. 

To  fcrchen  out  a  bellamie, 

He  had  a  (harp  and  licorous  eic  ; 

But  it  wold  bett  abide  a  leke, 

Or  onion,  than  the  fight  >,f  Greke; 

Wherefore,  God  yeve  him  fhame,  Boccace 

Scrv'd  him.  for  Bafil  and  fgnace, 

Hi-  vermeil  cheke  that  (hon  wyth  mirtk. 

Spake  him  the  blitheft  pried  on  yearth; 

At  chyrch,  to  (hew  his  lillied  bond, 

Full  fetoufly  he  prank'd  hi-  bond; 

Sleke  weren  his  flaxen  locks  ykempt, 

And  Ifaac  Wever  was  he  nempt. 

Thilke  clerke,  echaufed  in  the  groyne. 
For  a  young  damofcll  did  pyne, 
Born  in  Eaft-Cheap;  who,  by  my  fay, 
Ypert  was  as  a  popinjay  : 
Ne  wit  ne  wordes  did  (he  waunt, 
Wele  cond  (he  many  a  romaunt; 
Ort  mufcadine,  or  fpiced  ale, 
She  carrold  foote  as  nightingale  : 
And  for  the  nonce  couth  rowle  her  eyne, 
Withouten  fpeche  ;  a  fpeciall  fignc 
She  lack'd  fomedele  of  what  ech  dame 
Holds  dere  as  life,  yet  dredes  to  name : 
;io  was  eftfoons  by  Ifaac  won, 
To  bliftful  confummation. 

Here  mought  I  now  tellen  the  feftes, 
Who  yave  the  bryde,  how  bibb'd  the  ghefteij 
But  withouten  fuch  gawdes,  I  trow 
Myne  legend  is  prolix  ynow. 
Ryghte  wele  areeds  Dan  Prior's  fong, 
A  talc  (hold  never  be  too  long ; 
And  fikcrly  in  fayre  Englond 
None  bett  doth  taling  undcrftond. 

She  now,  algatts  full  fad  to  chaungtf 
The  citee  for  her  hufbond's  graunge, 
To  Kent  mote  ;  for  (he  wele  did  knows 
'  I'was  vainc  ayenft  the  (treme  to  rowe. 
Sa  wend  they  on  one  deed  yfere, 
Ech  cleping  toder  fife  and  dere ; 
Heaven  (hilde  bin.  fio  myne  Bromley  haft, 
Or  many  a  groat  theyr  meel  woll  cod. 

Deem  next  ye  maiftre(s  Wever  fene 
Yclad  in  (able  bombafine; 
The  frankeleins  wyves  ace  -ft  her  blythe, 
Ctirteis  to  guilen  hem  of  tythe; 
And  yeve  honour  parochiall 
In  pew,  and  eke  at  fcdivall. 
Worfchip  and  wealth  her  hufbond  hath ; 
Ne  poor  in  aught,  (ave  werks  and  faith  : 
Kepes  bull,  bore,  dallion,  to  difpence 
Large  pennorths  of  benevolence. 
His  berne  ycrammed  was,  and  ftore 
Of  puukrie  cackled  at  the  dore ; 


KIs  wyf  grete  joie  to  fede  hem  toke, 
And  was  adonied  at  the  cocke  ; 
That,  in  his  portaunce  debonair, 
On  everich  henn  beftow'd  a  (hare 
Of  plefaunce,  yet  no  genitours 
She  faw,  to  thrill  his  paramours : 
Oftfith'is  (he  mokel  miis'd  theron, 
Yet  eift  (lie  howgate*  it  was  don. 
.    One  night,  ere  they  to  fleepen  went, 
Her  Ifaac  in  her  arm's  (he  hent, 
As  was  her  ufage  ;  aid  did  faie, 
Of  charite  I  mote  thee  praie, 
To  techen  myne  uneonnyng  wit 
One  thing  it  cqmprehendeth  niet : 
And  male  the  foul  fiend  harrow  thee, 
If  in  myne  queft  thou  falfen  me. 

Our  Chaunticlere  loves  everich  hen, 
Ne  fewer  kepes  our  yerd  than  ten ; 
Yet  romp4  he  ore  beth  grete  and  fmall, 
Ne  ken  I  what  he  fwinks  wythall. 
But  on  ech  leg  a  weport  ia, 
Yperfent,  and  full  ftarke  I  wys; 
iDoth  he  with  hem  at  Pertelote  play  ? 
In  footh  theres  werk  inough  for  twayi 

Qd.  Ifaac,  certes  by  Sainc"l  Poule, 
Myne  lief  thou  art  a  fimple  foule  ; 
Foules  fro  the  egle  to  the  wren, 
Bin  harnefs'd  othergife  than  mert  : 
For  the  males  engin-  of  dellte 
Ferre  in  theyr  entrails  are  empight ; 
Els,  par  mifchaunce,  theyr  merriment 
Emong  the  breers  rrtought  fore  be  fhent. 
Thus  vvoxen  hole,  they  much  avaunce 
Love  of  venereal  joUifaunce : 
And  in  one  month,  the  trouth  to  fayne, 
Swink  mo  than  manhode  in  yeres  twaine. 

O  Benedicite !  qd.  fhe^ 
If  kcpyng  hote  fo  kindlych  be, 
Hie  in  thyne  boweles  triifs  thyhe  gere, 
And  eke  the  (krippe  that  daungleth  here. 

Ne  dame,  he  anfwer'd,  mote  that  berie  ; 
For  as  I  hope  tp  be  a  dene^ 
Thilke  Falftaffeibellie  rownd  and  big, 
Was  built  for  corny  ale  and  pig  : 
Ne  in  it  is  a  chink  for  thefe, 
Ne  for  a  wheat-draw,  and  tway  peafe. 

Pardie,  qd.  fhe,  fyth  theres  nat  room, 
Swete  Nykin !  chafe  hem  in  myne  woom. 


O     E     M     S. 
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TO  MR.  POPE. 

AN  IMITATION  OF  A  GREEK  EPIGRAM  IN  HOMER' 

Jn  -which  a  Poet  fuppofctb  Apollo  to  have  given  this  an- 
f-wer  to  one  -who  inquired  -who  was  the  author  of  the 
Iliad. 

Huttoi  f4.lv  'Eyaiv,  \%x£»tr<n  ^l  ^f7a?*NO^»e«{. 
Haec  modulabar  ego,  fcripfit  divinas  Homerus. 

WHEN  Phoebus,  and  the  nine  harmonious  maids, 
Df  old  affembled  in  the  Thefpian  (hades, 
What  theme,  they  cry'd,  what  high  immortal  air, 
Befits  jjtffc  harps  to  found,  and  thee  to  hear  .' 


Reply'd  the  god,  Your  loftieft  notes  employ 
To  fing  young  Peleus,  and  the  fall  of  Troy. 
The  wondrous  fong  with  rapture  they  rehearfe, 
Then  aflc  who  wrought  that  miracle  of  verfe. 
rfe  anfwer'd  with  a  frown  ;  I  now  reveal 
A  truth  that  envy  bids  me  not  conceal. 
Retiring  frequent  to  his  laureat 'vale, 
I  warbled  to  the  lyre  that  favourite  tale, 
Which,  unobferv'd,  a  wandering  Greek  and  blind, 
Heard  me  repeat,  and  treafur'd  in  his  mind; 
And,  fir'd  with  third  of  more  than  mortal  praife, 
From  me  the  god  of  wit  ufurp'd  the  bays. 

But  let  vain  Greece  indulge  her  growing  fame, 
Proud  with  celeflial  fpoils  to  grace  her  name ; 
Yet  when  my  arts  (hall  triumph  in  the  weft, 
And  the  White  Ifle  with  female  power  is  bleft, 
Fame,  I  forefee,  will  make  reprifals  there, 
And  the  tranflator's  palm  to  me  transfer ; 
With  lefs  regret  my  claim  I  now  decline, 
The  world  will  think  this  Englifli  Iliad  mine. 


THE  PLATONIC  SPELL.  || 

WHENE'ER  I  wed,  young  Strephon  cry'd, 
Ye  powers  that  o'er  the  noofe  prcfide, 
Wit,  beauty,  wealth,  good-humour  give, 
Or  let  me  dill  a  rover  live  : 
But  if  all  thefe  HO  nymph  can  (hare, 
Let  mine,  ye  powers!  be  doubly  fair. 

Thus  pray'd  the  fwaiti  in  heat  of  blood, 
Whild  nigh  celeftial  Cupid  dood  ; 
And,  tapping  him,  faid,  Youth  be  wife, 
And  let  a  child  for  once  advife. 
A  faultlefs  make,  a  manag'd  wit, 
Humour  and  riches,  rarely  meet : 
But  if  a  beauty  you'd  obtain, 
Court  fome  bright  Phillis  of  the  brain  ; 
The  dear  idea  long  enjoy, 
Clean  is  the  blifs,  and  ne'er,,will  cloy. 

But  trud  me,  youth,  for  I'm  ("metre, 
And  know  the  ladies  to  a  hair ; 
Howt'er  fmall  poets  whine  upon  it, 
In  madrigal,  in  fong,  and  fonnet, 
Their  beauty's  but  a  fpell,  to  bring 
A  lover  to  th'  enchanted  ring. 
Ere  the  fack-poffet  is  digeded, 
Or  half  of  Hymen's  taper  wafted, 
The  winning  air,  the  wanton  trip, 
The  radiant  eye,  the  velvet  lip, 
From  which  you  fragrant  kifles  dole, 
And  feem'd  to  fuck  her  fpringing  foul  j 
Thefe,  and  the  red  you  doated  on, 
Are  naufeous,  or  infipid  grown  ; 
The  fpell  diffolves,  the  cloud  is  gone, 
And  Sacharifia  turns  to  Joan. 


MARULLUS  TO  NE./ERA, 

IMITATED. 

ROB'D  like  Diana,  ready  for  the  chafe, 
Her  mind  as  fpotlefs,  and  as  fair  her  face, 

||  This  poem,  with  Tome  variations,  may  be  found  1$ 
Stepney,  under  Vhe  title  of  "  The  Spell." 

U  w  Jj 


THE   WORKS   OF   PENT  ON. 


Young  Sylvia  (tray'tl  beneath  the  dewy  dawn 
To  courfe  th'  imperial  ftag  o'er  Windfor  lawn. 
There  Cupid  view'd  her  fpreading  o'er  the  plain, 
The  firft  and  faireft  of  the  rural  train ; 
And,  by  a  fmall  miftake,  the  power  of  love, 
Thought  her  the  virgin-goddefs  of  the  grove  : 
Soon  aw'd  with  innocence,  t'  evade  her  fight 
He  fled,  and  dropp'd  hi*  quiver  in  the  flight : 
Though  pleas'd,  (he  blufli'd  ;  and,  with  a  glowing 

fmile, 

Purfu'd  the  god,  and  feiz'd  the  golden  fpoil. 
The  nymph,  refiftlefs  in  her  native  charms, 
Now  reigns,  poflefs'd  of  Cupid's  dreaded  arms  ; 
And,  wing'd  with   lightning  from    her  radiant 

eyes, 

Unerring  in  its  (peed  each  arrow  flies. 
No  more  his  deity  is  held  divine, 
No  more  we  kneel  at  Cytherea's  fhrine ; 
Their  various  powers'  complete  in  Sylvia,  prove 
Her  title  to  command  the  realms  of  love. 


KISSES. 

TRANSLATED  FROM   SECUNDUS. 

BASI'UM    1. 

WHEN  Venus,  in  the  fweet  Tdalian  fhade, 
A  violet  couch  for  young  Afcanius  made, 
Their  opening  gems  th'  obedient  rofes  bow'd, 
And  veil'd  his  beauties  with  a  damafk  cloud  : 
While  the  bright  goddefs,  with  a  gentle  fhower 
Of  nedar'd  dews,  perfum'd  the  blifsful  bower. 

Of  fight  infatiate,  (be  devours  his  charms, 
Till  her  foft  breaft  rekindling  ardour  warms ; 
New  joys  tumultuous  in  her  bofom  roll, 
And  all  Adonis  rulhetb  on  her  foul : 
Tranfported  with  sach  dear  refembling  grace, 
She  cries,  Adonis ! — fure  I  fee  thy  face ! 
'Then   ftoops  to   clafp  the   beauteous  form,  but 

fears 

He'd  wake  too  foon,  and  with  a  figh  forbears; 
Yet,  fix'd  in  filent  rapture,  ftands  to  gaze, 
Kifiing  each  flowering  bud  that  round  her  plays  : 
SwelW  with  her  touch,  each  animated  rofe 
Expands,  and  ftrait  with  warmer  purple  glows ; 
Where  infant  kiffes  bloom,  a  balmy  (lore  ! 
Redoubling  all  the  blifs  (he  felt  before. 

Sudden  her  fwans  career  along  the  {kies, 
And  o'er  the  globe  the  fair  celeftial  flies ; 
Then,  as  where  Ceres  paft,  the  teeming  plain 
Yellow'd  with  wavy  crops  of  golden  grain, 
So  fruitful  kilfcsieil  where  Venus  flew, 
And  by  the  power  of  genial  magic  grew ; 
A  plenteous  harveft.:  which  (he  deign'd  t*  impart 
To  footh  an  agonizing  love-fick  heart. 

All  hail,  ye  rofeate  kiffcs!  who  remove 
Our  cares,  and  cool  the  calentures  of  love. 
L"  .   I  your  poet,  in  melodious  lays, 
Blefs  your  kind  power,  enamour'd  of  your  praife; 
Lays  1  forni'd  to  !aft,  till  barbarous  time  invades 
The  mufes'  hill,  and  withers  al!  their  fhade*. 
Spri;rg  from  the  t  guardian  of  the  Roman  name, 
In  Roman  numbers  live,  fecure  uf  fame. 
•f  Venus. 

.    4  « 


BASItTM   tt. 

As  the  young  enamour'd  vine 
lound  her  elm  delights  to  twine, 

As  the  clafping  ivy  throws 
lound  her  oak  her  wanton  boughs, 
o  clofe,  expanding  all  thy  charms, 
7old  me,  my  Chloris,  in  thy  arms  I 
lofer,  my  Chloris,  could  it  be, 

Would  my  fond  arms  incircle  thee. 
The  jovial  friend  (hall  tempt  in  vain 

With  humour,  wit,  and  briik  chatnpaigoe  J 
n  vain  (hall  nature  call  for  deep, 

We'll  love's  eternal  vigils  keep  : 

Thus,  thus  for  ever  let  us  lie, 
Diffolving  in  excefs  of  joy, 

Till  fate  (hall  with  a  fingle  dart 

Transfix  the  pair  it  cannot  part. 

Thus  join'd,  we'll  fleet  like  Venus'  dovw. 

And  feek  the  bleft  Elyfian  groves ; 

Where  fpring  in  rofy  triumph  reigns 
Perpetual  o'er  the  joyous  plains : 

There,  lovers  of  heroic  name 

Revive  their  long-extingui(h'd  flame, 
And  o'er  the  fragrant  vale  advance 
In  fhining  pomp  to  form  the  dance, 
Or  fing  of  love  and  gay  defire, 
Refponfive  to  the  warbling  lyre ; 
Reclining  foft  in  blifsful  bowers, 
Purpled  fweet  with  fpringing  flowers ; 
And  cover'd  with  a  filken  (hade, 
Of  laurel  inix'd  with  myrtle  made  : 
Where,  flaunting  in  immortal  bloom, 
The  mu(k-rofe  fcentt  the  verdant  gloom  ; 
Through  which  the  whifpering  zephyrs  flyv 
Softer  than  a  virgin'*  figh. 

When  we  approach  thofe  bleft  retreats, 
Th'  affembly  ftrait  will  leave  their  feats, 
Admiring  much  the  matchlefs  pair, 
So  fond  the  youth,  the  nymph  fo  fair  ! 
Daughters  and  miftreffes  to  Jove, 
By  Homer  fam'd  of  old  for  love, 
In  homage  to  the  Britifh  grace, 
Will  give  pre-eminence  of  place. 
Helen  herfelf  will  foon  agree 
To  rife,  and  yield  her  rank  to  thee. 


AN  EPISTLE 
TO  THOMAS  L  AMBARD, 

"  Omnia  me  tua  delecftant ;  fed  maxime,  maxima 
«  cum  fides  in  amicitia,  confilium,  gravitas,  con- 
"  ftantia ;  turn  lepos,  humanitas,  liters. " 

CICERO,  Ep.  xxvii.  Lib.  xi. 

Stow  though  I  am  to  wake  the  deeping  lyre, 
Yet  fhould  the  mufe  fome  happy  fong  infpire, 
Fit  for  a  friend  to  give,  and  worthy  thee, 
That  favourite  verfe  to  Lambard  I  decree : 
Such  may  the  mufc  infpire,  and  make  it  prove 
A  pledge  and  monument  nf  lading  love  '. 

Mean  time  intent  the  faireft  plan  to  find, 
To  form  the  manneib,  aud  improve  the  mind ; 


POEMS. 


Me  the  fam'd  wits  of  Rome  and  Atkens  pleafe, 

By  Orrery's  indulgence  wrapt  in  eafe ; 

Whom  all  the  rival  mufes  ftrive  to  grace 

With  wreaths  familiar  to  his  letter'd  race. 

Now  truth's  bright  charms  employ  my  ferious 

thought, 

In  flowing  eloquence  by  Tully  taught : 
Then  from  the  fhades  of  Tufculum  I  rove, 
And  ftudious  wander  in  the  Grecian  grove; 
While  wonder  and  delight  the  foul  engage 
To  found  the  depths  of  Plato's  facred  page ; 
Where  fcience  in  attractive  fable  lies, 
And,  veil'd,  the  more  invites  her  lover's  eyes. 
Tranfported  thence,  the  flowery  heights  I  gain 
Of  Pindus,  and  admire  the  warbling  train, 
Whofe  wings  the  mufe  in  better  ages  prun'd, 
And  their  fweet  harps  to  moral  airs  attun'd. 
As  night  is  tedious  while,  in  love  betray'd, 
The  wakeful  youth  expects  the  faithlefs  maid ; 
As  weary 'd  hinds  accufe  the  lingering  fun, 
And  heirs  impatient  wifh  for  twenty.one  : 
So  dull  to  Horace  §  did  the  moments  glide, 
Till  his  free  mufe  her  fprightly  force  employ 'd 
T»  combat  vice,  and  follies  to  expofe, 
In  eafy  numbers  near  ally'd  to  profe  :  [nngi 

Guilt  blufh'd  and  trembled  when  me  heard  him 
He  fmil'd  reproof,  and  tickled  with  his  fting. 
With  fuch  a  graceful  negligence  expreft, 
Wit,  thus  apply'd,  will  ever  ftand  the  teft  : 
But  he,  who  blindly  led  by  whimfy  ftrays, 
And  from  grofs  images  would  merit  praife, 
When  nature  fets  the  nobleft  ftorcs  in  view, 
Affects  to  poliih  copper  in  Peru : 
So  while  the  feas  on  barren  fands  are  caft, 
The  faltnefs  of  their  waves  offend  the  tafte ; 
But  when  to  heaven  exhaPd,  in  fruitful  rain,      ~) 
In  fragrant  dews  they  fall,  to  cheer  the  fwain,     ( 
Revive    the    fainting  flowers,  and    fwell  thef 
meager  grain.  J 

Be  this  their  care,  who,  ftudious  of  renown, 
Toil  up  th'  Aonian  fteep  to  reach  the  crown  ; 
Suffice  it  me,  that  (having  fpent  my  prime 
In  picking  epithets,  and  yoking  rhyme) 
To  fteadier  rule  my  thoughts  I  now  .coinpofe, . 
And  prize  ideas  clad  in  honeft  profe.     - 
Old  Dryden,  emulous  of  Caefar's  praife, 
Cover'd  his  baldnefs  with  immortal  bays; 
And  death  perhaps,  to  fpoil  poetic  fport, 
Unkindly  cut  an  Alexandrine  fhort : 
•His  ear  had  a  more  lafting  itch  than  mine, 
For  the  fmooth  cadence  of  a  golden  line  : 
Should  luft  of  verfe  prevail,  and  urge  the  man 
To  run  the  trifling  race  the  boy  began, 
Mellow'd  with  fixty  winters,  you  might  fee 
My  circle  end  in  fecond  infancy. 
I  might  ere  long  an  aukward  humour  have, 
To  wear  my  bells  and  coral  to  the  grave, 
Or  round  my  room  alternate  take  a  courfe, 
Now  mount  my  hobby,  then  the  mules'  horfe : 
J.et  others  wither  gay,  but  I'd  appear 
With  fage  decorum  in  my  eafy  chair  ; 
Qrave  as  Libanius,  flumbering  o'er  the  laws, 
Whilft  gold  and  party  zeal  decide  the  caufc, 

$  Epift.  i,  Lib.  I; 


A  nobler  talk  our  riper  age  affords 

Than  fcanning  fyllables,  and  weighing  words. 

To  make  his  hours  in  even  mcafures  flow, 

Nor  think  fome  fleet  too  faft,  and  fome  too  flow  J 

Still  equal  in  himfelf,  and  free  to  tafte 

The  now,  without  repining  at  the  paft  ;          . 

Nor  the  vain  prefcience  of  the  fpleen  t*  employ, 

To  pall  the  flavour  of  a  promis'd  joy  ; 

To  live  tenacious  of  the  golden  mean, 

In  all  events  of  various  fate  ferene  ;    . 

With  virtue  fteel'd,  and  fteady  to  furvey 

Age,  death,  difeafe,  or  want,  without  difmay  : 

Thefe  arts,  my  Lambard!   ufeful  in  their  end, 

Make  man  to  others  and  himfelf  a  friend. 

Happieft  of  mortals  he,  who,  timely  wife, 
In  the  calm  walks  of  truth  his  bloom  enjoys  ; 
With  books  and  patrimonial  plenty  blelt, 
Health  in  his  veins,  and  quiet  in  his  breaft  I 
Him  no  vain  hopes  attract,  no  fear  appals, 
Nor  the  gay  fervitude  of  courts  enthrals, 
Unknowing  how  to  mafk  concerted  guile 
With  a  falfe  cringe,  or  undermining  fmile  '. 
His  manners  pure,  from  affectation  free,  : 

And  prudence  (hiues  through  clear  fimplicity. 
Though  no  rich  labours  of  the  Perfian  loom, 
Nor  the  nice  fculptor's  art  adorn  his  room, 
Sleep  unprovok'd  will  foftly  feal  his  eyes, 
And  innocence  the  want  of  down  fupplies ; 
Health  tempers  all  his  cups,  and  at  his  board 
Reigns  the  cheap  luxury  the  fields  afford  : 
Like  the  great  Trojan,  mantled  in  a  cloud,  • 
Himfelf  unfeen  he  lees  the  labouring  crowd, 
Where  all  induftrious  to  their  ruin  run, 
Swift  to  purfue  what  moft  they  ought  to  fhun. 
Some,  by  the  fordid  thirft  of  gain  controll'd, 
Starve  in  their  ftores,  and  cheat  themfelves  foj?' 

gold, 

Preferve  the  precious  bane  with  anxious  care 
In  vagrant  lufts  to  feed  a  lavifh  heir: 
Others  devour  ambition's  glittering  bait, 
To  fweat  in  purple,  and  repine  in  ftate  ; 
Devote  their  powers  to  every  wild  extreme 
For  the  fhort  pageant  of  a  pompous  dream : 
Nor  can  the  mind  to  full  perfection  bring 
The  fruits  it  early  prcmis'd  in  the  fpriug, 
But  in  a  public  fphere  thofe  virtues  fade, 
Which  open'd  fair,  and  flourifh'd  in  the  {hade  : 
So  while  the  night  her  ebon  fceptre  fways, 
Her  fragrant  blooms  the  Indian  plant  §  difplays; 
But  the  full  day  the  ihort-liv'd  beauties  fhun, 
Elude  our  hopes,  and  ficken  at  the  fun. 

Fantaftic  joys  in  diltant  views  appear, 
And  tempt  the  man  to  make  the  ralh  career. 
Fame,  power,   and  wealth,  which  glitter  at  the 

goal, 

Allure  his  eye,  and  fire  his  eager  foul ; 
For  thefe  are  eafe  and  innocence  refign'd, 
For  thefe  he  ftrips;  farewell  the  tranquil  mind  ! 
Headftrong  he  urges  on  till  vigour  fails, 
And  gray  experience  (but  too  lata  !  )  prevails  : 
But,  in  his  evening,  view  the  hoary  fool, 
When  the  nerves  llacken,  and  the  j'pirirs  cool ; 
When  joy  and  bluihy  youth  forfake  his  face, 
Sicklied  with  age,  audfour  with  felf-difgrace; 

4  Thenure-trce. 

U  u  iij 
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No  flavour  then  the  fparkling  cups  retain, 
Mulic  isharfh,  the  Syren  fmgs  in  vain; 
To  him  what  healing  balm  can  art  apply, 
\Vho  lives  difeas'd  with  life,  and  dreads  to  die  ? 
In  that  laft  fcene,  by  fate  in  fables  dreft, 
Thy  power,  triumphant  virtue  !  is  confeft  ; 
Thy  yeftal  flames  diffufe  celeftial  light 
Through  death's  dark  vale,  and  vanquifh  total 

night ; 

Lenient  of  anguifh,  o'er  the  breaft  prevail, 
When  the  gay  toys  of  flattering  fortune  fail. 
Such,  happy  Twifden  !   (t-ver  be  thy  name 
Mourn'd  by  the  mufe,  and  fair  in  deathlefs  fame  !) 
While  the  bright  effluence  of  her  glory  flione, 
Were  thy  laft  hours,  and  fuch  I  wifh  my  own  : 
So  caffia  brui»'d  exhales  her  rich  perfumes, 
And  incenfe  in  a  fragrant  cloud  confumes. 

Moft  fpoil  the  boon   that   nature's  pleas'd  t' 

impart, 

By  too  much  varnifh,  or  by  want  of  art ; 
By  folid  fcience  all  her  gifts  are  grac'd, 
Like  gems  new  polifh'd,  and  with  gold  enchas'd. 
Votes  to  th*  unletter'd  'fquire  the  laws  allow, 
As  Rome  rtceiv'd  dictators  from  the  plough; 
But  arts,  addrefs,  and  force  of  genius,  join 
To  make  a  hammer  in  the  fenate  (hine. 
Yet  one  prefiding  power  in  every  breaft 
Receives  a  ftronger  fanction  than  the  reft : 
And  they  who  ftudy  and  difcern  it  well, 
Act  unreftrain'd,  without  defign  excel, 
But  ctsurt  contempt,  and  err  withon/  redrefs, 
Miffing  4he  mailer-talent  they  poflefs. 
Whifton  perhaps  in  Euclid  may  fucceed, 
But  fhall  1  trufthim  to  reform  my  creed  ? 
In  fweet  affemblage  every  blooming  grace 
JFix  love's  bright  throne  in  Teraminta's  face, 
With  which  her  faultlefs  fhape  and  air  agree, 
But,  wanting  wit,  (lie  ftrives  to  repartee ; 
And,  ever  prone  her  matchlefs  form  to  wrong, 
Left  envy  fhould  be  dumb,  (he  lends  her  tongue. 
By  long  experience  I) — y  may,  no  doubt, 
Enfnare  a  gudgeon,  orfometimes  a  trout; 
"Yet  V  rydcn  once  exclaim'd  (in  partial  fpife1) 
He  fifh  : — Becaufe  the  man  attempts  to  write^ 
Oh,  if  the  water-nymphs  were  kind  to  none 
But  thofe  the  mufes  bathe  in  Helicon  : 
In  what  far  diftant  age  would  Belgia  raife 
One  happy  wit  to  net  the  Britifh  feas ! 

feature  permits  her  various  gifts  to  fall 
On  various  climes,  nor  fmiles  alike  on  'all : 
The  Latian  Vales  eternal  verdure  wear, 
And    flowers    ipontaneous  crown    the    fmilicg 

year; 

But  who  manures  a  wild  Norwegian  hill, 
To  raife  the  jalmine,  or  tke  coy  jonquil  ? 
Who  finds  the  peach  among  the  favage  floes, 
Or  in  bleak  Scythia  feeks  the  blufhitig  rote  ? 
Here'  golden  grain  waves  o'er  the  teeming  fields, 
And  there  the  vine  her  racy  purple  yields.  • 
High  on  the  cliffs  the  Britifh  oak  afcends, 
Proud  to  furvey  the  leas  her  power  defends ; 
Her  fovereign  title  to  the  flag  flic  proves, 
Scornful  of  fofter  India's  fpicy  groves. 

T^el'c  inftances,  which  true  in  fact  we  find, 
Apply  we  to  the  culture  of  the  mind. 


This  foil,  in  early  youth  improvM  with 
The  feeds  of  gentle  fcience  beft  will  bear; 
That  with  more  particles  of  flame  infpir'd, 
With  glittering  arms  and  thirft  of  fame  is  fir'd ; 
Nothing  of  grcatnefs  in  a  third  will  grow, 
But,  barren  as  it  is,  'twill  bear  a  beau. 
If  thefe  from  nature's  genial  bent  depart, 
In  life's  dull  farce  to  play  a  borrow'd  part ; 
Should  the  fage  drefc,  and  flutter  in  the  Mall, 
Or  leave  his  problems  for  a  birth-night  ball ; 
Should  the  rough  homicide  unfheath  his  pen, 
And  in  heroics  only  murder  men  ; 
Should  the  foft  fop  forfake  the  lady's  charms, 
To  face  the  foe  with  inoffenfive  arms; 
Each  would  variety  of  acts  afford, 
Fit  for  feme  new  Cervantes  to  record. 

Whither,  you  cry,  tends  all  this  dry  difcourfc  ? 
To  prove,  like  Hudibras,  a  man's  no  horfe. 
I  look'd  for  fparkling  lines,  and  fomething  gay 
To  friflc  my  fancy  with ;  but  footh  to  fay  ! 
From  her  Apollo  now  the  mufe  elopes, 
And  trades  in  fyllogifms  more  than  tropes. 
Faith,  Sir,  I  fee  you  nod,  but  can't  forbear; 
When  a  friend  reads,  in  honour  you  muft  hear  : 
For  all  enthufiafts,  when  the  fit  is  ftrong, 
Indulge  a  volubility  of  tongui  : 
Their  fury  triumphs  o'er  the  men  of  phlegm, 
And,  council-proof,  will  never  baulk  a  theme. 
So  Burgefs  on  hio  tripod  rav'd  the  more. 
When  round  him  half  the  faints  began  to  fnore. 

To  lead  us  fafe  through  error's  thorny  maze, 
Rcafori  exerts  her  pure  ethereal  rays; 
But  that  bright  daughter  of  eternal  day 
Holds  in  our  mortal  frame  a  dubious  Iway. 
( Though  no  lethargic  fumes  the  brain  inveft, 
And  opiate  all  her  a<5Hvc  powers  to  reft; 
Though  on  that  magazine  no  fevers  feizc, 
To  calcine  all  her  beauteous  images : 
Yet  banifh'd  from  tt*  realms  by  right  her  own, 
Paflioh,  a  blind  ufurper,  mounts  the  throne: 
Or,  to  known  good  pretcrring  fpecious  ill, 
Reafon  becomes  a  cully  to  the  will : 
Thus  man.perverfely  fond  to  roam  aftray, 
Hoodwinks  the  guide  aflign'd  to  fhow  the  way  ; 
And  in  life's  voyage  like  the  pilot  fares 
Who  breaks  the  compafs,  andxohtemns  the  ftarSj 
To  fteer  by  meteors,  which  at  random  fly, 
Preluding  to  a  tempeit  in  the  iky. 
Vain  of  his  fkill,  and  led  by  various  views, 
Each  to  his  end  a  different  path  purfues;     ' 
And  feldom  is  one  wretch  fo  humble  known 
To  think  his  friend's  a  better  than  his  own  : 
The  boldeft  they,  who  lea!)  partake  the  light, 
As  game-cocks  in  the  dark  are  train'd  to  fight. 
Nor  fhame,  nor  ruin,  can  our  piide  abate, 
But  what  became  our  choice  we  call  our  fate. 
Villain,  faid  Zeno  to  his  pilfering  flave, 
What  frtgal  nature  needs,  I  freely  gave; 
With  thec  my  treafure  I  depos'd  in  truft, 
What  could  provoke  thee  now  to  prove  unjnft  ? 
Sir,  blame  the  ftars,  felonious  culprit  cry'd  ; 
We'll  by  the  ftatute  of  the  itars  be  try'd. 
If  their  -ftrong  influence  all  our  actions  urge, 
Seme    are    foredoom'd    to    ileal — and    lome    tq 
fcourge: 
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The  beadle  mufl  obey  the  fates'  decree, 
As  powerful  dediny  prevail'd  with  thee. 

This  heathen  logic  feems  to  bear  too  hard 
On  me,  and  many  a  harmlefs  modern  bard: 
The  critics  hence  may  think  themfelves  decreed 
To  jerk  the  wits,  and  rail  at  all  they  read  ; 
Foes  to  the  tribe  from  which  they  trace  their  clan, 
As  monkies  draw  their  pedigree  from  man ; 
To  which  (though  by  the  breed  our  kind's  dif- 

grac'd) 

We  grant  fuperior  elegance  of  tade  : 
But  in  their  own  defence  the  wits  obferve 
That,  by  impulfe  from  heaven,  they  write  and 

ftarve  ; 

Their  patron-planet,  with  refiftlefs  power, 
Irradiates  every  poet's  natal  h  >ur ; . 
Engendering  in  his  head  a  folar  heat, 
For  which  the  college  has  no  fure  receipt, 
Eke  from  their  garrets  would  they  fnon  withdraw, 
And  leave  the  rats  to  revel  in  the  draw. 

Nothing  fo  much  intoxicates  the  brain 
As  aattery's  fmooth  infinuating  bane  : 
Shv  on  th'  unguarded  ear  employs  her  art, 
While  vain  felf-love  unlocks  the  yielding  heart; 
And  reafon  oft  fubmits  when  both  invade, 
Wi'hout  affaulted,  apd  within  betray'd. 
When  Battery's  magic  mids  fuffufe  the  fight, 
The  don  is  Active,  and  the  boor  polite  ; 
Her  mirror  diows  perfection  through  the  whole, 
And  ne'er  reflects  a  wrinkle  or  a  mole  ; 
Each  character  in  gay  confufion  lies, 
And  all  alike  are  virtuous,  brave,  and  wife  : 
N"r  Jail  her  fulfome  arts  to  footh  our  pride, 
Though  praife  to  venom  turns  if  wrong  apply'd. 
Me  thus  flie  whifpexs  while  1  write  to  you  : 
"  Draw  forth  a  banner'd  hod  in  fair  review  ! 
"  Tnen  every  mule  invoke  thy  viiice  to  raife, 
"  Arms  and  the  man  to  fing  in  lofty  lays : 
"  Whofe  active  bloorn  heroic  deeds  employ, 
"  Such  as  the  fon  of  Thetis  )  furjg  at  Troy  ; 
«'  When  his  high-founding  lyre  his  valour  rais'd, 
"  To  emulate  the  demi-gods  he  prais'd. 
"  Likf  him  the  Briton,  warm  at  honour's  call, 
««  At  fam'd  Blaragnia  quell'd  the  bleeding  Gaul ; 
"  By  France  the  genius  of  the  fight  confed, 
"  For  which  our  patron  faint  adorns  his  breaft." — 

Is  this  my  friend,  who  fits  in  full  content, 
Jovial,  and  joking  with  his  men  of  Kent, 
And  never  any  fcene  of  daughter  faw, 
But  thofe  who  fell  by  phyfic  or  the  law  ? 
Why  is  he  for  exploits  in  war  renown'd, 
Deck'd  with  a  dar,  with  bloody  laurels  crown'd  ? 
O  often  prov'd,  and  ever  found  fmcerc  ! 
Too  honed  is  thy  heart,  thy  fenfe  too  clear, 
On  thefe  encomiums  to  vouchfafe  a  fmile, 
Which  only  can  belong  to  great  Argyll 

But  mod  among  the  brethren  of  the  bays, 
The  dear  enchantrefs  all  her  charms 
In  the  fly  commerce  of  alternate  praift 
If,  for  his  father's  fins  condemn'd  to  write, 
Some  young  half-featherM  poet  takes  a  flight, 
And  to  my  touchdone  brings  a  puny  ode, 
Which  Swift,  and  Pope,  and  Prior,  would  explode 

t  Iliad  Ix, 
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Though  every  ftanza  glitter*  thick  with  ftars, 
And  goddefleh  defcend  in  ivory  cars  : 
Is  it.  for  me  to  prove  in  every  part 
The  piece  irregular  by  laws  of  art  ? 
His  genius  looks  but  aukward,yet  his  fate 
May  raile  him  to  be  premier  bard  of  date  ; 
I  therefore  bribe  his  fuffrage  to  my  fame, 
Revere  his  judgment,  and  applaud  his  flame; 
Then  cry,  in  feeming  tranfpprt,  while  I  fpeak, 
'  Fis  well  for  Pindar  that  he  dealt  in  Greek  1 
He,  confcious  of  delert,  accepts  the  praiie, 
And  courteous,  with  increale  the  debt  repays : 
Boileau'*  a  mufhroom  if  compar'd  to  me, 
And,  Horace,  I  difpute  the  palm  with  thee  ! 
Both  ravifli'd,  fing  Te  Phcebum  for  fuccefs; 
Rife  fwift,  ye  laurels!  boy!  befpeak  the  prefe— 
Thus  on  imaginary  praife  we  feed  ; 
Each  writes  till  all  refuie  to  print  or  read  : 
From  the  records  of  fame  condemn'd  to  pafs 
To  ||  Brifquet's  calendar,  a  rubrick  afs. 

Few,  wondrous  few  :  are  eagle- ey'd  to  find 
A  plain  difeafe',  or  blsmifli  in  the  mind  : 
Few  can,  though  wifdom  diould  their  health  enfure, 
Difpaflionate  and  cool  attend  a  cure, 
In  youth  difus'd  t'  obey  the  needful  rein, 
Well  pleas'd  a  favage  liberty  to  gain, 
We  fate  the  kind  defire  of  every  fenfe, 
And  lull  our  age  in  thoughtlefs  indolence, ; 
Yet  all  are  Solons  in  their  own  conceit, 
Though,  to  fupply  the  vacancy  of  wit, 
Folly  and  pride,  impatient  of  control, 
The  fitter-twins  of  floth,  poffefs  the  foul. 
By  Knellerwere  the  gay  Pumilio  drawn, 
Like  great  Alcides,  with  a  back  of  brawn, 
I  fcarcely  think  his  picture  would  have  power 
To  make  him  fight  the  champions  of  the  tower; 
Though  lions  there  are  tolerably  tame, 
And  civil  as  the  court  from  which  they  came. 
But  yet,  without  experience,  fenfe,  or  arts, 
Pumilio  beads  fufficiency  of  parts ; 
Imagines  he  alone  is  amply  fit 
To  guide  the  ftate,  or  give  the  damp  to  wit: 
Priile  paints  the  mind  with  an  heroic  air, 
Nor  finds  he  a  defect  of  vigour  there. 

When  Philomel  of  old  effay'd  to  fing, 
And  in  his  rofy  progrcls  hail'd  the  fpriog, 
Th'  Aerial  fongflers  lidening  to  the  lays, 
By  filent  ecftafy  confeft  her  praife. 
At  length,  to  rival  her  enchanting  note, 
The  peacock  drains  the  difcord  of  his  throat, 
In  hope  his  hideous  fiirieks  would  grateful  prove  ; 
But  the  nice  audience  hoot  him  through  the  grove 
Confcious  of  wanted  worth,  and  jud  difdain, 
Lowering  his  cred,  he  creeps  to  Juno's  fane: 
To  his  protectrels  there  reveals  the  cafe  ; 
And  for  a  fweeter  voice  devoutly  prays. 

Then  thus  reply'd  the  radiant  goddefs,  known 
By  her  fair  rolling  eyes  and  rattling  tone: 

My  favourite  bird  !  of  all  the  feather'd  kind, 
Each  fpecies  had  peculiar  gifts  aflign'd  : 
The  towering  eagles  to  the  realms  of  light 
By  their  drong  pounces  claim  a  regal  right ; 

II  TJrifjuet,  Jefler  to  Francis  I-  of  France,  kept  a  calea 
da  i  of  touU, 
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The  frrao,  contented  with  an  humbler  fate, 

l,ow  rn  the'  fifty  river  rows  in  ftate  : 

Gay  ftarry  plumes  thy  length  of  train  hedeck, 

And  rhe  green  emerald  twinkles  on  thy  neck  ; 

But  the  poor  nightingale  in  mean  attire, 

Is  made  chief  warbler  of  the  woodland  choir. 

Thefe  various  bounties  were  difpos'd  above, 

And  ratify'd  th'  unchanging  will  of  Jove  : 

Difcern  thy  talent,  and  his  laws  adore ; 

lie  what  thou  wert  defign'd,  nor  aim  at  more. 


The  groves  around  rejoice  with  echoing  ftrai 
And  golden  plenty  covers  all  the  plains. 


TO  THE  QUEEN, 
ON  HER  MAJESTY'S  BIRTH-DAT. 

TROM  this  aufpicious  day  three  kingdoms  date 
The  faireft  favours  of  indulgent  fate  : 
prom  this  the  months  in  radiant  circles  run, 
As  ftars  receive  their  luftre  from  the  fiui- 
To  you  the  fceptres  of  all  Europe  bend, 
The  vi&or  thofe  revere,  and  thefe  the  friend  ; 
Your  Clken  reins  the  willing  nations  crave, 
For  'tis  your  lov'd  prerogative  to  faye. 
.Mild  anudft  triumphs,  victory  beftows 
On  you  ren«wn,  aiid  freedom  on  your  foes ; 
Obfervant  of  your  will,  the  goddefs- brings 
Palms  in  her  hand,  and  healing  in  her  wings. 

But,  as  the  bnghteft  beams  and  gentleft  fhowers 
"Were  once  referv'd  for  Eden's  opening  flowers  ; 
So,  though  remoter  realms  your  influence  fhare, 
Britannia  boaflstobe  your  darling  care. 
By  your  great  wifdom  and  refiftlefs  might, 
Abroad  we  conquer, 'and  at  home  unite  : 
Nature  had  join'd  the  lands;  but  you  alone 
Make  their  affections  and  their  councils  one; 
"You  fpeak — ''the  jarring  principles  remove,  "^ 

And.clofe  combm'd,  the  fifter-nations  prove        > 
Rivals  alone  in  loyalty  and  love,  j 

What  power  would  now  forbid  the  warrior- 
queen 

To  wave"  the  red-crofs  banners  o'er  the  Seine  ? 
Others  for  titles  urge  the  foldier's  toil, 
Or  meanly  feek  the  foe,  to  feize  the  fpoil : 
But  you  for  right  your  pious  arms  employ, 
Aud  conquer  to  reftore,  and  not  deftroy  ; 
Vouchfafing  audience  to  your  fuppHanf  foes, 
Yuu  long  «o  give  the  labouring  world  repofe; 
Concurrii'g  jultice  waits  from  you  the  word, 
rieas'd,  when  you  fix  the  fcales,  to  fheath  the 

fword. 

From  this  propitious  omen  we  prefage 
IJnnumber'd  bleffings  to  the  coming  ay;e  ; 
kltablifh'd  faith,  the  daughter  of  the  Ikies 
f'hall  fee  new  temple s  by  your  bounty  rife  : 
Commerce  beneath  thefouthern  fiars  fhi.ll  thrive, 
lr  tdtine  tends  expire,  and  arts  revive  ; 
.Sife  in  their  fhades  the  mufes  fliall  remain, 
And  fing  the  milder  glories  of  your  reign. 

whilil  offended  heaven  exerts  its  power, 
Fwift  fly  the  lightnings,  i-md  the  thunders  roar, 
r>at,  when  our  incenfe  reconciles  the  ikies, 
j\f*in  the  radiant  beams  begin  to  rife  ; 
tioft  Zephyrs  g«;:!y  waf:  'he  cloud?  away, 

:  h arrant  flowers  pcifuaie  the  dawoing  day; 


AN  ODE 

To  the  Right  Honourable 
JOHN    LORD    COWER. 

WRITTEN  IN   TIIE  SPRING,  I7l6« 
I. 

O'ER  winter's  long  inclement  fway, 
At  length  the  lufty  fpring  prevails ; 
And,  fwift  to  meet  the  fouling  May, 
Is  wafted  by  the  weftern  gales. 
Around  him  dance  the  roly  hours, 
And  damafking  the  ground  with  flowers, 
With  ambient  fweets  perfume  the  morn  ; 
With  fhadowy  verdure  flourifh'd  high, 
A  fudden  youth  the  groves  enjoy  ; 
Where  Philomel Jaments  forlorn. 

n. 

By  her  awak'd,  the  woodland  choir 
To  hail  the  coming  god  prepares; 
And  tempts  me  to  refume  the  lyre, 
Soft  warbling  to  the  vernal  airs. 
Yet  once  more,  O  ye  mufes !  deign, 
For  me,  the  meaneft  of  your  train, 
Unblam'd  t'  approach  your  bleft  retreat; 
Where  Horace  wantons  at  your  fpring, 
And  Pindar  i'weepsa  bolder  ftring, 
Whofe  notes  th'  Aonian  hills  repeat. 

in. 

Or  if  invok'd,  where  Thames's  fruitful  tide§ 
Slow  through  the  vale  in  filver  volumes  play ; 
Now  your  own  Phoebus  o'er  the  month  preiides, 
Gives  love  the  night,  and  doubly  gilds  the  day : 
Thither,  indulgent  to  my  prayer, 
Ye  bright  harmonious  nymph  repair, 
To  fwell  the  notes  I  feebly  raife  : 
So  with  infpiring  ardors  warm'd, 
May  (Jower's  propitious  ear  be  charm'd, 
To  liften  to  my  lays. 

i. 

Beneath  the  pole  on  hills  of  fnov, 
Like  Thracian  Mars,  th'  undaunted  Swede 
To  dint  of  fword  defies  the  foe ; 
In  fight  unknowing  to  recede  : 
From  Volga's  banks  the  imperious  Czar 
Leads  forth  his  furry  troops  to  war; 
Fond  of  the  fofter  fouthern  fky : 
The  Soldan  galls  th'  lllyriau  coaft; 
But  foon  the  mifcrcant  moqny  hotl 
Before  the  vi<5lor-croii  fhull  fly. 

n. 

But  here  no  clarion's  Ihrilling  note 
The  mule's  green  retreat  can  pierce; 
The  grove,  from  noify  camps  remote, 
Is  oniy  vocal  with  my  verfe  : 
Here,  wing'd  with  innocence  and  joy, 
Let  the  fott  hours  that  o'er  me  fly 
Dropirctd  .m.  health,  and  gay  defires  : 
While  the  bright  Seine,  t'  exalt  the  foul, 
With  fyarkliug  plenty  trowns  the  bowl, ' 
And  wit  and  locial  min 
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in. 


Enamopr'd  of  the  Seine,  celeftial  fair, 
The  blooming  pride  of  Thetis'  asure  train) 
Bacchus,  to  win  the  nymph  who  caus'd  his  care, 
Lafh'd  his  fwift  tigers  to  the  Celtic  plain  : 
There  fecret  in  her  fapphire  cell 
He  with  the  Nais  wont  to  dwell ; 
Leaving  the  ne&ar'd  feafts  of  Jove : 
And  where  her  mazy  waters  flow, 
He  gave  the  mantling  vine,  to  grow 
A  trophy  to  his  love. 

i. 

Shall  man  from  nature's  fan&ion  ftray, 
With  blind  opinion  for  his  guide; 
And,  rebel  to  her  rightful  fway, 
Leave  all  her  bounties  unenjoy'd  ? 
tool !  time  no  change  of  motion  knows ; 
With  equal  fpeed  the  torrent  flows, 
To  fweep  fame,  power,  and  wealth  away : 
The  paft  is  all  by  death  poffefs'd ; 
And  frugal  fate  that  guards  the  reft, 
By  giving,  bids  him  live  to-day. 

ii. 

O  Gower  !  through  all  that  deftin'd  fpacc 
What  breath  the  powers  allot  to  me 
Shall  fing  the  virtues  of  thy  race 
United,  and  complete  in  thee. 
O  flower  of  ancient  Englifh  faith, 
Purfue  th"  unbeaten  patriot-path, 
In  which  confirm'd  thy  father  {hone  ; 
The  light  his  fair  example  gives, 
Already  from  thy  dawn  receives 
A  luftre  equal  to  its  own. 
in. 

Honour's  bright  dome,  on  lading  columns  rear'd, 
Nor  envy  rufts,  nor  rolling  years  confume; 
Loud  pseans  echoing  round  the  roof  are  heard, 
And  clouds  of  incenfe  all  the  void  perfume. 
There  Phocion,  Lzelius,  Capel,  Hyde, 
With  Falkland  feated  near  his  fide, 
Fix'd  by  the  mufe  the  temple  grace  ; 
Prophetic  of  thy  happier  fame, 
She,  to  receive  thy  radiant  name, 
Selects  a  whiter  fpace. 


THE  DREAM. 

IMITATED  EROM  PROPERT1US,  BOOK  III.  ELEGY  111 

To  green  retreats,  that  fhade  the  mufcs'  ftream, 
My  fancy  lately  bore  me  in  a  dream; 
Fir'd  with  ambitious  zeal,  my  harp  I  ftrung, 
And  Blenheim's  field,  and  fam'd  Ramillia  fung  : 
Faft  by  that  fpring,  where  Spenfer  fat  of  old, 
And  great  exploits  in  lofty  numbers  told. 
Phoebus  in  his  Caftalian  grotto  laid, 
O'er  which  a  laurel  caflher  filken  fliade, 
Spy'd  me,  and  haftily  when  firft  he  fpy'd, 
Thus,  leaning  on  his  golden  lyre,  he  ay'd  : 

What  ftrange  ambition  has  mifplac'd  thce  there 
Forbear  to  fing  of  arm*,  alas  forbear  ! 
Form'd  in  a  gentle  mould,  henceforth  employ 
Thy  pen  to  paint  the  fofter  fcenes  of  joy. 
Thy  works  may  thus  the  myrtle  garland  wear, 
Prefer'd  to  grace  the  toilets  of  the  fair : 


When  their  lov'd  youths  at  night  too  long  delay, 
n  reading  thee  they'll  pafs  the  hours  away  : 
And,   when   they'd  make  their  melting  wilher 

known, 

Repeat  thy  paflion  to  reveal  their  own. 
Then  hafte,  the  fafer  fhallows  to  regain, 
Mor  dare  the  ftormy  dangers  of  the  main. 

Coaling  with  this  reproof,  the  friendly  god 
A  mofly  path,  but  lightly  beaten,  fhow'd : 
A  cave  there  was,  which  Natare's  hand  alone 
tiad  arch'd  with  greens  of  various  kinds  o'ergrown  t 
With  timbrels  all  the  vaulted  roofs  were  grac'd, 
And  earthen  gods  on  either  fide  were  plac'd. 
Silenus,  and  the  mufe*'  virgin-train, 
Stood  here,  with  Pan  the  poet  of  the  plain  : 
Elfewhere  the  doves  of  Cytherea's  team 
Were  feen  to  fip  the  fweet  Caftalian  ftrcarn. 

Nine  lovely  nymphs  a  feveral  talk  purfu'd. 
For  ivy  one  was  fent  to  fearch  the  wood  ; 
This  to  foft  numbers  join'd  harmonious  air»f 
And  fragrant  rofy  wreaths  a  third  prepares. 
Me  thus  the  bright  Calliope  addrefs'd 
(Her  name  the  brightnefs  of  her  form  confefs'4)  * 
The  filver  fwans  of  Venus  wait  to  bear 
Thee  fafe  in  pomp  along  the  liquid  air. 
Pleas'd  with  thy  peaceful  province,  ftrait  recal 
Thy  rafti  defign  to  fing  the  wounded  Gaul. 
Harfli  founds  the  trumpet  in  the  mufes'  grove, 
But  fweet  the  lute,  the  lute  is  fit  for  love. 
No  more  rehearfe  the  Danube's  purple  ftream, 
Let  love  for  ever  be  the  tender  theme.  , 
And  in  thy  verfe  reveal  the  moving  art, 
To  melt  an  haughty  nymph's  relentlefs  heart. 

The  goddefs  ceafing,  to  confirm  me  more, 
My  face  with  hallow'd  drops  fhe  fprinkled  o'er, 
Fetch'd  from  the  fountain,  by  whofe  flowery  fide 
Soft  Waller  fung  of  SacharifiVs  pride. 


To  the  Right  Honourable  The  Lady 
MARGARET  CAVENDISH  HARLEV, 

WITH  THE  FOEMS  OF  MR.  WALLER. 

LET  others  boaft  the  nine  Aonian  maids, 
Infpiring  ftrcams,  and  fweet  refounding  (hades; 
Where  Phoebus  heard  the  rival  bards  rehearfe, 
And  bade  the  laurels  learn  the  lofty  verfe. 
In  vain !  Nor  Phoebus,  nor  the  boaftcd  Nine, 
Inflame  the  raptur'd  foul  with  rays  divine : 
None  but  the  fair  infufe  the  facred  fire, 
And  love  with  vocal  art  informs  the  lyre. 

When  Waller,  kindling  with  cceleftial  rage, 
View'd  the  bright  Harley  of  that  wondering  age, 
His  plcafing  pain  he  taught  the  lute  to  breathe ;" 
The  graces  lung,  and  wove  his  myrtle  wreath. 
In  youth,  of  patrimonial  wealth  pofleft, 
The  praife  of  fcience  faintly  warm'd  his  brcaft  : 
But,  fir'dto  fame  by  Sidney's  rofy  fmile, 
Swift  o'er  the  laureat  realms  he  urg'«i  bis  toil. 
His  mufe,  by  Nature  form'd  to  pleafe  the  fair, 
Or  fing  of  heroes  with  majeftic  air, 
To  melting  ftrains  attun'd  her  voice,  and  ftrove 
To  waken  all  the  tender  powers  of  love ; 


THE   WORKS   OF   FENTON. 


M'  re  fweetly  foff  her  awful  beauty  (hone, 
Than  Juno  j;rac'd  with  Cytherea's  zone. 

As  angels  love,  c<  ngenial  fnuls  unite 
Their  radiance,  and  refine  each  other's  light : 
The  florid  and  fublime,  the  grave  and  gay, 
From  Waller's  beams  imbibe  a  purer  ray  : 
Jllumin'd  thence  in  eq  >al  lays  to  bound 
Their  copious  fenfe,  and  harmonize  the  found; 
With  varied  notes  the  curious  ear  to  pleafe, 
Wind  turn  a  nervous  thought  with  artful  tafe. 
Maker,  and  model,  of  melodiou   verfe ! 
Accept  thefe  votive  honours  at  thy  herfe. 
While  I  with  filial  awe  attempt  thy  praife, 
Jnfufe  thy  genius,  and  my  fancy  raife  ! 
So,  w  arbling  o'er  bis  urn,  the  woodland  choirs 
To  Orpheus  pay  the  fong  his  (hade  infpires. 

In  Waller's  fame,  Q  faireft  Harley  :  view 
What  verdant  palms  (hall  owe  their  birth  to  you 
To  you  what  deathlefs  charms  are  thence  decreed, 
In  Sachariffa's  fate  youchfafe  to  read. 
Secure  beneath  the  wing  of  withering  time, 
Jier  beautieh  flourifh  in  ambrofial  prime  ; 
Still  kindling  rapture,  fee  !  flic  moves  in  date  ; 
Gods,  nymphs,  and  heroes,  on  her  triumph  wait. 
JJor  think  the  lover's  praife  of  love's  delight 
In  pureft  minds  may  Itain  the  virgin-white ; 
How  bright,  and  chafle,  the  poet  and  his  theme ; 
So  Cynthia  fhjnes  on  Arethufa's  frream. 
A  fainted  virtue  to  the  fpherf  s  may  ]}ng 
Thofe  ftrains,  that  ravifh'd  here  the  martyr  king. 
Plenteous  of  native  wit,  in  letter'd  eafe 
Politely  form'd,  r.  profit  and  to  pleafe, 
To  fame  whate'er  was  due  he  gave  to  fame ; 
And,  what  he  could  not  praife,  forgot  to  name  : 
Thus  Eden's  rofe  without  a  thorn  difplay'd 
Her  bloom,  and  in  a  fragrant  blufh  dccay'd. 
Such  foul-attradling  airs  were  fung  of  old, 
When  blifsful  years  in  golden  circles  roll'd ; 
Pure  from  deceit,  devoid  of  fear  and  Itrife, 
While  Jove  was  all  the  peufive  care  of  life, 
The  fwains    in    green    retreats,    with    flowrcts 

crown'd, 

Taught  the  young  groves  their  paflion  to  refound : 
Fancy  purfu'd  the  paths  where  beauty  led, 
To  pleaie  the  living,  or  deplore  the  dead. 
While  to  their  warbled  woe  the  rocks  reply'd, 
The  rills  remurmurM,  and  the  zephyrs  figh'd; 
¥rom  death  redeem'd  by  verfe,  the  vanifh'd  fair 
Brearh'd  in  a  flower,  or  (parkled  in  a  ftar. 
Bright  as  the  ftars,  and  fragrant  as  the  flowers 
Where  fpring  refides  in  fcft  Elyfian  bowers; 
While  thefe  the  bowers  adorn,  and  they  the  fphere, 
Wiil  Sachariffa's  charms  in  fong  appear. 
"Yet,  in  the  prefent  age,  her  radiant  name 
Ivluft  take  a  dimmer  interval  of  fame  ; 
When  y..u  to  full  meridian  luftrs  rife, 
"With  Morton's  ftiape,  and  Gloriana's  eyes ; 
With  Carlifle's  wit,  her  gefture,  and  her  mien  ; 
And,  like  feraphic  Rich,  with  zeal  fcrene  : 
Jn  fweet  affemblage  all  their  graces  join'd, 
To  language,  mode,  and  iruaners  more  refin'd  I 
That  angel-frame,  with  chafte  attraction  gay, 
Mild  as  the  dove  ey'd  morn  awakes  the  May, 
Of  noblcft  youths  will  reign  the  public  care, 
Their  joy,  their  wifh,  their  wonder,  and  defpair. 


Far-beaming  thence  what  bright  ideas  Sow  I 
The  fifter-arts  with  fudden  rapture  glow  : 
Her  Titian  tints  the  painter-iiy.,,ph  resumes; 
The  canvas  warm  with  r  leate  beauty  blooms: 
Infpir'd  with  lifi-  by  fculpture's  happy  toil, 
The  marble  breathes,  and  foftenswith  your  fmile;. 
Proud  to  receive  the  form,  by  fate  dcfign'd 
The  faireft  model  of  the  fairer  kind. 
But  hear,  O  hear  the  mufe's  heavenly  voice ! 
I  he  waving  woods  and  echoing  vales  rejoice.: 
Attend,  ye  gales  !  to  Margaretta's  praife, 
And  all  ye  Jiftening  loves  record  the  lay»l 
So  Philomtla  charms  th*  Idalian  grove, 
When  Veru«,  in  the  globing  orb  of  love, 
O'er  ocean,  earth,  and  air,  extends  her  reign; 
The  firft,  the  brighteft  of  the  ftarry  train, 
What  favourite  youth  affign  the  fates  to  rife. 
In  bridal  pomp  to  lead  the  blooming  prize  i 
Whether  his  father's  garter'd  fhield  fultains 
Trophies,  atchiev'd  on  Gallia's  v^ny  plains; 
Or  i'miling  peace  a  mingled  wreath  difpiays, 
The  patriot's  olive,  and  the  poet's  bays : 
Adorn,  ye  fates!  the  favourite  youth  aflign'd, 
With  each  ennobling  grace  of  furni    and  mind: 
In  merit  make  him  great,  as  grear  in  blood ; 
Great  without  pride,  and  amiably  good, 
His  bread  the  guardian  ark  of  heaven-born  law, 
To  ftrike  a  faithlefs  age  with  confcious  awe. 
In  choice  of  friends  by  manly  reafon  Iway'd; 
Nor  ftar'd,  but  honour'd,  and  with  love  obey'4» 
In  courts,  and  camps,  in  council,  and  retreat, 
Wife,  brave,  and  ftudious  to  fupp  rt  the  ftate. 
With  candour  firm  ,  without  ambition  bold ; 
No  deed  difcolour'd  with  the  guilt  or.  gold. 
That  Heaven  may  judge  the  choiceft  bleffings  due, 
And  give  the  various  good  comfris'd  in  you. 


PROLOGUE 

TO 


'S.  SPARTAN  DAMS. 


WHEN  realms  are  ravag'd  with  invafive  foci. 
Each  bofom  with  heroic  ardour  glows; 
Old  chiefs,  reflecting  on  their  former  deeds, 
Dildain  to  ruft  with  batter'd  invalids ; 
But  adHve  in  the  foremoft  ranks  appear,         [rear. 
And  leave  young  iinock-fag'd  beaux  to  guard  the 
So,  to  repel  the  Vandals  of  the  ilage, 
Our  veteran  bard  refumes  his  tragic  rage : 
He  throws  the  gauntlet  Otway  us'd  to  wield, 
And  calls  for  Englifhmen  to  judge  the  field  : 
Thus  arm'dj  to  refcue  nature  from  difyrace, 
Meflieurs !  lay  down  your  minftrels  anil  grimace  : 
The  brawnicft  youths  of  Truy  the  combat  fear'd, 
When  old  Ercllus  in  the  lifts  appear'd. 
Yet  what  avails  the  champion's  giant  fize, 
When  pigmies  are  made  umpires  of  the  prize  ? 
Your  fathers  (men  of  fenfe,  and  honeft  bowlers) 
Dildain'd  the  mummery  of  foreign  ftrolleis  : 
By  their  examples  would  you  form  your  taftc, 
The  prefent  age  might  emulate  the  paft. 
W*e  hop'd  tha.t  ait  and  genius  had  fecur'd  you  ; 
But  foeo  facetious  Harlequin  allur'd  you  i 
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The  mufes  blufh'd,  to  fee  their  friends  exalting 
Thofe  elegant  delight!  of  jig  and  vaulting  : 
So  charm'd  yeu  were,  you  ceas'd  awhile  to  dote 
On  nonfenfe,  gargled  in  an  eunuch's  throat : 
All  pleas'd  to  hear  the  chattering  monfters  fpeak, 
As  old  wives  wonder  at  the  parfon's  Greek. 
Such  light  ragouts  and  mufhrooms  may  be  good, 
To  whet  your  appetites  for  wholefome  food  : 
But  the  bold  Briton  ne'er  in  carneft  dines 
Without  fubftantial  haunches  and  furloins. 
In  wit,  as  well  as  war,  they  give  us  vigour ; 
Creffy  was  loft  by  kickfhaws  and  /oup-meagre. 
Inftead  of  light  deferts  and  lufcious  froth, 
Our  poet  treats  to-night  with  Spartan  broth ; 
To  which,  as  well  as  all  his  former  feafts, 
The  ladies  are  the  chief-invited  guefts. 
Crown'd  with  a  kind  of  Glaftonbury  bays, 
That  bloom  amid  the  winter  of  his  days, 
He  comes,  ambitious  in  his  green  decline 
To  confecrate  his  wreath  at  beauty's  (hrine. 
His  Oroonoko  never  fail'd  t'  engage 
The  radiant  circles  of  the  former  age  : 
Each  bofom  heav'd,  all  eyes  were  feen  to  flow, 
And  fympathize  with  Ifabella's  woe  : 
But  fate  referv'd,  to  crown  his  elder  fame, 
The  br ighteft  audience  for  the  Spartan  Dame. 


QN  THE  FIRST  FIT  OF  THE  GOUT. 
WELCOME,  thou  friendly  earneft  of  fourfcore,    ~l 
Promife  of  wealth,  that  haft  alone  the  power     V 
T'  attend  the  rich,  Unenvy'd  by  the  poor.  J 

Thou  that  doft  JEfculapius  deride,     ' 
And  o'er  his  gally-pots  in  triumph  ride ; 
Thou  that  art  us'd  t' attend  the  royal  throne, 
And  under-prop  the  head  that  bears  the  crqrwn  ; 
Thou  that  doft  oft  in  privy  council  wait, 
And  guard  from  drowfy  fleep  the  eyes  of  ftate ; 
Thou  that  upon  the  bench  art  mounted  high, 
And  warn'ft  the  judges  how  they  tread  awry ; 
Thou  that  doft  oft  from  pamper'd  prelate's  toe 
Emphatically  urge  the  pains  below; 
Thou  that  art  ever  half  the  city's  grace, 
And  add'ft  to  folemn  noddles  folemn  pace ; 
Thou  that  art  us'd  to  fit  on  ladies  knee, 
To  feed  on  jellies,  and  to  drink  cold  tea ; 
Thou  that  art  ne'er  from  velvet  flipper  free  ; 
Whence  comes  this  unfought  honour  unto  me  ? 
Whence  does  this  mighty  condefcenfion  flow  ? 
To  vifit  my  poor  tabernacle,  O — '. 

As  Jove  vouchfaf  'd  on  Ida's  top,  'tis  faid, 
At  poor  Philemon's  cot  to  take  a  bed  ; 
Pleas'd  with  the  poor  but  hofpitable  feaft, 
Jove  bid  him  afk,  and  granted  his  requeft  ; 
SSo  do  thou  grant  (for  thou'rt  of  race  divine, 
Begot  on  Venus  by  the  god  of  wine) 
My  humble  fuit  1— And  either  give  me  {lore 
To  entertain  thee,  or  ne'er  fee  nie  more. 


HORACE,  BOOK  I.  ODE  IX.  IMITATED. 

TROM  THE   OXFORD  AND  CAMBRIDGE  VERSES  *. 

SINCE  the  hills  all  around  us  do  penance  in  fnow, 

And  winter's  cold  blafts  have  benumb'd  us  below  ; 

*  Dedicated  by  Fcaton,  to  Lionel  Earl  of  Dorfet  and 


Since  the  rivers  chain'd  up  flow  With  the  fame 

fpeed  [read'; 

As  criminals  move  tow'rds  the  pfalm  they  can't 
Throw  whole  oaks  at  a  time,  nay,  whole  groves 

on  the  fire, 

To  keep  out  the  cold,  and  new  vigour  infpire  ; 
Ne'er  wafte  the  dull  time  in  impertinent  thinking, 
But  urge  and  purfue  the  grand  bufinefs  of  drinking. 
Come,  pierce  your  old  hogfheads,  ne'er  ftint  us  in 

fherry, 

For  this  is  the  feafon  to  drink  and  be  merry  ; 
That,  reviv'd  by  good  liquor  and  billets  together. 
We  may  brave  the  loud  ftorms,  and  defy  the  cold 

weather.  [you  love  us. 

We'll  have  no  more  of  bufinefs;  but,  friend,  at 
Leave  it  all  to  the  care  of  the  good  folks  above  us. 
Whilft  your  appetite's  ftrong,  and  good -humour 

remains, 

And  active  brifk  blood  does  enliven  your  veins, 
Improve  the  fweet  minutes  in  fcenes  of  delight, 
Let  your  friend  have  the  day,  and  your  miftreft 

the  night : 

In  the  dark  you  may  try  whether  Phyllis  is  kind, 
The  night  for  intriguing  was  ever  defign'd ; 
Though  fhc  runs  from  your  arms,  and  retires  to  a 

fhade, 

Some  friendly  kind  fign  will  betray  the  coy  maid  ; 
All  trembling  you'll  find  then  the  poor  bafhful 

finner, 

Such  a  trefpafs  is  venial  in  any  beginner ; 
But  remember  this  counfel,  when  once  you  hav£ 

met  her,  [better  I 

Get  a  ring  from  the  fair-one,  or  fomething  that*t 


CATULLUS,  EPIG.  V.  TRANSLATED, 

LET'S  live,  my  dear,  like  lovers  too, 

Nor  heed  what  old  men  fay  or  do. 

The  falling  fun  will  furely  rife, 

And  dart  new  glories  through  the  flues. 

But  when  we  fall,  alas  '.  our  light 

Will  fet  in  everlafting  night. 

Come  then,  let  mirth  and  amorous  play 

Be  all  the  bufinefs  of  the  day. 

Give  me  this  kifs — and  this — and  this  ! 

A  hundred  thoufand  more. — Let's  kifs 

Till  we  ourfelves  cannot  exprefs, 

Nor  any  lurking  fpy  confefs. 

The  boundlefs  meaiure  of  our  happinefs. 


CLAUDIAN'S  OLD  MAN  OF  VERONA. 

HAPPY  the  man  who  all  his  days  does  pafs 

In  the  paternal  cottage  of  his  race ; 

Where  firft  his  trembling  infant  fteps  he  try'd, 

Which  now  fupports  his  age,  and  once  his  youth 

employ 'd. 

This  was  the  cottage  his  forefathers  knew, 
It  faw  his  birth,  fhall  fee  his  burial  too ; 
Unequal  fortunes  and  ambition's  fate 
Are  things  experience  never  taught  him  yet. 
Him  to  ftrange  lands  no  rambling  humour  bore, 
Nor  breath'd  he  ever  any  air  but  of  his  native  Ihort 


THE  WORKS  OF  FENTON. 


Free  from  all  anxious  interefts  of  trade, 

No  ftorms  at  fea  have  e'er  diftur'd  his  head  : 

He  never  battle's  wild  confufions  faw, 

Nor  heard  the  worfe  confufions  of  the  law. 

A  ftranger  to  the  town  and  town-employs,        "\ 

Their  dark  and  crowded  ftrects,  their  {link  and/ 

noife ;  f 

He  a  more  calm  and  brighter  (ky  enjoys.  j 

Nor  does  the  year  by  change  of  confuls  know, 
The  year  his  fruit's  returning  feafons  (how  ; 
Quarters  and  months  in  nature's  face  he  fees, 
In  flowers  the  fpring,  and  autumn  on  his  trees. 
The  whole  day's  (hadows,  in  his  homeftead  drawn, 
Point  out  the  hourly  courfes  of  the  fun. 
Grown  old  with  him,  a  grove  adorns  his  fiejd, 
Whofe  tender  fetts  his  infancy  beheld. 
Of  diftant  India,  Erythraean  fhores, 
Banacus'  lake,  Verona's  neighbouring  towers, 
(Alike  unfeen)  from  common  fame  has  heard, 
Alike  believes  them,  and  with  like  regard. 
Yet,  firm  and  ftrong,  his  grandchildren  admire 
The  health  and  vigour  of  their  brawny  fire. 
The  fpacious  globe  let  thofe  that  will  furvey,     "J 
This  good  «ld  man,  content  at  home  to  ftay,      / 
More  happy  years  fhall  know,  more  leagues  and{ 

countries  they.  j 


MARTIAL,  LIB.  X.  EPIG.  XLVII. 

WOOID  you,  my  friend,. in  .little  room  exprefs 
The  juft  defcription  of  true  happinefs; 
JFirft  fet  me  down  a  competent  eftatc, 
But  rais'd  and  left  me  by  a  parent's  fweat ; 
('Tis  pleafure  to  improve,  but  toil  to  get :) 
Ndt  large,  but  always  large  enough  to  yield 
A  cheerful  fire,  and  no  ungrateful  field. 
Averfe  to  law-fuits,  let  me  peace  enjoy, 
And  rarely  pefter'd  with  a  town  employ. 
Smooth  be  my  thoughts,  my  mind  fereue  and  clear, 
A  healthful  body  with  fuch  limbs  I'd  bear 
As  (hould  be  graceful,  well-proportion'd,  juft? 
And  neither  weak  nor  booriflily  rebuft. 
Nor  fool,  nor  knave,  but  innocently  wife; 
Some  friends  indulge  mo,  let  a  few  (uSice : 
But  fuited  to  my  humour  and  degree,  ^ 

Not  nice,  but  eaiily  pleas'd,  and  fit  for  me  j         > 
So  let  my  board  ana  entertainments  be.  j 

With  wholefome  homely  food,  not  ferv'd  in  ftate, 
What  taftes  as  well  in  pewter  as  in  plate. 
Mirth  and  a  glafs  my  cheerful  evenings  (hare, 
At  equal  diftance  from  debauch  and  care. 
To  bed  retiring,  let  me  find  it  blcit 
With  a  kind  modeft  fpoufe  and  downy  reft : 
Pleas'd  always  with  the  lot  my  fates  afllgn, 
Let  me  no  change  defire,  no  change  decline : 
With  every  turn  of  Providence  comply, 
Not  tir'd  with  life,  nor  yet  afraid  to  die. 


HORACE,  BOOK  III.  ODE  Til. 

AN  honeft  mind,  to  virtue's  precepts  true, 
ConteinEs  the  fury  of  a  Jawlefs  crew ; 


Firm  as  a  rock  he  to  his  purpofe  {lands, 
And  thinks  a  tyrant's  frowns  as  weak  as  his  com 
mands. 

Him  loudeft  ftorms  can't  from  his  centre  move, 
He  braves  th"  almighty  thunder  ev'n  of  Jove. 
If  ali  the  heavenly  orbs,  confus'dly  hurl'd, 
Should  dafh  in  pieces,  and  fhould  crulh  the  world  ; 
Undaunted  he  the  mighty  crafti  would  hear, 
Nor  in  his  breaft  admit  a  thought  of  fear. 
Pollux  and  wandering  Hercules  of  old 
Were  by  fuch  a&s  among  the  gods  enroll'd. 
Auguftus  thus  the  fhiniug  powers  poffefs'd, 
By  all  th'  immortal  deities  carefs'd  ; 
He  (hares  with  them  in  their  ethereal  feafts. 
And  quaffs  bright  nedar  with  the  heavenly  gueft*. 
This  was  the  path  the  friflcing  tigers  trod,         ^ 
Dragging  the  car  that  bore  the  jolly  god, 
Who  fiVd  in  .heaven  his  crown  and  his  abode.    J 
Romulus  by  Mars  through  this  bleft;  path  was 

(hown, 

And  'fcap'd  the  woes  of  gloomy  Acheron. 
In  virtue's  rugged  round  he  took  hi*  way, 
And  gain'd  the  manfions  of  eternal  day; 
For  him  ev'n  Juno's  felf  pronounc'd  a  word, 
Grateful  to  all  th'  ethereal  council-board. 
O  Ilioii !  Ilion  !  1  with  tranfport  view 
The  fall  of  all  thy  wicked  perjur'd  crew; 
Pallas  and  I  have  borne  the  rankling  grudg* 
To  that  curft  (hepherd,  that  inceftuous  judge  ; 
Nay,  ev'n  Laomedon  his  gods  betray'd, 
And  bafely  broke  the  folemn  oath  he  made. 
But  now  the  painted  flrumpot  and  her  gueft 
No  more  are  in  their  pomp  and  jewels  dreft; 
No  more  is  Hector  licens'd  to  deftroy, 
To  (lay  the  Greeks,  and  (ave  his  perjur'd  Troy. 
Priam  is  now  become  an  empty  ghoft, 
Doom'd  with  his  houfe  to  tread  the  burning  coaft. 
The  god  of  battle  now  has  ceas'd  to  roar, 
And  I,  the  queen  of  heaven,  purlue  my  hate  n« 

.     more. 

I  now  the  Trojan  prieftlefs*  fon  will  give 
Back  to  his  warlike  fire,  and  let  him  live 
In  lucid  bowers,  and  give  him  leave  to  ufe 
Ambrofia  and  the  nectar's  heavenly  juice; 
To  be  enroll'd  in  thefe  ferene  abodes, 
And  wear  the  eafy  order  of  the  gods. 
In  this  bleft  (late  I  grant  him  to  remain, 
While  Troy  from  Rome's  divided  by  the  main  ; 
While  favage  beafts  infult  the  Trojan  tombs, 
And  in  their  caves  unlade  their  pregnant  wombs. 
Let  th'  exil'd  Trojans  reign  in  every  land, 
And  let  the  capitol  triumphant  (land, 
And  all  the  tributary  world  command. 
Let  awful  Rome,  with  feven  refulgent  heads, 
Still  keep  her  conqueft  o'er  the  vanquifh'd  Mcde:. 
With  conquering  terror  let  her  arms  extend 
Her  mighty  name  to  (hores  without  an  end  ; 
Where  mid-land  feas  divide  the  fruitful  foil 
From  Europe  to  the  fwelling  waves  of  Nile. 
Let  them  be  greater  by  delpiling  gold, 
Than  digging  it  from  forth  its  native  niould^ 
To  be  the  wicked  inftrument  of  ill, 
Let  fword  and  ruin  every  country  Oil, 
That  drives  to  ftop  the  progrefs  of  her  arrusi 
Not  only  thofe  that  fultry  Sirius  warms; 
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But  where  the  fields  in  endlefs  winter  lie, 
Whofe  frofts  and  fnows  the  fun's  bright  rays  defy. 
But  yet  on  this  condition  I  decree 
The  warlike  Romans  happy  deftiny; 
That,  when  they  univerfal  rule  enjoy, 
They  not  prefume  to  raife  their  ancient  Troy  : 
For  then  all  ugly  omens  {hall  return, 
And  Troy  be  built  but  once  again  to  burn  ; 
Ev'n  I  myfelf  a  fecond  war  will  move, 
Ev'n  I  the  fitter  and  the  wife  of  Jove. 
If  Phoebus'  harp  fhould  thrice  eretft  a  wall, 
And  all  of  brafs,  yet  thrice  the  work  fhould  fall, 
Sack'd  by  my  favourite  Greeks ;  and  thrice  again") 
The  Trojan  wives  fhould  drag  a  captive  chain,  / 
And  mourn  their  children  and  their  hufbands  f 
flain.  3 

But  whither  would'ft  thou,  foaring  mufe,  afpire  '. 
To  tell  the  counfels  of  the  heavenly  choir  ? 
Alas !  thou  canft  not  {train  thy  weakly  firings, 
To  (ing  in  humble  notes  fuch  mighty  things  : 
No  more  the  fecrets  of  the  gods  relate, 
Thy  tongue's  too  feeble  for  a  talk  fo  great. 


THE  ROSE. 

SEE,  Sylvia,  fee,  this  new-blown  rofe, 

The  image  of  thy  blufli, 
Mark  how  it  fmiles  upon  the  bufli, 

And  triumphs  as  it  grows. 
"  Oh,  pluck  it  not '.  we'll  come  anen," 
Thou  fay'ft.     Alas !  'twill  then  be  gone. 

Now  its  purple  beauty's  fpread, 
Soon  it  will  droop  and  fall, 
And  foon  it  will  not  be  at  all ; 

No  fine  things  draw  a  length  of  thread. 
Then  tell  me,  feems  it  not  to  fay, 
Come  on,  and  crop  me  whilft  you  may  ? 


EPIGRAM,  OUT  OF  MARTIAL. 

~  n. 

MILO'S  from  home;  and,  Milo  being  gone", 
His  lands  bore  nothing,  but  his  wife  a  fon  : 
Why  (he  fo  fruitful,  and  fo  bare  the  field  ? 
The  lands  lay  fallow,  but  the  wife  was  till'd. 


TO  A  YOUNG  LADY, 

WITH  FENTON'S  MISCELLANIES. 

By  Waller  Harte,  M.  A. 

THESE  various  {trains,  where  every  talent  charms, 
Where  humour  pleafes,  or  where  paflion  warms ; 
(Strains,  where  the  tender  and  fublime  confpire, 
A  Sappho's  fweetnefs,  and  a  Hornet's  fire) 


Attend  their  doom,  and  wait,  with  glad  furprife, 
Th'  impartial  juftice  of  Cleora's  eyes. 

'Tis  hard  to  fay,  what  myfteries  of  fate, 
What  turns  of  fortune  on  good  writers  wait* 
The  parly  {lave  will  wound  them  as  he  can, 
And  damns  the  merit,  if  he  hates  the  man. 
Nay,  ev'n  the  bards  with  wit  and  laurels  crown'cY 
Blefs'd  in  each  {train,  in  every  art  renown'd; 
Milled  by  pride,  and  taught  to  fin  by  power, 
Still  fearch  around  for  thofe  they  may  devour; 
Like  favage  monarchs  on  a  guilty  throne, 
Who  crufh  all  might  that  can  invade  their  own* 

Others  who  hate,  yet  want  the  foul  to  dare, 
So  ruin  bards — as  beaux  deceive  the  fair  : 
On  the  pleas'd  ear  their  foft  deceits  employ, 
Smiling  they  wound  and  praife  but  to  deftroy. 
Thefe  are  th'  unhappy  crimes  of  modern  days, 
And  can  the  beft  of  poets  hope  for  praife  ? 

How  fmall  a  part  of  human  blefiings  mare 
The  wife,  the  good,  the  noble,  and  the  fair! 
Short  is  the  date  unhappy  wit  can  boaft, 
A  blaze  of  glory  in  a  moment  loft. 
Fortune,  {till  envious  of  the  great  man's  praife, 
Curfes  the  coxcomb  with  a  length  of  days. 
So  (Hector  dead)  amid  the  female  choir, 
Unmanly  Paris  tun'd  the  filver  lyre. 

Attend,  ye  Britons,  in  fo  juft  a  caufe. 
'Tis  fure  a  fcandal  to  withhold  applaufe  ; 
Nor  let  pofterity  reviling  fay, 
Thus  unregarded  Fenton  pafs'd  away ! 
Yet  if  the  mufe  may  faith  and  merit  claim 
(A  mufe  too  juft  to  bribe  with  venal  fame), 
Soon  {halt  thou  fhine  "  in  majefty  avow'd, 
"  As  thy  own  goddefs  breaking  through  a  cloud *«j 
Fame,  like  a  nation  debt,  though  long  delay'd, 
With  mighty  intereft  muft  at  laft  be  paid. 

Like  Vinci's  ftrokes,  the  verfes  we  behold, 
Correctly  graceful,  and  with  labour  bold. 
At  Sappho's  woes  we  breathe  a  tender  figh, 
And  the  foft  forrow  {teals  from  every  eye. 
Here  Spenfer's  thoughts  in  folemn  numbers  roll,' 
Here  lofty  Milton  feems  to  lift  the  foul. 
There  fprightly  Chaucer  charms  our  hours  away 
With  flories  quaint,  and  gentle  roundelay. 

Mufe  !  at  that  name  each  thought  of  pride  rccal, 
Ah,  think  how  foon  the  wife  and  glorious  fall. 
What  though  the  fitters  every  grace  impart, 
To  fmooth  thy  verfe,  and  captivate  the  heart 
What  though  your  charms,  my  fair  Cleora, 
Bright  as  your  eyes,  and  as  your  fex  divine : 
Yet  {hall  the  verfes  and  the  charms  decay, 
The  boaft  of  youth,  the  blcffing  of  a  day  ! 
Not  Chaucer's  beauties  could  furvive  the  rage 
Of  wafting  envy,  and  devouring  age :  j 

One  mingled  heap  of  ruin  now  we  fee ; 
Thus  Chaucer  is,  and  Fenton  thus  {hall  be  1  J 

#  Teuton's  cpiftle  to  Southerns.  .         • 
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Here  his  firft  lays  majeftic  Denhatn  fung: 

There  the  laft  numbers  flow'd  from  Cowlcy's  tongue. 

Since  fate  relentleis  ftopp'd  their  heavenly  voice, 

No  more  the  forefts  ring,  or  groves  rejoice. 

Who  now  fliall  charm  the  ftiades  where  Cowley  ftrung 

His  living  harp,  and  lofty  Denham  fung  ? 

But  hark!  the  groves,  the  foreft  rings, 

Arc  thefc  rcviv'd  J  or  is  it  GRANVILLE  fings? 
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THE  LIFE  OF  GRANVILLE 


GRANVILLE,  afterwards  Lord  Lanfdowne  of  ^Biddiford,  in  the  county  of  Devon,  wss 
born  in  1667.  He  was  defcended  from  the  illuftrious  family  of  that  name,  feated  for  many  ages 
in  Devonshire  and  Cornwall,  the  founder  of  which  was  Richard  de  Granville,  fecond  fon  of  Rollo, 
firft  Duke  of  Normandy,  who  accompanied  William  the  Conqueror,  in  his  expedition  to  England, 
and  was  rewarded  for  his  fervices  with  the  caftle  and  lordfhip  of  Biddiford.  Sir  Richard  Granville, 
his  anceftor,  ferved  the  Emperor  Ferdinand  againft  the  Turks  in  1566,  and  w?.s  prefent  with  Don 
John  of  Auftria,  at  the  famoiis  battle  of  Lepanto,  and  on  his  return  was  made  Vics-Admiral  of 
England.  He  was  flain  near  the  Azores  Iflands ;  having  in  one  ihip  alone  fuftain'ed  a  fight  for 
fifteen  hours,  againft  the  whole  naval  power  of  Spain.  Sir  Bevil  Granville,  grandfon  to  Sir  Richard, 
raifed  confiderahle  forces  at  his  own  expence  for  Charles  I.,  a"nd  died  in  the  King's  caufe,at  the  battle 
of  Lanfdowne  in  1643.  John  Granville,  the  eldeft  fon  of  Sir  Bevil,  was  intruded  by  Monk  with  'he 
mdft  private  tranfacflions  of  the  Reftoration  ;  and  created  Earl  c5f  Bath  and  Vifcount  LanTdowne,  in 
1661.  His  father,  the  honourable  Bernard  Granville,  the  fecond  fon  of  Sir  Bevilj  had,  by  a  fpedal 
warrant  from  Charles  II.  the  rank  of  an  Earl's  younger  fon,  was  one  of  the  reprefentatives  for  tlu; 
Borough  of  Liflceard  in  Cornwall,  in  the  Parliament  which  met  in  1661,  and  one  of  the  Grooms  of 
his  Majefty's  Bed-chamber. 

He  received  his  early  education  under  the  tuition  of  Sir  William  Ellis,  a  man  of  letters,  wh&fs 
abilities  afterwards  recommended  him  to  feveral  public  employments. 

In  1667,  the  tenth  year  cf  his  age,  he  was  entered  a  nobleman  hi  THnity  College,  Cambridge,  aa 
appears  from  a  copy  of  Latin  verfes  on  tit  Marriage  of  the  Prince  of  Orange  and  the  Lady  Mary,  ill 
the  "  Cambridge  Congratulations"  of  that  ye.r,  figned  Georgius  Granvillet  Kahilis  e  Csll.  Tiin. 

In  1679,  before  he  was  twelve  years  old,  he  pronounced  a  copy  of  his  »wn  verfes  to  the  Princefa 
Mary  d'Eite  of  Modera,  then  Duchefs  of  York,  when  flie  i'ifited  the  Univerfity.  He  was  admit 
ted  to  the  degree  of  Mr.fter  of  Arts,  at  thirteen,  and  left  the  Univerfity  foon  after. 

It  was  probably  about  this  time  that  he  wrote  the  verfes  to  the  Earl  of  Peterborough,  tipcn  bit  accom- 
pl'/jlment  of  the  Duk:  tf  Tori's  marriage  ivito  the  Princefs  of  Med(nat  whofe  charms  appear  to  h^ve 
gained  a  ftrong  prevalence  over  his  imagination. 

At  the  acceflicn  of  King  Jam'es,  he  again  exerted  his  poetical  powers,  and  addrefied  the  new 
monarch  in  three  (hort  panegyrical  pieces,  which  were  commended  by  Waller,  whofe  praife  excited 
in  the  young  poet  a  rapture  of  acknowledgement, 

In  numbers  fuch  as  Waller's  felf  might  ufe. 

However  miftaken  he  might  be  in  his  zeal  for  that  mifguided  Prince,  or  however  enamoured  of 
the  Queen,  he  has  left  no  realbn  for  fuppofing  that  he  approved  ticher  the  imprudent  piety  of  the 
Qneen,  or  the  violence  with  which  the  King's  religion  wa?  obtruded  on  the  nation. 

He  had  early  imbibed  principles  of  loyalty  ;  and  when  the  tyranny  of  James  called  the  Piince  pf 
Orange  to  vindicate  the  liberties  of  Britain  he  thought  it  his  duty  to  facrifice  his  iife  for  the  imereft 
of  his  Sovereign. 

Without  coandering,  or  being  then  incapable  of  difcovering  the  dangers  to  which  the  conflitution 
was  expofed  by  the  violence  cf  his  proceedings,  he  wrote  a  letter  tc  bis  father  fron  Ycrkfhire,  about 
VOL.  Vil.  £* 
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a  month  before  the  Prince  of  Orange  landed,  expreffing  the  moft  ardent  defire  to  fcrve  the  King 

in  perfon. 

"  I  cannot  bear"  fays  he,  "  living  under  the  reftraint  of  lying  obfcure  and  idle  in  a  country 
retirement,  when  «very  man  whu  has  the  lead  fenfe  of  honour  fhould  be  preparing  for  the  field. 

"  You  may  remember,  with  what  reluctance  I  fubmitted  to  your  commands  upon  Monmouth'« 
rebellion,  when  no  importunity  could  prevail  with  you  to  permit  me  to  leave  the  academy  :  I  wa$ 
too  young  to  be  hazarded;  but  give  me  leave  to  fay,  it  is  glorious  at  any  age  to  die  for  one's  country, 
and  the  fooher  the  nobler  the  facrifice. 

."  1  am  now  older  by  three  years.  My  uncle  Bath  was  not  fo  old,  when  he  was  left  among  the 
ilain  at  the  battle  of  Newbury,  nor  you  yourfelf,  when  you  made  your  efcape  from  your  tutors  to 
join  your  brother  at  the  defence  of  Scilly. 

"  You  are  pleafed  to  fay,  it  is  yet  doubtful  if  the  Hollanders  are  rafh  enough  to  make  foch  an 
attempt ;  but  be  that  as  it  will,  I  beg  leave  to  infift  upon  it,  that  I  may  be  prefeuted  to  his  Majefty,  ai 
one  whofe  utmoft  ambition  it  is  to  devote  his  life  to  his  fervicc,  and  my  country's,  after  the  example 
of  all  my  anceitors. 

"  The  gentry  affembled  at  York,  to  agree  upon  the  choice  of  reprefentatives  for  the  county,  have 
prepared  an  addrefs,  to  affrre  his  Majefty  they  are  ready  to  facrifice  their  lives  and  fortunes  for 
him,  upon  this  and  all  other  occafions ;  bat,  at  the  fame  time,  they  humbly  befeech  him  to  give  them 
fuch  magiftrates  as  may  be  agreeable  to  the  laws  of  the  land ;  for  at  prefent  there  is  no  authority  te 
which  they  can  legally  fubmit. 

"  They  have  been  beating  up  for  volunteers  at  York  and  the  towns  adjacent,  to  fupply  the  regi 
ments  at  Mull ;  but  no  body  will  lift.  By  what  I  can  hear,  every  body  wiflies  well  to  the  King, 
but  they  would  be  glad  his  minifters  were  hanged. 

"  The  winds  continue  fo  contrary,  that  no  landing  can  be  fofoon  as  was  apprehended  ;  therefore 
I  may  hope,  with  your  leave  and  aififtance,  to  be  in  readinefs  before  any  action  can  begin." 

His  biographers  have  not  told  us  whether  his  father  yielded  to  his  importunities,  or  whether  he 
•was  prefented  to  the  King ;  but  if  he  really  joined  the  army,  it  was  without  any  danger  to  his  per 
fon,  for  the  Revolution  was  effected  In  England,  without  Ihedding  one  drop  of  blood. 

Having  no  public  employment,  and  poffeffed  of  but  a  contracted  fortune,  he  lived  in  retirement, 
during  the  reign  of  King  William,  and  devoted  his  attention  to  literary  purfuits  and  amufements ; 
the  fruits  of  which  appeared  in  his  plays  and  poems,  chitfly  written  within  that  period. 

He  is  faid,  however,  to  have  preferved  himfelf,  at  tliis  time,  from  difgrace  and  difficulties'  by 
ceconomy,  which  he  forgot  or  neglected  in  life  more  advanced,  and  in  better  fortune. 

About  this  time  he  became  enamoured  of  the  Countefs  of  Nevvburgh,  whom  he  has  celebrated 
•with  fo  much  ardour  by  the  name  of  Myra  ;  though  it  is  probable  that  moft  of  the  verles  addrefTed 
to  Myra,  however  difguifed  and  feemingly  applied,  were  originally  defigned  for  Mary  d'Efte  of 
Modena>  Queen-Confort  of  James;  and  it  appears  that  he  continued  conftant  to  his  theme  ;  for  in 
his  Progrefs  of  Beauty,  written  many  years  after,  when  (he  was  no  longer  a  Queen,  he  could  not 
forbear  placing  her  at  the  head  of  his  celebrated  beauties. 

In  1690,  he  addreffed  a  copy  of  virfes  to  Mrs.  Elizabeth  Higgons,  in  anfwer  to  a  very  elegant 
poetical  addrefs  fent  him  by  that  lady  in  his  retirement. 

In  1696,  he  brought  on  the  ftagc  at  Lincoln's-inn  Fields,  Tie  She-Gallants,  a  comedy,  which  was 
acted  with  confiderable  applaufe.  Though  it  is  faid,  in  the  preface,  to  be  "  but  the  child  of  a 
child,"  yet  it  contains  an  infinite  deal  of  wit,  fine  fafire,  and  great  knowledge  of  mankind.  He  re- 
vifed  and  improved  thi<  play  at  a  maturer  time  of  life,  and  printed  it  with  the  title  of  Once  a  Lover 
*nd  always  a  Lover ;  but  it  is  not  free  from  groffiiefs  and  indecency. 

In  1698,  his  Heroic  Love,  or  the  Cruel  Separation,  a  tragedy,  was  acted  at  Lincoln's. inn  Fields, 
with  great  applaufe.  It  is  a  mythological  ftory  upon  the  love  of  Agamemnon  and  Erifeis.  The 
prologue  was  written  by  Mr.  St.  John,  afterwards  Lord  Bolingbrokc,  and  the  epilogue  by  his  rela 
tion  Mr.  Bevil  Higgons.  It  was  praifed  in  profe  by  the  critics,  and  iu  ycrfe  by  Dryden. 

Aufpiciouspoct,  wert  thou  not  my  friend, 
How  could  I  envy,  what  I  muft  commend: 
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But  fince  'tis  Nature's  law,  in  love  and  wit, 

That  youth  mould  reign,  and  with'ring  age  fubmit  ; 

With  lefs  regret,  thofe  laurels  f  refign, 

Which,  dying  on  my  brow,  revive  on  thine. 

In  1701,  Tie  JeiO  tf  Venice,  a  comedy,  altered  from  Shakfpeare's  "  Merchant  of  Venice,"  wai 
acted  at  Lincoln's  inn  Fields  with  applaufe.  The  alterations  are  in  fome  refpects  judicious;  but,  on 
the  whole,  rather  lefien  thpn  improve  the  beauty  and  effec"£  of  the  original.  The  character  of 
Shylock,  as  Rowe  remarks,  is  made  comic,  and  we  are  prompted  to  laughter  jnftead  of  detefta- 
tion.  In  the  fecond  act  is  introduced  a  mufical  mafqwe,  called  Peleus  and  Thetis.  The  profits  were 
defigncd  for  Dryden,  but  upon  that  great  poet's  death  were  given  to  his  fon. 

At  the  acceflion  of  Queen  Anne,,  having  received  a  confiderable  addition  to  his  fortune  by  the 
death  of  his  father,  and  his  uncle  the  Earl  of  Bath,  he  was  chofen  into  Parliament,  for  Fowey  in 
Cornwall. 

In  1702,  he  engaged  in  a  joint  tranflation  of  the  Orations  of  Demofthenes  againft  Philip,  and 
contributed  a  verfion  of  the  Second  Olynt/jian,  to  inflame  the  adherents  of  liberty  againft  the  French 
Monarch,  which  is  llill  very  much  eCceemed. 

In  1706,  he  had  his  eftate  again  augmented  by  an  inheritance  from  his  elder  brother,  Sir  Bevil 
Granville,  who,  as  he  returned  from  his  government  of  Barbadoes,  died  at  fea. 

The  fame  year,  his  Britljb  Encbantcrt,  or  No  Magic  like  Love,  a  dramatic  poem,  cr  as  it  was  firft 
called,  a  tragedy,  was  acted  at  the  theatre  in  the  Hay-market.  It  was  written  fometime  before, 
and  is  juftly  efteemed  the  beft  of  his  dramatic  performances.  Its  fuccefs  was  great ;  but  was  put  a 
ftop  to  by  the  divifion  of  the  theatre  and  a  prohibition  of  mufical  pieces.  Addifon.  wrote  the 
epilogue. 

He  continued  to  ferve  in  Parliament,  and  was  fuccefilvely  chofen  for  Leflwithiel  and  Helfton ; 
and  in  1710  was  chofen  knight  of  the  {hire  for  Cornwall;  and,  at  the  memorable  change  of  the 
imniftry  that  year,  he  was  made  Secretary  at  War  in  the  place  of  Walpole. 

In  171  T,  when  the  new  miniftry,  apprehenfive  of  the  Peace  of  Utrecht  being  rejected  in  the 
Houfe  of  Lords,  advifed  the  Queen  to  make  twelve  peers  in  a  day,  he  was  created  Baron  Lanfdvwnc 
of  Biddiford,  in  the  county  of  Devon. 

Though  the  proftitution  of  the  royal  prerogative  to  the  violence  of  party,  was  regarded  as  an 
unprecedented  and  dangerous  expedient,  yet  the  promotion  of  Granville  was  juftly  remarked  to  be 
not  invidious  ;  becaufe  his  perfonal  merit  was  very  confpicuuus,  and  he  was  the  heir  of  a  family  in 
which  two  peerages,  that  of  the  Earl  of  Bath,  and  Lord  Granville  of  Potheridge,  had  lately  become 
rxtinct.  To  this  honour  was  added,  foon  after,  the  dedication  of  Pope's  "  Windfor  Foreft." 

Being  now  high  in  the  favour  of  the  Queen,  and  in  the  confidence  of  the  Tories,  he  was  ap 
pointed  Comptroller  of  the  Houfehold,  and  made  a  Privy  Counfellor  in  1711;  and  the  next  year 
he  was  advanced  to  be  Treafurer  of  the  Houfehold. 

At  the  acctffion  of  King  George,  he  was  removed  from  his  employment,  which  was  given  to 
the  Earl  of  Cholmendeley,  and  his  connection  with  the  Tories  prevented  his  being  employed  in  that 
and  the  fucceeding  reign. 

Having  protefted  againft  the  bill  for  attainting  Ormond  and  Bolingbroke,  he  fell  under  the  fuf- 
picion  of  plotting  againft  the  government,  and  was,  after  the  infurrection  in  Scotland,  feiped,  Sep 
tember  26.  1715,  as  a  fufpected  man,  and  confined  in  the  Tower,  till  February  8.  1717,  when  he 
was  releafed,  and  reftored  to  his  feat  in  Parliament. 

Being  confined  in  the  Tower,  in  the  fame  room  in  which  Walpole  had  be^n  prifoncr,  and  had 
left  his  name  on  the  window,  he  wrote  thefe  lies  under  it : 

Good  unexpected,  evil  unforefeen, 
Appea.  by  turns,  as  Fortune  fhifts  the  fcene, 
Some  rais'd  aloft,  come  tumbliug  down  amain, 
And  fall  fo  hard,  they  bound  and  rife  again. 

In  1719,  he  made  a  very  ardent  and  animated  fpeech  againft  the  repeal  of  the  bill  to  prevent 
•ccafional  conformity,  which,  though  it  was  then  printed,  he  has  not  infertcd  into  his  works. 
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In  ijza,  belnjr  embarraffcd,  as  has  been  fuppofed,  by  his  profufion,  he  went  tbroad,  with  th*"1 
pretence  of  recovering  h;is  health,  and  refidcd  fevtral  years  on  the  continent,  in  a  date  of  leifure  and 
retirement. 

During  his  refidence  abroad,  he  wrote  A  ^'indication  of  General  Mont,  Duke  of Albtmarle,  from  fame 
plummet  of  Dr.  Evtnet,  and  fame  mi/lakes  of  Mr.  Archdeacon  Ecbard,  in  relation  to  tie  f ale  of  Dunkirk  and 
the  Portugal  Match,  and  A  Vindication  of  Sir  Richard  Gran-uillc,  Gene.al  tit  tie  We/,  for  King  Charles  /., 
from  the  tn'freprAfcntatlons  of  tbc  Eart  of  Clarendon  and  Mr.  Archdeacon  Ecbard,  which  were  publifhed 
at  his  return  to  England  in  173  a. 

•  The'defence  of  G-sneral  Monk,  and  his  relation,  Sir  Richard  Granville,  was  anfwered  civilly  by 
Oldmixon  in  his  "  Reflexions,  Hiftorical  and  Political,  &c. ;"  to  whi^h  his  Lordftiip  replied  in  A 
Letter  t»  tie  Author  of  R  fox  ions,  Hijiorical  and  Political,  dated,  Old  Windfor,  Aug.  aa.  1732,  which 
was  followed  by  "  Remarks,  &e."  on  that  letter,  by  Thomas  Burnct,  Efq.,  the  bifhop's  fon,  written 
•with  equal  candour  and  civility. 

In  i  733,  he  found  a  more  formidable  opponent  in  Dr.  Colbatch  of  Trinity  College,  Cambridge,' 
who  undertook  the  vindication  of  Mr.  Echard,  which  he  executed  with  great  vigour  and  judg 
ment,  but  with  too  much  afperity.  He  was  more  fuccefsful  than  either  of  his  predeceffors,  and 
liis  Lordfhip  very  prudently  declined  an  anfwer. 

In  1732,  he  publifhed  a  very  beautiful  and  fplendid  edition  of  his  works  in  4to,  in  which  he 
omitted  what  he  difappro-red,  and  enlarged  what  feemed  deficient. 

He  now  appeared  at  Court,  and  was  kindly  received  by  Queen  Caroline,  to  whom,  and  to  the 
Frincefs  Anne,  he  p refented  his  works,  with  Ftrfes  an  the  blank  leaves,  with  which  he  concluded  his 
poetical  labours.  , 

He  died  at  his  houfe  in  Hanover  Square,  Jan .  30, 1 735,  in  the  68th  year  of  his  age ;  having  a  few- 
days  before  buried  his  wife,  the  Lady  Anne  Villiers,  widow  of  Thomas  Thynne,  Efq.  (father  of 
Thomas,Lord  Vifcount  Wcyn'.outh),and  daughter  of  Edward  Villiers,  Earl  of  Jerfey,  by  whom  he  had 
four  daughters,  Anne,  Mary,  Grace,  and  Elizabeth,  but  no  fon.  His  title  of  nobility  is  now  en 
joyed  by  that  difliiiguifhed  ftatcfrrfan,  and  illnftrrous  ornament  and  patron  of  fcience  and  literature, 
the  Matquis  of  Lanfdowne,  who  married  Sophia,  daughter  of  the  late  Earl  of  Granville,  the 
reprefeiitative  of  the  family  of  Bath  and  Lanfdowne. 

Granville's  works  have  been  often  printed  both  in  4to,  and  in  I2mo;  befides  which,  there  is  in 
"  Somers's  Tradls,"  vol.  it.  a  Letter  from  a  Nobleman  abroad,  to  bis  Friend  in  England,  1J22. 

The  character  of  Granville  feems  to  have  been  amiable  and  refpeclable.  His  good-nature  and 
politenefs  have  been  celebrated  by  Pope,  and  many  other  poets  of  the  firft  eminence.  The  luflre  of 
his  rank,  no  doubt,  procured  him  more  incenfe  than  the  force  of  his  genius  would  otherwife  have 
attracted ;  but  he  appears  not  to  have  been  deftitute  of  tine  parts,  which  were,  however,  rather  ele 
gantly  poliflied,  than  great  in  themfelves. 

There  is  perhaps  nothing  more  interefting  in  his  character,  than  the  -veneration  he  had  for  fome, 
and  the  tendernefs  he  had  for  all  hia  family.  Of  the  former,  his  hiftorical  ptrformances  afford 
f. -me  pleafing  proofs  ;  of  the  latter,  there  are  extant  two  letters,  one  to  his  ccufin  the  lad  Earl  of 
Bath,  and  the  other  to  his  coufm  Mr.  Bevil  Granville,  on  his  entering  into  holy  orders,  written 
with  a  tendernefs,  a  freedom,  and  an  honefty,  which  render  them  invaluable. 

The  general  character  of  his  poetry,  is  elegance,  fprightlinefs  arid  dignity.  He  is  feldom  tender, 
and  very  rarely  fublime.  In  his  fnaller  pieces  he  endeavours  to  be  gay  ;  in  the  larger  to  he  great. 
Of  his  airy  and  light  productions  the  chief  fource  is  gallantry,  and  the  chief  defcd  a  fuperabundance 
of  fentimems  and  illuftrations  from  mythology.  He  feldom  fetches  an  amorous  fentiment  from  the 
depth  of  fcience.  His  thoughts  are  fuch  as  a  liberal  convcriation  and  large  acquaintance  with  life 
•would  eaGly  fupply.  His  didlion  is  chafte  and  elegant ;  and  his  verification,  which  he  borrowed 
from  Waller,  is  rather  fmocth  than  ftrong. 

"  Mr.  G'anville,"  fays  Dr.  Tclton  "  is  the  poetical  fon  of  Waller.  \Ve  obferved  with  pleafure, 
iin;iHtude  of  wit  in  the  difference  nf  years,  and  with  Granville  do  meet  at  once  the  fire  of  his  fa- 
th;:Yyouth,  and  the  judgment  of  his  age.  He  hatli  rivalled  hint  in  his  fineft  addreff,  and  is  at 
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happy  as  ever  he  was  in  raifing  modern  compliments  upon  ancient  ftory,  and  fetting  off  the  BritHIi 
Valour  and  the  Englifh  beauty  with  the  old  gods  and  goddeffes !" 

"  Granville,"  fays  Lord  Orford,  "  imitated  Waller;  but  as  that  poet  has  been  much  excelled  f;nce, 
a  faint  copy  of  a  faint  matter  muft  ftrike  ftill  lefs.  It  was  fortunate  for  his  Lordfliip,  that  in  an 
age  when  perfecution  raged  fo  fiercely  againit  luke-warm  authors,  he  had  an  intimacy  with  the 
^uquifitor-general ;  how  elfe  could  fuch  lines  as  this  have  efcaped  the  Bathos  I" 

When  thy  gods 

Enligbtst  trice  to  fpeak  their  dark  decrees. 

HEROIC   LOVE,  SCENE  1. 

The  eftimat*  of  his  poetical  character,  as  given  by  Dr.  Johnfoa,  is,  in  fome  refpects,  lefs  favburanla 
than  the  opinion  of  the  general  readers  of  poetry. 

"  Granville  was  a  man  illuftrious  by  his  birth,  and  therefore  attracted  notice;  fincc  he  is  by  Po^e 
ftyled  "  the  polite"  he  muft  be  fuppofed  elegant  in  his  manner,  and  generally  loved ;  he  was  in 
times  of  conteft  and  turbulence  fteady  to  his  party,  and  obtained  that  efteem  which  is  always  con 
ferred  upon  firmnefs  and.  confifiency.  With  thcfe  advantages,  having  learned  the  act  of  verifying, 
he  declared  himfclf  a  poet,  and  his  claim  to  the  laurel  was  allowed. 

"  But  by  a  critic  of  a  later  generation,  who  takes  up  his  book  without  any  favourable  prejudices, 
the  praife  already  received  will  be  thought  fufficient  ;  for  his  .works  do  not  {how  him  to  have  had 
much  comprehenfion  from  nature,  or  illumination  from  learning.  He  feems  to  have  had  no  ambi 
tion  above  the  imitation  of  Waller,  of  whom  he  has  copied  the  faults,  and  very  little  more.  He  is 
for  ever  amufing  himfelf  with  the  puerilities  of  mythology ;  his  King  is  Jupiier,  who,  if  the  Q^een 
brings  no  children,  has  a  barren  Juno.  The  Q^een  is  compounded  of  Juno,  Venus,  and  Minerva. 
His  Poem  on  tie  Ducbefs  «/  Gruftens  la-uirjuit,  atter  having  rattled  a  while  with  Juno  and  Pallas, 
Mars  and  Alcides,  Cafliope,  Niobe,  and  the  Propetides,  Hercules,  Minos,  and  Rhadamanthus,  at 
laft  concludes  its  folly  with  profanenefs. 

"  His  verfes  to  Myra,  which  are  moft.  frequently  mentioned,  have  little  in  them  of  either  art  or 
nature,  of  the  fentiments  of  a  lover,  or  the  language  of  a  poet  ;  there  may  be  found  hers  and  there 
a  happier  effort,  but  they  are  commonly  feeble  and  unaffed.ing,  or  forced  and  extravagant. 

"  His  little  pieces  are  feldom  either  fprightly  or  elegant,  either  keen  or  weighty.  They  are 
trifles  written  by  idlenefs,  and  publifhed  by  vanity.  But  his  prologues  and  epilogues  have  a  juft. 
claim  to  praife. 

"  The  Pregrefs  of  Beauty  feems  one  of  his  moft.  elaborate  pieces,  and  is  not  deficient  in  fylendour 
and  gaiety;  but  the  merit  of  original  thought  is  wanting.  Its  higheft  praife  is  the  fpirit  with  which 
he  celebrates  King  James's  confort,  when  fhe  was  a.queea  no  longer. 

"  The  EJfay  on  Unnatural  Flights  in  Poetry  is  not  inelegant  nor  injudicieus,  and  has  fomething  of 
vigour  beyond  moft  of  his  other  performances;  his  precepts  are  juft,  and  his  cautions  proper;  they 
are  indeed  not  new,  but  in  a  didactic  poem  novelty  is  to  be  expected  only  in  the  ornaments  and 
illuftrations.  His  poetical  precepts  are  accompanied  with  agreeable  and  inflructive  notes. 

"  The  mafque  of  Ptleus  and  Thetis  has  here  and  there  a  pretty  line,  but  it  is  not  always  melodi 
ous,  and  the  conclufion  is  wretched. 

"  In  his  Britljh  Enchanters  he  has  bidden  defiance  to  all  chronology,  by  confounding  the  incon- 
fiftent  manners  of  different  ages ;  but  the  dialogue  has  often  the  air  of  Dxyden's  rhyming  tragedies ; 
and  the  fongs  are  lively,  though  not  very  correct.  This  id,  I  think,  far  the  beft  of  his  works ;  for 
if  it  has  many  faults,  it  has  likewife  paflages  which  are  at  had  pretty,  though  they  do  not  rife  to 
any  high  degree  of  excellence.'' 


POEMS. 


AT  my  return,  after  near  ten  years  abfence,  I 
found  feveral  editions  had  been  publifhed  of  Verfes 
and  Poems,  &c.  under  my  name,  but  fo  maimed 
and  imperfect  as  would  have  put  me  out  of  coun 
tenance,  had  not  the  public  received  them  with 
fuch  diftinguifhing  candour,  even  under  all  thofe 
difad  vantages. 

As  it  is  plain,  from  their  feveral  fubjedts,  that 
they  were  compofed  (or  the  moft  part  in  the 
earlieft  time  of  my  appearance  in  the  world,  I 
can  attribute  that  indulgence  to  no  other  con- 
fideration  but  a  gejierous  connivance  at  youthful 
follies. 

So  favourable  a  reception,  however,  led  me,  in 
this  time  of  leifure  and"  retirement,  to  examine 
upon  what  foundation  1  had  been  fo  much  obliged 
to  the  public;  and  in  that  examination  I  have 
difeovered  fuch  ftrange  variations  from  the  ori 
ginal  writing,  as  can  no  way  be  accounted  for 
but  from  the  negligence,  ignorance,  or  conceited- 
nefs  of  different  tranfcribers  from  furreptitious 
copies :  many  things  attribuced  to  my  feif,  of  which, 


by  not  belonging  to  me,  it  would  he  unjuft  to 
affume  the  merit ;  and  as  many  attributed  to 
ethers,  which,  by  belonging  to  me,  would  be  as 
much  unjuft  to  leave  them  to  the  cenfure. 

To  re&ify  therefore  all  paft  miftakes,  and  to 
prevent  all  future  impofitions,  I  have  been  prevail 
ed  upon  to  give  way  to  this  prefent  publication  ; 
difowning  whatever  has  been,  or  may  hereafter 
be'publifhed  in  my  name,  but  what  has  the  fanc- 
tion  of  being  printed  by  Mr.  Jacob  Tonfon  and 
Mr.  JLawton  Gilliver  j  excepting  two  come<Mes, 
intituled,  Once  a  Lover,  and  al-ways  a  Lover ;  and, 
'Ibe  °Je-w  of  Venice,  altered  from  Shakfpeare. 

As  thele  poems  feem  to  begin  where  Mr. 
Waller  left  off,  though  far  unequal  and  fhort  of 
fo  inimitable  an  original;  they  may,  however,  be? 
permitted  to  remain  to  pofterity  as  a  faithful  re- 
gifter  of  the  reigning  beauties  in  the  fucceeding  age. 

Upon  that  merit  alone  the  Author  prtfumes  to 
recomm&ud  them  to  the  patronage  of  the  fair  fex. 

LA.NSDOWNE. 


TO  THE  EARL  OF  PETERBOROUGH, 

On  bis  happy  Accomplijbment  of  tie  Marriage  bet-ween 
bis  Royal  Highnefs  and  the  Princefs  Mary  D'£/Ie, 
of  Modena,  Written  fe-aeral  Tears  after ,  in  lmi~ 
tation  of  the  Style  of  Mr.  Waller. 

His  Juno  barren  in  unfruitful  joys, 
Our  Bntifh  Jove  his  nuptial  hours  employs : 
So  fate  ordains,  that  all  our  hopes  may  be, 
And  all  our  profpecft,  gallant  York,  in  thee. 
By  the  fame  wifh  afpiring  queens  are  led, 
Each  languifhing  to  mount  his  royal  bed  ; 
His  youth,  his  wifdom,  and  his  early  fame 
Create  in  every  brcaft  a  rival  flair.e  : 
Remoteft  kings  fit  trembling  on  their  thrones, 
As  if  uo  diftancs  could  fecure  their  crowns ; 


Fearing  his  valour,  wifely  they  contend- 
To  bribe  with  beauty  fo  renown'd  a  friend. 
Beauty  the  price,  there  need  no  other  arts, 
Love  is  the  fureft  bait  for  heroes  hearts  : 
Nor  can  the  fair  conceal  as  high  concern, 
To  fee  the  prince,  for  whom,  unfeen,  they  bun. 

Brave  York,  attending  to  the  general  voice, 
At  length  refolvtsto  make  the  wiih'd-for  choice, 
To  noble  Mordaunt,  generous  and  juft, 
Of  his  great  heart,  he  gives  the  facred'truft  : 
"  Thy  choice,  laid  he,  fhall  well  direcl  that  heart, 
"  Where  chou,  my  beft  helov'd,  halt  fuch  a  part,  , 
"  In  counfel  oft,  and  oft  in  battle  tiy'd, 
"  Betwixt  thy  mafler,  and  the  wdrld  decide." 

The  choien  Mercury  prepares  t*  obey 
This  high  command.     Gently  ye  winds  convey, 
X  x  iii 
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•  Uti/iam  mod  odi  cere 


$arrii'ma  digaa  Dca,  :   Certe  ejl  Dfa  carmiaa  digna. 


Sttten  by  the  Aitllor,  bring  tien  vet  Twelve  Y^ars 
r.f  Agt^  to  Her  Kcyal  Higbntfs  tie  Ducbeft  ef  Tor  It, 
at  Trinity  College  in  Cambria^:. 

WHEN  join'd  in  one,  the  good,  the  fair,  the  great, 
tJefcehd  ro  view  the  mufcs  humble  A  at, 
Though  in  mean  lines,  they  their  vail  joys  dc-") 
-'arc,  ( 

i  ct  for  fincerity  and  truth,  they  dare  f 

With  your  own  Tafjfo's  mighty  felf  compare.     J 


And  with  aufpicious  gales  his  fafcty  wait, 

On  whom  depend  Great  Britain's  hopes  and  fate. 

So  Jal'on  with  his  Argonauts,  from  Greece 

To  Cholcos  fail'd,  to  feck  the  Golden  Fleece. 

As  when  tlie  goddcfics  ciiine  down  of  old 

On  .Ida's  hill,  fo  niany  ages  told,    , 

"With    gifts    their   young    Dardaniau  Judge  they 

try'd, 

And  each  bade  high  to  win  him  to  her  fide; 
So  tempt  they  him,  and  cmu'.oufly  vie 
To  bribe  a  voice  that  empires  would  not  huy  ; 
With  balis  and  banquets,  his  pleas' d  fenfe  they 

bait, 
An.l  queens  and  Icings  upon  his  pleafures  wait. 

Th*  impartial  judge  furveys  with  vail  delight 
AH'that  the  Tun  i'urrounds'of  fair  and  biight, 
Then,  fhi&ly  juft,  he  with  adoring  eyes, 
To  radiant  Ji.fi  £  gives  the  royal  prize1. 
Of  antique  ilock  her  high  dcfcent  (he  brings, 
I>.r,rn  to  renew  the  race  of  Britain's  kings  ; 
Who  could  Jeferve,  lilte  her",  iti  whom  we  fee 
United,  all  that  Paris  found  in  three. 
O  equal  pair  '.  when  both  were  ftt  above 
Ail  other  merit,  hut  each  otherVlove. 

Vi'ekome,   bright  princefs,  to  Great  Britain's 

fhorc, 

As  Berecynthia  to  high  heaven,  who  bore 
That  finning  rscft  of  goddeffss  and  gods 
That  h'H'd  the  flcies,  and  rul'd  the  biefr  abides  : 
From  thee,  my  mufe  expetfls  as  noble  themes, 
.Another  Mars  and  Jove,  another  James; 
Our  future  hopes,  all  from  thy  womb  arife  ; 
Our  prefent  joy  and  fafety,  from  your  eye's, 
Thofe  charming  eyes,  which'  (nine  to  reconcile 
T(>  'harmony  and  peace,  our  flubborn  ifle. 
On  brazen  .TVlemnon,  Phcebus  cafls  a  ray, 
Ar>d  the  tough  metal,  fo  falutes  the  day. 

The  Britilh  dame,  fam'd  for  refiftlefs  grace, 
Contends  not  now,  but  for  the  fecond  place,    - 
Our  love  fufpended,  we  rjegledt  the  fair 
T'ur  whom  we  burn'd,  to  gaze  adoring  here. 
80  fang  the  fyretts  with  enchanting  found, 
Ent{ciiig  all  to  lifken  and  be  drown'd  ; 
Till  Orpheus  raviih'd  in  a  nobler  flrain, 
They  cra*'d  to  fing,  or,  finging,  charm'd  in  vain. 

This  Heft  alliance,  Peteioor  >w,  may 
Th'  indebted  nation  boumeoufly  repay  ; 
Thy  ftatues,  for  the  genius  of  our  land, 
With  palm  adorn'J,  on  every  threfhoid  fland. 


Then,  bright  and  merciful  as  heav'n.  receive 

Fr<  m  them  fuch  praifcs,  as  to  heav'n  they  give, 

Their  praifes  for  that  gentle  infli.ence, 

'vVhich  thofe  aufpicious  lights,  your  eyes,  difpcnfe; 

Thofe  radiant  eyes,  whofe  irrefiftlefs  flame 

Strikes  envy  dumb,  and  keeps  fedition  tame  : 

They  can  to  gazing  multitudes  give  law, 

Convert  the  factious,  and  the  rebel  awe  ; 

They  conquer  for  the  Duke,  where'er  you  tread, 

Millions  of  profelytes,  behind  are  led  ; 

Through  crowds  of  new-made  converts  flill  you  go, 

PL-3'.'d  and  triumphant  at  the  glorious  mow. 

Happy  that  prince  who  has  in  you  obtain 'd 

A  greater  conqueft  than  his  arms  e'er  gain'd. 

With  all  war's  rage,  he  may  abroad  o'crcome, 

But  love's  a  g'.  trier  vidtory  at  home  ; 

Securely  here,  he  on  that  face  relies, 

l.ayi  by  his  arms,  and  conquers  with  your  eyes. 

And  all  the  glorious  aclior.s  of  his  life 

Thiuks  well  rewarded,  bleft  with  fuch  a  wife. 


TO  THE  KING. 

IN  THE   FIRST  TEAR  OF  HIS  MAJESTY'S  REIGN. 

MAT  all  thy  yearsvlike  this,  aufpicious  be, 
And  bring  thee  crowns,  and  peace,  and  victory  ! 
Scarce  hadft  thou  time  t'  unfneath  thy  conqu'riug 

blade,        •    ' 

It  did  but  glitter,  and  the  rebels  fled  • 
Thy  fword,  the  fafeguard  of  thy  brother's  throne, 
Is  now  as  much  the  bulwark  of  thy  own. 
Aw'd  by  thy  fame,  the  trembling  nations  fend 
Throughout  the  world,  to  court  fo  firm  a  friend. 
The  guilty  fenates,  that  refus'd  thy  f\vay, 
Rep-  nt  theif  crime,  and  hafter.  to  obey  ; 
Tribute  they  raife,  and  vows  and  oflT'rmgg  bring, 
Confefs  their  phrenzy,  and  confirm  their  king. 
Who  with  their  venom  overfpread  thy  foil, 
Thofe  fcorpions  of  the  flate,  prefent  their  oil. 
So  the  wotld's  Saviour,  like  a  mortal  dreit, 
Although  by  daily  miracles  confeft, 
Accus'd  of  evil  dn&rine  by  the  Jews, 
The  giddy  crowd  their  rightful  p/ince  refufe ; 
But  when  they  faw  Inch  terror  in  the  ikies, 
The  temple  rent,  their  King  in  glory  rile  ; 
Seiz'd  with  amaze,  they  own'd  their  lawful  Lord, 
And   ftruck   with   guilt,    bow'd,    trembl'd,    and 
ador'd. 


TO  THE  KING. 

THOUGH  train'd  in  arms,   and  learn'd  in  martial 

'    a^s, 

Thou  choofed,  not  to  conquer  men,  but  hearts  ; 
Expecting  nations  for  thy  triumphs  wait, 
But  thou  prcfcr'ft  the  name  of  Juft  to  Great. 
So  Jove  fufpeiuli  his  fubjeft  world  to  doom, 
Which,  would  he  pleafe  to  thunder,  he'd  confume. 
O  !   could  the  ghofts  of  mighty  heroes  dead, 
Return  on  earth,  and  quit  th'  Elyfian  fhade  ! 
Brutv.';  to  James  would  truft  the  people's,  cav.fe; 
Thy  juftice  is.  a  (bonder  guard  than  laws. 


P    O 


Marius  and  Sylla  would  refign  to  thee, 
Nor  Crcfar  and  great  Pompey  rivals  be; 
Or  rivals  only,  who  fhould  beft  obey, 
And  Cato  give  his  voice  for  regal  fway. 


TO  THE  KING. 

HEROES  of  old,  by  rapine,  and  by  fpoil, 
In  ftarch  of  fame,  did  all  the  world  embroil ; 
Thus  to  their  gods  each  then  ally'd  his  name, 
This  fprang  from  Jove,  and  that  from  Titan  came : 
With  equal  valour,  and  the  fame  fuccefs, 
Dread  king,  might* ft  thou  the  univerfe  opprefs; 
But  Chriftian  laws  conftrain  thy  martial  pride, 
Peace  is  thy  choice,  and  piety  thy  guide  ; 
By  thy  example  kings  are  taught  to  fway, 
Heroes  to  fight,  and  faints  may  learn  to- pray. 

From  gods  defcended,  and  of  race  divine, 
Neftor  in  ccunfel,  and  Ulyffes  fhine; 
But  in  a  day  of  battle,  all  would  yield 
To  the  fierce  mafter  of  the  feven-fold  fliield  : 
Their  very  deities  were  grac'd  no  more, 
Mars  had  the  courage,  Jove  the  thunder  bore. 
But  all  perfections  meet  in  James  alone, 
And  Britain's  king  is  all  the  gods  in  one. 


TO  MR.  EDMUND  WALLER. 

ON   HIS  VERSES  TO  THE  AUTHOR. 

WHEN  into  Libya  the  young  Grecian  came, 
To  talk  with  Hammon,  and  confult  for  fame  ; 
When  from  the  facred  tripod  where  he  ftood, 
The  prieft  infpir'd,  faluted  him  a  God; 
Scarce  fuch  a  joy  that  haughty  victor  knew, 
Thus  own'd  by  heaven,  as  I,  thus  prais'd  by  you. 
Whoe'er  their  name's  can  in  thy  numbers  (how, 
Have  more  than  empire,  and  immortal  grow; 
Ages  to  come  (hall  fcorn  the  pow'rs  of  old, 
When  in  thy  verfe,  of  greater  gods  they're  told  ; 
Our  beauteous  queen,  and  royal  James's  name, 
For  Jove  and  Juno  (hall  be'plac'd  by  fame  ; 
Thy  Charles  for  Neptune  (hall  the  leas  command, 
And  Sacariffa  fliall  for  Venus  ftand  : 
Greece  (hall  no  longer  boaft,  nor  haughty  Rome, 
Jiut  think  fiom  Britain  all  the  gods  did  come. 


TO  THE  IMMORTAL  MEMORY  OF 

MR.  EDlvlUND  WALLER, 

UPON   HIS  DEATH. 

ALIKE  partaking  of  celeftial  fire, 

Poets  and  heroes  to  renown  afyire, 

'Till  crown'd  with  honour,  and  immortal  name," 

By  wit,  or  valour,  led  to  tqual  fame,  ( 

They  mingle  with  the  gods  who  breath'd  the  j 

noble  flame. 

To  high  exploits,  the  praifes  that  belong, 
Live,  but  as  nourilh'd  by  the  poet's  fong. 
;  A  tree  of  life  is  facred  poetry, 
Sweet  is  the  fruit,  and  tempting  to  the  eve; 


Many  there  are,  who  nibble  without  leave, 
But  none  who  are  not  born  to  tafle,  furvivc. 

Waller  (hall  never  die,  of  life  fecure, 
As  long  as  fame,  or  aged  time  endure, 
Waller,  the  mufe's  darling,  free  to  tafte 
Of  all  their  ftores,  the  matter  of  'he  feaft  ; 
Not  like  old  Adam,  ftinted  in  his  choice, 
But  lord  of  all  the  fpacious  paradife. 

Thofe  foes  to  virtue,  fortune,  and  mankind, 
Fav'ring  his  fame,  once,  to  do  juftice  join'd ;  ' 
No  carping  critic  interrupts  his  praife ; 
No  rival  drives,  but  for  a  fecond  place  ; 
No  want  conftrain'd ;  (the  writer's  ufual  fate) 
A  poet  with  a  plentiful  eftate  ; 
The  firft  of  mortals  who  before  the  tomb, 
Struck  that  pernicious  monfter,  envy,  dumb; 
Malice  and  pride,  thofe  favages,  difarni'd ; 
Not  Orpheus  with  fuch  powerful  magic  charm'd. 
Scarce  in  the  grave  can  we  allow  him  more, 
Than  living  we  agreed  to  give  before. 

His  noble  mufe  employ'd  her  generous  rage    ~) 
In  crowning  virtue,  fcorning  to  engage  0 

The  vice  and  follies  of  an  impious  age.  j 

No  fatyr  lurks  within  this  hallow'd  ground,       •) 
But    nymphs   aud  heroines,    kings    and  godsr 
abound ;  r 

Glory,  and  arms,  and  love,  is  all  the  found.       j 
His  Eden  with  no  ferpent  is  defil'd, 
But  all  is  gay,  delicious  all,  and  mild. 

Miftaken  men,  his  mufe  of  flattery  blame. 
Adorning  twice  an  impious  tyrant's  name, 
We  raife  our  own,  by  giving  fame  to  foes ; 
The  valour  that  he  prais'd,  he  did  oppofe. 

Nor  were  his  thoughts  to  poetry  confin'd, 
The  flare,  and'bufinefs  ffur'J  his  ample  mind  • 
As  all  the  fair  were  captives  to  his  wit, 
So  fenates  to  his  wifdorn  would  fubrr.it ; 
His  voice  fo  foft,  his  eloquence  fo  ftrong, 
Like  Cato's  was  his  fpeech,   like  Ovid's  was  hi* 
fong.  f 

Our  Britrfh  kings  are  rais'd  above  the  herfe, 
Immortal  made,  in  his  immortal  verfe ; 
No  more  are  Mars  and  Jove  poetic  themes, 
But  the  celeftial  Charles's,  and  juft  James : 
Juno  and  Pallas,  all  the  fhiaing  race 
Of  heavenly  beauties,  to  the  queen  give  place- 
Clear,  like  her  brow,  and  graceful  was  his  fong, 
Great,  like  her  mind,  and  like  her  virtue  ftrong. 

Parent  of  gods,  whodoftto  gods  remove, 
Where  art  ihou  plac'd?  and  which  thy  feat  above  If 
Waller,  the  god  of  verfe,  we  will  proclaim, 
Not  Phoebus  now,  but  Waller  be  his  name ; 
Of  joyful  bards,  the  ivveet  feraphic  choir 
Acknowledge  thee  their  oracle  and  fire ; 
The  fphercs  do  lu-mage,  and  the  mufes  (ing 
Waller,  the  god  of  verfe,  who  was  the  king. 


TO  MYRA. 
"LOVING  AT  FIRST  SIGHT. 

No  warning  of  th"  approaching  flame, 
Swiftly,  like  fadden  death,  it  came  ; 
Like  travellers,  by  lightening  kill'd, 
I  burn'd  the  moment  I  beheld. 
4 


THE    WORKS    OF    GRANV1LLE. 


Irr  whom  fo  many  charms  are  plac'd, 
Is  with  a  mind  as  nobly  grac'd  ; 
The  cafe  fo  fhining  to  behold, 
I&  fill'd  with  richeft  gems,  and  gold. 

To  what  my  eyes  admir'd  before, 
I  add  a  thoufand  graces  more  ; 
And  fancy  blows  into  a  flame, 
The  fpark  that  from  her  beauty  came. 

The  object  thus  improv'd  by  thought, 
By  my  own  image  1  am  caught ; 
Pygmalion' fo,  with  fatal  art 
Voliih'd  the  form  that  flung  his  heart. 


TO  MYRA. 

WARN'D,  and  made  wife  by  others  Same, 
I  fled  from  whence  fuch  mifchiefs  came, 
Shunning  the  fex,  that  kills  at  fight,     - 
1  fought  my  fafety  in  my  flight. 

But,  ah  !  in  vain  from  fate  I  fly, 
For  firft,  or  laft,'as  all  muft  die; 
So  'tis  as  much  decreed  above, 
That  firft,  or  laft,  we  all  muft  love. 

My  heart  which  flood  fo  long  the  fhock 
Of  winds  and  waves,  like  fome  firm  rock, 
By  one  bright  fpark  from  Myra  thrftwn, 
Is  into  flame,  like  powder,  blown. 


SONG  TO  MYRA. 

FOOLISH  love,  begone,  faid  I, 

Vain  are  thy  attempts  on  me ; 
Thy  fofc  allurements  1  defy, 
Women,  thofe  fair  diflemWtrs,  fly, 
My  heart  was  never  made  for  thee. 

Love  heard  ;  and  ftraight  prepar'd  a  dart ; 

Myra,  revenge  my  caufe,  faid  he  : 
Too  fure  'twas  (hot,  1  feel  the  fmart, 
It  rends  my  brain,  and  tears  my  heart ; 

O  Love  '.  my  conqu'ror,  pity  me. 


IMITATION  OF  THE  SECOND  CHORUS 

IN  THE 

SECOND  ACT  OF  SENECA'S  THTE  TUS 

WHEN  will  the  gods,  propitious  to  our  prayers, 
Qompofe  our  fa&ions,  and  conclude  our  wars? 
Ye  fons  of  Iriachus,  repent  the  guilt 
<Jf  crowns  ulurp'd,  and  blood  of  parents  fpilt ; 
For  impious  greatnefs,  vengeance  is  in  ftore; 
,i>hort  is  the  date  of  all  ill-gotten  power. 
Give  ear,  ambitious  princes,  and  be  wife ; 
Liften,  and  learn  wherein  true  greatnefs  lies: 
Place  not  your  pride  in  roofs  that  fhine  with  gems, 
In  purple  robe*,  nor  fparkling  diadems ; 


Nor  in  dominion,  nor  extent  of  land  : 

He's  only  great,  who  can  himfelf  command, 

Whofe  guard  is  peaceful  innocence,  whofe  guide 

Is  faithful  reafon  ;  who  is  void  of  pride. 

Checking  ambition  ;  nor  is  idly  vain 

Of  the  falfe  incenfe  of  a  popular  train  ; 

Who  without  ftrife,  or  envy,  can  behold 

His  neighbour's  plenty,  and  his  heaps  of  gold; 

Nor  covets  other  wealth,  but  what  we  find 

In  the  pofleflionsof  a  virtuous  mind. 

Fearlefs  he  fees,  who  is  with  virtue  crown'd, 
The  tempeft  rage,  and  hears  the  thunder  found  ; 
Ever  the  fame,  let  fortune  fmile  or  frown, 
On  the  red  fcaffbld,  or  the  blazing  throne ; 
Serenely,  as  he  liv'd,  refigns  his  breath, 
Meets  deftiny  half  way,  nor  (brinks  at  death. 

Yefovereign  lords,  who  fit  like  gods  in  ftatcr, 
Awing  the  world,  and  buftling  to  be  great ; 
Lords  but  in  title,  vaflals  in  effect, 
Whom  luft  controuls,  and  wild  defires  direfl  : 
The  reins  of  empire  but  fuch  hands  difgrace, 
Where  paflion,  a  blind  driver,  guides  the  race. 
What  is    this   fame,    thus  crowded  round  with 

flaves  ? 

The  breath  of  fools,  the  bait  of  flattering  knaves  : 
An  honeft  heart,  a  confcience  free  from  blame, 
Not  of  great  a<Ss,  but  good,  give  me  the  name  : 
In  vain  we  plant,  we  build,  our  ftores  increafe, 
If  confcience  roots  up  all  our  inward  peace. 
What  need  of  arms,  or  inftruments  of  war, 
Or  battering  engines  that  doftroy  from  far  ? 
The  greateft  king,  and  conqueror  is  he, 
Who  lord  of  his  own  appevites  can  be  ; 
Bleft  with  a  pow'r  that  n<  thing  can  deftroy, 
And  all  have  equal  freedom  to  tnjoy. 

Whom  world'y  luxury,  and  pomps  allure, 
They  tread  on  ice,  and  find  no  footing  fure  ; 
Place  me,  ye  powers  :  in  fome  obfcure  retreat, 
O  !  keep  me  innocent,  make  others  great : 
In  quiet  (hades,  content  with  rural  fports, 
Give  me  a  life  remote  from  guilty  courts, 
Where  free  from  hopes  or  fears,  in  humble  cafe, 
Unheard  of,  I  may  live  and  die  in  peace. 

Happy  the  man  who  thus  retir'd  from  fight, 
Studies  himfelf,  and  feeks  no  other  light : 
But  moft  unhappy  he,  who  fits  or.  high, 
Expos'd  to  every  tongue  and  every  eye  ; 
Whofe  follies  blaz'd  about,  to  all  are  known, 
But  are  a  lecret  to  himfelf  alone  : 
Worfe  is  an  evil  fame,  much  worfe  than  none. 


A  LOYAL  EXHORTATION. 

WRITTEN  IN   THE  YEAR   l688. 

OF  kings  dethron'd,  and  blood  of  brethren  fpilt, 
In  vain,  O  Britain  '.  you'd  avert  the  guilt; 
If  crimes  which  your  forefathers  blufii'd  to  ownj 
Repeated,  call  for  heavier  vengeance  down. 

Tremble,  ye  people  who  your  kings  diftrefs, 
Tremble,  ye  kings,  for  people  you  opprefs; 
Th*  Eternal  fees,  arm'd  with  his  forky  rods, 
The  rile  and  fall  of  empire's  from,  the  gods. 
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VERSES 

SENT  TO  THE  ADTHOR  IN  HIS  RETIREMENT. 
Written  by  Mrs.  Elizabeth  Higgons. 

I. 
WHY,  Granville,  is  thy  life  to  fhades  confin'd,    T 

Thou  whom  the  gods  defign'd 
In  public  to  do  credit  to  mankind  ?  J 

"Why  fleeps  the  noble  ardour  of  thy  blood, 

Which  from  thy  anceftors,  fo  many  ages  paft, 
From  Rollo  down  to  Bevil  flow'd, 
And  then  appear'd  again  at  laft 
Jn  thee,  when  thy  viiftorious  lance  [France  ? 

Bore  the  difputed  prize   from  all   the  youth  of 

n. 
Jn  the  firft  trials  which  are  made  for  fame, 

Thofe  to  whom  fate  fuccefs  denies, 
If  taking  counfel  from  their  ihame, 
They  mpdeftly  retreat,  are  wife. 
But  why  fhculd  you  who  ftill  fucceed,  ") 

Whether  with  graceful  art  you  lead 
The  6 ery  barb,  or  with  as  graceful  motion  tread,  J 
In  {tuning  balls,  where  all  agree 
To  give  the  higheft  praife  to  thee. 
Such  harmony  in  every  motion's  found, 
As  art  could  ne'er  exprefs  by  any  found. 

in. 

So  lov'd  and  prais'd,  whom  all  admire, 
Why,  why  fliould  you  from  courts  and  Amps  re 
tire  ? 

If  Myra  is  unkind,  if  it  can  be, 
That  any  nymph  can  be  unkind  to  thee ; 
If  penfive  made  by  love,  you  thus  retire, 
Awake  your  mufe,  and  firing  your  lyre  ; 
Your  tender  fong,  and  your  melodious  ftrain,      ~\ 
Can  never  be  addreft  in  vain ;  [again.  C 

She  needs  mult  love',  and  we  fhall  have  you  back  j 


OCCASIONED  BY  THE  FOREGOING 

VERSES. 

WRITTEN  IN  THE  YEAR   1690. 

CEASE,  tempting  Siren,  ceafe  thy  flattering  ftrain, 
Sweet  is  thy  charming  fong,  but  fung  in  vain  : 
When  the  winds  blow,  and  loud  the  tempefts  roar, 
What  fool  would  truft  the  waves,  and  quit  the 

fliore? 

Early,  and  vain,  into  the  world  I  came, 
Big  with  falls  hopes,  and  eager  after  fame ; 
Till  looking  round  me,  ere  the  race  began, 
Madmen,  and  giddy  fools,  were  all  that  ran ; 
Reclaim'd  betimes,  I  from  the  lifts  retire, 
And  thank  the  gods,  who  my  retreat  infpire. 
In  happier  times  our  anceftors  were  bred, 
When  virtue  was  the  only  path  to  tread  : 
Give  me,  ye  gods  !  but  the  fame  road  to  fame. 
Whate'er  my  fathers  dar'd,  I  dare  the  fame. 
Chang'd  is  the  fcene,  fome  baneful  planet  rules 
An  impious  world,  contriv'd  for  knaves  and  fools. 
Look  now  around,  and  with  impartial  eyes 
Confider,  and  examine  all  wh.o  fi&; 


Weigh  well  their  actions,  and  their  treacherous 

ends, 

How  greatnefs  grows,  and  by  what  fteps  afcends ; 
What  murders,  treafons,  perjuries,  deceit ; 
How  many  crufh'd,  to  make  one  monfler  great. 
Would   you    command  ?     Have  fortune  in  your 

power  ? 

Hug  when  you  ftab,  and  fmile  when  you  devour  ? 
Be  bloody,  falfe,  flatter,  forfwear,  and  lie, 
Turn  pander,  pathic,  parafitc,  or  fpy  ; 
Such  thriving  arts  may  your  wifh'd  purpofe  bring, 
A  minifter  at  leaft,  perhaps  a  king. 

Fortune,  we  moft  unjuftly  partial  call, 
A  miftrefs  free,  who  bids  alike  to  all ; 
But  on  fuch  terms  as  only  fuit  the  bafe, 
Honour  denies  and  fhuns  the  foul  embrace. 
The  honed  man,  who  ftarves  and  is  undone, 
Not  fortune,  but  his  virtue  keeps  him  down. 
Had  Cato  bent  beneath  ihe  conquering  caufe, 
He  might  have  liv'd  to  give  new  fenates  laws; 
But  on  vile  terms  difdaining  to  be  great, 
He  perifti'd  by  his  choice,  and  not  his  fate. 
Honours  and  life,  th"  ufurper  bids,  and  all 
That  vain  miftaken  men  good-fortune  call, 
Virtue  forbids,  and  fets  before  his  eyes 
An  hnneft  death,  which  he  accepts,  and  dies : 

O  gloriouii  resolution  1   Noble  pride  ! 
More  honour'd,  than  the  tyrant  liv'd,  he  dy'd; 
More  lov'd,   more  prais'd,   more  envy'd  in  his 

doom, 

Than  Ciefar  trampling  on  the  rights  of  Rome. 
The  virtuous  nothing  fear,  but  life  with  fhame, 
And  death's  a  pleafant  road  that  leads  to  fame. 

On  bones,  and  fcraps  of  dogs  let  me  be  fed, 
My  limbs  uncover'd,  and  expos'd  my  head 
To  bleakeft  colds,  a  kennel  be  my  bed. 
This,  and  all  other  martyrdom  for  thee, 
Seems  glorious,  all,  thrice  beauteous  honefty  ! 
Judge  me,  ye  powers  !  let  fortune  tempt  or  frowa 
I  fland  prepar'd,  my  honour  is  my  own. 

Ye  great  difturbers,  who  in  endlefs  noife, 
In  blood  and  rapine  feek  unnatural  joys; 
For  what  is  all  this  buftle  but  to  fhun 
Thofe  thoughts  with  which  you  dare  not  be  alone  2 
As  men  in  mifery,  oppreft  with  care, 
Seek  in  the  rage  of  wire  to  drown  defpair. 
Let  others  fight,  and  eat  their  bread  in  blood, 
Regardlefs  if  the  caufe  be  bad  or  good ; 
Or  cringe  in  courts,  depending  on  the  nods 
Of  ftrutting  pigmies  who  would  pafs  for  gods. 
For  me,  unpra&is'd  in  the  courtiers  fchool, 
Who  loathe  a  knave,  and  tremble  at  a  fool ; 
Who  honour  generous  Wycherley  oppreft, 
Pofieft  of  little,  worthy  of  the  beft, 
Rich  in  himfelf,  in  virtue  that  outfhines 
All  but  the  fame  of  his  immortal  lines, 
More  than  the  wealthieft  lord,  who  helpsto  drain 
The  famiih'd  land,  and  rolls  in  impious  gain  t 
What  can  1  hope  in  courts  ?  Or  how  fucceed  ? 
Tygers  and  wolves  fhall  in  the  ocean  breed, 
The  whale  and  dolphin  fatten  on  the  mead  : 
And  every  element  exchange  its  kind, 
Ere  thriving  honefty  in  courts  we  find. 

Happy  the  man,  of  mortals  happieft  he, 
Whufe  cjuitt  mind  frqoi  vain  defir.es  is  free ; 
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\Vhom  neither  hope*  deceive,  nor  fcar»  torment, 
But  lives  at  peace,  within  himfelf  content, 
4.n  thought,  or  act,  accountable  to  none, 
But  to  himfelf,  and  to  the  gods  alone  : 
O  fweetnefs  of  content '.  feraphic  j  oy  1 
Which  nothing  wants,  and  nothing  can  deflroy. 

Where  dwells  this  peace,  this  freedom  of  the 

mind  1 

Where,  hut  in  (hades  remote  from  human  kind ; 
In  flowery  vales,  where  nymphs  and  fhepherds 

meet, 

But  never  comes  within  the  palace  gate. 
Farewell  then  cities,  courts,  and  camps,  farewell, 
Welcome,  ye  groves,  here  let  me  ever  dwell, 
From  cares,  from  bufmefs,  and  mankind  remove,' 
All  but  the  mufes,  and  infpiring  love  : 
How  fweet  the  morn  !  How  gentle  is  the  night ! 
POW  calm  the  evening  !  And  the  day  how  bright ! 

From  hence,  as  from  a  hill,  I  view  below 
The  crowded  world,  a  mighty  wood  in  fhow, 
Where  feveral  wanderers  travel  day  and  night, 
By  different  paths,  and  none  are  in  the  right. 


SONG. 

LOVE  is  by  fancy  led  about 

From  hope  to  fear,  from  joy  to  doubt ; 

Whom  we  now  an  angel  call, 
Divinely  grac'd  in  every  feature, 
Straight 's  a  deform'd,  a  perjur'd  creature; 

Love  and  hate  are  fancy  all., 

'Tis  but  as  fancy  (hall  prefent 
Objects  of  grief,  or  of  content, 

That  the  lover's  bleft,  or  dies  : 
Vifions  of  mighty  pain,  or  pleafure, 
Imagin'd  want,  imagin'd  treafure, 
'   All  in  powerful  fancy  lies. 


BEAUTY  AND  LAW. 

A  POETICAL  PLEADING. 

King  Charles  II.  having  made  a  grant  of  the  re- 
vcrfion  of  an  office  in  the  court  of  King's- Bench, 
to  his  fon  the  Duke  of  Grafton ;  the  Lord  Chief 
Juftice  laying  claim  to  it,  as  a  perquifite  legally 
belonging  to  his  office,  the  caufe  came  to  be 
heard  before  the  Houfe  of  Lords,  between  the 
Duchefs,  relic  of  ihe  faid  Duke,  and  the  Chief 
Juftice. 

THE  princes  fat;  beauty  and  law  contend; 
The  queen  of  love  will  her  own  caufe  defend  : 
Secure  (he  looks,  as  certain  none  can  fee 
$uch  beauty  plead,  and  not  her  captive  be-. 
What  need  of  words  with  fuch  commanding  eyes  ? 
Mull  I  then  fpeak?  O  heav'ns!  the  charmer  cries; 
O  barbarous  clime  !  where  beauty  borrows  aid 
From  eloquence,  to  charm,  or  to  perfuade  I 
Will  difcord  never  leave  with  envious  care 
To  raife  debate  ?  But  difcord  governs  here 
To  Juno,  Pallas,  wifdom,  fame,  and  power, 
Long  dice  preferred,  what  trial  needs  tfccrc  more  ? 


Confefs'd  to  fight,  three  goddfffes  defcend 
On  Ida's  hill,  and  for  a  prize  contend ; 
Nobly  they  bid,  and  lavifhly  purfue 
A  gift,  that  only  could  be  beauty's  due : 
Honours  and  wealth  the  generous  judge  denies. 
And  gjves the  triumph  to  the  brighteft  eye». 
Such  precedents  are  numberlefs,  we  draw 
Our  right  from  CHflom  ;  cuftom  is  a  law 
As  high  as  heaven,  as  wide  as  feas  or  land  ; 
As  ancient  as  the  world  is  our  command. 
Mars  an  Alcides  would  this  plea  allow  ; 
Beauty  was  ever  abfolute  till  now. 
It  is  enough  that  I  pronounce  it  mine, 
And,  right  or  wrong,  he  fhould  his  claim  refign  : 
Not  bears  nor  tygers  fure  fo  favage  are, 
As  thefe  ill-manner'd  monfters  of  the  bar. 

Loud  ||  rumour  has  proclaim'd  a  nymph  divine, 
Whofe  matchlefs  form,  to  counterbalance  mine,  " 
By  dint  of  beauty  fhall  exort  your  grace  : 
Let  her  appear,  this  rival,  face  to  face ; 
Let  eyes  to  eyes  oppos*d  this  ftrife  decide  ; 
Now,  when  I  lighten,  let  her  beams  be  try'd. 
Was't  a  vain  promife,  and  a  gownman's  lie  ? 
Or  ftands  (he  here,  unmark'd,  when  I  am  by  ? 
So  heav'n  was  mock'd,  and  once  all  Elys  round, 
Another  Jupiter  was  faid  to  found  ; 
On  brazen  floors  the  royal  actor  tries 
To  ape  the  thunder  rattling  in  the  fkies ; 
A  brandifli'd  torch,  with  emulating  blaze, 
Affects  the  forky  lightning's  pointed  rays  : 
Thus  borne  aloft,  triumphantly  he  rode 
Through  crowds  of  worfhippers,  and  acts  the  god. 
The  fire  omnipotent  prepares  the  brand, 
By  Vulcan  wrought,  and  arms  his  potent  hand; 
Then  flaming  hurls  it  biffing  from  above, 
And  in  the  vaft  abyfs  confounds  the  mimic  Jove. 
Prefumptuous  wretch  !  with  mortal  art  to  dare 
Immortal  power,  and  brave  the  thunderer  1 

Cafliope,  preferring  with  difdain, 
Her  daughter  to  the  Nereids,  they  complain ; 
The  daughter,  for  the  mother's  guilty  fcorn, 
Is  doom'd  to  be  devour'd ;  the  mother's  borne 
Above  the  clouds,  where,  by  immortal  light, 
Revers'd  (he  (bines,  expos'd  to  human  fight, 
And  to  a  (hameful  pofture  is  confin'd, 
As  an  eternal  terror  to  mankind. 
Did  thus  the  gods  fuch  private  nymphs  refpc>ft  ? 
What  vengeance  might  the  queen  of  love  expect  ? 

But  grant  fuch  arbitrary  pleas  are  vain, 
Wav'd  let  them  be  ;  mere  juftice  (hall  obtain. 
Who  to  a  hufband  juftlier  can  fucceed, 
Than  the  ibft  partner  of  his  nuptial  bed  ; 
Or  to  a  father's  right  lay  ftronger  claim, 
Than  the  dear  youth  in  whom  furvivcs  his  name  ? 
Behold  that  youth,  confider  whence  he  fprings, 
And  in  his  royal  veins  rcfpcct  your  kings: 
Immortal  Jove,  upon  a  mortal  (he, 
Begat  his  fire  :  Second  from  Jove  is  he. 

Well  did  the  father  blindly  fight  your  caufe, 
Following  the  cry — of  liberty  and  laws, 

||  A  report  fpread  of  a  beautiful  rnuiR  lady,  niece  t« 
the  Lord  iliief  Jutlice,  who  would  appear  at  the  bar  of  the 
Houic  of  Lonif,  and  eclipfc  the  charms  of  the  Duchefs  »t 
Gratton  :  No  luch  ladv  was  fctn  there,  nor  perhaps  ever 
in  any  [ur;  of  t 
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If  by  thofc  laws,  for  which  he  loft  his  life  *, 
You  fpoil,  ungratefully,  the  fon  and  wife. 

What  need  I  more  ?  '  Tis  reafon  to  difpute  : 
The  grant  was  royal;  that  decides  the  fuit. 
"  Shall  vulgar  laws  imperial  power  conftrain  ? 
"  Kings,  and  the  gods,  can  never  zft  in  vain." 

She  finifh'd  here,  the  queen  of  every  grace, 
Difdain  vermilioning  her  heavenly  face  : 
Our  hearts  take  fire,  and  all  in  tumult  rife, 
And  one  wifh  fparkles  in  a  thoufand  eyes. 
O  !  might  fome  champion  finifh  thefe  debates  ! 
My  fvvord  fhail  end,  what  now  my  pen  relates. 
Up  rofe  the  Judge,  on  each  fide  heading  low, 
A  crafty  fmile  accompanies  his  bow ; 
Ulyffes  like,  a  gentle  paufe  he  makes, 
Then,  railing  by  degrees  his  voice,  he  fpeaks. 

In  you,  iny  lords,  who  judge ;  and  all  who  hear, 
Methinks  I  read  your  wifhes  for  the  fair; 
Nor  can  I  wonder,  even  I  contend 
With  inward  pain,  unwilling  to  offend  ; 
Unhappy  !  thus  oblig'd  to  a  defence, 
That  may  difpleafe  fuch  heavenly  excellence. 
Might  we  the  laws  on  any  terms  abufe, 
So  bright  an  influence  were  the  beft  excufc; 
L,et  f  Niobe's  juft  fate,  the  vile  difgr ace 
Of  the  ||  Propoetides'  polluted  race ; 
Let  death,  or  fharne,  or  lunacy  furprife, 
Who  dare  to  match  the  luftre  of  thole  eyes ! 
Aloud  the  faireft  of  the  fex  complain 
Of  captives  loft,  and  loves  invok'd  in  vain ; 
At  her  appearance  all  their  glory  ends, 
And  not  a  ftar,  but  fets,  when  (he  afcends. 

Where  love  prefidcs,  ftill  may  (he  bear  the  prize ; 
But  rigid  law  has  neither  ears  nor  eyes  : 
Charms,  to  which  Mars  and  Hercules  would  bow, 
Minos  and  §  Rhadamanthus  difavovV. 
Juftice,  by  nothing  bias'd,  or  inciin'd, 
Deaf  to  perfuafion,  to  temptation  blind, 
Determines  without  favour,  and  the  laws 
O'erlook  the  parties,  to  decide  the  caufe. 
What  then  avails  it,  that  a  beardlefs  boy 
Took  a  rafh  fancy  for  a  female  toy  ? 
Th'  infulted  Argives,  with  a  numerous  hoft, 
Purfue  revenge,  and  feek  the  Dardan  coaft  ; 
Though  the  gods  built,  and  though  the  gods  defend 
Thof".  lofty  tower*,  the  hoftile  Greeks  afcend; 
Nor  leave  they,  till  the  town  in  afhes  lies, 
And  all  the  race  of  royal  Priam  dies  : 
The  queen  of  ^  Paphos,  mixing  in  the  fray, 
Rallies  the  troops,  and  urges  on  the  day  ; 
In  perlbn,  in  the  foremoft  ranks  fhe  ftands, 
Provokes  the  charge,  directs,  affiils,  commands  j 
Stern  Diomed,  advancing  high  in  air, 
His  lofty  javelin  ftrikesthe  heavenly  fair; 
The  vaulted  Ikies  with  her  loud  fhrieks  refoufld, 
And  high  Olympus  trembles  at  the  wound. 

*  The  Duke  of  Grafton,  (lain  at  the  OCRC  of  Cork  in 
Ireland,  about  the  beginning  of  thfe  Revolution- 

t  NiorK  tun>t(]  into  a  tt'otie  1'or  prefurning  to  compare 
herfelt' with  Dhna. 

||  Proprieties,  certain  virgins,  who,  for  aflrontinj*  Venui, 
Wrcre  condemned  to  open  proltuution,  and  afterwards 
turned  into  Hone. 

^  Mines  and  Rlnib.mnmhus,  famous  leRiflator?,  who  for 
their  ttridl  admin) It ratiun  or'  jultice,  were,  alter  their 
deaths,  made  clilef  judges  in  th;-;nf«ual  re/iows. 
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Irt  caufes  juft,  would  all  the  gods  oppofe, 
'Twere  honeft  to  difpute ;  fo  Cato  chofe. 
Difmifs  that  plea,  and  what  fhall  blood  avail  ? 
If  beauty  is  deny'd,  fhall  birth  prevail  ? 
Blood,  and  high  deeds,  in  diftant  ages  done', 
Are  our  forefathers  merit,  not  onr  own. 
Might  none  a  juft  pcfleffion  be  allow'd, 
But  who  could  bring  defcrt,  or  boaft  of  blood  ? 
What  numbers,  even  here,  might  be  condemn'd,' 
Strip'd,  and  defpoil'd  df  all,  revil'd,  contemn'd  ? 
Take  a  juft  view,  how  many  may  remark, 
Who  now's  a  peer,  his  grandfire  was  a  clerk  : 
Some  few  remain,  ennobled  by  the  fword 
In  Gothic  times :  But  now;  to  be  my  lord, 
Study  the  law;  nor  do  thefe  robes  defpife ; 
Honour  the  gown,  from  whence  your  honours  ril^, 
Thofe  fam'd  dictators,  who  fubdu'd  the  globe, 
Gave  the  precedence  to  the  peaceful  robe ; 
The  mighty  Julius,  pleading  at  the  bar, 
Was  greater,  than  when  thundering  in  the  war 
He  couquer'd  nations  :  '  Fis  of  more  renown 
To  fave  a  client,  than  to  ftorm  a  town. 

How  dear  to  Britain  are  her  darling  laws !     , 
What  blood  has  fhe  not  lavifh'd  in  their  caufe  ! 
Kings  are  like  common  flaves  to  flaughter  led, 
Or  wander  through  the  world  to  beg  their  bread* 
"  When  regal  power  afpires  above  the  laws, 
"  A  private  wrong  becomes  a  public  caufe." 

He  fpoke.     The  nobles  differ,  and  divide ; 
Some  join  with  law,  and  fome  with  beauty  fide. 
Mordaunt,  though  once  her  flave,  infults  the  fair, 
Whofe  fetters  'twas  his  pride,  in  youth,  to  wear  : 
So  Lucifer  revolting,  brav'd  the  power 
Whom  he  was  wont  to  worfhip  and  implore. 
Like  impious  is  their  rage,  who  have  in  chafe 
A  new  omnipotence  in  Grafton's  face. 
But  Rochefter,  undaunted,  juft,  and  wife, 
Afferts  the  goddefs  with  the  charming  eyes; 
And  O  !   may  beauty  never  want  reward 
For  thee,  her  noble  champion,  and  her  guard. 
Beauty  triumphs,  and  law  fubmitting  lies, 
The  tyrant  tam'd,  aloud  for  mercy  cries ; 
Conquefl  can  never  fail  in  radiant  Graftofl'i  eyes. 


LADY    HYDE". 

WHEN  fani'd  Apelles  fought  to  frame 

Some  image  of  th'  Idalian  dame, 

To  furnifh  graces  for  the  piece, 

He  fummon'd  all  the  nymphs  of  Greece  j 

So  many  mortals  were  combin'd, 

To  (how  how  one  immortal  fhin'd. 

Had  Hyde  thus  fat  by  proxy  too, 
As  Venus  then  was  faid  to  do, 
Venus  herfelf,  and  all  the  train 
Of  godideffcs  had  fummon'd  been  ; 
The  painter  muft  have  fearch'd  the  flzie*, 
To  match  the  luftre  of  her  eyes. 

Comparing  then,  while  thus  we  view 
The  ancient  Venus,  and  the  new; 
In  her  we  many  mortals  fee, 
As  many  goddeffes  in  thee. 

t  After.vanls  Counted  of  Clarendon  .and  ?.o» 


THE   WORKS   OF   GRANVILLE. 


JLADY  HYDE  HAVING  THE  SMALL  POX, 

SOON  AFTER  THE   RECOVERY^    OF  MRS.  MOHUN. 

SCARCE  could  the  general  joy  for  Mohun  appear, 
But  new  attempts  (how  other  dangers  near  ; 
Beauty's  attack'd  in  her  imperial  fort, 
"Where  all  her  loves  and  graces  kept  their  court; 
In  her  chief  refidence,  befieg'd  at  laft, 
Laments  to  fee  her  faireft  fields"  laid  wafte. 

On  things  immortal,  all  attempts  are  vain  ; 
Tyrant  difeafe,  'tis  lofs  of  time  and  pain ; 
Glut  thy  wild  rage,  and  load  thte  with  rich  prize 
Torivfrom  her  cheeks,  her  fragrant  lips,  and  eyes : 
Let  her  but  live;  as  much  vermilion  sake, 
As  might  an  Helen,  or  a  Venus  make; 
Like  Thetis,  (he  (hall  fruftrate  thy  vain  rape, 
And  in  variety  of  charms  efcape. 

The  twinkling  ftars  drop  numberlefs  each  night, 
Yet  fliines  the  radiant  firmament  as  bright ; 
So  from  the  ocean  fliould  we  rivers  drain, 
Still  would  enough  to  drown  the  world  remain. 


THE  DUCHESS  OF  , 

'UNSEASONABLY  SURPRISED  IN  THE   EMBRACES 
OF  HER  LORD. 

FAIREST  Zelinda,  ceafe  to  chide,  or  grieve; 

Nx>r  blufh  at  joys  that  only  you  can  give ; 

Who  with   bold   eyes   furvey'd   thofe   matchlefs 

charms, 

Is  punifh'd,  feeing  in  another's  arms  : 
With  greedy  looks  he  views  each  naked  part, 
Joy  feeds  his  eyc»,  but  envy  tears  his  heart. 
So  caught  was  Mars,  and  Mercury  aloud 
Proclaim'd  his  grief,  that  he  was  not  the  god ; 
So  to  be  caught,  was  every  god's  defire  : 
Nor  lefs  than  Venus,  can  Zelinda  fire. 
Forgive  him  then,  thou  more  than  heavenly  fair, 
Forgive  his  rafhnefs,  punifli'd  by  defpair  ; 
All  that  we  know,  which  wretched  mortals  feel 
In  thofe  fad  regions  where  the  tortur'd  dwell, 
Is,  that  they  fee  the  raptures  of  the  blefs'd, 
And  view  the  joys  which  they  muft  never  tafle. 


TO  FLAVIA. 

WRITTEN  ON  HER  GARDEN    IN  THE  NORTH. 

WHAT  charm  is  this,  that  in  the  midft  of  fnow, 

Of  ftorms,  and  blafts,  the  choked  fruits  do  grow  ? 

Melons,  on  beds  of  ice  are  taught  to  bear, 

And  krangers  to  the  fun,  yet  ripen  here ; 

On  frozen  ground  the  fweeteft  flowers  arife, 

Unfcen  by  any  light,  but  Flavia's  eyes ; 

Where'er  fhe  treads,  beneath  the  charmer's  feet 

The  role,  the  jefs'mine,  and  the  lilies  meet; 

Where'er  (lie  looks,  behold  fome  fudden  birth 

Adorns  the  tree*,  and  fructifies  the  earth  ; 

In  midft.  of  mountains,  and  unfruitful  ground, 

As  rich  an  Eden  as  the  firft  is  found. 

In  this  new  parauiie  the  goddefs  reigns, 

In  Covereign  itate,  and  mocks  the  lovu's  pains; 


Beneath  thofe  beams  that  fcorch  us  from  hir  eye*, 
Her  fnowy  bofom  ftill  unmelted  lies ; 
Love  from  her  lips  fpreads  all  his  odours  round, 
Jut  bears  on  ice,  and  fprings  from  frozen  ground. 

60  cold  the  clime  thar  can  fuch  wonders  bear, 
The  garden  feems  an  emblem  of  the  fair. 


TO  THE  SAME. 

Her  Gardens  baviig  efcaped  a  Flood  tktt  bad  laid  all 
the  Country  round^under  Water. 

WHAT  hands  divine  have  planted  and  protect, 
The  torrent  fpares,  and  dtluges  refpecl  ; 
So  when  the  waters  o'er  the  world  were  fpread. 
Covering  each  oak,  and  every  mountain's  head, 
The  chofen  patriarch  fail'd  within  his  ark, 
Nor  might  the  waves  o'erwhelm  the  facred  bark. 
The  charming  Flavia  is  no  lefs,  we  find, 
The  favourite  of  Heaven,  than  of  mankind  ; 
The  gods,  like  rivals,  imitate  our  care, 
And  vie  with  mortals  to  oblige  the  fair  ; 
Thefe  favours  thus  beftow'd  on  her  alone, 
Are  but  the  homage  which  they  fend  her  dowa. 

O  Flavia  !  may  thy  virtue  from  above 
Be  crown'd  with  bleffings,  endlcts  as  my  love. 


TO  "MY  FRIEND  DR.  GARTH. 

IN   HIS  SICKNESS. 

MACHAON  fick,  in  every  face  we  find, 
His  danger  is  the  danger  of  mankind ; 
Whofe  art  protecting,  nature  cculd  expire 
But  by  a  deluge,  or  the  general  fire. 
More  lives  he  faves.  than  perilh  in  our  wars, 
And  fader  than  a  plague  deftroy?,  repairs. 
The  bold  caroufer,  and  advent'rous  dame, 
Nor  fear  the  fever,  nor  refufe  the  flame; 
Safe  in  hi*  (kill,  from  all  redraints  fet  free, 
But  confcious  fliame,  remorfe,  or  piety. 

Sire  f  of  all  arts,  defend  thy  darling  fon  ; 
O  !  fave  the  man  whofe  life's  fo  much  our  own  ! 
On  whom,  like  Atlas,  the  whole  world's  reclin'd, 
And  by  rcftoring  Garth,  preferve  mankind. 


To  my  dear  Kinfman, 
CHARLES  LORD  LANSDOWNE, 

Upon  the  Bombardment  of  tie   To-wn  of  GranvilU  i* 
Normandy,  by  tie  Englijk  Fleet. 

THOUGH  built  by  gods,  confum'd  by  hodile  flame, 
Tioy  bury'd  lies,  yet  lives  the  Trojan  name; 
And  fo  (hall  thine,  though  with  thefe  walls  were 

loft 

All  the  records  our  anceftors  could  boaft. 
For  Latium  conqucr'd,  and  for  Turnus  (lain, 
Auras  lives,  though  not  one  Hone  rtmain 
Where  he  aiofe  :    Nor  art  thou  lcf>  renovvn'd 
For  thy  It  uJ  triumphs  on  Hungarian  ground. 

t  Apollo,  jud  of  poetry  and  piiylic. 


POEMS. 


Thofe  f  arms  which  for   nine  centuries  had 

brav'd 

The  wrath  of  time,  on  antique  flone  engrav'd, 
Now  torn  by  mortars,  {land  yet  undefac'd 
On  nobler  trophies,  by  thy  valour  raii'd  : 
Safe  on  thy  ||  eagle's  wings  they  foar  above         ~* 
The  rage  of  war,  or  thunder  to  remove,  > 

Borne  by  the  bird  of  Caefar,  and  of  Jove.  J 


LADY  HYDE, 

SITTING  AT    SIR  GODFREY   KNELLER's    FOR    HER 
PICTURE. 

WHILE  Kneller,  with  inimitable  art, 

Attempts  that  face  whofe  print's  on  every  heart, 

The  poet,  with  a  pencil  lefs  confin'd, 

Shall  paint  her  virtues,  and  defcrihe  her  mind, 

Unlock  the  (hrine,  and  to  the  fight  unfold 

The  fecret  gems,  and  all  the  inward  gold. 

Two  only  pattern!  do  the  mufes  name, 

Of  perfect  beauty,  but  of  guilty  fame; 

A  Venus  and  an  Helen  have  been  feen, 

Both  perjur'd  wives,  the  goddefs  and  the  queen  : 

In  this  the  third,  are  reconcil'd  at  laft 

Thofe  jarring  attributes  of  fair  and  chafle, 

With  graces  that  attract,  but  noc  enfnare, 

Divinely  good,  as  (he's  divinely  fair  ; 

With  beauty,  not  affected,  vain,  nor  proud; 

With  greatnefs,  eafy,  affable,  and  good  : 

Others  by  guilty  artifice,  and  arts 

Of  promis'd  kindnefs,  practife  on  our  hearts, 

With  expectation  blow  the  paffion  up ; 

She  fans  the  fire,  without  one  gale  of  hope, 

Like  the  chafte  moon,  fhe  fhines  to  all  mankind, 

But  to  Endymion  is  her  love  confin'd. 

What  cruel  deftiny  on  beauty  waits, 

When  on  one  face  depend  fo  many  fates ! 

Oblig'd  by  honour  to  relieve  but  one, 

Unhappy  men  by  thoufands  are  undone. 


TO  MRS.  GRANVILLE, 
or  WOTTON  IN  BUCKINGHAMSHIRE; 

AFTERWARDS 

LADY  CQNWAT. 

LOVE,  like  a  tyrant  whom  no  laws  conftrain, 
Mow  for  fome  ages  kept  the  world  in  pain  ; 
Beauty,  by  vaft  deftriictions  got  renown, 
And  lovers  only  by  their  rage  were  known : 
But  Granville,  more  aufpicious  to  mankind, 
Conqu'ring  the  heart,  as  much  kjftructs  the  mind  ; 
Bleft  in  the  fate  of  her  victorious  eyes, 
Seeing,  we  love  ;  and  hearing,  we  grow  wife  : 
So  Rome  for  wifdom,  as  tor  conqueft  fam'd, 
Improv'd  with  arts,  whom  {he  by  arms  had  tam'd. 
Above  the  clouds  is  plac'd  this  glorious  light, 
Nothing  lies  hid  from  her  inquiring  fight ; 

t  The  Granville  arms  ftill  remaining  at  that  time  on 
•  ne  of  the  gates  ot  the  town". 

(1  He  was'createcl  a  Count  of  the  Empire,  the  fam'ty 
arms  to  be  borae  for  ever  upon  the  brcatt  of  the  imperui 
fyrcad  eagie. 


Athens  and  Rome  for  arts  reftor'd  rejoice, 
Their  language  takes  new  mufic  from  her  voice ; 
Learning  and  love,  in  the  fame  feat  we  find, 
So  bright  her  eyes,  and  fo  adorn'd  her  mind. 
Long  had  Minerva  govern'd  in  the  Ikies, 
But  now  defcends,  confeft  to  human  eye«; 
Behold  in  Granville,  that  infpiring  queen, 
Whom  learned  Athens  fo  ador'd  unfeen. 


TO  MRS.  AFRA  BEHN. 

Two  warrior  ||  chiefs  the  voice  of  fame  divide, 
Who  beft  deferv'd,  not  Plutarch  could  decide : 
Behold  two  mightier  conquerors  appear, 
Some  for  your  wit,  fome  for  your  eyes  declare ; 
Debates  arife,  which  captivates  us  moft, 
And  none  can  tell  the  charm  by  which  he's  loft. 
The  bow  and  quiver  does  Diana  bear; 
Venus  the  dove;   Pallas  thefhield  andfpear:' 
Poets  fuch  emblems  to  their  gods  aflign, 
Hearts  bleeding  by  the  dart,  and  pen  be  thine. 


THE  DESERTION. 

Now  fly,  discretion,  to  my  aid, 

See  haughty  Myra,  fair  and  bright, 
In  all  the  pomp  of  love  array 'd; 

Ah !  how  I  tremble  at  the  fight  1 
She  comes,  fhe  comes — before  her  all 
Mankind  does  proflrate  fall. 

Love,  a  deftroyer,  fierce  and  young, 
Advent'rous,  terrible,  and  ftrong. 
-Cruel  and  rafh,  delighting  ftill  to  vex, 

Sparing  nor  age  nor  fex. 
Commands  in  chief;  well  fortify'd  he  lies, 
And  from  her  lips,  her  cheeks  and  eyes, 
All  oppofition  he  defies. 
Reafon,  love's  old  inveterate  foe, 
Scarce  ever  reconcil'd  till  now, 

Reafon  aflifts  her  too. 

A  wife  commander  he,  for  council  fit ; 
But  nice  and  coy,  nor  has  been  feen  to  fit 
In  modern  fynod,  nor  appear'd  of  late 
In  courts,  nor  camps,  nor  in  affairs  of  flace ; 
Reafon  proclaims  them  all  his  foes, 
Who  fuch  refiftlcfs  charms  oppofe. 

My  very  bofom  friends  make  war 
Within  my  breaft,  and  in  her  interefts  are ; 
Efteem  and  judgment  with  ftrong  fancy  join 
To  court,  and  call  the  fairiwvader  in; 
My  darling  favourite  inclination  too, 

All,  all  confpiring  with  the  foe. 

Ah  !  whither  fhall  I  fly  to  hide 
My  weaknefsfrorn  the  conqu'ror's  pride  ? 
Now,  now,  discretion  be  my  guide. 
But  fee,  this  mighty  Archimedes  too, 
Surrenders  now. 

||  Alexander  and  Caefar.- 


THE   WORKS    OFGRANVILLE. 


Prefuming  longer  to  refill 

His  very  name, 
Discretion  muft  difclaim ; 
Folly  and  madnefs  only  would  perfift. 


SONG. 

I'LL  tell  her  the  next  time,  faid  I, 

In  vain  !  in  vain  !  fur  when  I  try, 
Upon  my  tiniorous  tongue  the  trembling  accents 

Alas  '.  a  thoufand  thoufand  fears  [die. 

Still  ovsrawe  when  fhe  appears  !  [in  tears, 

My  breath  is  fpent  in  fighs,  my  eyes  arc  drown'd 


IN  PRAISE  OF  MYRA. 

TUNE,  tune  thy  lyre,  begin  my  roufe, 
What  nymph,  what  queen,  what  goddefs  wilt  thou 
choofe  ? 

What  praifes  fing  ?  What  charmer's  name 

Tranfmit  immortal  down  to  fame  ? 
Strike,  ftrike  thy  firing,  let  echo  take  the  found, 
And  bear  it  far,  to  all  the  mountains  round  ; 
Pindus  again  fhall  hear,  again  rejoice, 
And  Hemus  too,  as  when  th'  enchanting  voice 
Of  tuneful  Orj  hcus  charm'd  the  grove,  ^ 

Taught  oaks  to  dance,  and  made  the  cedars  move. 

Nor  Venus,  nor  Diana  will  we  name  ; 

Myra  is  .Venus  and  Diana  too, 
All  that  was  feign'd  of  them,  apply  to  her,  is  true; 
Then  fing,  my  mufe,  let  Myra  be  our  theme. 

As  when  the  fhepherds  would  a  garland  make, 
They  fearch  with  care  the  fragrant  meadows 

round ; 

Plncking  but  here  and  there  ?.nd  cnly  talce 
•The  cnoiceft  flow'rs  with  which  feme  nymph  is 
crown'd. 

In  framing  Myra  fp  divinely  fair, 
Nature  has  taken  the  fame  care; 
All  that  i»  lovely,  noble,  good,  we  fee, 
All,  beauteous  Myra,  all  bound  up  in  thee. 
Where  Myra.  is,  there  is  the  queen  of  love, 
Th'  Arcadian  paftures,  and  th'  Idalian  grove. 
l>et  Myra  dance,  fo  charming  is  her  mien, 
In  every  movement  every  grace  is  fecn; 
I,et  Myra  fing,  the  notes  fo  fweetly  wound, 
The  fyrens  would  be  filent  at  the  found. 
Place  me  on  mountains  of  eternal  fnow, 
Where  all  is  ice,  all  winter  winds  that  blow; 
Or  caft  me  underneath  the  burning  line, 

Where  everlafting  fun  dots  fhinc  ; 
Where  all  is  fcorch'd — whatever  you  decree. 

Ye  gods !  wherever  I  fhall  be,. 
Myra  fhall  ftill  be  lov'd,  and  flill  ador'd  by  me. 


SONG  TO  MYRA. 


WHY,  cruel  creature,  why  fo  bent 
To  vex  a  tender:  heart  i 


To  gold  and  title  you  relent, 

Love  throws  in  vain  his  dart. 

ii. 
Let  glittering  fools  in  courts  be  great ; 

For  pay,  let  armies  move  ; 
Beauty  ihould  have  no  other  bait 

But  gentle  vows,  and  love. 

in. 
If  on  thofe  endlefs  charms  you  lay 

The  value  that's  their  due, 
Kings  are  themfelves  too  poor  to  payj 

A  thoufand  worlds  too  few. 

i     ..  .  IV. 

But  iF  a  paflion  without  vice, 

Without  difguife  or  art, 
Ah  Myra  !  if  true  love's  your  price, 

Behold  it  in  my  heart. 


MYRA  SINGING. 

THE  fyrens,  once  deluded,  vainly  charm'd, 
Ty'd  to  the  maft,  Ulyffes  fail'd  unharm'd  ; 
Had  Myra's  voice  entic'd  his  liftening  ear, 
The  Greek  had  ftopt,~and  would  have  dy'dtohear, 
When  Myra  fings,  we  feek  th'  enchanting  found, 
And  blefs  the  nqtes  that  do  fo  fweetly  wound. 
What  mufic  needs  muft  dwell  upon  that  tongue, 
Whofe  fpeech  is  tuneful  as  another's  fong ! 
Such  harmony  !  fuch  wit !  a  face  fo  fair ! 
So  many  pointed  arrows  who  can  bear  ? 
Who  from  her  wit,  or  from  her  beauty  flies, 
If  with  her  voice  fhe  overtakes  him,  dies. 

Like  foldiers  fo  in  battle  we  fuccced, 
One  peril  'fcaping,  by  anothet-'bleed ; 
In  vain  the  dart,  or  glittering  fword  we  fhun, 
Condemd'd  to  perifh  by  the  flanghtering  gun. 


MYRA. 

AT  A  REVIEW  OF  THE   GUARDS  IN   HYDE-PART. 

LET  meaner  beauties  conquer  fingly  ftill, 
But  haughty  Myra  will  by  thoufands  kill ; 
Through  armed  ranks  triumphantly  fhe  drives,  , 
And  with  one  glance  commands  a  thoufand  lives  : 
The  trembling  heroes,  nor  refill,  nor  fly, 
But  at  the  head  of  all  their  fquadrons  die. 


TO  MYRA. 

NATURE  indulgent, provident  and  kind, 
In  all  things  that  excel,  fome  ufc  defign'd  ; 
The  radiant  fun,  of  every  heavenly  light 
The  firfl  (did  Myra  not  difpute  that  right) 
Sends  from  above  ten  thoufand  hleffings  down  ; 
Nor  is  he  fet  fo  high  for  mow  alone, 
His  beams  reviving  with  aufpicious  fire, 
Freely  we  all  enjoy  what  all  admire  : 
The  moon  and  ftars,  thole  faithful  guides  of  night. 
Are  placM  to  help,  not  entertain  the  fight : 
Plants,  fruits,  and  flowers  the  fertile  field«  product, 
Not  for  vain  ornament,  but  vholefome  ufe  ; 


POEMS. 


kealth  they  r  -tore,  and  nonrifllment  they  give, 
We  fee  with  r>leafure,  hut  we  tafte  to  live. 

Then  think  not,  Myra,  that  thy  form  was  meant 
More  to  create  defire.  than  to  content ; 
Would  the  juft  gods  fo  many  charms  provide 
Only  to  gratify  a  mortal's  pride  ? 
Would  they  have  form'd  thee  fo  above  thy  fex, 
Only  to  play  the  tyrant,  and  to  vex  ? 
'Tis  impious  pl^afure  to  delight  in  harm, 
And  beauty  mould  be  kind,  as  well  as  charm. 


THE  PROGRESS  OF  BEAUTY. 

THE  God  of  day  defcending  from  above, 
Mist  with  the  fea,and  got  the  queen  of  lave. 
Beauty,  that  fires  the  world,  'twas  fit  fhould  rife 
From  him  alone  who  lights  the  ftars  and  flues. 
In  Cyprus  long,  by  men  and  gods  obey'd, 
The  lover's  toil  fhe  gratefully  repaid, 
Promifcuous  bleffings  to  her  fhves  affign'd, 
And  taught  the  world  that  beauty  mould  be  kind. 
Learn  by  this  pattern,  all  ye  fair,  to  charm, 
Bright  be  your  beams,  but  without  fcorching  wajm. 

Helen  was  next  from  Greece  'o  Phrygia  brought, 
With  much  expence  of  blood  and  empire  fought  : 
Beauty  and  love  the  nobleft  caufe  afford, 
That  can  try  valour,  or  employ  the  fword. 
Not  men  alone  incited  by  her  charms, 
But  heaven's  concerned,  and  all  the  gods  take  armf . 
The  happy  Trojan  glorioufly  poffeft, 
Enjoys  the  dame,  and  leaves  to  fate  the  reft. 
Your  cold  reflections,  moralifts,  forbear, 
His  title's  beft  who  beft  can  pleafe  the  fair. 
And  now  the  gods,  in  pity  to  the  cares, 
The  fierce  defires,  diffractions,  and  defpairs 
Of  tor^ur'd  men,  while  beauty  was  confin'd, 
Refolv'd  to  multiply  the  charming  kind. 
Greece  was  the  land  where  thi^  bright  race  begun, 
And  faw  a  thoufand  rivals  to  the  fun. 
Henca  follow'd  arts,  while  each  employ'd  his  care 
In  new  productions  to  delight  the  fair  : 
To  bright  Afpafia  Socrates  retir'd, 
His  wifdom  grew  but  as  his  love  infpir'd ; 
Thofe  rocks  and  oaks  which  fuch  emotions  felt, 
Were  Cruel  maids  whom  Orpheus  taught  to  melt ; 
Mufic,  and  fongs,  and  every  way  to  move 
The  ravifli'd  heart,  were  feech  and  plants  of  love. 

The  gods,  entic'd  by  fo  divine  a  birth, 
Defcend  from  heaven  to  this  new  heaven  on  earth; 
Thy  wit,  O  Mercury's  no  defence  from  love  ; 
Nor  Mars,  thy  target ;  nor  thy  thunder,  Jove. 
The  mad  immortals  in  a  thoufand  fhapes,  ~\ 

Range  the  wide  globe  ;  feme  yield,  fome  fuffer  f 
rapes,  f 

Invaded,  or  deceiv'd,  not  one  efcapes.  J 

The  wife,  though  a  bright  goddefs,  thus  gives 

place 

To  mortal  concubines  of  frefh  embrace ; 
By  fuch  examples  were  we  taught  to  fee 
The  life  and  foul  of  love,  is  fweet  variety. 

In  thofe  firft  times,  ere  charming  womankind 
Reform'd  their  pleafutcs,  polifhing  the  miild, 
-Rude  were  their  revels,  <aud  obfcene  their  joys, 
The  broils  of  drunkards,  and  the  luft  of  boys  ; 
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Phoebus  laments  for  Hyacinthuj  dead, 
And  Juno  jealous,  (torms  at  Ganymed. 
Return,  my  mufe,  and  clofe  that  odious  fcene, 
Nor  (lain  thy  verfe  with  images  unclean  ; 
Of  beauty  fing,  her  fhining  progrefs  view,          "j 
From  clime  to  clime  the  dazzling  light  purfue,    f 
Tell  how  the  goddefs  fpread,  and  how  in  empire  T 
grew.  3 

Let  others  govern,  or  defend  the  ftate, 
Plead  at  the  bar,  or  manage  a  debate, 
In  lofty  arts  and  fciences  excel, 
Or  in  proud  domes  employ  their  boafted  fkill, 
To  marble,  and  to  brafs  fuch  features  give, 
The  metal  and  the  (tone  may  feem  to  live  ; 
Defcribe  the  flars,  and  planetary  way, 
And  trace  the  footfteps  of  eternal  day  : 
Be  this,  my  mufe,  thy  pleafure  and  thy  care, 
A  flave  to  beauty,  to  record  the  fair. 
Still  wand'ring  in  love's  fweet  delicious  maze, 
TO  fing  the  triumphs  of  fome  heavenly  face, 
Of  lovely  dames,  who  with  a  fmile  or  frown 
Subdue  the  proud,  the  fuppliant  lover  crown. 
From  Venus  down  to  Myra  bring  thy  fon\j, 
To  thee  alone  fuch  tender  cafks  belong. 

From  Greece  to  Afric  beauty  takes  her  flight, 
And  ripens  with  her  near  approach  to  light : 
Frown  not,  ye  fair,  to  hear  of  fvtrarthy  dames, 
With  radiant  eyes,  that  take  unerring  aims; 
Beauty  to  no  complexion  is  confin'd, 
Is  of  all  colours,  and  by  none  defin'd  ; 
Jewels  that  mine,  in  gold  or  filver  fet, 
As  precious  and  as  fparkling  are  in  jet. 
Here  Cleopatra,  with  a  liberal  heart, 
Bounteous  of  love,  improv'd  the  joy  with  arc, 
The  firit  who  gave  recruited  flaves  to  know 
That  the  rich  pearl  was  of  more  ufe  than  fhow, 
Who  with  high  meats,  or  a  luxurious  draught, 
Kept  love  for  ever  flowing,  and  full  fraught. 
Julius  and  Anthony,  thofe  lords  of  all, 
Each  in  his  turn  prefent  the  conquer'd  b*H; 
Thofe  dreadful  eagles  that  had  fac'd  the  light        . 
From  pole  to  pole,  fall  dazzled  at  her  fight : 
Nor  was  her  death  lefs  glorious  than  her  life, 
A  conftant  miftrefs,  and  a  faithful  wife  ; 
Her  dying  truth  fome  generous  tears  would  coft, 
Had  not  her  fate  (|  infpir'd  the  world  well  loft ; 
With  fecret  pride  the  ravifli'd  mufes  view 
The  image  of  that  death  which  Dryden  drew. 

Pleas'd  in  fuch  happy  climates,  warm  and  bright^ 
Love  for  fome  ages  revel'd  with  delight ; 
The  martial  moors  in  gallantry  refin'd, 
Invent  new  arts  to  make  their  charmers  kind  ; 
See  in  the  lifts,  by  golden  barriers  bound, 
In  warlike  ranks  they  wait   the  the   trumpet's 

found ; 

Some  love-device  is  wrought  on  every  fword, 
.And  every  ribbon  bears  fome.  myftic  word. 
As  when  we  fee  tha  winged  winds  engago, 
Mounted  on  courfers,  foaming  fl.iine  and  rage, 
R:uftling  from  every  quarter  of  the  fky, 
North,  eaft,  and  weft,  in  airy  fwiftnefs  vie ; 
One  cloud  repuls'd,  new  combatants  prepare 
To  meet  as  fierce,  and  form  a  thundering  war  : 

||.  All  for  Love;  or,  Tlie  World  well  Left:  written  try 
Pryden, 
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So  when  the  trumpet  founding,  gives  the  fign, 
The  juilling  chiefs  in  rode  rencounter  join, 
So  meet,  and  fo  renew  the  dextrous  fight, 
Each  fair  beholder  trembling  for  her  knight ; 
Still  as  one  falls,  another  rufhes  in, 
And  all  muft  be  o'ercome,  or  none  can  win. 
The  vi«3or,  from  the  mining  dame,  whofe  eyes 
Aided  his  conqu'ring  arm, receives  a  precious  prize. 
Thus  flourifli'd  love,  and  beauty  reign'd  in  ftate, 
Till  the  proud  Spaniard  gave  thefe  glories  date  : 
Paft  is  the  gallantry,  the  fame  remains, 
Tranfmitted  fafe  in  Dryden's  lofty  fcenes ; 
Granada*  loft,  beheld  her  pomps  reftor'd, 
And  Almahidef,  once  more  by  kings  ador'd. 

Love  driven  thence,  to  colder  Britain  flies, 
And   with  bright  nymphs  the   diftant  fun  fup- 

plies ; 

Romances  which  relate  the  dreadful  fights, 
The  loves  and  prowefs  of  advent'rous  knights ; 
To  animate  their  rage,  a  kifs  record 
From  Britain's  fairett  nymph  was  the  reward ; 
Thus  ancient  to  love's  empire  was  the  claim 
Of  Britifh  beauty,  and  fo  wide  the  fame, 
Which,  like  our  flag  upon  the  feas,  gives  law 
By  right  avow'd,  and  keeps  the  world  in  awe. 

Our  gallant  kings,  of  whom  large  annals  prove 
The  mighty  deeds,  ftand  as  renown'd  for  love  : 
A  monarch's  right  o'er  beauty  they  may  claim, 
Lords  of  that  ocean  from  whence  beauty  came. 
Thy  Rofamond,  great  Henry,  on  the  ftage, 
By  a  late  mufe  prefented  in  our  age, 
With  aking  hearts,  and  flowing  eyes  we  view, 
While  that  diflemblcd  death  prefents  the  true. 
In  Bracegirdle§  the  perfons  fo  agree, 
That  all  feems  real  the  fpe£ators  fee. 

Of  Scots  and  Gauls  defeated,  and  their  kings, 
Thy  captives,  Edward,  fame  for  ever  fings; 
Like  thy  high  deeds,  thy  noble  loves  are  prais'd, 
Who  haft  to  love  the  nobleft  trophy  rais'd  : 
Thy  ftatnes,  Venus,  though  by  Phidias's  hand, 
Defign'd  immortal,  yet  no  longer  ftand ; 
The  magic  of  thy  ftining  zone  is  paft, 
But  Salifbury's  garter  fhall  for  ever  laft, 
Which  through  the  world  by  living  motiarchsworn, 
Adds  grace  to  fceptres,  and  does  crowns  adorn. 

If  fuch  their  fame  who  gave  thefe  rights  divine 
To  facred  love,  O  !  what  dishonour's  thine, 
Forgetful  Queen,  who  fever'd  that  bright  |j  head 
Which  charm'd  two  mighty  monarchs  to  her  bed? 
Hadft  thou  been  born  a  man.thou  hadft  not  err'd, 
Thy  fame  had  liv'd,  and  beauty  been  prcferr'd ; 
But  O !  what  mighty  magic  can  afiiiage 
A  woman's  envy,  and  a  bigot's  rage  ? 

Love  tir'd  at  length,  love,  that  delights  to  fmile, 
Flying  from  fcenes  of  horror  5  >  quits  our  ifle, 
With  Charles,  the  Cupids  and  the  Graces  gone, 
In  exile  live,  for  love  and  Charles  were  one; 
With  Charles  he  wanders,   and  for  Charles  he 

mourns, 
But  O  !  how  fierce  the  joy  when  Charles  returns ! 

•  *  The  Conqueft  of  Granada  ;  written  by  Pryden. 

f  The  part  of  Almahide,  performed  by  Mrs.  Eleanor 
Gwyn,  Miftrefs  to  King  Charles  II. 

!A  famous  aftrcfs. 
Mary  Queen  of  Scots,  beheaded  by  Qurpn  Eltz.tbcth. 
1  The  Rebellion;  and  death  of  King  Ciuilca  I. 
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As  «agcr  flames  with  oppofition  pent, 
Bieak  <uit  impetuous  when  they  find  a  vent; 
As  a  fierce  torrent  bounded  on  his  race, 
Forcing  his  way,  rolls  with  redoubled  pace-: 
From  the  loud  j  alace  to  the  Client  grove, 
All,  by  the  King's  example,  live  and  love; 
The  mufes  with  diviner  voices  fing; 
And  all  rejoice  to  pleafe  the  godlike  King. 

Then  Waller  in  immortal  verfe  proclaims 
The  fhining  court,  and  all  the  glittering  dames ; 
Thy  beauty,  Sidney*,  like  Achilles'  fword, 
Refiftlefs,  ftands  upon  as  fure  record ; 
The  fierceft  hero,  and  the  brighteft  dame, 
Both  fung  alike,  fhall  have  their  fate  the  fame. 

And  now,  my  mufe,  a  nobler  flight  prepare, 
And  fing  fo  loud  that  heaven  and  earth  may  hear. 
Behold  from  Italy  an  awful  ray 
Of  heavenly  light  illuminates  the  day, 
Northward  flie  bends,  majcftically  bright, 
And  here  fhe  fixes  her  imperial  light. 
Be  bold,  be  bold,  my  mufe,  nor  fear  to  raife 
Thy  voice  to  her  who  was  thy  earlieft  praife ; 
What  though  the  fullen  fates  refufe  to  fhine, 
Or  frown  fevere  on  thy  audacious  line, 
Keep  thy  bright  theme  within  thy  fteady  fight, 
The  clouds  fhall  fly  before  the  dazzling  light, 
And  everlafting  day  direct  thy  lofty  flight. 
Thou  who  has  never  yet  put  on  difguife 
To  flatter  faction,  or  defcend  to  vice ; 
Let  no  Vain  fear  thy  generous  ardor  tame, 
But  ftand  erccl,  and  found  as  loud  as  fame. 

As  when  our  eyes  fome  profped  would  purfue,. 
Defcending  from  a  hill,  looks  round  to  View, 
Paffes  o'er  lawns  and  meadows  till  it  gains 
Some  favourite  fpot,  and  fixing  there,  remains : 
With  equal  rapture  my  tranfported  mufe 
Flies  other  objcds,  this  bright  theme  to  choofe. 

Queen  of  our  hearts,  and  charmer  of  our  fight, 
A  monarch's  pride,  hi?  glory  and  delight, 
Princefs  ador'd  and  lov'd  !  If  verfc  can  give 
A  deathlefs  name,  thine  fhall  for  ever  live  ; 
Invok'd  where  e'er  the  Britifh  lion  roars, 
Extended  as  the  feas  that  gird  the  Britifli  fliores. 
The  wife  im.iiortals  in  their  feats  above, 
To  crown  their  labours,  ftill  appointed  love ; 
Phoebus  enjoy 'd  the  goddef.  of  the  fca, 
Alcides  had  Omphale,  James  has  Thee. 
O  happy  James!  content  thy  mighty  mind, 
Grudge  not  the  world,  for  ftill  thy  Queen  is  kind, 
To  lie  but  at  whofe  feet  more  glory  brings 
Than  'tis  to  tread  on  fceptres,  and  or.  kings  : 
Secure  of  empire  in  that  beauteous  breaft, 
Who  would  not  give  their  crowns  to  be  fo  bled? 
Was  Helen  half  fo  fair,  fo  form'd  for  joy, 
Well  chofe  the  Trojan,  and  well  burnt  was  Troy. 
But  ah !  what  ftrange  viciffitudes  of  fate, 
What  chance  Attends  on  every  worldly  ftate  ? 
As  when  the  Ikies  were  fack'd,  the  conqucr'd  gods 
Compell'd  from  heaven,  forfook  their  bleft  abodes ; 
Wandering  in  woods,  they  hid  from  den  to  den, 
And  fought  their  fafety  in  the  fhapes  of  men. 
As  when  the  winds  with  kindling  flames  confpire, 
The  blaze  increafes,  as  they  fan  the  fire ; 

*  The  Lady  Dorothy  Sidney,  celebrated  by  Waller  under 
the  name  of  Sacharilft. 
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From  roof  to  roof  the  burning  torrent  pours, 
Jlor  fparcs  the  palace,  nor  the  loftiuft  towers : 
Or,  as  the  {lately  pine,  erecting  high 
Her  lofty  branches,  Ihooting  to  the  fky, 
If  riven  by  the  thunderbolt  of  Jove, 
L>own  falls  at  once  the  pr ide  of  all  the  grove, 
Level  with  lowed  (hrubs  lies  the  tall  head 
That  rear'd  aloft,  as  to  the  clouds  was  fpread. 
So*         ****«'* 
But.  ceafe,  my  mufe,  thy  colours  are  too  faint, 
Hide  with  a  veil  thofe  griefs  which   none   can 

paint ; 

This  fun  is  fet.— But  fee  in  bright  array 
What  hofts  of  heavenly  light  recruit  the  day. 
J.ove,  in  a  (hining  galaxy,  appears 
Triumphant  {till,  and  Grafton  leads  the  ftnrs. 
Ten  thoufand  loves,  ten  thoufand  feveral  ways 
Invade  adoring  crovirds,  who  die  to  gaze  ; 
Her  eyes  refiftlefc  as  the  fyrens  voice, 
So  fweet's  the  charm,  we  make  our  fate  our  choice 
Who  moft  rcfcrnhlts  her  let  next  be  narh'd, 
Villiers  *  for  wifdcth  and  deep  judgment  fanVd, 
Of  a  high  race,  victorious  beauty  brings 
To  grace  our  courts,  and  captivate  our  kings. 

With  what  delight  my  mufe  to  Sandwich  flies ! 
Whofe  wit  is  piercing  as  her  fparkling  eyes  : 
Ah !  how  fhe  mounts,  and  ipreads  her  airy  wings, 
And  tunes  her.  voice,  when  Ine  of  Ormond  fings  1 
Of  radiant  Ormond,  only  fit  to  be 
The  fucceflbr  of  b -auteous  Offory. 

Richmond's  a  title,  that  but  nam'd,  implies 
Majeftic  graces,  and  victorious  eyes  ! 
Fair  Villiers  firft,  tHen  haughty  Stuart  came, 
And  Brudenel  now  no  lefs  adorns  the  name. 
Dorfet  already  is  immortal  made 
In  Prior's  verfe,  nor  needs  a  fecond  aid. 

By  Bentinck  and  fair  Rutenberg  we  findi 
That  beauty  to  no  climate  is  confin'd. 
Rupert  of  royal  blood,  with  rhocieft 
Blufhes  to  hear  the  triumphs  of  her  face. 

Not  Helen  wirh  St.  Albatt's  might  compare  :~) 

Nor  let  the  mufe  omit  Scroop,   Holms,   arid  ( 

Hare  :  ( 

Hyde,  Vtnus  is ;  the  graces  are  Kildare.  J 

Soft  and  delicious  as  a  fouthern  Iky, 
Are  Dalhwood's  fmiles ;   when  Darnley  f  frowns 

we  die. 

Carelefs§,but  yet  fecare  of  conqueft  ftill, 
Lu'fon  unaiming,  never  fails  to  kill; 
Guilllefs  of  pride  to  captivate,  of  mine. 
Bright  without  art,  flic  wounds  without  defign  : 
But  Wyndharh  like  a  tyrant  throws  the  dart, 
And  takes  a  cruel  pleafure  in  the  fmart, 
Proud  of  the  ravage  that  her  beauties  make, 
Delights  in  wounds,  and  kills  for  killing  fake ; 
Aflerting  the  dominion  of  her  eyes, 
As  heroes  fight  for  glory,  not  for  prize. 

The  fldlful  mufe's  earlieft  care  has  been 
The  praife  of  never-fading  Mazarine  ; 
The  poet  ||  and  hi*  theme,  in  fpite  of  time, 
For  ever  young,  enjoy  an  endiefs  prime. 

*  Counters  of  Orkney. 

f  Lady  Catharine  Darnlcy,  Duthefc  of  Buckingham. 

\  Lady  Cower, 

,",  Monlicur  St.  £vrcirtont. 


With  charms  fo  numerous  Myra  does  fuprife, 
The  lover  knows  not  by  which  dart  he  dies ; 
So  thick  the  volley,  and  the  wound  fo  fure, 
N<>.  flight  can  fave,  no  remedy  can  cure. 

Yet  *  dawning  in  her  infancy  of  light, 
O  fee  !  another  Brudenel  heavenly  bright, 
JBorn  to  fulfil  the  glories  of  her  line, 
And  fix  love's  empire  in  that  race  divine. 

Fain  would  my  mufe  to  Cecil  f  bend  her  fight," 
But  turns  aflonilh'd  from  the  dazzling  light, 
Nor  dares  attempt  to  climb  the  fteepy  flight. 

O  Kneller!   like  thy  pictures  were  my  fohg, 
Clear  like  thy  paint,  and  like  thy  pencil  ftrong; 
Thefe  matchlefs  beauties  fhould  recorded  be. 
Immortal  in  my  verfe,  as  in  thy  gallery  §. 


TO  THE 

COUNTESS  OF  NEWBURGH, 
Injtjling  earnejlly  to  be  told  ivho  I  meant  by  Myra, 

WITH  Myra's  charms,  and  my  extreme  defpair, 
Long  had  my  mufe  amaz'd  the  reader's  ear. 
My  friends,  with  pity,  heard  the  mournful  found, 
And  all  irquir'd  from,  whence  the  fatal  wound ; 
Th'  aftonifh'd  world  beheld  an  endiefs  flame, 
Ne'er  to  be  quench'd,  unknowing  whence  it  came  I 
So  fcafter'd  fire  from  fcorch'd  Vefuvius  flies, 
Unknown   the  fource  from  whence  thofe  flames 

arife  : 

./Egyptian  Nile  fo  fpreads  its  wa'ers  round, 
Outflowing;  far  and  nelir,  its  head  unfound. 

Myra  herfelf,  touch'd  with  the  moving  fcng, 
Would  needs  be  told  to  whom  thofe  plaints  be 
long; 

My  timorous  tongue  not  daring  to  confefs, 
Trembling  to  name,  wouW  fain  have  had  her  guefsj 
Impatient  of  excufe,  (he  urges  ftill, 
Perfifts  in  her  demand,  flie  muft,  flic  will ; 
If  filent,  I  am  threaten'd  with  her  hate; 
If  (  obey — Ah  !  what  rnay  be  my  fate  ? 
Uncertain  to  conceal,  or  to  unfold, 
She  fmiles — the  goddefs  finileS' — and  I  grow  bold. 

My  vows  to  Myra,  all  were  meant  to  thee, 
The  praife,  the  love,  the  matchlefs  conftancy. 
'Twas  thus  of  old,  when  all  th"  immortal  dames 
Were  grac'd  by  poets,  each  with  feveral  names ; 
For  Venus,  Cyiherea  was  invok'd  ; 
Altars  for  Pallas,  to  Tritonia  fmok'd. 
Such  names  were  theirs ;  4nd  thou  the  moft  divine. 
Moft  lov'd  of  heav'nly  beauties — Myra's  thine. 


TO  MYRA. 

So  calm,  and  fo  ferene,  but  now, 
What  means  this  change  on  Myra's 
Her  anguifh  love  now  glows  and  burns 
Then  chills  and  {hakes,  and  the  cold  fit  returns, 

Mock'd  with  .deluding  looks  and  fmiles, 
When  on  her  pity  I  depend^ 

*  Lady  Molyneux. 
+  l-aily  Kanelagh. 

^  The  Gallery  of  Beautfes  in  Hampton-Court, 
Sir  Godfrey  Kneller. 
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My  airy  hope  (he  foon  beguiles, 
And  laughs, to  fee  my  torments  never  end. 
So  up  the  fteepy  hill,  with  pain, 
The  weighty  ftone  is  roli'd  in  vain, 
Which  having  touch'd  the  top,  recoils, 
And  leaves  the  lab'rer  to  renew  his  toils. 


TO  MYRA. 

LOST  in  a  labyrinth  of  doubts  and  joys, 
Whom  now  her  fmiles  reviv'd,  her  fcorn  deflroya 
She  will,  and  ftie  will  not,  (he  grants,  denies, 
Confents,  retraces,  advances,  and  then  flics, 
.Approving,  and  rejecting  in  a  breath, 
Now  proff'ring  mercy,  now  prefenttng  death. 
Thus  hoping,  thus  defpairing,  never  fure, 
How  various  are  the  torments  I  endure ! 
Cruel  eftate  of  doubt !   Ah,  Myra,  try 
Once  to  refolve— or  let  me  live,  or  die. 


TO  MYRA. 

THorcstTF'JL  nights,  and  refllefs  waking, 
Oh,  the  pains  that  we  endure  ! 

Broken  faith,  unkind  forfaking, 
Ever  doubting,  never  fure. 

Hopes  deceiving,  vain  endeavours, 

What  a  race  has  love  t6  run  ! 
Falfe  protefting,  fleeting  favours, 

Ev'ry,  ev'ry  way  undone. 

Still  complaining,  and  defending, 

Both  to  love,  yet  not  agree ; 
Fears  tormenting,  paflion  rending, 

Oh !  the  pangs  of  jealoufy  I 

from  fuch  painful  ways  of  living, 
Ah  !  how  fwtet  could  love  be  free  ! 

Still  prefenting,  ftil!  receiving, 
Fierce,  immortal  ecflafy. 


SONG  TO  MYRA. 

WHY  fliould  a  heart  fo  tender,  break  ? 

O  Myra '  give  its  anguifti  eafe  ^ 
The  nfe  of  beauty  you  miftake, 

Not  meant  to  vex,  but  pleafe. 

Thofe  lips  far  fmiling  were  defign'd  ; 

That  bofom  to  be  '/reft  ; 
Your  eyes  to  lanjruifh.  and  look  kind; 

For  amorous  arms,  your  waift. 

Each  'hing  has  its  appointed  ncjht, 
Eftahlifh'd  Hv  fhe  pow'rs  above, 

The  fun  to  piv    us  warmth,  and  light, 
Myra  to  kindle  love. 


TO  MYRA. 

SINCE  truth  and  conftancy  are  vain, 
Since  neither  love  m>r  fenfr  o  fpaio, 

Nor  force  of    -afi>n  --an  per  uade, 
Then  let  example  be  ebey'd. 


In  courts  and  cities,  could  you-fee 
How  well  the  wanton  fools  agree ; 
Were  all  the  curtains  drawn,  you'd  find 
Not  one,  perhaps,  but  who  is  kind. 

Minerva,  naked  from  above, 
With  Venus  and  the  wife  of  Jove, 
Expofing  ev'ry  beauty  bare, 
Defending  to  the  Trojan  heir; 
Yet  this  was  (he  whom  poets  name 
Goddefs  of  chaftity  and  fame. 

Penelope,  her  lord  away, 
Gave  am'rous  audiences  all  day ; 
Now  round  the  bowl  the  fuitors  fit, 
With  wine,  provoking  mirth  and  wit, 
Then  down  they  take  the  Itubborn  bow, 
Their  ftrength,  it  fcems,  (he  needs  muft  know- 
Thus  twenty  cheerful  winters  paft, 
She's  yet  immortaliz'd  for  chafte. 

Smile  Myra,  then,  reward  my  flame, 
And  be  as  much  fecure  of  fame  ; 
By  all  thofe  matchlefs  beauties  fir'd, 
By  my  own  matchlefs  love  infpir'd  ; 
So  will  I  fmg,  fuch  wonders  write, 
That  when  th*  aftonifh'd  world  (hall  cite 
A  nymph  of  fpotlefs  worth  and  fame, 
Myra  (hall  be  th'  immortal  name. 


SONG  TO  MYRA. 

FORSAKEN  of  my  kindly  flars, 
Within  this  melancholy  grove 

I  wafte  my  days  and  nighcs  in  tears, 
A  victim  to  ingrateful  love. 

The  happy  ftill  untimely  end, 

Death  flies  from  grief,  or  why  fhould  I 
So  many  hours  in  forrow  fpend, 

Wifhing,  alas !  in  vain  to  die  ? 

Ye  powers,  take  pity  of  my  pain, 

This,  only  this  is  my  defire ; 
Ah  !  take  from  Myra  her  difdain, 

Or  let  me  with  this  Cgh  expire. 


TO  MYRA. 

WHEN  wilt  thou  break,  my  flubborn  heart  * 

0  death  !  how  flow  to  take  my  part  I 
Whatever  I  purftfe,  denies, 

Death,  death  itfelf,  like  Myra,  flies. 

Love  and  defpair,  like  twins,  pofleft 
At  the  fame  fatal  birth  my  hreaft ; 
No  hope  could  be.  her  fcorn  was  all 
That  to  my  deftin'd  lot  could  fall. 

1  thought   alas     that  love  could  dwell 
Bur  in  warm  climes  wherr  no  fnow  feH} 
Like  plants,  tha    kindly  heat  require, 

To  be  maintain'd  by  conftant  fire 

That  without  hope,  'twould  die  as  fooa, 
A  little  hope — but  I  have  none  ; 
Or.  air  the  poor  cimelions  thrive, 
Dtny'd  e'en  that,  my  love  can  lire. 


POEMS. 


As  tougheft  trees  in  fiorms  are  bred, 
And  grow  in  fpite  of  winds,  and  fpread 
The  more  the  tempeft  tears  and  fhakcs 
My  love,  the  deeper  root  it  takes. 

Defpair,  that  aconite  does  prove, 
And  certain  death  to  others  love  ; 
That  poiion,  never  yet  withstood, 
Does  nourifh  mine,  and  turns  to  food. 

O     for  what  crime  is  my  torn  heart 
Condemn'd  to  fufter  deathlefs  fmart  I 
Like  fad  Prometheus,  thus  to  lie 
In  endleis  pain,  and  never  die. 


PHYLLIS  DRINKING. 

WHILE    Phillis   is   drinking,    lov?  and  wine    in 

alliance, 

With  forces  united,  bid  refiftlefs  defiance  ; 
By  the  touch  of  her  lips  the  wine  fparkles  higher, 
And  her  eyes,  by  her  drinking,  redouble  their  fire. 

Her  cheeks  glow  the  brighter,  recruiting  their 

colour, 

As  flowers  by  fprinkling  revive  with  frefh  odour ; 
Each  -dart  dip'd  in  wine,  gives  a  wound  beyond 

curing,  [enduring. 

And  the  liquor,  like  oil,  makes  the   flame  more 

Then  Phyllis,  begin,  let  our  raptures  abound, 
And  a  kifs,  and  a  glafs,  be  ftill  going  round, 
Relieving  each  other,  our  pleafures  are  lading, 
And  we  never  are  cloy'd,  yet  are  ever  a-tafting. 


TO  MYRA. 

PREPAR'D  to  rail,  refolv'd  to  part, 
When  I  approach'd  the  perjur'd  fair, 

What  is  it  awes  my  timorous  heart i 
Why  does  my  tongue  forbear  ? 

With  the  leaft  glance,  a  little  kind, 

Such  wond'rous  pow'r  have  Myra's  charms, 

She  calms  my  doubts,  enflaves  my  mind, 
And  all  my  rage  diiarms. 

Forgetful  of  her  broken  vows, 

When  gazing  on  that  form  divine, 

Her  injur'd  vaflaT  trembling  bows, 
Nor  dares  her  flave  repine. 


THE  ENCHANTMENT. 

IN  IMITATION  OF  THEOCRITUS'. 

Mix,  mix  thephiltersj  quick — fhe  fiies,  flie  flies, 
Deaf  to  my  call,  regardlefs  of  my  cries. 
Are  vows  fo  vain  ?  could  oaths  fo  feeble  prove  ? 
Ah  !  with   what  eafe  fhe  breaks  thofe  chains  of 

love  '. 

Whom  love  with  all  his  force  had  bound  in  vain, 
Let  charms  compel,  and  magic  rites  regain. 
Begin,  begin,  the  myftic  fpells  prepare, 
Bring  Myra  back,  my  perjur'd  wanderer. 


Queen  of  the  night,  bright  emprefs  of  the  ftars, 
The  friend  of  love,  afli    a  lover's  cares; 
And  thou,  infernal  Hecate,  be  nigh 
At  whofe  approach  fierce  wives  affrighted  fly  : 
Dark  tombs  difclofe  their  dead,  and  hollow  cries 
Echo  from  under  ground  —  Arife,  arife. 
Begin,  begin,  the  myftic  <pells  prepare, 
Bring  Myra  back,  my  perjur'd  wanderer. 
-  As  crackling  in  the  fire  this  laurel  lies, 
So,  ftruggling  in  love's  flame,  her  lover  dies; 
It  burfts,  and  in  a  blaze  of  light  expires, 
So  may  fhe  burn,  but  with  more  lading  fires. 
Begin,  begin,  the  myftic  fpells  prepare, 
Bring  Myra  b»ck,  my  perjur'd  wanderer. 
As  the  wax  melts,  which  to  the  flame  I  hold, 
So  may  ihe  melt,  and  never  more  grow  cold. 
Tough  iron  will  yield,  and  ftubborn  marble  run, 
And  hardeft  hearts  by  love  are  melted  down. 
Begin,  begin,  the  mftyic  fpells  prepare, 
Bring  Myra  back,  my  perjur'd  wanderer. 
As  with  impetuous  motion  whirling  round, 
This  magic  wheel  ttill  moves,  yet  keeps  its  ground, 
Ever  returning,  fo  may  fhe  come  back, 
And  never  more  the  appointed  round  forfake. 
Begin,  begin,  the  myftic  fpells  prepare, 
Bring  Myra  back,  my  perjur'd  wanderer. 
Diana,  hail  .  all  hail  '  moit  welcome  thou, 
To  whom  th"  infernal  king  and  judges  bow  ; 
O  thou,  whole  art  the  power  of  hell  difarms, 
Upon  a  faithlcfs  woman  try  thy  charms. 
Hark  !  the  dogs  howl,  fhe   comes,  the  goddefs 


Sound  the  loud  trump,  and  beat  our  brazen  drums. 
Bagiu,  begin,  the  myftic  fpells  prepare, 
Bring  Myra  back,  my  perjur'd  wanderer. 
How  calm's  the  Iky  !  how  undifturb'd  the  deep  ! 
Nature  is  hufh'd,  the  very  tempefts  fleep  ; 
The  drowfy  winds  breathe   gently  through  the 

trees, 

And  filent  on  the  beach,  rcpofe  the  feas  : 
Love  only  wakes  ;  the  ftorm  that  tears  my  bread 
For  ever  rages,  and  diftra&s  my  reft  : 
O  love  !  relentlefs  love  '.  tyrant  accurs'd, 
In  defarts  bred,  by  cruel  tygers  nurs'd  ! 
Begin,  begin,  the  myltic  fpells  prepare, 
Bring  Myra  back,  my  perjur'd  wanderer. 
This  ribbon,  that  once  bound  her  lovely  \vaift, 
•O  that  my  arms  might  gird  her  there  as  taft  1 
Smiling  fhe  gave  it,  and  I  priz'd  it  more 
Than  the  rich  zone  the  Italian  goddefs  wore  : 
This  ribbon,  this  lov'd  relick  of  the  fair, 
So  kifs:d,  and  fo  preferv'd  —  thus  —  thus  I  tear. 
O  love  !   why  doft  thou  thus  delight  to  rend 
My  foul  with  pain  ?  ah  .  why  torment  thy  friend? 
Begin,  begin,  the  myftic  fpehs  prepare, 
Bring  Myra  back,  my  perjur'd  wanderer. 
Thrice  have  I  facrific'd,  and  proftrate  thrice 
Adur'd  :  afliit,  ye  powers,  the  facrifice. 
Whoe'er  he  13  whom  now  rhe  fair  beguiles. 
With  guilty  glances,  and  with  perjur'd  f  miles, 
Malignant  vapours  blait  his  impious  head, 
Ye    lightnings  fcorch  him,    thunder    ftrike  him 

dead  5 

Horror  of  co,  fcience  all  his  flumbers  break, 
Dittraft  his  reft,  as  love  keeps  me  awake  ; 
Y  y  iij 
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If  married,  may  bis  wife  an  Helen  be, 
And",  curs'd,  and  fcorn'd,  like  Menelaus,  he. 
Begin,  begin,  the  myftic  fpel's  prepare, 
Bring  Myra  back,  my  perjur'd  wanderer. 
Thefe  powerful  drops,  thrice  on  the  threfhold  pour, 
And  bathe  with  this  enchanted  juice,  her  door, 
That  door  where  nofadauttance  now  is  found, 
But  where  my  foul  is,  ever  hovering  round. 
Hafte,  and  obey  ;  and  binding  be  the  fpell  : 
Here  ends  my  charm ;  O  love !  fucceei!  it  well : 
By  force  of  magic,  flop  the  flying  fair, 
Bring  Myra  back,  my  perjur'd  wanderer, 
Thou'rt  now  alone,  and  painful  is  rcftraint, 
Eafe  thy  preft  heart,  and  give  thy  forrows  vent ; 
Whence  fprang,  and  how   began  th^fe  grief*  de 
clare  ; 

How  much  thy  love,  how  cruel  thy  defpair. 
Ye  moon  and  ftars,  by  whofe  aufpicious  light 
I  haunt  thefe  groves,  and  wafte  the  tedious  night ! 
Tell,  for  you  know  the  burden  of  my  heart, 
Its  killing  anguifn,  and  its  fecret  fmart. 
Too  late  for  hope,  for  my  repi  ff  too  foon 
I  faw,  and  lov'd  :  her  heart  engag'd,  was  gone ; 
A  happier  man  poffefs'd  whom  I  adore ; 
O  !  1  fhould  ne'er  have  feen,  or  feen  before. 
Tell,  for  you  know  the  burden  of  my  heart, 
Its  killing  anguifh,  and  its  fecret  fmart. 
What  fhal!  I  do  ?  fhall  I  in  filence  bear, 
Deftroy  myfclf,  or  kill  the  ravifher? 
Die,  wretched  lover,  die !  but  O  !  beware, 
Hurt  not  the  man  who  is  belov'd  by  her  ; 
Wait  for  a  better  hour,  and  truft  thy  fate, 
Thou  feek'ft  her  love,  beget  not  then  her  hate. 
Tell,  for  you  know  tha  burden  of  my  heart, 
Its  killing  anguifh,  and  its  fecret  fmart. 
My  life  consuming  with  eternal  grief, 
From  herbs,  and  fpells,  I  feek  a  vain  relief; 
To  every  wife  magician  I  repair 
In  vain,  for  ftill  I  love,  and  I  defpair. 
Circe,  Medea,  and  the  Cybil's  books, 
Contain  not  half  th'  enchantment  of  her  looks. 
Tell,  for  you  know  the  burden  of  my  heart, 
Its  killing  anguifh,  and  its  fecret  fmart. 
As  mclrtd  gold  prefervesits  weight  the  fame, 
So  burn'd  my  love,  nor  wafted  in  the  flams. 
And  no,w,  unable  to  fupp^rt  the  ftrife, 
A  glimmering  hppe  recalls  departing  life  : 
My  rival  dying,  I  no  longer  grieve, 
Since  I  may  afk,  and  fhe  with  honour  give. 
Tell,  for  you  knaw  the  burden  of  my  heart, 
Its  killing  anguifh,  and  its  fecret  fmart. 
Witnefs,  ye  hours,  with  what  unwearied  care, 
From  place  to  place  I  ftill  purfu'd  the  fair ; 
Nor  was  occalion  to  reveal  my  flame, 
Slow  to  my  fuccour,  for  it  kindly  came ; 
It  came,  it  came,  that  moment  of  delight, 
O  gods !  and  how  I  trembled  at  the  fight ! 
Tell,  for  you  know  the  burden  of  my  heart, 
Its  killing  anguifh,  and  its  fecret  fmart. 
Difmay'd,  and  metionlefs,  cmfWd,  amaz'd, 
Trembling  1  Itood,  and  terrify *d  I  gaz'd ; 
My  faultering  tongue  in  vain  for  utterance  try'd, 
Faint  was  my  voice,  my  thoughts  abortive  dy'd, 
Or  in  weak  founds,  and  broken  accents  came, 
Jmperfedl,  at  difcourfes  in  a  dream. 


Tell,  for  you  know  the  burden  of  my  heatt, 
Its  killing  anguifh,  and  its  fecret  fmart. 

Soon  fhe  divin'd  what  this  confufi^n  meant, 

And  guefs'd  with  cafe  the  caufe  of  my  complaint. 

My  tongue  emboldening  as  her  looks  were  mild, 

At  length  I  told  my  griefs — arid  ftill  fhe  fmil'd. 

O  fyren !   fyren  !  fair  deluder,  fay, 

Why  would  you  tempt  to  truft,  and  then  betray  ? 

So  fai'hlefs  now,  why  gave  you  h^ pe*  before  ? 

Alas!  you  fhould  have  been  lefs  kind,  or  more. 
Tell,  for  you  know  the  burden  of  my  heart, 
Its  killing  anguifh,  and  its  fecret  fmart. 

Secure  of  innecence,  I  feck  to  know 

From  whence  this  change,  and  my  misfortungi 
grow, 

Rumour  is  loud,  and  every  voice  proclaims 

Her  violated  faith,  and  confcious  flames  : 

Can  this  be  true  ?  ah  !  flattering  mifchief  fpeak  ; 

Could  you  make  vows,  and  in  a  moment  break  ? 

And  can  the  fpace  fo  very  narrow  be 

Betwixt  a  woman's  oath,  and  perjury  ? 

0  jealoufy  !  all  ofher  ills  at  firfl 

My  love  effay'd,  but  thou  art  fure  the  worft. 
Tell,  for  you  know  the  burden  of  my  heart, 
Its  killing  anguifh,  and  its  fecret  fmart. 
Ungrateful  Myra  !  urge  me  thu»  no  more, 
Nor  think  me  tame,  that  once  fo  long  I  bore; 
If  paffion,  dire  revenge,  or  black  defpair, 
Should  once  prevail  beyond  what  man  can  b«ar. 
Who  knows  what  I  ?  ah  '.  feeble  rage,  and  vain  ' 
With  how  fecure  a  brow  fhe  mocks  my  pain  : 
Thy  heart,  fond  lover,  does  thy  threats  belie, 
Cc.nft  thou  hurt  her,  for  whom  thou  yet  wcutdft 

die? 

Nor  durft  fhe  thus  thy  juftrefentment  brave, 
But  that  fhe  knows  how  much  thy  foul's  her  flav<t. 

But  fee !  Aurora  rifing  with  the  fun, 
Diffolves  my  charm,  and  frees  th'  enchanted  meon  j 
My  fpells  no  longer  bind  at  fight  of  day, 
And  young  Endyminn  calls  his  love  away  : 
Love's  the  reward  of  all,  on  earth,  in  heaven, 
And  for  a  plague  to  me  alojie  was  given  : 
But  ills  not  to  be  fhunn'd,  we  muft  endure, 
Death,  and  a  broken  heart's  a  ready  cure. 
Cynthia,  farewell,  go  rell  thy  wearied  light, 

1  muft  for  ever  wake — We'll  meet  again  at  night. 


THE  VISION. 

IN  lonely  walks,  diftra&ed  by  defpair, 
Shunning  mankind,  and  torn  with  killing  care, 
My  eyes  o'erflowing,  and  my  frantic  mind 
Rack'd  with  wild   thoughts,  fwelling  with  fighs 

the  wind ; 

Through  paths  untrodden,  day  and  night  I  rove, 
Mourning  the  fate  of  my  fuccefslefs  love. 
Who  mo(i:  dcfire  to  live,  untimely  fall, 
But  when  we  beg  to  die,  death  flies  our  call ; 
Adonis  dies,  and  torn  is  the  lov'd  breaft 
In  midft  of  joy,  where  Venus  wont  to  reft ; 
That  fate,  which  cruel  fecm'd  to  him,  would  be 
Pity,  relief,  and  happinefs  to  me. 
When  will  my  formws  end  ?  in  vain,  in  vain 
I  call  to  heaven,  and  tell  the  gods  my  paiq.;- 


POEMS. 


The  ?o<ls  averfe,  like  Myra,  to  my  prayer, 

Content  to  doom,  whom  fhe  denies  to  fpare. 

"Why  do  I  feek  for  foreign  aids,  when  I 

Bear  ready  by  my  fide  the  power  to  die  ? 

Be  keen,  my  fword,  and  ferve  thy  mafter  well, 

Heal  wounds  with  wounds,   and  love  with  death 

repel. 

Straight  up  I  rofe,  and  to  my  aking  breaft, 
My  bofom  bare,  the  ready  point  I  preft  ; 
When  lo  !   aftoniih'd,  an  unulual  light 
Pierc'd   the  thick  (hade,    and    all  around  grew 

bright ; 

My  dazzled  eyes  a  radiant  form  behold, 
Splendid  with  light,  like  beams  of  burning  gold; 
Sternal  rays  his  fhining  temples  grace ; 
Eternal  youth  fat  blooming  on  his  face. 
Trembling  I  liften,  proftrate  on  the  ground, 
His  breath  perfumes  the  grove,  and  mufic's  in  the 

found  *. 

Ceafe,  lover,  ceafe,  thy  tender  heart  to  vex, 
In  fruitlefs  plaints  of  an  ungrateful  fex. 
In  fate's  eternal  volumes  it  is  writ, 
That  women  ever  fhall  be  foes  to  wit. 
With  proper  arts  their  fickly  minds  command, 
And  pleafc  'em  with  the  things  they  underftand ; 
With  noify  fopperies  their  hearts  affail,  ^ 

Renounce  all  fenfe  ;  how  fhould  thy  fongs  pre- 1 

vail  ?  ( 

When  I,  the  God  of  wit,  fo  oft  could  fail  ?         J 
Remember  me,  and  in  my  ftory  find 
How  vainly  merit  pleads  to  womankind  : 
I,  by  whom  all  thing*  fhine,  who  tune  the  fpheres, 
Create  the  day,  and  gild  the  night  with  ftars ; 
Whofe  youth  and  beauty,  from  all  ages  paft,  [laft. 
Sprang  with  the  world,   and  with  the  world  fhall 
How  oft  with  fruitlefs  tears  have  I  implor'd 
Ungrateful  nymphs,  and  though  a  god,  ador'd  ? 
When  could  my  wit,  my  beauty,  or  my  youth, 
Move  a  hard  heart  ?  or,  mov'd,  fecure  its  truth  ? 

Here  a  proud  nymph,  with  painful  fteps  I  chafe, 
The  winds  out-flying  in  our  nimble  race  ; 
Stay,  Daphne,  flay  — In  vain,  in  vain  I  try 
To  flop  her  fpeed,  redoubling  at  my  cry, 
O'er  craggy  rocks,  and  rugged  hills  fhe  climbs, 
And  tears  on  pointed  fiin's  her  tender  limbs  : 
1  Fill  caught  at  length,  juft  as  my  arms  I  fold, 
Turn'd  to  a  tree  fhe  yet  efcapes  my  hold. 
In  my  next  love,  a  diff  'rent  fate  I  find, 
Ah  !  which  is  worfe,  the  falfe,  or  the  unkind  ? 
Forgetting  Daphne,  I  Coronis  f  chofe, 
A  kinder  nymph — too  kind  for  my  repofe; 
The  joys  I  give,  but  more  provoke  her  breaft, 
She  keeps  a  private  drudge  to  quench  the  reft  ; 
How,  and  with  whom,  the  very  birds  proclaim 
Her  black  pollution,  and  reveal  my  fhame. 
Hard  lot  of  beauty  !  fatally  beftow'd, 
Or  given  to  the  falfe,  or  to  the  proud  ; 
By  different  ways  they  bring  us  equal  pain, 
The  falfe  betray  us,  and  the  proud  difdain. 
Scorn'd  and  abas'd,  from  mortal  loves  I  fly, 
To  icek  more  truth  in  my  own  native  Iky. 

*    AV:O'!O 

+  A  nj  iiiph  beloved  by  Apollo,  but  at  the  fame  time  bad 
a  private  'intrigue  with  uuc  lich'.s,  which  wai  difcovered 
t>y  »  crow, 


Venus,  the  faireft  of  imthertal  IOVM, 

Bright  as  my  beams,  and  gentle  as  her  doves, 

With  glowing  eyes,  confeffing  warm  defires, 

She  fummons  heaven  and  earth  to  quench  her  fires, 

Me  fhe  excludes ;  and  I  in  vain  adore, 

Who  neither  god  nor  man  refus'd  before; 

Vulcan,  the  very  monller  of  the  ikies, 

Vulcan  fhe  takes,  the  god  of  wit  denies. 

Then  ceafe  to  murmur  at  thy  Myra's  pride, 
Whimfy,  not  reafon,  is  the  female  guide  : 
The  fate,  of  which  their  mafter  does  complai», 
Is  of  bad  omen  to  th'  infpired  train. 
What  vows    have  fail'd  ?     Hark    how    Catullus 

mourns, 

How  Qvid  weeps,  and  flighted  Callus  burns  ; 
In  melting  drains  fee  gentle  Waller  bleed, 
Unmov'd  flic  heard,  what  none  unmot'd  can  read. 
And  tbou,  who  oft  with  fuch  ambitious  choice, 
Halt  rais'd  to  Myra  thy  afpiring  voice, 
What  profit  thy  neglected  zeal  repays  ? 
Ah  what  return  ?  Ungrateful  to  thy  praife  ? 

Change,  change  thy  ftyle,  with  mortal  rage  re 
turn 

Unjuft  difdain,  and  pride  oppofe  to  fcorn; 
Search  all  the  fecrets  of  the  fair  and  young, 
And  then  proclaim,  foou  fhall  they  bribe  thy 

tongue ; 

The  (harp  detractor  with  fucccfs  affails, 
Sure  to  be  gentle  to  the  man  that  rails ; 
Women,  like  cowards,  tame  to  the  fevere, 
Are  only  fierce  when  they  difcover  fear. 

Thus  fpake  the  god  ;  az;d  upward  mounts  in  aifj 
In  juft  refentment  of  his  paftdefpair. 
Provok'd  to  vengeance,  to  my  aid  I  call 
The  furies  round,  and  dip  my  pen  in  gall : 
Not  one  fhall  'fcape  of  all  the  cozening  fex, 
Vex'd  fhall  they  be,  who  fo  delight  to  vex. 
In  vain  1  try,  in  vain  to  vengeance  move 
My  gentle  mufe,  fo  us'd  to  tender  love ; 
Such  magic  rules  my  heart, whate'er  I  write 
Turns  all  to  foft  complaint,  and  amorous  flight. 
Begone,  fond  thoughts,  begone,  be  bold,  faid  I, 
Satire's  thy  theme — In  vain  again  I  try, 
So  charming  Myra  to  each  fenfe  appears, 
My  foul  adores,  my  rage  diffolves  in  tears. 

So  the  gall'd  lion,  fmarting  with  his  wound, 
Threatens  his  foes,  and  makes  the  foreft  found, 
With  his  Itrong  teeth  he  bites  the  bloody  dart, 
And  tears  his  fide  with  more  provoking  fmart, 
Till  having  fpent  his  voice  in  fruitlefs  cries,  [dies. 
He  lays  him  down,  breaks  his  proud  heart,  and 


ADIEU  L'AMOUR. 

HERE  end  my  chains,  and  thraldom  ceale, 
If  not  in  joy,  I'll  live  at  leaft  in  peace; 

Since  for  the  pleafures  of  an  hour, 
We  mutt  endure  an  age  of  pain, 

I'll  be  this  abject  thing  no  more, 
Love,  give  me  back  my  heart  again* 

Dcfpair  tormented  firft  my  breaft, 
Now  falfshood,  a  more  cruel  gueft ; 
Y  y  iui 
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O  !  for  the  peace  of  humankind, 
Make  women  longer  true,  or  fooner  kind  : 

With  jufticc,  or  with  mercy  reign, 
P  love  1  or  give  me  back  my  heart  again. 


L  &  V  E. 

To  love,  is  to  be  doom'd  on  earth  to  feel 
Wl  at  after  dc-ath  the  tortur'd  meet  in  hell : 
The  vulture  dipping  in  Prometheus'  fide 
,  Jiis  bloody  beak,  with  his  torn  liver  dy'd, 
Is  love  :    i'he  llone  that  labours  up  tl.e  hill, 
Mocking  the  labourer's  toil,  returning  ftill, 
Is  love.     Thofe  iireams  where    Tantalus  is  curft 
TO  iit,  and  never  drink,  with  endld's  thirft  : 
Thofe  loaden  b  mgi.s  that  with  their  burden  bend 
To  court  his  tafte,  and  yet  efcape  his  hand, 
All  this  is  love,  that  to  aiffembkd  joys 
Invites  vain  men,  with  real  grief  deftroys. 


MEPITAVJON  ON  DE\TH. 

ENOUGH,  enough,  my  foul,  of  worldly  noifc, 

Of  aery  pomps,  and  fleeting  joys; 
What  does  this  buly  world  provide  at  beft, 

But  brittle  goods  that  break  like  glais, 
But  poiibn'd  fvveets,  a  troubled  feaft,  [pafs  ? 

And  plealurcs  like  the  winds,  that  in  a  moment 
*rh)  thoughts  to  nobler  meditations  give, 
And  ftudy  how  to  die,  not  how  to  live. 

How  frail  is  beauty  ?    Ah!  how  vain, 

And  hew  fhort-liv'd  thofe  glories  are, 
That  vex  our  nights  and  days  with  pain, 

And  break  our  hearts  with  care! 
In  dull  we  no  diftinclion  fee, 
Such  Helen  is,  fuch,  Myra,  thou  muft  be. 

HoV/  fhort  is  life  :  why  will  vain  courtiers  toil, 
And  crowd  a  vainer  monarch,  for  a  fmile  ? 
What  is  that  monarch,  but  a  mortal  man, 
His  CLown  a  pageant,  and  his  life  a  fpari  ? 
With,  all  his  guards  and  his  dominions,  he 
Muft  ficke'n  too,  and  die  as  well  as  we. 

Thofe  boafttd  names  of  conquerors  and  kings 
Are  fwallow'd,  and  become  forgotten  things : 
One  deftin'd  period  rr.tn  in  common  have,          •") 
The  great,  the  bafe,  the  coward,  and  the  brave,/ 
All  food  alike  for  worms,   companions  in  the?" 
grave.  J 

The  prince  and  parafite  together  lie, 
No  fortune  can  exalt,  but  death  will  climb  as  high. 


ESSAY 

UPON  UNNATURAL  FLIGHTS  IN    POETRY. 

As  when  fome  image  of  a  charming  face 
In  nving  paint, an  ami)  tries  to  trace, 
tic  carf  fully  couluits  each  btauteous  line, 
.ing  toihis  object,  his  defign, 


We  praife  the  piece,  and  give  the  painter  fan-.^i 
But  as  the  juft  refemblance  fpcaks  the  dame. 
Poets  are  limners  of  another  kind, 
To  copy  out  ideas,  in  the  mind  ;  [(hewn, 

Words  are  the  paint  by  which  their  thoughts  arc 
And  nature  fits,  the  object  to  be  drawn  ; 
The  written  picture  we  applaud,  or  blame, 
But  as  fhe  due  proportions  are  the  fame. 

Who  driven  with  ungovernable  fire, 
Or  void  of  art,  beyond  tlufe  bounds  alpire, 
Gigantic  forms,  and  m«nftruus  birth,  alone 
Product-,  which  nature  fhock'd,  clifdains  to  own. 
By  true  reflexion  1  would  lee  my  face, 
Why  blinds  the  fool  a  magnifying  fclafs  ? 
(I,  "  But  poetry  in  fid  ion  takes  delight,  ~i 

".  <»,nd  mounting  in  bold  figure*  cut  of  fight,/ 
"  Leave*  truth  behind,    in    her  audacious  f 


"  Fables  and  metaphors,  that  always  lie,       ^ 
"  And  rafh  hyperboles  that  foar  fo  hjgh,        > 
"  And  every  ornament  of  verfe  muft  die."   j 
Mi^ake  me  not  :  no  figures  I  exclude, 
And  but  foibid  intemperance,  not  food. 
Who  would  with  care  fome  happy  fiction  frame, 
So  mimic*  truth,  it  looks  the  very  fame; 
Not  rais'd  to  fprce,  or  feign'd  in  nature's  fcprn, 
But  meant  to  grace,  illuiirate,  and  adorn. 
Important  truths  ftill  Jet  your  fables  hold, 
Ana  moral  myfteries  with  art  unfold. 
Ladies  and  beaux  to  pleale,  is  all  the  tafk, 
But  the  (harp  critic  will  inftruclion  afk. 

(2)  As  veils  rranfparent  cover,  but  not  hide, 
Such  metaphors  appear  when  right  apply'd  ; 
When  thro"  the  phiafc  we  plainly  fee  the  fenfo,  • 
Truth,  where  the  meaning's  obvious,  will  difpenfe; 
The  reader  what  in  reafon's  due,  believes, 

Nor  can  we  call  that  falfe,  which  nut  deceives. 

(3)  Hyperboles,  fo  daring  and  fo  bold, 
Difdaining  bounds,  are  yet  by  rules  control'd  ; 
Above  the  clouds,  but  ftill  within  our  fight, 
They  mount  with  truth,  and  make  a  tow'ring 

ilight, 

Prefentii'g  things  impoflible  to  view, 
They  wander  through  incredible  to  true  : 
Falfehoods  thus  mix'd,like  metals  are  refin'd, 
And  truth,  like  filver,  leaves  the  drofs  behind. 

Thus  poetry  has  ample  (pace  to  foar, 
Nor  needs  forbidden  regions  to  explore  : 
.Such  vaunts  as  his,  who  can  with  patience  read, 
Who  thus  defcribes  his  hero  fluin  and  dead  : 
(4,  "  Kill'd  as  ||  he  was,  infenfible  of  death, 

"He  ftill  fights  on,  and  fcorns  to  yield  hU 

"  breath." 
The  noify  culverin  o'ercharg'd,  lets  fly, 
And  bur  11  unuiming  in  the  rcndcd  flcy  : 
Such  frantic  flights  are  like  a  madman's  dream, 
And  nature  luflcrs  in  the  wild  extreme. 

I'he  captive  Canibal  weigh'd  down  with  chains, 
Yet  braves  his  iocs,  reviles,  provokes,  diidains, 

natmc  fierce,  untameable,  and  proud, 
iie  grins  defiance  at  the  gaping  crowd, 
And  fper.t  at  laft,  and  fpeechlcfs  as  he  lies,      [dies, 
With  looks  ftill  direatning,  mocks  their  rages  and 


POEMS, 


This  is  the  utmoft  (Iretch  that  Nature  can, 
Arid  all  beyond  is  fulfome,  falfc,  and  vain. 

Beauty's  the  theme  ;  fome  nymph  divinely  fair 
Excites  the  mufe  :   1st  truth  be  even  there  : 
As  painters  flatter,  fo  may  poets  too, 
But  to  refemblance  muft  be  ever  true.          [queen 
(j)  "  The  *  day  that  flie  was  born,  the   Cyprian 
"  Had  like  t'  have  dy'd   through  »nvy  and 

"   through  fpleen  ; 

"  The  graces  in  a  hurry  left  the  (kies 
"  To  have  the  honour  to  attend  her  eyes; 
"  And  love,  delpairing  in  her  heart  a  place, 
"  Would  needs  take  up  his  lodging  in  her  face." 
Though  wrote  by  great  Con.  cille,  fuch  lines  as  thefe, 
Such  civil  nonfeiife  fure  could  never  pleafe. 
Waller,  the  bell  of  all  th'  infpired  train, 
To  melt  the  fair,  inftru&s  the  dying  fwain. 

(6;  The  f  Reman  w/it,  %vho  impioufly  divides 
His  hero,  and  his  god.<  to  diff'rent  fides, 
I  would  condemn,  but  that,  in  fpight  <,f  fenfe 
Th'  admiring  world  ftill  liands  in  his  defence. 
How  oft,  aias  !  the  bed  of  men  in  vain 
Contend  for  bit-flings  \vhich  the  worft  obtain  I 
The  gods,  permitting  traitors  tofucceed, 
Become  not  parties  in  an  impious  deed  : 
And  by  the  tyrant's  murder,  we  n;ay  find 
That  Cato  and  the  gods  were  of  a  mind. 

Thus  forcing  truth  with  fuch  prepoft'rous  praife, 
Our  characters  we  lefien,  when  we'd  raife  : 
Like  caftles  built  by  magic  art  in  air, 
That  vanifli  at  approach,  fuch  thoughts  apptar  ; 
But  rais'd  on  truth,  by  foiae  judicious  hand, 
As  on  a  rock  they  fliall  for  age&  (land.         [iloi-'d, 
(7)  Our  king  ||  return'd,  and  banifh'd  peace  re- 
The  mufe  ran  mad  to  fee  her  exil'd  lord  ; 
On  the  crack'd  ftage  the  bedlam  heroes  roar'd, 
And  fcarce  could  fpeak  one  reafonable  word; 
Bryden  himfelf,  to  pleafe.  a  frantic  age, 
Was  forc'd  to  let  his  judgment  Hoop  to  rage, 
To  a  wild  audience  he  conform'd  his  voice, 
Comply'd  to  cuftom.but  not  err'd  by  choice  : 
Deem  then  the  people's,  not  the  writer's  fin, 
Alrnanfor's  rage,  and  rants  of  Maximin  ; 
That  fury  fpcnt  in  each  elaborate  piece, 
He  vies  for  fame  with  ancient  Rome  and  Greece. 
Firft  ^  Mulgrave  rofe,   Rolcommon  next,  like 

light, 

To  clear  our  darknefs,  and  to  guide  our  flight  ; 
"With  fteady  judgment,  and  in  lofty  founds, 
They  gave  us  patterns,  arid  they  fct  us  bounds; 
The  Stagyrite  and  Horace  laid  afide, 
Inform'd  by  them,  we  need  no  foreign  guide  : 
Who  feck  from  poetry  a  lading  name, 
May  in  their  leflons  learn  the  road  tu  fame  ; 
But  let  the  bold  adventurer  be  fure 
That  every  line  the  teft  of  truth  endure  ; 
On  this  foundation  may  the  fabric  rife, 
Firm  and  unfhaken,  till  it  touch  the  fkies. 

From  pulpits  banifli'd,  from  the  court,  from  love, 
Forfaken  truth  feeks  flicker  in  the  grove  ; 
Cherifh,  ye  mu'fes  !   the  neglected  fair, 
And  take  into  your  train  th'  abandoned  wanderer- 


*  Corncille.  f  Lucan.  ||  King  Charles  II. 

U  Karl  of  Mulgrave's  Eflay  upon  Poetry  j  and  Lord  Kof- 
»ommori's  upon  TrauflateU  Ver  fe. 


EXPLANATORY  ANNOTATIONS 

ON  THE 

FOREGOING  POEM. 

(l)  THE  poetic  world  is  nothing  hut  fiction; 
ParnafTus,  Pegafus,  and  the  Mufes,  pure  imagina 
tion  and  chimxra;  but  being  however  a  fyllem, 
univerfally  agreed  on,  all  that  has  or  may  be  con 
trived  or  invented  upon  this  foundation,  accord 
ing  to  nature,  fliall  bu  reputed  as  truth ;  but  what- 
foever  {hall  diminifli  from,  or  exceed  the  juft  pro 
portions  of  nature,  fliall  be  rejected  as  falfe,  and 
pafs-  for  extravagance  ;  as  dwarfs  and  giants,  for 
monflers. 

(a)  When  Homer,  mentioning  Achilles,  terms 
him  a  iion,  this  is  a  metaphor,  and  the  meaning 
is  obvious  and  true,  though  the  literal  fenfe  be 
falfe,  the  poet  intending  thereby  to  give  his  reader 
fome  idea  of  the  ftrength  and  fortitude  of  his  he 
ro.  Had  he  faid,  that  wolf,  or  that  bear,  this  had 
been  falfe,  by  pretending  an  image  not  conform 
able  to  the  nature  and  character  o/a  hero,  &c. 

(3)  Hyperboles  are  of  diverfe  forts,    and  the 
manner  ot"  introducing  them  is  different :  fome 
are  as  it  were  naturalized  and  eflablifhed  by  a  cut-- 
tomary  way  of  expreflion  ;  as  when  we  fay,  fuch 
a  one  is  as  fwift  as  the  wind,  whiter  than  fnow,  or 
the  like.     Homer  fpeaking  of  Nereus,  calls  hint 
beauty  itfelf.     Martial  of  Zoilus,  lewdnefs  itfelf. 
Such  hyperboles  lie  indeed,  but  deceive,  us  not; 
ai.d  theretore  Seneca  terms  them  lies  that  readily 
conduit  our  imagination  to  truths,  and  have  an 
intelligible  fignification,  though  the  expreflion  be 
llraintd  beyond  credibility.     Cuftom  has  likewife 
familiarized  another  way  for  hyperboles,  for  ex 
ample,  by  irony ;  as  when  we  lay  of  fome  infa 
mous  woman,  fhe's  a  civil  perfon,  where  the  mean 
ing  is  to  be   taken  quite  oppofite   to   the   latter. 
Thtfe  few  figures  are  mentioned  only  for  example 
fake ;  it  will  be  underftood  that  all  others  are  to 
be  ufed  with  the  like  care  and  difcretion. 

(4)  I  needed  not  to  have  travelled  fo  far  for 
an  extravagant  flight ;  I  remember  one  of  Britifli 
growth  of  the  like  nature  : 

.     Sec  thofe  dead  bodies  hence  convey'd  with  care, 
Life  may  perhaps  return — with  change  of  air. 

But  I  chuofe  rather  to  correct  gently,  by  foreign 
e  amples,  hoping  that  fuch  as  are  confcious  of  the 
like  excefies  will  take  the  hint,  and  fecretly  re 
prove  themfelves.  It  may  be  poflible  for  fome 
tempers  to  maintain  rage  and  indignation  to  the 
laft  gafp ;  but  the  foul  and  body  once  parted,  there 
muft  neceflarily  be  a  determination  of  action. 

^uodcunque  ojlendis  mihijic  incredulus  odi. 

I  cannot  forbear  quoting  on  this  occafion,  as  an 
example  for  the  prefent  purpofe,  two  noble  lines 
of  Jafper  Main's,  in  the  collection  of  the  Oxford 
verfe»  printed  in  the  year  1643,  upon  the  death  of 
my  grandfather,  .Sir  Bcvil  Granville,  flain  in  the 
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heat  of  action  at  the  battle  of  JLandfdowne.  •  he 
poet,  after  having  defcrihed  the  fight,  the  foldicrs 
animated  by  the  example  of  their  leader,  and  en 
raged  at  his  death,  thus  concludes  : 

Thus  he  being  ilain,  his  altion  fought  anew. 
And  the  dead  conquer'd,  whilfl;  the  living  flew. 

This  is  agreeable  to  truth,  and  within  the  compafs 
of  nature :  it  is  thus  only  that  the  dead  can  act. 

(5)  Lejour  qii'elle  naquit,  Venus  lien  qii immortelle ^ 
Penfa  mourir  de  bonte,  en  la  <MyantJl  belle, 
Let  graces  a  I'  envi  defccndirent  dei  deux 
Pour  avoir  I'  boneur  d"  acctmpagner  fes  yeux, 
£t  /'  amour,  qui  ne  put  entrer  dans  fun  caurage} 
ftulut  olftlacment  lager  fur  fan  -vifiige. 

This  is  a  lover's  defcriptinn  of  his  miflrefs,  by  the 
great  Corneille  ;  civil,  to  be  fure,  and  polite  a^  any 
thing  can  be.  Let  any  body  t»rn  over  Waller,  and 
tie  will  fee  how  much  more  naturally  and  deli 
cately  the  Englilh  author  treats  the  article  of  love, 
than  this  celebrated  Frenchman.  I  would  not, 
however,  be  thought  by  any  derogatory  quotation 
to  take  from  the  merit  of  a  writer  whofe  reputa 
tion  is  fo  univerfally  and  fo  juftly  eflablifhed  in  all 
nations;  hut  as  I  fiud  before,  (rather  choofe, where 
any  failings  are  to  be  found,  to.  correct  my  own 
countrymen  by  foreign  examples,  than  to  provoke 
them  by  inHances  drawn  from  their  own  writings. 
Humaniu*  eji  errare.  I  cannot  forbear  one  quota 
tion  more  from  another  celebrated  French  author. 
It  is  an  epigram  upon  a  monument  for  Francis  I. 
Jting  of  France,  by  way  of  queftion  and  anfwer, 
which  in  Englifh  is  verbatim  thus : 

Under  this  marble,  who  lies  buried  here  ? 
Francis  the  Great,  a  king  beyond  compare. 
Why  has  fo  great  a  king  fo  fmall  a  (tone  ? 
Of  that  great  king  here's  but  the  heart  alone. 
Then  of  this  conqueror  here  lies  but  part  ? 
No — here  he  lies  all — for  he  was  all  heart. 

The  author  was  a  Gafcon,  to  whom  I  can  proper 
ly  oppofe  nobody  fo  well  as  a  Welchman,  for  which 
yurpofe  I  am  farther  furniflied  from  the  foremen- 
tioned  colle&i'JD  of  Oxford  verfes,  with  an  epigram 
by  Martin  Lluellin  upon  the  fame  fubjedr,  which 
I  remember  to  have  heard  often  repeated  to  me 
when  I  was  a  boy.  Bcfide?,  from  whence  can  we 
draw  better  examples  than  from  the  very  feat  and 
nurfcry  of  the  mules? 

Thus  flain,  thy  valiant -j- anceftor  did  lie, 
When  his  OFSC  bark  a  navy  did  defy  ; 
When  now  cncompafs'd  round,  he  victor  flood, 
And  bath'd  his  pinnace  in  his  conquering  blood, 
Till  all  the  purple  current  dry'd  and  fpent, 
He  fell,  and  made  the  waves  his  monument. 
Where  fhall  the  next  f'ani'd  Granville's  a(hes  ftand  ? 
Thy  granifire's  fills  the  fea,  and  thine  the  land. 

I  cannot  fay  the  two  laft  lines,  in  whjch  confifts 
(he  fting  cr  point  of  the  epigram,  are  ftridly  ct^n- 

+  Sir  Riclurii  Grar.ville,  vice  admiral  of  fncland,  in  the 
r(i^n  oi  Qutfii  tlizabcth,  mamiair.cd  a  tfjjit  with  his 
(lABlelhipggaiQft  the  whole  Armada  ot  Spain,  coBliJtinj; 
cf  fifty-three  of  their  beft  men  of  war. 


formable  to  the  rule  herein  fet  down  :  the  word 
ajbes,  metaphorically,  can  fignify  nothing  but/awr; 
which  is  mere  found,  and  can  fill  no  fpace  either 
of  land  or  fea  The  Welchman,  however,  mult  be 
allowed  to  have  out-done  the  Gafton.  The  faliary 
of  the  French  epigram  appears  at  firft  fight ;  but 
the  Englifh  ftrikes  the  fancy,  fuiptiids  and  dazzles 
the  judgment,  and  may  perhaps  he  allowed  to  pafs 
under  the  fhelter  of  thefe  daring  hyperboles, 
which,  by  prefeming  an  obvious  meaning,  make 
their  way,  according  to  Seneca,  through  the  incre 
dible  to  true. 

(6)  Vlnrix  caufa  Deis  flauelt,  fed  -aifta  Catoni. 
The  confent  of  fo  many  ages  having  eftablifliei 
the  reputation  of  this  line,  it  may  perhaps  be  pre- 
futnption  to  attack  it ;  but  it  is  not  to  be  fuppofed 
that  Cato,  who  is  defcribed  to  have  been  a  man  of 
rigid  morals  and  ftrift  devotion,  more  refembling 
the  gods  than  men,  would  have  chofen  any  party 
in  oppofition  tp  thofe  gods,  whom  he  profeffed  to 
adore.  The  poet  would  give  us  to  underftand, 
that  this  hero  was  too  righteous  a  perfon  to  ac 
company  the  divinities  themfelves  in  an  unjuft 
caufe  ;  but  to  reprefent  a  moi  tal  man  to  be  either 
wifer  or  jufter  than  the  Deity,  may  fliow  the  im 
piety  of  the  writer,  but  add  nothing  to  the  merit 
of  the  hero;  neither  reafon  nor  religion  will  al 
low  it,  and  it  is  impoflible  for  a  corrupt  being  to 
be  more  excellent  than  a  divine  :  Succefs  implies 
permiflion,  and  not  approbation ;  to  place  the  god» 
always  on  the  thriving  fide,  is  to  make  them  par 
takers  of  all  fuccefsful  wickrdnefs  :  To  judge  right, 
we  muft  wait  for  the  conciufion  of  the  adion  ;  the 
cataftrophe  will  beft  decide  on  which  fide  is  Pro 
vidence,  and  the  violent  death  of  Ciefar  acquit* 
the  gods  from  being  companions  of  his  uiurpa- 
tion. 

Lucan  was  a  determined  republican  ;  no  wonder 
he  was  a  free-thinker. 

(7)  Mr.  Dryden,  in  one  of  his  prologues,  has 
thefe  two  lin;^ : 

He's  bound  to  pleafc,  not  to  write  well,  and  knows 
There  is  a  mode  in  plays,  as  well  as  clothes. 

From  whence  it  is  plain  where  he  has  expofed 
himfclf  to  the  crirics;  he  was  forced  to  follow  the 
fafhion  to  humour  an  audience,  and  not  to  pleafc 
himfelf.  A  hard  facrifice  to  make  for  prefent 
fubfiftence,  efyecially  for  fuch  as  would  have  their 
writings  live  as  well  as  themfelves.  Nor  can  the 
poet  whofe  labours  are  his  daily  bread,  be  deliver 
ed  from  this  cruel  necefllty,  unltfs  fome  more  cer 
tain  encouragement  can  be  provided  than  the  bare 
uncertain  profits  of  a  third  day,  and  the  theatre 
be  put  under  fome  more  impartial  management 
than  the  jurifdidlion  of  players.  Who  write  to 
live,  muft  unavoidably  comply  with  their  tafte  by 
whofe  approbation  they  fublift ;  fome  generous 
prince,  or  prime  minifter  like  Richlieu,  can  only 
find  a  remedy.  In  his  epiftle  dedicatory  to  the 
Spaniih  Friar,  this  incomparable  poet  thus  cenfures 
himfclf : 

"  I  remember  fome  verfesof  my  own,  Maximin 
"  and  Almaiizor,  which  cry  vengeance  upon  0x9 
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?'  for  their  extravagance,  &c.  All  I  can  fay  for 
"  thofe  paflages,  which  are,  I  hope,  not  many,  is, 
"  that  I  knew  they  were  bad  enough  to  pleafe, 
"  even  when  I  wrote  them  ;  but  I  repent  of  them 
"  among  my  lins :  And  if  any  of  their  fellows  in- 
"  trude  by  chance  into  my  prefent  writings,  I 
"  draw  a  ftroke  over  thofe  Dalilahsof  the  theatre, 
"  and  am  refolycd  I  will  fcitle  myfelf  ilo  reputa- 
11  tion  by  the  applaufe  of  fools :  'Tis  not  that  I 
"  am  mortified  to  all  ambition,  but  I  fcorn  as 
"  much  to  take  it  from  half-witted  judges,  as  I 
"  fhould  to  raife  an  eftate  by  cheating  of  bubbles  : 
"  Neither  do  I  difcommeivd  the  lofty  ftylc  in  tra- 
"  gedy,  which  is  pompous  and  magnificent ;  but 
"  nothing  is  truly  fublime,  that  is  not  juft  and 
If  proper." 

This  may  ftand  as  an  unanfwerable  apology  for 
Mr.  Dryden,  againft  his  critics ;  and  likewife  for 
an  unqueftionable  authority  to  confirm  thofe  prin 
ciples  which  the  foregoing  poem  pretends  to  lay 
down,  for  nothing  can  be  juft  and  proper  but 
what  is  built  upon  truth. 


EPIGRAMS  AND  CHARACTERS,  &e. 

Iiifcriftien  for  a  figure  rtfrefcntlrtg  tie  GcJofLovf. 
WHOE'ER  thou  art,  thy  lord  and  mafter  fee, 
1'hou  waft  my  flave,  thou  ait,  or  thou  (halt  be. 

Definition  of  Love. 
Love  is  begot  by  fancy,  bred 
By  ignorance,  by  expectation  fed, 
Deftroy'd  by  knowledge,  and  at  bed, 
Loft  in  th,e  ntoment  'tis  poffefs'd. 

Women. 

Women  to  cards  may  be  compar'd  ;  we  play 
A  round  or  two,  when  us'd  we  throw  away, 
Take  a  frefh  pack  ;  nor  is  it  worth  our  grieving. 
\Vho  cuts  or  ihuffles  with  our  dirty  leaving. 

tie  Relit/. 

Of  two  reliefs  to  eafe  a  love-fick  mind, 
Flavia  prefcribes  defpair  ;  I  urg«,  be  kind  : 
Flavia,  be  kind,  the  remedy's  as  fure, 
'  fis  the  moft  pleafant,  and  the  qukkeft  cure. 


Sent  to  Clarinda  ivitl  a  Novel,  intituled  t  Let 

de  L1  Amour* 

Hafte  to  Clarinda,  and  reveal 
Whatever  pains  poor  lovers  feel  ; 
When  that  is  done,  then  teil  the  fair 
That  I  endure  much  more  for  her  : 
Who'd  truly  know  love's  pow'r  or  fmart, 
Muft  view  her  eyes,  and  read  my  heart. 

Written  in  her  Prayir-Book, 
Tn  vain,  Clarinda,  night  and  day 
For  pity  to  the  gods  you  pray  ; 
"What  arrogance  on  Heav'n  to  call 
For  that  which  you  deny  to  all  ! 

Sonar.      To  the  fame. 
In  vain  a  thoufand  {laves  have  try'i 
To  overcome  Clarinda's  pride  : 


Pity  pleading, 

Love  perfuading, 
When  her  icy  heart  is  thaw'd, 
Honour  chides,  and  ftraight  (he's  awMj 

Foolifh  creature, 

Follow  nature, 
Wafte  not  thus  your  prime; 

Youth's  a  treafure, 

Love's  a  pleafure, 
Both  deftroy'd  by  time. 

On  tlit  fame. 

Clarinda,  with  a  haughty  grace, 
In  fcornful  poftures  fets  her  face, 
And  looks  as  fhe  were  born  alone 
To  give  us  love,  and  take  from  non«. 
Though  I  adore  to  that  degree, 
Clarinda,  I  would  die  for  thee, 
If  you're  too  proud  to  eafe  my  paia, 
I  am  too  proud  for  your  difdain. 

Her  Natnt. 

Guefs,  and  1*11  frankly  own  her  name 
Whofe  eyes  have  kindled  fuch  a  flame; 
The  Spartan  or  the  Cyprian  queen 
Had  ne'er  been  fung  had  fhe  oeen  feen, 
Who  fee  the  very  gods  at  war, 
Were  but  faint  images  of  her. 
Believe  me,  for  by  Hcav'ns  'tis  true  f 
The  fun  in  all  his  ample  view 
Sees  nothing  half  fo  fair  or  bright, 
Not  even  his  own  reflected  light. 
So  fweet  a  face  !  fuch  graceful  mien  f 
Who  can  this  be  ? — 'Tis  Howard — or  St 


CLEORA. 

CLEORA  has  her  wifh,  (he  weds  a  peer, 
Her  weighty  train  two  pages  fcarcecan  bear* 
Perfia,  and  both  the  Indies  muft  provide, 
To  grace  her  pomp,  and  gratify  her  pride; 
Of  rich  brocade  a  finning  robe  fhe  wears, 
And  gems  furround  her  lovely  neck,  like  flars; 
Drawn  by  fix  grays,  of-the  proud  Belgian  kind, 
With  a  long  train  of  livery  beaux  behind, 
She  charms  the  park,  and  fets  all  hearts  on  fire, 
The  lady's  envy,  and  the  mens  defire. 
Beholding  thus,  O  happy  as  a  queen ! 
We  cry ;  but  fliift  the  gaudy  flattering  fcenc ; 
View  her  at  home,  in  her  domeftic  light ; 
For  thither  fhe  muft  come,  at  lead  at  night; 
What  has  fhe  there  ?  A  furly  ill-bred  lord, 
Who  chides,  and  fnaps  her  up  at  every  word; 
A  brutal  fot,  who  while  fhe  holds  his  head, 
With  drunken  filth  bedawbs  the  nuptial  bed; 
Sick  to  the  heart,  fhe  breathes  the  naufeous  fume 
Of  odious  fteams,  that  poifon  all  the  room ; 
Weeping  all  night  the  trembling  creature  lies, 
And  counts  the  tedious  hours  when  fhe  may  rife ; 
But  moft  fhe  fears,  left  waking  fhe  fhould  find, 
To  make  amends,  the  monfler  would  be  kind ; 
Thofe  matchlefs  beauties,  worthy  of  a  god, 
Muft  bear,  though  much  averfe,  the  loathfome 

load  : 

What  then  mny  be  the  chance  that  next  enfues  ? 
Some  vile  diieafe,  frcfh  reeking  from  the  ftcws; 
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The  fecrct  venom  circling  in  her  veins,        [ftains ; 
Works  through  her  flcin,  and  burfts  in  blotting 
Hei  cheeks  thtir  freflinefc  lofe,  and  wonted  grace, 
And  an  tmtffual  palenefs  fpr^eads  her  face ; 
Her  eyes  grow  dim,  and  her  corrupted  breath 
Tainting  her  gums,  infects  her  iv'ry  teeth ! 
Of  fharp  nocturnal  anguifh  fhe  complains, 
And,  guiltlefs  of  the  caufe,  relates  her  pains. 
The  confcious  hufband,  whom  like  fymptoms  feize, 
Charges  on  her  the  guilt  of  their  djieafe; 
Affecting  fury  adts  a  madman's  part, 
He'll  rip  the  fatal  fecret  from  her  heart; 
Bids  her  confefs,  calls  her  ten  thoufand  names ; 
In  vain  fhe  kneels, 'fhe  weeps,  protefts,  exclaims; 
Scarce   with   her  life   fhe  'fcapes,   exposed   to") 
fliame,  / 

In  body  tortur'd,  murder'd  in  her  fame,  f 

Rots  with  a  vile  adultrefs's  name.  j 

.Abandoned  by  her  friends,  without  defence, 
And  happy  only  in  ^ier  innocence. 

Such  is  the  vengeauce  the  juft  gods  provide 
For  thofe  who  barter  liberty  tor  pride, 
Who  impioufly  invoke  the  powers  above 
To  witnefs  to  falie  vows  of  mutual  love. 
Thoufands  of  poor  Cleora's  may  be  found, 
Such  bufbands.,  and  i'uch  wretched  wives  abound. 

Ye  guardian  powers     the  arbiters  oi  bliis, 
Preff  rve  Clarinda  from  a  fate  like  this ; 
You  form'd  her  fair,  not  any  grace ^deny'd, 
Buf  gave,  alas  '.  A  fpark  ton  much  of  pride. 
Reform  that  failing,  and  protect  fier  Itiii ; 
O  'Vvt  her  from  the  curfe  of  choofing  ill ! 
DC.  in  u  not  envy,  or  a  jealous  care, 
That  move-  tbefc  wifhei,  or  provokes  this  prayer ; 
Though   worie   than   death    i  dread  to  lee  thofe 
Allotted  to  iome  happier  mortal's  arms,      [charms 
Tormenting  thought!  yet  could  I  bear  that  pain, 
•Or  any  iil,  but  hearing  her  complain; 
Intent  on  her,  my  love  forgets  his  own, 
Nor  frames  one  wifh,  but  for  her  fake  alone; 
Whomever  the  gods  have  deflin'd  to  prefer, 
They  cannot  make  me  wretched,  bleffirjg  her. 


C  L  O  E. 

IMPATIENT  with  defire,  at  laft 

I  ventur'd  to  lay  forms  afide  ; 
'Twas  I  was  modtft,  not  fhe  chafte, 

Cloe,  fo  gently  pief&'d,  comply 'd. 
With  idle  awe,  an  amorous  fool,  • 

I  gaz'd  upon  her  eyes  with  fear; 
Say,  love,  how  came  your  Have  fo  dull, 

To  read  no  better  there  ? 

Thus  to  ourfelves  the  greateft  foes, 
Although  the  nymph  bt  well  inclin'd; 

i'or  want  of  courage  to  propofe, 
By  our  own  folly  {he's  unkind. 


MRS.  CLAVERING*,  SINGING. 

WHEN  we  behold  her  angel  face; 

Or  when  fhe  Cngs  with  heavenly  grace, 

*  Afterwards  Lady  Cowper. 


In  what  we  hear,  or  what  we  fee, 

So  ravifliing's  the  harmony, 

The  melting  foul  in  rapture  loft, 

Knows  not  which  charm  enchants  it  moil. 

Sounds  that  made  hills  and  rocks  rejoice, 
Amphion's  lute,  the  fyren's  voice, 
Wonders  with  pain  receiv'd  for  true, 
At  once  find  credit,  and  renew  ; 

No  charms  like  Clavenng's  voice  furprife, 

Except  the  magic  of  her  eyes. 


SONG. 

THE  happieft  mortals  once  were  we, 
I  lov'd  Myra,  Myra  me  ; 

Each  defirous  of  the  bleffing, 

Nothing  wanting  but  poffiffing ; 
I  lov'd  Myra,  Myra  me, 
The  happieft  mortals  once  were  we. 
But  fince  cruel  fates  diffever, 
Torn  from  love,  and  torn  for  ever, 

Tortures  end  me, 

Death  befriend  me ; 
Of  all  pains,  the  greateft  pain, 
Is  to  love,  and  love  in  vain. 


THE  WILD  BOAR'S  DEFENCE. 

A  BOAR  who  had  emjoy'd  a  happy  reign 
For  many  a  y^ar,  and  fed  on  many  a  man, 
Call'd  to  account,  foftening  his  favage  eyes, 
Thus  fuppliant,  pleads  his  caufe  before  he  dies. 

For  what  am  I  condemn'd  ?  My  crimes  no  more 
To  eat  a  man,  than  yours  to  eat  a  boar : 
We  feek  not  you,  but  take  what  chance  provides, 
Nature,  and  mere  neceffity  our  guides. 
You  murder  us  in  fport,  then  difh  us  up 
For  drunken  feafts,  a  relifh  for  the  cup  : 
We  lengthen  not  our  meals;  but  you  muft  feaft, 
Goige  till  your  bellies  burft — pray  who's  the  beaft? 
With  your  humanity  you  keep  a  fufs, 
But  are  in  truth  worfe  brutes  than  all  of  us : 
We  prey  not  on  our  kind,  but  you,  dear  brother, 
Moft  beaiUy  of  all  beai'ts,  devour  each  other  : 
Kings    worry    kings,  neighbour  with   neighbour 

ft  rives, 

Fathers  and  fons,  friends,  brothers,  hufbands,  wives, 
By  fraud  or  force,  by  poifqn,  fword,  or  gun, 
Deftroy  each  other,  every  mother's  fon. 


FOR  LIBERALITY. 

THOUGH  fafc  thoti  think'ft  thy  treafurc  lies, 
Hkiden  io  chefts  from  human  eyes, 
A  fire  may  come,  and  it  may  be 
Bury'd,  n»y  friend   as  far  from  thec. 
Thy  vcffcl  that  yon  ocean  flems, 
Loaded  with  golden  dull,  and  gems, 
Furchas'd  with  fo  much  pains  and  coft, 
Yet  iu  a  tcmpeft  may  be  loft. 


POEMS. 


Pimps,  whores,  and  bawds,  a  thanklefs  crew, 

Priefts,  pick  pockets,  and  lawyers  too, 

All  help  by  feveral  ways  to  drain, 

Thanking  themfelves  for  what  they  gain  : 

The  liberal  are  fecure  alone, 

For  wkat  we  frankly  give,  for  ever  is  our  own. 


CORINNA. 

CORINNA,  in  the  bloom  of  youth 

Was  coy  to  every  lover, 
Regardlefs  of  the  tendereft  truth, 

No  foft  complaint  could  move  her. 

Mankind  was  hers,  all  at  her  feet 
Lay  proftrate  and  adoring  ; 

The  witty,  handfnme,  rich,  and  great, 
In  vain  alike  imploring. 

But  now  grown  old,  flic  would  repair 
Her  lofs  of  time,  and  pleafure; 

With  willing  eyes,  and  wanton  air, 
Inviting  every  gazer. 

But  love's  a  fummer  flower,  that  dies 
With  the  firft  weather's  changing, 

The  lover,  like  the  fwallow,  flies 
From  fun  to  fun  ftill  ranging. 

Myra,  let  this  example  move 
Your  foolifh  heart  to  reafon  ; 

Youth  is  the  proper  time  for  love, 
And  age  is  virtue's  feafon. 


GLOE. 

BRIGHT  as  the  day,  and  like  the  morning,  fair, 
Such  Cloe  is — and  common  as  tfce  air. 


A  RECEIPT  FOR  VAPOURS. 

WHY  pines  my  dear  ?  to  Fulvia  his  young  bride, 
Who  weeping  fat,  thus  aged  Cornus  cry'd. 
Alas  '  faid  (he,  fuch  vifions  break  my  reft, 
The  ftrangeft  thoughts '.   I  think  I  am  pofTeft  : 
My  fmptoms  I  have  told  to  men  of  fkill, 
And  if  [  would — they  fay — I  might  be  well. 

Take  their  advice,  faid  he.  my  poor  dear  wife, 
I'll  buy  at  any  rate  thy  precious  life. 
Blufhing,  flie  would  excufe,  bur  all  in  vain, 
A  doctor  muft  be  fetch'd  to  eafe  her  pain. 
Hard  prefs'd,  (he  yields :  from  White's,  or  Will's, 

or  T<>m's, 

No  matter  which,  he's  fummon'd,  and  he  comes. 
The  careful  hufband,  with  a  kind  embrace 
Entreats  hi«  care  :  then  bows,  and  quits  the  place  : 
For  little  ailments  ofr  attend  the  fair, 
Not  decent  for  a  hufband's  eye,  or  ear 
Something  the  dame  would  fay     the  ready  knight 
Prevents  her  fpecch — Here's  that  fliall  fet  you 

right, 


Madam,  faid  he—  with  that  the  door's  made  dole* 

He  gives  delicioufly  the  healing  dofe. 

Alas  !  {he  cries  :  an  me  '.  O  cruel  cure  ! 

Did  ever  woman  yet  like  me  endure  ? 

The  work  perform'd,  up  rifing  gay  and  light) 

Old  Cornus  is  call'd  in  to  fee  the  fight  ; 

A  fprightly  red  vermilion's  all  her  face, 

And  her  eyes  languifh  with  unufual  grace  : 

With  tears,  of  joy  frefh  gufhing  from  his  eyes, 

O  wond'rous  power  of  art  !  old  Cornus  cries; 

Amazing  change  !  aftonifhing  fuccefs  ! 

Thrice  happy  1  1  what  a  brave  doctor's  this  ! 

Maids,  wives,  and  widows,  with  fuch  whims  oa- 

preft, 
May  thus  find  certain  eafe  —  Probation  eft. 


ON  AN  ILL-FAVOURED  LORD. 

THAT  Macro's  looks  are  good,  let  no  man  doubt, 
Which  I,  his  friend  and  fervant — thus  make  out. 
In  every  line  of  his  perfidious  face, 
The  fecret  malice  of  his  heart  we  trace; 
So  fair  the  warning,  and  fo  plainly  writ, 
Let  none  condemn  the  light  that  fliows  a  pit. 
Codes,  whofe  face  finds  credit  for  hin'heart, 
Who  can  efcape  fo  fmooth  a  villain's  art  ? 
Adorn'd  with  every  grace  that  can  perfuade, 
Seeing  we  truft,  though  fure  to  be  betray'd; 
His  looks  are  fnares  :  but  Macro's,  cry  beware, 
Believe    not,     though    ten    thoufand    oaths    he 

fwear ; 

If  thou'rt  deceiv'd,  obferving  well  this  rule, 
Not  Macro  is  the  knave,  but  thou  the  fool. 
In  this  one  point,  he  and  his  looks  agree, 
As  they  betray  their  mafter — fo  did  he. 


CLOE. 

CLOE'S  the  wonder  of  her  fex, 
'  Tis  well  her  heart  is  tender, 

How  might  fuch  killing  eyes  perplex, 
With  virtue  to  defend  her  .' 

But  nature  gracioufly  inclin'd 
With  liberal  hand  to  pleafe  us, 

Has  to  her  boundlefs  beauty  joiuM 
A  boundlefs  bent  to  eafe  us. 


ON  THE  SAME. 

OF  injur'd  fame,  and  mighty  wrongs  receiv'd, 
Cloe  complains   and  wondroufly's  aggriev'd  : 
That  free,  and  lavifh  of  a  beauteous  face, 
The  faireft.  and  fouleft  of  her  race ; 
She'-  mine,  nr  thine,  and  ftrollinp  up  and  down, 
S'fck<  in  more  filth,  than  any  fink  in  town, 
I  not  .leny  .  this  I  have  faid,  'tis  true  ; 
What  wrong     to  give  fo  bright  a   nymph  hefr 
due. 


THE   WdRKS   OF   GRANVILLE. 
CORTNNA. 


So  well  Corinna  likes  the  joy, 
She  vows  fhe'll  never  more  be  coy, 

She  drinks  eternal  draughts  of  pleafure  ; 
Eternal  draughts  do  not  fuffice, 

„  O  1  give  me,  give  me  more,  foe  criea, 

*Tis  all  too  little,  little  meafurc. 

Thus  wifely  fhe  makes  up  for  time 
Mifpent,  while  youth  was  in  its  prime: 
So  travellers  who  wade  the  day, 
Careful  and  cautious  of  their  way, 
Noting  at  length  the  fetting  fun, 
They  mend  their  pace  as  night  comes  on, 
Double  their  fpeed  to  reach  their  inn, 
And  whip  and  fpur  through  thick  and  thin. 


CLOE  PERFUMING  HERSELF. 

BELIEVE  me,  Cloe,  thofe  perfumes  that  coft 
Such  fums  to  fweeten  thee,  is  treafure  loft ; 
Not  all  Arabia  would  fufficient  he, 
Thou  fmeh'ft  not  of  thy  fweets,  they  ftink  of  thee 


BELINDA. 

BELINDA'S  pride's  an  arrant  cheat 
A  fonlifh  artifice  to  blind  ; 

Some  honeft  glance  that  fcorns  deceit 
Does  flill  reveal  her  native  mind. 

With  look  demure,  and  fof  c'd  difdain, 

She  idly  acls  the  faint ; 
We  fee  through  this  difguife  as  plain 

As  we  difliiiguifh  paint. 

So  have  I  feen  grave  fools  defign, 
With  formal  looks  to  pafs  for  wife ; 

But  nature  is  a  light  will  mine, 
And  break  through  all  difguife. 


IMPROMPTU. 

Written  under  a  Piflure  of  the  Countefs  of  Sand-wicl, 
Drawn  in  Mans  Habit. 

WHEN  Sandwich  in  her  fex's  gaib  we  fee, 
The  queen  of  beauty  then  fhe  feems  to  be  : 
Now  fair  Adonis  in  this  male  difguife, 
Or  little  Cupid  with  his  mother's  eyes. 
No  ftyle  of  empire  chang'd  by  this  remove, 
Who  feem'4  the  goddefs,  feems  the  god  of  love. 


TO  MT  FRIEND 

MR.  JOHN  DRYDEN, 

ON  HIS  SEVERAL  EXCELLENT  TRANSLATIONS  OF 
THE  ANCIENT  POETS. 

As  flowers  tranfplanted  from  a  foutherr  flcy, 
But  hardly  bear,  or  in  the  raifing  die, 


Miffing  their  native  fun,  at  bed  retain 
But  a  faint  odour,  andfurvive  with  pain  : 
Thus  ancient  wit,  in  modern  numbers  taught,     ^ 
Wanting  the  warmth  with   which  itt  author  t 
wrote,  f 

Is  a  dead  image,  anal  a  fenfelefs  draught.  J 

While  we  tran=fufe  the  nimble  fpirit  flies, 
Efcapes  unfeen,  evaporates,  and  dies. 
Who  then  to  copy  Roman  wit  defire, 
Muft  imitate  with  Roman  force  and  fire, 
In  elegance  of  ftyle,  and  phrafe  the  fame, 
And  in  the  fpark!ir»g  genius,  and  the  flame ; 
Whence  we  conclude  from  thy  tf anflatcd  fong, 
So  juft,  fo  fmooth,  fo  foft,  and  yet  fo  ftrong ; 
Celeftial  poet '.  foul  of  harmony  ! 
That  every  genius  was  reviv'd  in  thee. 
Thy  trumpet  founds,  the  dead  are  rais'd  to  light, 
Never  to  die,  and  take  to  heaven  their  flight ; 
Deck'd  in  thy  verfe,  as  clad  with  rays  they  flune, 
All  glorify'd,  immortal,  and  divine. 

As  Britain  in  rich  foil,  abounding  wide, 
Furnifh'd  for  ufe,  for  luxury,  and  pride, 
Yet  fpreadsher  wanton  fails  on  every  Ihore 
For  foreign  wealth,  infatiate  ftill  of  more  ; 
To  her  own  wool  the  filks  of  Afia  joins  ; 
And  to  her  plenteous harvefts,  Indian  mine*-: 
So  Dryden,  not  contented  with  the  fame 
Of  his  own  works,  though  an  immortal  name, 
To  lands  remote,  fends  forth  his  learned  mufe; 
The  nobleft  feeds  of  foreign  wit  to  choofe ; 
Feafting  our  fenfe  fo  many  various  ways, 
Say,  is't  thy  bounty,  or  thy  thirft  of  praife  ? 
That  by  comparing  others,  all  might  fee, 
Who  moft  cxcell'd,  are  yet  excell'd  by  thee. 


A  MORNING  HYMN, 

T«  THE  DDCHESS  OT   HAMILTON.       f 

AWAKE,  bright  Hamilton,  arife, 
Goddefs  of  love;  and  of  the  day ; 
Awake,  difclofe  thy  radiant  eyes, 

And  ihow  the  fun  a  brighter  ray. 
Phosbus  in  vain  calls  forth  the  bluftiing  morri^ 
He  but  creates  the  day  which  you  adorn. 

The  lark,  that  wont  with  warbling  throat 
Early  to  falute  the  ikies, 

Or  fleeps,  or  elfe  fufpends  his  note, 
Disclaiming  day  till  you  arife. 

Goddefs  awake,  thy  beams  difplay, 

Reftore  the  univerfe  to  light, 
When  Hamilton  appears,  then  dawns  the  day,}- 
And  when  (he  difappears,  begins^the  night. 

Lovers,  who  watchful  vigils  keep, 
(For  lovers  never,  never  fleep) 
Wait  for  the  rifing  of  the  fair, 
To  offer  fongs  and  hymns  of  prayer ; 

Like  Perfians  to  the  fun, 
Even  life,  and  death,  and  fate  are  there: 

For  in  the  rolls  of  ancient  deftiny, 
Th'  inevitable  book,  'twas  noted  dewn, 


POEMS. 


rf  he  dying  fhould  revive,  the  living  die, 
As   Hamilton   (hall  fmile,    as   Hamilton  fiiall 
frown  1 


Awake  bright  Hamilton,  arife, 

Gnddefs  of  love,  and  of  the  day, 
Awake,  difclofe  thy  radiant  eyes, 

And  (how  the  fun  a  brighter  ray. 
Phoebus  in  vain  calls  forth  the  blufhing  morn, 
He  but  creates  the  day,  which  you  adorn. 


DRINKING  SONG  TO  SLEEP. 

GREAT  god  of  deep,  fince  it  muft  be, 
That  we  muft  give  fome  hours  to  thee, 
Invade  me  not  while  the  free  bowl 
Glows  in  my  cheek?,  and  warms  my  foul ; 
That  be  my  only  time  to  fnore, 
When  I  can  laugh,  and  drink  no  more ; 
Short,  very  fhort  be  then  thy  reign, 
For  I'm  in  hafte  to  laugh  and  drink  again. 

But  O  !  if  melting  in  my  arms, 
In  fome  foft  dream,  with  all  her  charms, 
The  nymph  belov'd  mould  then  furpriie, 
And  grant  what  waking  flie  denies ; 
Then,  gentle  fiumber,  pr'ythee  ftay, 
Slowly,  ah  !  flowly  bring  the  day, 
Let  no  rude  noife  my  blifs  deftroy, 
Such  fweet  delufion  's  real  joy. 


Written  under  Mn.  Hare's  Name,  ufon  a  Drinking 
Glafi. 

THE  gods  of  wine,  and  wit,  and  love  prepare, 
With  cheerful  bowls  to  celebrate  the  fair  : 
Love  is  enjoin'd  to  name  his  favourite  toaft, 
And  Hare's  the  goddef*  that  delights  him  moft  ; 
Phoebus  approves,  and  bids  the  trumpet  found, 
And  Bacchus  in  a  bumper  fends  it  round. 


Under  tie  Ducbeft  of  Botlont. 

LOVE'S  keencft  darts  are  radiant  Bolton's  care, 
Which  the  bright  goddefspoifons  with  defpair 
The  god  of  wine  the  dire  effedt  forefees, 
And  fends  the  juice  that  gives  the  lover  eafe. 


Under  tbe  Lady  Harper's  Name. 

To  Harper,  fprightly,  young,  and  gay, 
Sweet  as  the  rofy  morn  in  May, 
Fill  to  the  brim,  I'll  drink  it  up 
To  the  laft  drop,  were  poifon  in  the  cup. 


Under  the  Lady  Mary  Pilliers*  Name. 

IT  I  net  love  you,  Villiers,  more 
Than  ever  mortal  lov'd  before, 


With  fuch  a  paflion  fix'd  and  fure, 
As -even  poffcilion  could  not  cure, 
Never  to  ceafe  but  with  my  breath  ; 
May  then  this  bumper  be  my  death. 


CUPID  DISARMED. 

TO  THE  PRINCESS 


CUPID,  delighting  to  be  near  her, 
Charm'd  to  behold  her,  charm'd  to  hear  her,' 
As  he  ftood  gazing  on  her  face, 
Enchanted  with  each  matchlefs  grace, 
Loft  in  the  trance,  he  drops  the  dart, 
Which  never  fails  to  reach  the  heart  : 
She  feizes  it,  and  arms  hef  hand, 
"  'Tis  thus  I  love  himfelf  command; 
"  Now  tremble,  cruel  boy,  {he  faid, 
"  For  all  the  mifchief  you  have  made." 

The  God,  recovering  his  furjrife, 
Trufts  to  his  wings,  away  he  flies. 
Swift  as  an  arrow  cuts  the  wind, 
And  leaves  his  whole  artillery  behind. 

Princefs,  reftore  the  boy  his  ufelefs  darts, 
With  furer  charms  you  captivate  our  hearts; 
Love's  captives  oft  their  liberty  regain, 
Death  only  can  releafe  us  from  your  chain. 

EXPLICATION  IN  FRENCH. 

CUPIDON  DESARME. 
Fable  four  Madame  la  Princtffe  D'Auvergne. 

COPIDON  prenant  plafir  de  fe  trouver  toujoar* 
aupres  d'elle  ;  charme  de  la  voir,  charmc  de  Fen- 
tendre  :  Comme  il  admiroit  un  jour  fes  graces 
inimitables,  dans  cette  diftraclion  de  fon  ame  et  de 
fes  fens,  ill  laifTa  tomber  ce  dard  fatal  qui  ne  man 
que  jamis  de  percer  les  cceRrs.  Elle  le  raruailc 
foudain,  et  s'armant  la  belle  main. 

"  C'efl  ainfi,  dit  elle,  que  je  me  rend  maitrefle 
"  de  1'amour,  tremblez,  enfant  malin,  je  veux 
"  vanger  tous  les  maux  que  tu  as  fait." 

Le  Dieu  etonn€,  revenant  de  fa  furprize,  fe  fiant 
a  fes  ailes,  s'echappe,  et  s'envole  vite  comme  unc 
fleche  qui  fend  1'air,  et  lui  laiffe  la  poffcffion  de 
toute  fon  artillerie. 

Princefle  rendez  lui  fes  armes  qui  vous  font 

inutiles  :  [fants  : 

La  nature  vous  a  donnee  des  charmes  plus  puif- 

Les  captives   de  1'amour  fouvent  recouvrent   la 

liberte  ;  [les  votres, 

11  n'y  a  que  la  mort  feule  qu!  puiffe  affranchir 


BACCHUS  DISARMED. 

TO  MRS.  LAURA  DILLON,   NOVy  LADT  FALKLAND. 

BACCHUS  to  arms,  the  enemy's  at  hand, 
Laura  appears;  ftand  to  your  glaflesf  ftand, 


THE    WORKS    OF   GR\NV1LLE. 


The  god  of  love,  the  god  of  wine  defies, 
Behold  him  in  full  march,  in  Laura's  eyes: 
Bacchus  to  arms,  and  to  refift  the  dart, 
Each  with  a  faithful  brimmer  guard  his  heart. 
Fly,  Bacchus,  fly,  there's  treafon  in  the  cup, 
For  love  comes  pouring  in  with  every  drop  ; 
I  feel  him  in  my  heart;  my  blood,  my  brain, 
Fly,  Bacchus,  fly,  refidance  is  in  vain. 
Or  craving  quarter,  crown  a  friendly  bowl 
To  Laura's  health,  and  give  up  all  thy  foul. 


THYRSIS  AND  DELIA. 

SONG  IN  DIALOGUE. 
THVRSIS. 

DELIA,  how  long  muft  I  defpair, 
•   And  tax  you  with  difdain ; 
Still  to  my  tender  love  fevere, 

Untouch'd  when  I  complain  ? 

DELIA. 
When  men  of  equal  merit  love  us, 

And  do  with  equal  ardor  fue, 
Thyrfis,  you  know  but  one  muft  move  us, 

Can  I  be  your's  and  Strephon's  too  ? 

My  eyes  view  both  with  mighty  pleafure, 

Impartial  to  your  high  defert, 
To  both  alike,  efteem  I  meafure, 

To  one  alone  can  give  my  heart. 

THYRSIS. 
Myderious  guide  of  inclination, 

Tell  me,  tyrant,  why  am  I, 
With  equafmerit,  equal-pamon, 

Thus  the  victim  chofen  to  die  * 
Why  am  I 

The  victim  chufen  to  die  ?    , 

DELIA. 
On  fate  alone  depends  fuccefs, 

And  fancy,  reafon  over-rules, 
Or  why  fhould  virtue  ever  mifs 

Reward,  fo  often  given  to  fools  ? 

'Tis  not  the  valiant,  nor  the  winy, 
But  who  alone  is  born  to  'ileafe ; 

JLove  does  predeftinate  our  pity, 

We  choofe  but  whom  he  fir  ft  decree*. 


A  LATIN  INSCRIPTION 

•  M  A  MEDAL  FOR   LEWIS  XIV.  OF   PRANCE. 

PROXIMUS  et  fimilis  regnas,  Ludovice,  tonanti, 
Vim  lummam,  fumma  cum  pietate.  geris, 

Magnus  es  expanfis  aljs,  fed  maximus  armis, 
Protegis  hinc  Anglos,  Teutones  inde  feris. 

Quin  coeant  toto  Titania  fcedera  Rheno, 
Ilia  acquilam  tantum,  Gallia  fulmen  habet. 

ENGLISHED, 

AND  APPLIED  TO  OJJEEN  ANNE. 

NEXT  to  the  thunderer  let  Anna  (land     . 
In  piety  fupreinc,  as  in  commaii  1 ; 
7 


Fam'd  for  victorious  arms  and  generous  aid, 
Young  Auftria's refuge,  and  fierce  Bourbon's drea«i 
Titanian  leagues  in  vain  (hall  brave  the  Rhine, 
When  to  the  eagle,  you  the  xhunder  join. 


URGANDA'S  PROPHECY. 

SpoJeen  by  -way  of  Epilogue  at  the  firjl  reprefentatian  tf 
tie  Britjjl  Encbantert. 


PROPHETIC  fury  rolls  within  my  bread, 
And  as  at  Dclphos,  when  the  foaming  pried 
Full  of  his  God,  proclaims  the  didant  doom 
Of  kings  unborn,  and  nations  yet  to  come ; 
My  labouring  mind  fo  druggies  to  unfold 
On  Britifh  ground  a  future  age  of  gold ; 
But  left  incredulous  you  hear — behold  : 


Here  a  Scene  reprefentiag  the  QlJEEN,  and  tie  feveral 
Triumphs  of  Her  Majijtyt  Reign. 

High  on  a  throne  appears  the  martial  queen, 
With  grace  fublime,  and  with  imperial  mien ; 
Surveying  r-mnd  her,  with  impartial  eyes, 
Whom  to  protect,  or  whom  (he  (ball  chaftife. 
Next  to  her  fide,  victorious  Marlbro'  ftand», 
Waiting,  obl'ervant  of  her  dread  commands; 
The  queen  ordains,  and  like  Alcides,  he 
Obeys,  and  executes  her  high  decree. 
In  every  line  of  her  aufyicious  face 
S»ft  mercy  fmiles,  adorn'd  with  every  grace ; 
So  angels  look,  and  fo  when  heaven  decrees, 
They  fcourge  the  world  to  piety  and  peace. 

Emprefs  and  conqu'ror,  hail !  the  fates  ordain 
O'er  all  the  willing  world  fule  arbitrefs  to  reign; 
To  no  one  people  are  thy  laws  confin'd, 
Great  Britain's  queen,  but  guardian  of  mankind; 
Sure  hope  of  all  who  dire  oppreflion  bear, 
For  all  th*  opprefs'd  become  thy  inftant  care. 
Nations  of  conqueft  proud,  thou  tam'ft  to  free,- 
Denouncing  war,  prefenting  liberty; 
The  victor  to  the  vanquiuVd  yields  a  prize, 
For  in  thy  triumph  their  redemption  lies; 
Freedom  and  peace,  for  ravilh'd  fame  you  give, 
Invade  to  blefs  and  conquer  to  relieve. 
So  the  fun  fcorches,  and  revives  by  turns, 
Requiting  with  rich  metals  where  he  burns. 

:  aught  by  this  great  example  to  be  juft, 
Succeeding  kings  (hall  well  fulfil  their  truft; 
Difcord,  and  war,  and  tyranny  (hall  ceafe, 
And  jarring  Rations  be  compeli'd  to  peace  ; 
Princes  and  dates,  like  fubjects  fliall  agree 
To  truft  her  power,  fafe  in  her  piety. 


PROLOGUE 

TO  THE  BRITISH    ENCHANTERS. 

POETS  by  obfervatjon  find  it  true, 

'  ris  harder  much  to  pleafe  themfelves  than  yoir; 

To  weave  a  p^ot,  to  work  and  to  refine 

A  labour' d  fccne;  to  poliih  every  line 
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Judgment  mlift  fwear,  and  feel  a  mother's  pains; 

Viin  fool*  !  thus  to  difturb  and  rack  their  brains, 

When  more  indulgent  to  the  writer's  cafe, 

You  are  too  good  to  be  fo  hard  to  pleafc  ; 

No  fuch  convulfivc  pangs  it  will  require 

'to  write  the  pretty  things  which  you  admire. 

Our  author  then,  to  pleafe  you,  in  your  way, 
Prefents  you  now  a  bauble  ol  a  play ; 
In  jingling  rhyme,  wellfortit'y'd  and  ftrong, 
He  fights  entrench 'dx>'er  head  and  ears  iu  long. 
If  here  and  there  feme  evil- fated  line, 
Should  chance  through  inadvertency  to  (bine, 
Forgive  him,  beaux,  he  means  yon  no  offence, 
But  begs  you  for  the  love  of  fong  and  tlance, 
To  pardon  all  the  poetry  and  feme. 


ANOTHER  EPILOGUE, 

DESIGNED  FOR  THE   SAME. 

WIT  once,  like  beauty,  without  art  or  drefs, 
Naked,  and  unadorn'd,  could  find  luccefs, 
Till  by  fruition,  novelty  deftroy'd, 
The  nymph  muft  find  new  charms  to  be  enjoy'd. 
A*  by  hi<  equipage  the  man  you  priz?. 
And  ladies  muft  have  gems  befide  their  eyes  J 
So  fare'  it  tod  with  plays;  in  vain  we  write,      ") 
Unlefs  the  miific  and  the  dance  invite, 
Scarce  Hamlet  clears  the  charges  of  the  night-     j 
"Would  you  but  fix  fome  ftandard  how  to  move, 
We  would  transform  to  any  thing  you  love ; 
Judge  our  defire  by  our  coaft  and  pains, 
Sure  the  expence,  uncertain  are  the  gains. 
But  though  we  fetch  from  Italy  and  France       ~) 
Our  fopperies  of  tune,'  and  mode  of  dance,  > 

Our  fturdy  Britons  fcorn  to  borrow  fenfe  :'  j 

Howe'er  to  foreign  fafhions  we  fubmit, 
Still  every  fop  prefers  his  mother  wit. 
In  only  wit  this  omftancy  is  fhown,  ^ 

For  never  was  that  arrant  changeling  known,      > 
Who  for  another's  fenfe  would  quit  his  own.     J 
Our  author  would  excufe  thefe  youthful  fcenes, 
Begotten  at  his  entrance  in  his  teens : 
Some  childiOi  fancies  may  approve  the  toy, 
Some  like  the  mufe  the  more  for  being  a  boy ; 
And  ladies  fhould  be  pleas'd,  if  not  content, 
To  find  fo  young  a  thing,  not  wholly  impotent. 
Our  ftage-reformers  too  he  would  difarm^ 
In  charity  fo  cold,  in  zeal  fo  warm; 
And  therefore  to  atone  for  ftagc  abufes,  ~) 

And  gain  the  church-indulgence  for  the  mufes,^ 
He  gives  his  thirds— to  charitable  ultra.  j 


PROLOGUE 

7»    Mr.   Bevil    Jflggtmt   excellent    Tragedy,  calltd, 
The  Generous  Conqueror. 

YOBR  comic  writer  is  a  common  foe, 
None  can  intrigue  in  peace,  or  be  a  beau, 
Nor  wanton  wife,  nor  widow  can  be  fp'ed, 
Not  even  *  Ruflel  can  inter  the  dead, 

*  Rtiflel,  a  famous  undertaker  t'nr  funeral*;  alludiPir 
to  a  r.umtiJy  written  liy  air  Kich*ril  Sitcie.'  inf.iuuu,  fit 
Ilirrral. 

VOL.  VII. 


But  ftraight  thiscenfor,  in  his1  whim'  of  wit, 
Strips,  and  presents  you  naked  to  the  pit. 
Thus  critics  fhould,  like  thefe,  be  branded  foes, 
Who  for  the  poifon  only,  luck  the  rofe ; 
Snarling  and  carping,  without  wit  or  fenfe ; 
Impeach  miftakes,  o'crlooking  excellence, 
As  if  to  every  fop  it  might  belong, 
Like  lenators  to  cenfure,  right  or  wrong. 

But  generous  minds  have  more  heroic  views, 
And  love  and  honour  are  the  themes  they  choofc. 
f  From  yon  bright  heaven  our  author  fctch'd  his 

fire, 

And  paints  the  pafiions  that  your  eyes  infpire  : 
Full  of  that  flame,  his  tender  fcenes  he  warms, 
And  frames  his  goddcfs  by  your  matchlefs  chprm* 


EPILOGUE 

TO  THE  JEW  OF  VENICE. 

EACH  in  his  turn,  the  poet  f|,  and  the  prieft  §, 
Have  vrew?'d  the  ftage,  but   like  faife  prophets 

guefs'd, 

The  man  of  zeal,  in  his  religious  rige, 
Would  filence  poets,  and  reduce  the  ftage ; 
The  poet,  rafhly  to  get  clear,  retorts 
On  kings  the  fcand*l,  and  befpattefs  courts. 
Both  err:   for  without  mincing,  to  be  plain, 
The  guilt's  your  own  of  every  odious  fcene  : 
The  prefent  time  ftill  gives  the  ftage  its  mode, 
The  vices  that  you  praclife,  we  explode; 
We  hold  the  glafs,  and  biit  reflocit  your  fhamc, 
Like  Spartans,  by  expofing,  to  reclaim. 
The  fcribler,   pinch'd  with   hunger,    writes    £o 

dine, 

And  to  your  genius  muft  conform  his  line  ; 
Not  lewd  by  choice,  but  merely  to  fubrrtit  : 
Would   you    encourage    fenfe,    fenfe    would    bd 

writ. 

Good  plays  we  try;  which  after  the  firft  day, 
TJnfeen  we  a»5l,  and  to  bare  benches  play  ; 
Plain   fenfe,    which    pleas'd  your   fires    an    Sg« 

.    aR°. 

Is  loft,  without  the  garniture  of  (how  : 
At  vaft  expence  we  labour  to  our  ruin, 
And  court  your  favour  with  our  own  undoing; 
A  war  of  profit  mitigates  the  evil, 
But  to  be  tax'd  and  bea'ten— is  the  devil. 
How  was  the  fcene  forlorn,  and  how.defpis'd^ 
When  TImon,  without  mu(tc,  moraliz'd  ? 
Shakfpeare's  fublime  in  vain  entic'd  the  throng, 
Without  the  aid  of  Parcel's  fyren  fong. 

In  the  fame  antique  loom   fhefe  fcenes  were 

wrought, 

Enibellifh'd  with  g°°d  morals,  arfd  juft  thought ; 
True  nature  in  IKT  nobleil  light  you  fee, 
Ere  yet  debaadt'd  by  modern  gallantry, 
To  trifling  jeils,  and  fulfome  ribaldry. 
What  ruft  remains  upon  the  Ibining  mafs, 
Antiquity  muft  privilege  to  pafs. 


-f  To  the  Lad'i.-g. 
II  Dr*(tfn*«  1'iolo^ 
\  Cci'iiii's  Vie./  a: 


to  the  filgrfm. 


THE    WORKS   OF    GRANVtLLE. 


Tis  Shakfprare's  play,  and  if  thefe  fcenes  inifcarry, 
Let  Gornton  ||  take  the  flage— or  Lady  Mary  f- 


PROLOGUE  TO  THE  SHE-GALLANTS; 


ONCE  A  LOFER  AND  ALWAYS  A  LOrER. 

As  quiet  monarchs  that  on  peaceful  thrones, 
In  i'pnrts  and  revels  long  had  reign'd  like  drones, 
Roufing  at  length,  reflect  with  guilt  and  fhame, 
That  not  one  flrokc  had  yet  been  given  for  fame ; 
Wars  they  denounce,  and  to  redeem  the  paft, 
To  bold  attempts,  and  rugged  labours  hafte  : 
Our  poet  fo,  with  like  concern  reviews 
The  youthful  follies  of  a  love-fick  mufe  ; 
To  amorous  toils,  and  to  the  filent  grove, 
To  beauty's  fnares,  ai:d  to  deceitful  love. 
He  bids  farewell ;  his  fhield  and  lance  prepares, 
And  mounts  the  ftage,  to  bid  immortal  wars. 
.  Vice,    like   fome   monfter,    fuff'ring   none   t* 

cfcape, 

Has  feiz'd  the  town,  and  varies  ftill  her  (hape  : 
Here,  like  fome  general,  {he  ftruts  in  ftate, 
While  crowds  in  red  and  blue  her  orders  wait ; 
There,  like  fome  penfive  ftatefman  treads  demure, 
And  fmiles  and  hugs,  to  make  deftru<Stion  furc  : 
Now  under  high  commodes,  with  looks  erect, 
Barefac'd  devours,  in  gaudy  colours  dtck'd; 
Then  in  a  vizard,  'o  avoid  grimace, 
Allows  ail  freedom,  but  to  fee  the  face. 
Tn  pulpits  and  at  bar  flie  wears  a  gown, 
In  camps  a  fword,  in  palaces  a  crow  n. 
Refolv'd  to  combat  with  this  motley  beaft 
Our  poet  c<;mes  to  ftrike  one  ftrokc  at  lead. 

His  glafs  he  means  not  for  this  jilt  «~T  beau, 
Some  features  of  you  all  he  means  t<   fhow, 
On  chofen  heads,  nor  lets  the  thunder  fall, 
But  fcatters  his  artillery — at  all. 

Yet  to  the  fair  he  fain  would  quarter  fliow, 
His  tender  heart  rec<  ils  at  every  blow  ; 
II"  unawares  he  gives  too  fmxft  a  ftroke, 
He  means  but  to  correct,  and  not  provoke. 


ODE 

•  ON  THE   PRESENT  CORRUPTION  OF  MANKIND. 
Jnjcribtd  to  tie  I.trJ  Falkland. 

O  FALKLAND  .  offspring  of  a  generous  race, 
Renown'd  for  arms  and  arts,  in  war  and  peace, 
My  kinfman,  and  my  friend :  from  whence  this 

curfe 
Entail'd  on  man,  ftill  to  grow  worfe  and  worfe  ? 

Each  age  induftriousto  invent  new  crime?, 
Strives  to  outdo  in  guilt  preceding  times ; 
Butncw  we're  fo  improv'd  in  all  that's  bad, 
We  fhall  leave  nothing  for  our  Ions  to  add. 

(J    Afarr.on-jprize  fighter. 

t  A  ts.n-.tu*  fopc-tiitoccr,  la  called. 


That  idol,  gold,  poffefies  every  heart, 
To  cheat,  defraud,  and  undermine,  is  art  j 
Virtue  is  folly;  confcience  is  a  jeft  ; 
Religion  gain,  or  prieftcraft  at  the  beft. 

Friendfhip's  a  cloak  to  hide  fome  treacheronr 

end, 

Your  greateft  foe,  is  your  profefTing  friend ; 
The  foul  refign'd,  unguarded,  and  fecure, 
The  wound  is  deepeft,  and  the  ftroke  rnoft  furc. 

Juflice  is  bought  and  fold ;  the  bench,  the  bar 
Plead  and  decide  ;  but  gold's  th'  interpreter. 
Pernicious  metal !  thrice  accurs'd  be  he 
Who  found  thee  firft  ;  all  evils  fpring  from  thee. 

Sires  fell  their  fons,  and  fons  their  fires  betray : 
And  fenates  vote,  as  armies  fight,  for  pay ; 
The  wife  no  longer  is  reftrain'd  by  fhame, 
But  has  the  hufband's  leave  to  play  the  game. 

Difeas'd,  decrepit,  from  the  mix'd  embrace 
Succeeds,  of  fpurious  mold,  a  puny  race ; 
From  fuch  defenders  what  can  Britain  hope  ? 
And  where,  O  liberty  !  is  now  thy  prop  ? 

Not  fuch  the  men  who  bent  the  ftubborn  bow, 
And  learn'd  in  rugged  fports  to  dare  a  foe  : 
Not  fuch  the  men  who  fill'd  with  heaps  of  flain 
Fam'd  Agincourt  and  Crefly's  bloody  plain. 

Haughty  Britannia  then,  inur'd  to  toil, 
Spread  far  and  near  the  terrors  of  her  ifle ; 
True  to  herfelf,  and  to  the  public  weal, 
No  Gallic  gold  could  blunt  the  Britifh  fteel. 

Not   much  unlike,  when  thou  in  arms  wer't 

feen, 

Eager  fur  glory  on  th'  embattled  green, 
When  Stanhope  led  thee  through  the  heats  of  Spain 
I  o  die  in  purple  Almanara's  plain. 

The  refcu'd  empire,  and  the  Gaul  fubdu'd, 
In  Anna's  reign,  our  ancient  fame  renew'd  : 
What  Britons  could,  when  juftly  rous'd  to  war, 
Let  Blenheim  fpcak,  and  witncfs  Gibraltar. 


FORTUNE. 

EPIGRAM. 

WHEN  fortune  feems  to  fmile,  'tis  then  I  fear 
in  me  lurking  ill,  and  hidden  mifchief  near  : 
Us'd  to  her  frowns,  I  ftand  upon  my  guard, 
And  arm'd  in  virtue,  keep  my  foul  prepar'd. 
Fickle  and  falfe  to  others  fhe  may  be, 
I  can  complain,  but  of  her  conftaucy. 

Virtnttm  a  met 
Fortunam  ex  aliis  - 


CHARACTER  OF  MR.  WYCHERLEYf. 

Or  all  our  modern  wits,  none  fcems  to  me 
Once  to  have  touch'd  upon  true  comedy, 
But  hafty  Shadwell,  and  flow  Wycherley. 

+  This  ch.ir.-.ftcr,  however  jufl  in  other  particulars  yet 
is  injurious  in  cnc;  Mr.  Wychcrtty  beina  rcprelccwila*  » 


POEMS. 


1*$ 


Sha  Jwell's  unfintfiYd  works  drt  yet  impart 
Great  proofs  of  nature's  force,  though  none  of  art; 
But  Wycherley  earns  hard  whate'er  he  gains, 
He  wants  no  judgment,  and  he  fp ares  no  pain»,  &c. 
Lord  Rochester's  Poems. 


VERSES 

Written  in  a  led/of  tie  Auther's  Points ,  frtfe nted  to 
tie  <$>ucen. 

THE  MUSE'S  LAST  DYIN9  SOVO. 

A  MBSK  expiring,  who, with  carlieft  voice, 
Made  kings  and  queens,  and  beauty's  charms  her 

choice ; 

Now  on  her  death-bed,  this  laft  homage  pays, 
O  queen !  to  thee  :  accent  her  dying  lays. 

laborious  writer,  which  every  man  who  has  the  leaft  per- 
foil  a  1  knowledge  of  him  can  contradift. 
Thofe  indeed  who  form  their  judgment  only  from  his 


inquiries  into  nature,  lucn  cloje  oDlervations  on  tne  leve- 
ral  humours,  manners,  and  attentions  of  all  ranks  and  de 
grees  of  men,  and,  as  it  were,  fo  true  and  fo  perfect  a 


auon.  we  owe  i  :  picaiurc  «um  auv«tuiat;c  ui 
having  been  fo  well  entertained  and  inftrufled  by  him,  to 
his  facility  of  doing  it ;  for,  if  I  miitake  him  not  extremely, 
had  it  been  a  trouble  to  him  to  write,  he  would  have 
fpared  himfelf  that  trouble.  What  he  has  performed  would 
indeed  have  been  difficult  for  another ;  but  the  club  which 
a  man  of  ordinary  fize  could  not  lift,  was  but  a  waHung- 
ftick  for  Hercule*. 

Mr.  Wycherly,  in  his  writings,  has  been  the  fharpeft  fa- 
tiritt  of  his  time;  but,  in  his  nature,  he  has  all  the  fottnefs  of 
the  tenderelt  difpofitions  :  in  his  writings  he  is  fevere,  bold, 
undertaking  :  in  his  nature,  gentle,  modcft,  inoffenlivc  j 
he  makes  uie  of  his  fatire  as  a  man  truly  brave  of  liU  cou- 
tace,  only  upon  public  occafions,  and  for  public  good.  He 
com  paflionates  the  wounds  he  Is  under  a  neceffity  to  probe, 
or,  like  a  good-natured  conqueror,  grieves  at  the  occalions 
that  provoke  him  to  make  luch  a  havock. 

There  are  who  object  to  his  verification ;  but  a:  diamond 
ii  not  lefs  a  diamond  for  not  being  polllhed.  Verification 


So,  at  th'  approach  of  death,  the  cygnet  tries 
To  warble  one  note  more — and  finging  dies. 
Hail,  mighty  queen  !  whofe  powerful  fmile  alonq 
Commands  fubje&ion,  and  fecures  the  throne  : 
Contending  parties,  and  Plebeian  rage, 
Had  puzzled  loyalty  for  half  an  age  : 
Conquering  our  hearts,  you  end  the  long  difpute, 
All,  who  have  eyes,  confefs  you  abfolute. 
To  Tory  doctrines,  even  Whigs  rcfign, 
And  in  your  perfon  own  a  right  divine. 

Thus  fang  the  mufe,  in  her  laft  moments  fir'd 
With  Carolina's  praife— and  then  expir'd. 


In  a  Leaf  of  tie  fame  Pcenti,  frefented  ta  tin 
Princefs  Royal. 


WHEN  we'd  exalt  fome  heavenly  fait, 

To  fome  bright  goddefs  we  compare  : 

Minerva,  wifdom  ;  Juno,  grace  ; 

And  Venus  furnifhes  the  face  : 

In  royal  Anne's  bright  form  is  feen, 

What  comprehends  them  all  —  The  queen. 


, 

hough  the  colours  ftiould  happen  to  be  rough,  or  carelefsly 
aid  on.  yet  may  the  piece  be  of  ineftimable  value  ;  where 
t  the  tinea  and  the  niceft  colouring  art  can  invent,  is  but 


IVritttn  en  a  IVindo-w  in  tie  Tcnetr,  -wlert  Sir  Ralert 
IValftle  bad.  beta  confined* 

GOOD  unexpected,  evil  unforefeen, 
Appear  by  turns,  as  fortune  fhifts  the  fcene  : 
Some  rais'd  aloft,  come  tumbling  down  amain, 
And  fall  fo  hard,  they  bound  and  rife  again. 


labour  in  vain,  where  the  reft  is  wanting.  Our  prefent 
writers  indeed,  for  the  moHpart,  feem  to  lay  the  whole 
Itrefs  of  their  endeavours  upon  the  harmony  of  words  j 
but  then,  like  eunuchs,  they  facririce  their  manhood  for 
a  voice,  and  reduce  our  pottry  to  be  like  echo,  nothing 
but  found. 

In  Mr.  Wycherley,  every  thing  is  mafculine  ;  his  Mufe  is 
not  led  forth  as  to  a  review,  but  as  to  a  battle  ;  not  adorned 
for  parade,  but  execution  ;  he  would  be  tried  by  the  (harp- 
nefs  of  his  blade,  and  not  by  the  finery  ;  like  your  heroes 
ot  antiquity,  he  charges  in  iron,  and  feenas  to  dcfpife  all 
ornament  but  Intrinnc  merit;  and  like  thotc  heroes  ha» 
^therefore  added  another  narr-  to  his  own,  and  by  the  u»- 
f  animous  content  of  his  contemporaries,  is  dillinguilhed  by. 
the  jult  appellation  of  Manly  Wycherley. 

LANSDOWNE, 
Z  Z   JJ 


PELEUS   AND    THETIS, 

A    MASQUE    SET   TO   MUSIC. 


T&e  Argument. 

Peleus,  in  love  with  Thetis,  by  the  affiftance  of  Proteus  obtains  her  favour;  but  Jupiter  interpofinp, 
Pcleus  in  defpair  confults  Prometheus,  famous  for  his  fldll  in  aftrology  ;  upon  whofc  prophecy,  that 
the  fan  horn  of  Thetis  fhnuld  prove  greater  than  his  father,  Jupiter  defifts.  The  prophecy  was  af- 
tcrwards  verified  in  the  birth  of  Achilles,  the  fun  of  Pelcu*. 


PERSONS  IN  THE  MASQUE. 

JUPITER.  PKOMETHETTS. 

I'LLEUS.  THETIS. 

*flie  Stint  rtfrefents  Jifeunt  Cautafus  ;   Prometheus  appears  cbain'd  ta'a  red,  a  vulture  gnawing  bis 
Peleus  eaters,  addrefflng  Limftlf  to  Prometheus, 


-,  Peleus. . 

C.ONDEMNM  on  Caucafusto  lie, 
,    Still  to  be  dying,  not  to  die, 
With  certain  pain,  uncertain  of  relief, 
True  Emblem  of  a  wretched  lover's  grief! 
To  whofe  infpe&ing  eye  'tis  given 
To  view  the  planetary  way, 
To  penetrate  eternal  day, 
And  to  revolve  the  flarry  heaven, 
To  thee,  Prometheus,  1  complain, 
And  bring  a  heart  as  full  of  pain. 

Prometheus. 
From  Jupiter  fpring  all  our  woes, 

Thetis  is  Jove's,  who  once  was  thine : 
'Tis  vain,  O  Peleus,  to  oppofe 

Thy  torturer,  and  mine. 
Contented  with  defpairj 
Rcfign  the  fair,- 

Refign,  refign, 
Or  wretched  man,  prepare 
For  change  of  torments,  great  as  mine. 

Peleus. 

In  change  of  torment  would  be  eafc  ; 
Could  you  divine  what  lovers  bear, 
Even  you,  Prometheus,  would  confefs 
There  is  no  vulture  like  defpair. 

Prometlcus. 
Ccafe,  cracl  vulture,  to  devour, 

Peleiis. 
Cfiafe,  criiel  Thetis,  to  difdain. 

T!)ct!s  entering,  they  repeat  together. 
Ceafc,  cruel  vulture,  to  devour, 
Ccafcj  cruel  Thetis,  to  iliiiiain. 

2W*. 

Peleus,  unjuftly  you  complain. 

Prometbei/s  find  Peleus* 
Ceafe,  cruel  vulture,  to  devour, 
Ceafc,  cruel  Thetis,  to  difelain. 


Tbetis. 
Peleus,  unjuftly  you  Complain. 

The  gods,  alas !  no  refuge  find 
From  ills  rcfiftlefs  fates  ordain  : 

I  {till  am  true — and  vvoulJ  be  kind. 

Peleus. 

To  love  and  to  languifh 
,To  figh  and  complain, 
How  cruel's  the  anguifh ! 
How  tormenting  the  pain.! 
Suing, 
Pariuing, 
Flying, 
Denying, 

O  tne  curfe  of  dildain, 
How  tormenting's  the  pain  f 
To  love,  &c. 

Thetis. 

Accurfed  jealoufy ! 
Thou  jaundice  in  the  lover's  eye, 
Through  which  all  objects  falfc  we  fee. 

Accurfed  jealoufy ! 
Thy  rival,  Peleus,  rules  the  iky, 

Yet  I  fo  prize  thy  love, 
With  Peleus  I  would  choofe  to  die, 
Rather  than  reign  with  Jove. 

A  Clap  of  Thunder  ;   jupittr  appean,  Jcfcenfing  uf. 

on  hit  Eagll. 
But  fee,  the  mighty  thunderer's  here ; 

Tremble  Peleus,  tremble,  fly  ; 
The  thunderer !  the  mighty  thunderer  ! 
Tremble,  Pcleus,  tremble,  fly. 

A  full  Chorus  of  Voices  and  Injlrumcnts  as  "JupitCr  ii 
dtfcending. 
CHORUS. 

But  fee,  the  mighty  thunderer's  here  ; 
Tremble  Pdcus,  tremble,  flj  j 


POEMS. 


its 


The  tminderer!  the  mighty  thunderer  I 
Tremble,  Peleus,  tremble,  fly. 

[Jupiter  being  deft ended.} 

Jupiter. 
Prefumptuous  flave,  rival  to  Jove, 

How  dar'ft  thou,  mortal,  thus  defy 
A"goddefs  with  audacious  love. 
And  irritate  a  god  with  jealoufy  ? 
Prefumptuous  mortal — hence— 
Tremble  at  omnipotence. 

Peleus. 

Arm'd  with  love,  and  Thetis  by, 
I  fear  no  odds 
Of  men  or  gods, 
But  Jove  himfelfdefy, 
Jove,  hy  thy  thunder  down ; 

Arm'd  with  love,  and  Thetis  by, 
There  is  more  terror  in  her  frown, 
And  fiercer  light'ning  in  her  eye.: 
1  fear  no  oddi 
Of  men  or  gods, 
But  Jove  himfelf  defy. 

Jupiter. 

Bring  me  light'ning,  give  me  thunder, 
Hafte,  ye  Cyclops,  with  your  forked  rods, 
This  rebel  love  braves  all  the  gods. 
Bring  me  light'ning,  give  me  thunder. 

[fileuj  and  Thetis  holding  f aft  by  one  another. 
Jove  may  kill,  but  ne'er  (hall  hinder. 

'Jupiter. 
Bring  me  light'ning,  give  me  thunder. 

Peleus  and  Thetis, 
JOYC  may  kill, "but  ne'er  {hall  funder. 

Thetis  to  Jupiter. 
Thy  Jove  Aill  arm'd  wjth  fate, 
Is  dreadful  as  thy  hate  : 
O  might  it  prove  to  me, 
So  gentle  Peleus  were  but  free ; 

O  might  it  prove  to  me 
As  fatal  as  to  loft  confuming  Semele! 
Thy  love  ftill  arm'd  with  fate, 
Is  dreadful  as  thy  hate. 

Prtmetbeui  to  Jufittr, 
Son  of  Saturn,  take  advice 

From  one.  whom  thy  fevere  decree 
Has  furnifh'd  leifure  to  grow  wife: 

Thou  rufft  the  gods,  but  fate  rules  thee. 

[Tbt  Pr»phecy.~\ 

Whoe'er  th'  immortal  maid  compreffing, 
Shall  tafk  joy,  and  reap  the  blefling, 

Thus  th'  unerring  ftars  advife  : 
From  that  aufpicious  night  an  heir  ftiall  rife, 
Paternal  glories  to  efface 
The  mod  illuftrious  of  his  race, 
Tho"  fprangfrom  him  who  rules  the  fides. 

Jupiter.     [Apart  ] 

Shall  then  the  fon  of  Saturn  be  undone, 
Like  Saturn,  by  an  impious  fon  i 
Juftly  th'  impartial  fates  confpire, 
Dooming  that  fon  to  be  the  fire 

Of  fuch  another  fon 
Confcious  of  ills  that  I  have  done, 
My  fears  to  prudence  fliall  advife ; 
And  guilt  that  made  me  great,  (hall  make  me  wife. 
The  fatal  blefling  I  refign; 

take  the  maid  divine  :  [G'mingltr  to  PJeui. 


Jove  confenting  /he  is  thine ; 

The  fatal  blefting  I  refign.       [Joint  tlcir  handt. 

Peleus, 

Heav'n  had  been  loft,  had  I  been  Jow. 
There  is  no  heav'n,  there  is  no  heav'n  but  love. 

Peleus  and  Thetis  together. 
There  is  no  heav'n  but  love, 

No,  no,  no, 
There  is  no  heav'n  but  love. 

Jupiter  ta  Prometheus:, 
And  thou,  the  ftars  interpreter, 
'  J'is  juft  I  fet  thee  free,  / 

Who  giv'ft  me  liberty  : 
Arife,  and  be  thy  felf  a  ftar. 
'Tis  juft  I  fet  thee  free, 
Who  giv'ft"  me  liberty. 

[Tie  Culture  drops  dead  at  the  feet  of  Prometheus,  his 
tbalnsjallojf,  and  he  Is  borne  up  to  heaven  -with  Ju 
piter  to  a  loud  jlourijh  of  all  the  injlrumcnts. 

[Pelivs  and  Thttis  run  into  each  others  arm t 

Pehui. 

Fly,  fly  to  my  arms,  to  my  arms, 
Goddefs  of  immortal  charms  ! 
To  my  arms,  to  my  arms,  fly,  fly. 
Goddefs  of  tranfporting  joy  ! 
But  to  gaze 
OH  thy  face, 

Thy  gentle  hand  thus  prefling, 
Is  heavenly,  heavenly  blefling. 

O  my  foul ! 

Whither,  whither  art  thou  flying  ? 
Loft  in  fweet  tumultuous  dying, 
Whither,  whither  art  thou  flying, 

O  my  foul ! 

Tbeiis. 

You  tremble,  Peleus — So  do  I — 
Ah  flay  !   and  we'll  together  die. 
Immortal,  and  of  race  divine, 
My  foul  ftiall  take  its  flight  with  thine  t 
Life  diflblving  in  delight, 
Heaving  brcaft,  and  fwimming  fight, 
Falt'ring  fpeech,  and  gafping  breath, 
Symptoms  of  delicious  death, 
Life  diffblving  in  delight, 
My  foul  is  ready  for  the  flight. 

O  my  fowl, 

Whither,  whither  art  thou  flying  ? 
Loft  in  fweet  tumultuous  dying, 
Whither,  whither  art  thou  flying, 

O  my  foul ! 
Peleus  and  Thetis,  both  together  refett^ 

O  my  foul ! 

Whither,  whither  art  thou  flying  ? 
Loft  in  fweet  tumultuous  dying, 
Whither,  whither  art  thou  flying, 

O  my  foul ! 

Chtrui  of  all  the  voices  and  injlrumcnts  finglng  and 
dancing. 

When  the  florin  is  blown  over, 

How  bleft  is  the  fwain, 
Who  begins  to  difcover 

An  end  of  his  pain  ! 
When  the  ftorm,  &c. 

The  rnnik  concludes  with  variety 
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NO  MAGIC  LIKE  LOVE. 

A  DRAMATIC  POEM. 
With  Scenes,  Machines,  Mufic,  and  Decorations. 


THE    PREFACE. 


Or  all  public  fpectades,  that  which  fhould  pro 
perly  be  called  an  OPERA,  is  calculated  to  give 
the  higheft  delight.  There  is  hardly  any  art  but 
•what  is  required  to  furnifh  towards  the  entertain 
ment  ;  and  there  is  fomething  or  other  to  be  pro 
vided  that  may  touch  every  fenfe,  and  pleafe  every 
palate. 

The  poet  has  a  two-fold  taik  upon  his  hands  in 
the  dramatic,  and  the  lyric  :  the  architect,  the 
painter,  the  compofer,  the  actor,  the  finger,  the 
dancer,  &c.  have  each  of  them  their  feveral  em 
ployments  in  the  preparation,  and  in  the  execu 
tion. 

The  fame  materials  indeed,  in  different  hands, 
will  have  different  fuecefs ;  all  depends  upon  a 
ikilful  mixture  of  the  various  ingredients  :  a  bad 
artift  will  make  but  a  mere  hedge  podge  with  the 
fame  materials  that  one  of  a  good  taile  {hall  pre 
pare  an  excellent  plio. 

The  feafoning  muft  be  fenfc;  unlefs  there  is 
<tvherewithal  to  pleafe  the  underflanding,  the  eye 
and  the  ear  will  foon  grow  tired. 

The  French  Opera  is  perfect  in  the  decorations, 
the  dancing,  and  magnificence ;  the  Italian  excels 
in  the  mufic  and  yokes;  but  the  drama  falls  fhort 
in  both. 

-An  Englifh  ftomach  requires  fomething  folid 
and  fuhftantial,  and  will  rife  hungry  from  a  regale 
of  nothing  but  fweet-meats. 

A I  Opera  is  a  kind  of  ambigu  :  the  table  is 
finely  illuminated,  adorned  with  flowers  and  fruits, 
and  every  tiling  that  the  leafon  affords  fragrant 
or  delightful  to  the  eye  or  the  odour  ;  but  unlefs 
there  is  fomething  too  for  the  appetite,  'lie  odds 
bat  the  gucfts  break  up  difiausfkd. 


It  is  incumbent  upon  the  poet  alone  to  provide 
fpr  that,  in  the  choice  of  his  fable,  the  conduct  of 
his  plot,  the  harmony  of  his  numbers,  the  eleva 
tion  of  his  fentiments,  and  the  juftnefs  of  his  cha 
racters.  In  this  confifts  the  folid  and  the  fub- 
ftantial. 

The  nature  of  this  entertainment  requires  the 
plot  to  be  formed  upon  fome  ftory  in  which  en 
chanters  and  magicians  have  a  principal  part ;  in 
our  modern  heroic  poems,  they  fupply  the  place 
of  the  gods  with  the  ancients,  and  make  a  much 
more  natural  appearance  by  being  mortals,  with 
the  difference  only  of  being  endowed  with  fuper- 
natural  power. 

The  characters  {hould  be  great  and  illuftrious ; 
the  figure  the  aAor  makes  upon  the  ftage,  is  one 
part  of  the  ornament ;  by  confequence  the  fenti 
ments  muft  be  fuitable  to  the  characters  in  which 
love  and  honour  will  have  the  principal  {hare. 

The  dialogue,  which  in  the  French  and  Italian 
is  fet  to  notes,  and  fung,  I  would  have  pronounc 
ed  ;  if  the  numbers  are  of  themfelves  harmonious, 
there  will  be  no  need  of  mufic  to  fet  them  off;  a 
good  verfe,  well  pronounced,  is  in  itfelf  niufical ; 
and  fpeech  is  certainly  more  natural  tor  difcourfc, 
than  linging. 

Can  any  thing  be  more  prepofterous  than  to  be 
hold  Cato,  Juliu*  Casfar,  and  Alexander  the  Great, 
ftrutting  upon  the  ftage  iu  the  figure  of  fongfters, 
perfonated  by  Eunuchs  ? 

The  finging,  therefore,  {hould  be  wholly  applied 
to  the  lyrical  part  of  the  entertainment,  which  by 
being  freed  from  a  tirefume,  unnatural  recitative, 
mult  certainly  acmiaiiler  jw/rs  revocable  plea- 
lure. 
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The  feveral  parts  of  the  entertainment  fhould 
be  fo  fuited  to  relieve  one  another,  as  to  be  tedi 
ous  in  none ;  and  the  connexion  fhould  be  fuch, 
that  not  one  mould  be  able  to  fubfift  without  the 
other;  like  embroidery,  fo  fixt  and  wrought  into  j 
the  fubftance,  that  no  part  of  the  ornament  could 
be  removed,  without  tearing  the  fluff. 

To  introduce  finging  and  dancing,  by  head  and 
{boulders,  no  way  relative  to  the  action,  does  not 
turn  a  play  into  an  opera;  though  that  title  is 
now  prouiifcuoufly  given  to  every  farce  fprinkled 
here  and  there  with  a  fong  and  a  dance. 

The  rjcheft  lace,  ridiculoufly  fet  on,  will  make 
but  a  fool's  coat. 

I  will  not  take  upon  me  to  criticife  what  has 
appeared  of  this  kind  on  the  Englifh  ftage  :  we 
have  feveral  poems  under  the  nama  of  Dramatic 
Operas  by  the  befl  hands ;  but,  in  my  opinion,  the 
fubjects  for  the  moft  part  have  been  improperly 
chofcn ;  Mr.  Addifon's  Rofamond,  and  Mr.  Con- 
greve's  Semele,  though  excellent  in  their  kind,  are 
rather  mafques  than  operas. 

As  I  cannot  help  being  concerned  for  the  ho 
nour  of  my  country,  even  in  the  minuted  things, 
I  am  for  endeavouring  to  out-do  our  neighbours 
in  performances  of  all  kinds. 

Thus,  if  the  fplendour  of  the  French  Opera,  and 
the  harmony  of  the  Italian,  were  fo  fkilfully  in 
terwoven  with  the  charms  of  poetry,  upon  a  re 
gular  dramatic  bottom,  as  to  inftruct,  as  well  as 
delight,  to  improve  the  mind,  as  well  as  ravifh 
the  fenfe,  there  can  be  no  doubt  but  fuch  an  ad 
dition  would  entitle  our  Englifh  opera  to  the  pre 
ference  of  all  others.  The  third  part  of  the  en . 
couragement,  of  which  w,-  have  been  fo  liberal  fo 
foreigners  for  a  confort  of  mufic  only,  mif-cali'd 
an  opera,  would  more  than  effect  it. 

In  the  conftruction  of  the  following  poem,  the 
author  has  endeavoured  to  fet  an  example  to  his 
rules ;  precepts  are  beft  explained  by  examples ; 
an  abler  hand  might  have  executed  it  better. 
However,  it  may  ferve  for  a  model  to  be  im 
proved  upon,  when  we  grow  weary  of  fcenes  of 
low  life,  and  return  to  a  tafte  of  more  generous 
pleafures. 

We  are  reproached  by  foreigners  with  fuch  un 
natural  irregularities  in  our  dramatic  pieces,  as 
are  fhocking  to  all  other  nations;  even  a  Swifs  has 
played  the  critic  upon  us,  without  confidering 
they  are  as  little  approved  by  the  judicious  in  our 
own.  A  ftranger  who  is  ignorant  of  the  language, 
and  incapable  of  judging  of  the  fentiments,  con 
demns  by  the  eye,  and  concludes  what  he  hears 
to  be  as  extravagant  as  what  he  fees  :  When 
CEdipus  breaks  his  neck  cut  of  a  balcony,  and  Jo- 
cafla  appears  in  her  bed,  murdering  herfelf  and 
her  children,  inflead  of  moving  terror,  or  com- 
paffion,  fuch  fpectacles  only  fill  the  fpectator  with 
horror  :  No  wonder  if  ftrangers  are  fhocked  at 
fuch  fights,  and  conclude  us  a  nation  hardly  yet 
civilized,  that  can  feem  to  delight  in  them.  To 
remove  this  reproach,  it  is  much  to  be  wifhed  our 
fcenes  were  lefs  bloody,  and  the  fword  and  dagger 
more  out  of  fafhion.  To  make  fome  amends  for 
this  exclufion,  I  would  be  lefs  fevere  as  to  the 
ijjaur  of  fume  other  laws  enacted  by  the  mallei s, 


though  it  is  always  advifeable  to  keep  as  clofe  to 
them  as  poffible ;  but  reformations  are  not  to  be 
brought  about  all  at  once. 

It  may  happen  that  the  nature  of  crrtain  fub 
jects  proper  for  moving  the  paffions,  may  require 
a  little  more  latitude,  and  then,  without  offence 
to  the  critics,  fure  there  may  be  room  for  a  faving 
in  equity  from  the  feverity  of  the  common  law  of 
Parnaffus,  as  well  as  of  the  King's  Bench.  To 
facrifice  a  principal  beauty,  upon  which  the  fucct-f» 
of  the  whole  may  depend,  is  being  too  ftrictly 
tied  down ;  in  fuch  a  cafe,  fummum  jus  may  be 
fumma  injuria. 

Corneille  himfelf  complains  of  finding  his  ge 
nius  often  cramped  by  his  own  rules :  "  There  is 
"  infinite  difference  (fays  he)  between  fpectilatipn 
"  and  practice  :  Let  the  fevered  critic  make  the 
"  trial,  he  will  be  convinced  by  hb  own  expe- 
"  rience,  that  upon  certain  occafions  too  ftrict  an 
"  adherence  to  the  letter  of  the  law,  fhall  exclude 
"  a  bright  opporfunity  of  fhining,  or  toiiching  the 
"  pafiions.  Where  the  breach  is  of  little  mo- 
"  ment,  or  can  be  contrived  to  be  as  it  were  im- 
"  perceptible  in  the  reprefentation,  a  gentle  dif- 
"  penfation  might  be  allowed."  To  thofe  little 
freedoms,  he  attributes  the  fucccfr  of  his  Cid  : 
But  the  rigid  legiflators  of  the  academy  hanaled. 
him  fo  roughly  for  it,  that  he  never  durft  make 
the  venture  again,  nor  none  who  have  followed 
him.  Thus  pinioned,  the  French  mtife  muft  al 
ways  flutter,  like  a  bird  with  the  wings  cut,  inca» 
pable  of  a  lofty  flight. 

The  dialogue  of  their  tragedies  Is  under  the 
fame  conflraint  as  the  cor.flruction  •  not  a  dif- 
courfe,  but  an  oration  ;  not  fpeaking,  but  declaim 
ing;  not  free,  natural,  and  enfy,  as  convcrfation 
fhould  be,  but  precife,  fet,  formal  argumenting, 
fro  and  con,  like  difputants  in  a  fchool.  In  writ 
ing,  like  drefs,  is  it  not  poffible  to  be  too  exadt, 
too  flarched,  and  too  formal  ?  Pleafing  negli 
gence  I  have  feen  :  Who  ever  faw  pleafing  for 
mality? 

In  a  word,  all  extremes  are  to  be  avoided.  To 
be  a  French  puritan  in  the  drama,  or  an  Englifh 
latitudinarian,  is  taking  different  paths  to  be  both 
out  of  the  road.  If  the  Britifh  mufe  is  too  unruly, 
the  French  is  too  tame  ;  one  wants  a  curb,  the 
other  a  fpur. 

By  pleading  for  fome  little  relaxation  from  the 
utmoft  feverity  of  the  rules,  where  the  fubject  may 
feem  to  require  it,  I  am  not  hefpcaking  anyfucli 
indulgence  for  the  prefent  performance  :  Though 
the  ancients  have  left  us  rio  pattern  to  follow  of 
this  fpecies  of  tragedy,  1  perceive,  upon  examina 
tion,  that  I  have  been  attentive  to  their  ftn£cft 
Icffons. 

The  unities  are  religioufly  obferved  :  The  place 
is  the  fame,  varied  only  into  different  profpects  by 
the  power  of  enchantment :  All  the  incidents  fail 
naturally  within  the  very  time  of  reprt-fentation  : 
The  plot  is  one  principal  action,  and  ot  that  kind 
which  introduces  variety  of  turns  and  changes,  all 
tending  to  the  fame  point  :  The  ornaments  and 
decorations  are  of  a  piece  with  it,  fo  thar  r>na 
could  not  well  fubfift  without  the  other  :  Ev.ry 
act  concludes  with  fome  unexpected  revolution  ; 
Z  z  iiij 
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And  in  the  end,  vice  i»  punished,  virtue  rewarded, 
uud  the  moral  is  inttrmStive. 

Rhyme,  which  I  would  by  no  means  admit  info 
the  dialogue  of  graver  tragedy,  feems  to  me  the 
mod  proper  ftyle  for  representations  of  this  heroic 
romantic  kind,  and  bed  adapted  to  accompany 
mufic.  The  folemu  language  of  a  haughty  tyrant 
will  by  no  means  become  a  paflionate  lover,  and 
tender  fentfrnent*  require  the  fofteft  colouring. 

The  theme  nnifl  govern  the  ftyle;  every  thought, 
every  character,  every  fnbjeA  of  a  different  na 
ture,  muft  fpeak  a  different  language.  An  humble 
lover's  gentle  addrefs  to  his  miflrefs  would  rumble 
ilrangely  in  the  Miltonic  dialed  ;  and  the  foft 
harmony  of  Mr.  Waller's  numbers  would  as  ill 
become  the  mouths  of  Lucifer  and  Beelzebub. 
The  terrible,  and  the  ttnder,  muft  be  fct  to  differ 
ent  notes  of  mufic. 


To  conclude.  This  dramatic  attempt  wa»  the 
firft  cffay  of  a  very  infant  mufe,  rather  as  a  tafk 
at  futh  hours  as  were  free  from  fuch  other  cxer- 
cifes,  than  any  way  meant  for  public  entertain 
ment  :  But  Mr.  Betterton  having  had  a  caltial 
fight  of  it  many  years  after  it  was  written,  begged 
it  for  the  ftagc,  where  it  found  fo  favourable  a 
reception,  as  to  have  an  uninterrupted  run  of  at 
lead  forty  days.  The  reparation  of  the  principal 
acftors  which  foon  followed ;  and  tke  introduction 
of  the  Italian  Opera,  put  a  flop  to  its  farther  ap 
pearance. 

Had  it  been  compofed  at  a  riper  time  of  life, 
the  faults  might  have  been  fewer  :  However,  up 
on  revifing  it  now,  at  fo  great  a  diftance  of  time, 
with  a  cooler  judgment  than  the  firll  conceptions 
of  youth  will  allow,  1  cannot  abfolutely  fay,firip~ 
jffe  fu&t. 
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M  E  N. 

CEJ.IHS,  a  Sr't'fa  King,  father  to  ORIANA. 
CONSTANT/US,  a  Roman  Emperor,  defigittdfor  Mar 

riage  with  OR  i  AN  A. 
AM  APIS  e/"GAUL,  a  famous  Knight  Adventurer,  in 

LO-JS  -with  OHIANA. 

FLOKE.ST  AH,  kis  Companion,  in  £ove  Tt'MCoRiSANDA. 
ARCALAUS,  a  -wicked  Enchanter,  f/icmy  to  AMAD*b. 
Lucius,  a  Raman  ef  the  Emperor's  Train. 


WOMB  N. 


ORIAMA,  /'«  Lo-ve  -with  AMABIS,  tut  given  in  Mar 
riage  to  CoWSTANTIUi. 

CORISANDA,  betrothed  to  FLORKSTA'N. 

URGAN  u A,  a  gtod  Encbantrejs,  Fiicnif  t»  AMAO1S. 

ARCABON,  Si/ter  to  ARCALAI/S. 
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tind!:i%  the  Britifo  Court.      PrLja,t,r  Druids.     Romans  attending  Conftafltius.     Singers,  Dancers^  &C. 

SctNE  the  Kings  Palace,  and  Parts  adjacent,  inhabited  by  the  Jffirent  Enchanter/. 


APT  I.     SCENE  I. 

"^'Iie  .Curtain  rifes  to  a  fymphony  of  all  forts  of  in- 
ftriiments  <>i  Mufic.  The  Scene  represents  an 
enchanted  Grove,  adorued  and  beautified  with 
Fountains,  Statues,  &c. 

(JRGANDA  and  DELIA  performing  feme  folemn  cere 
mony  of  Encbantmi  nt. 
A  full  Stage  of  Singtrs  and  DaHfert. 


URGANDA  AND  DELIA. 

Urganda. 

D,  found,  ye.  wintis,  the  rended  clouds  divide, 
Bright    hack    the    piieft,   and  fave  ^  trembling 

bride, 

an  injur'tl  lovr's  faifhful  love  : 
injur'd  lover's  caufe  is  worthy  Jove. 


Delia. 

Succefsful  is  our  charm  :  the  temple  frakes, 
The  altar  nods  th'  aftom'fh'd  prielt  forfakes 
The  hallow'd  flirine,  ftaris  Irom  the  bridegroom's 

Breaks  off  the  rites,  and  leaves  the  knot  unty'd. 

Urganda. 
Ve  fweet  muficians  of  the  flcy, 

Hither,  liither,  hither,  fly,  11  y, 
And  \vith  enchanting  notes,  all  magic  elfe  fupply. 

UrganJa   and  Delia  retire  dawn  the  Scene,    -wailing 
tbcir  enchanted  Rods,  at  continuing  the  Ceremony. 

Full  Clforus  of  Jnjlruments  and  Voices. 
Sound  the  trumpet,  touch  the  lute, 
Strike  the  lyre,  inlpire  the  flute \ 
In  harmony, 
Ccleftiai  harmony,  .     _(, 
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All  magic  charms  are  found  ; 
Sound  the  trumpet,  found. 
[Here  tbe  Statues  leap  from  their  PedcJIals,  and  form 

"variety  'vf  dances.] 

Chorus  of  Singers  after  tbe  Dance.    • 
Mufic  .fo  charms,  and  does  ib  fweetly  wound, 
That  ev'ry  fenfe  is  raviftVd  with  the  found. 

A  ftngle  Voice. 
When  nymphs  are  coy, 
And  fly  from  joy, 
The  fhepherd  takes  his  reed ; 
He  plays  a  tune, 
She  Hops  as  loon, 
And  ftraight  they  arc  agreed. 
The  battle  near, 
When  cowards  fear, 
Th£  drum  and  trumpet  founds; 
Their  courage  warms, 
They  ru(h  to  arms, 
And  brave  a  thoufand  wounds. 

CHORUS. 

By  harmony  our  fouls  arc  fway'd ; 
By  harmeny  the  world  was  made. 

A  fccond  Dance. 
Singers  again  advance. 

A  J>ngle  Voice. 

When  with  adoring  looks  we  gaze 
On  bright  Oriana's  heavenly  face, 
In  ev'ry  glance,  and  ev'ry  grace, 
What  is  it  that  we  fee. 

But  harmony, 
Celeflinl  harmony  { 
Our  ravilh'd  hearts  leap  up  to  meet 
The  mufic  of  her  eyes, 
The  mufic  ot  her  eyes, 
And  dance  around  her  feet. 

Tail  Chorus  of  voieei  and  injlruments,  as  atfirjl. 
Sound  the  trumpet,  touch  the  lujc. 
Strike  the  lyre,  infpire  the  flute  ; 

In  harmony, 

Celellial  harmony, 

AH  magic  charms  are  found  ; 

Sound  the  trumpet,  found. 

A  third  Dance. 
Urganda  and  Delia  come  forward. 

Urganda. 

Thjs  care  for  Amadis,  ye  gods,  approve, 
For  what's  a  foldier's  recompencc  but  love  ? 
When  forc'd  from  Britain,  call'd  to  diftant  war, 
Wis  vanquifh'd  heart  remain'd  a  captive  here  ; 
Oriana's  eyes  that  glorious  conquell  made, 
Nor  was  his  love  ungratefully  repaid. 

Delia. 

By  Arcabon,  like  hoftile  Juno,  croft, 
And  like  JEneas  driv'n  from  coaft  to  coaft, 
The  wand'riog  hero  wou'd  return  too  late, 
Charg'd  by  Oriana  with  the  crimes  of  fate; 
Who  anxfious  of  negledt,  fufpefting  change, 
Confults  her  pride,  and  meditates  revenge. 

Urganda. 

Juft  in  the  moment,  when  refentment  fires, 
A  charming  rival  tempts,  a  rugged  king  requires 


,  Love  yields  at  laft,  thus  combated  by  pride, 
And  me  fubmits  to  be  the  Roman's  bride. 

Delia. 

Did  not  yeur  art  with  timely  charms  provide! 
Oriana  were  hi»  wife,  and  not  his  bride. 

Urgnnda. 

In  ancient  times,  ere  chivalry  was  known 
The  infaiit  world  with  monfters  overgrown, 
Centaurs  and  giants,  nurft  with  human  blood, 
And  dire  magicians,  an  infernal  brood, 
Vex'd  men  and  gods :  but  moft  the  fair  complain 
Of  violated  loves,  and  lovers  flain. 
To  fhelter  innocence,  and  injur'd  right, 
The  nations  all  elect  fome  patron  knight, 
Sworn  to  be  true  to  love,  and  flaves  to  fame, 
And  many  a  valiant  chief  enrolls  his  name ; 
By  fhining  marks  diftinguifh'd  they  appear, 
And  various  orders  various  enligns  wear. 
Bound  by  ftricT:  oaths,  to  ferve  the  brighteft  eyee£ 
Not  more  they  drive  for  glory,  than  the  prize  i 
While  to  invite  tbe  toil,  the  faireft  dame 
Of  Britain  is  the  boldelt  champion's  claim. 

Delia. 

Of  all  who  in  this  race  of  fame  delight, 
Brave  Amadis  is  own'd  the  hardy'ft  knight. 
Nor  Thefeus,  nor  Alcides,  ventur'd  more,          ~\ 
Nor  he  fo  fam'd,  who,  bath'd  in  monfter's  gore,  > 
Upon  his  crefted  helm  the  trampled  dragon  bore,  j 

Urganda. 

Ardan,  that  black  enchanter,  whofe  dire  aftt 
Enflav'd  our  knights,  and  broke  our  virgins  hearts^ 
Met  fpear  to  fpear,  his  great  delivering  hand 
Slew  the  deftroyer,  and  redeem'd  the  land; 
Far  from  thy  brcail  all  care  and  grief  remove, 
Oriana's  thine,  by  conqueft  as  by  love. 

Delia. 

But  haughty  Arcabon,  of  Ardan's  blood. 
And  Arealans,  foes  alike  to  good, 
Gluttons  in  murder,  wanton  to  deftroy, 
Their  fatal  arts  as  impioufly  employ  : 
Heirs  to  their  brother's  mifchiefs,  and  fworn  foes 
To  Amadis,  their  magic  they  oppofe 
Againft  his  love  and  life. 

Urganda. 

...      With  equal  care, 

Their  vengeance  to  prevent,  we  thus  prepare, 
Behold  the  time,  when  tender  love  (hall  be 
Nor  vcx'd  with  doubt,  n«r  preft  with  tyranny. 
The  love-fick  hero  (hall  from  camps  remove, 
To  reap  reward  :  the  hero's  pay  is  love. 
The  talks  of  glory  painful  arc,  and  hard, 
But  ah  !  how  bleft,  how  fweet  is  the  reward  ! 

At  Jit  retires,  Cbtrus  of  all  tbe  voices  and  injlrument^ 

repeat. 

Sound  the  trumpet,  touch  the  lute. 
Strike  the  lyre,  infpire  the  flute ; 

In  harmony, 
Celeftial  harmony, 
All  magic  charms  »re  found ; 
Sound  the  trumpet,  found. 

SCENE    II. 

I   The  Scene  changes  to  the  inftde  of  a  magnificent  Tt»ip'e, 
King  Celius,  and  the  Britijb  Court.    Me*  and  WOKIW 
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:u  grate. 

kind,  } 

:fign'd,  > 

dnd.  J 


magnificently  dreffed  in  painted  Habits,  after  tie  ancient 
Manner.  The  Priefts  and  Druids  in  their  Solemnities, 
feeming  in  Confujion,  replacing  their  idols,  and  fitting 
their  Altars  in  Order.  Thunder  and  Lightening.  In 
tie  mean  time  Conjlantius,  Oriana ,  and  Confanda  come 

Conjfantiut. 

LOVERS  confult  not  ftars,  nor  fearch  the  fkies, 
Butfeek  their  fentence  in  their  charmer's  eyes. 
C'arelefs  of  thunder  from  the  clouds  that  break, 
My  only  omens  from  your  looks  I  take ; 
When  my  Oriana  fmiles,  from  whence  I  date 
My  future  hope;  and  when  fhe  frowns,  my  fate. 
Oriana. 

Ceafe,  prince,  the  anger  of  the  gods  to  move, 
*Tis  now  become  a  crime  to  mention  love. 
Our  holy  men  interpreting  the  voice 
Of  heaven  in  wrath,  forwarn  th'  ill-omen'd  choice. 
Conjlantius. 

Strange  rules  for  conftancy  your  priefts  devife, 
If  love  and  hate  muft  vary  with  your  fides, 
From  fuch  vile  fervitude  fet  reafon  free  ; 
The  Gods  in  every  circumftance  agree 
To  fuit  our  union,  pointing  out  to  me; 
In  this  right  hand  the  fceptre  that  they  place, 
For  me  to  guide,  was  meant  for  you  to  grace. 
Thou  beft  and  faireft  of  the  beauteous  kind, 
Accept  that  empire  which  the  gods  defign'd 
And  be  the  charming  miftrefs  of  mankind, 
Cerifanda. 

Nuptials  of  form,  of  intereft,  or  of  (late, 
Thofe  feeds  of  pride,  are  fruitful  in  debate  ; 
Let  happy  men  for  generous  love  declare, 
And  choofe  the  gentle  virgin,  chafte,  and  fair  : 
Let  women  to  fuperior  fortune  born, 
For  naked  virtue,  all  temptations  fcorn  ; 
The  charm's  immortal  to  a  gallant  mind, 
If  gratitude  cement  whom  love  has  join'd. 
And  Providence,  not  niggardly,  but  wife, 
Here  lavifhly  beftows,  and  there  denies, 
That  by  each  other's  virtue  we  may  rife. 
Weak  the  bare  tie  of  man  and  wife  we  find, 
JBut  friend  and  benefactor  always  bind. 

^Tbe  King  advances,  ftllotvtd  by  Pritjis  and  Train. 

King. 

Our  priefts  recover  :  'Twas  a  holy  cheat ; 
Lead  back  the  bride,  the  ceremonies  wait. 
Oriana. 

What  heaven  forbids — — 

King. 

'Twas  ignorance  of  my  will, 
<f)ur  priefts  are  better  taught :   What  now  is  ill, 
Shall,  when  I  pleafe,  be  good ;  and  none  fhall  dare 
Preach  or  expound,  but  what  their  king  would 
hear. 

[Priejls  lotv  profoundly  I<KU. 
Ere  they  interpret,  let  "em  mark  my  nod, 
My  voice   their  thunder,   this   right  arm   their 

god. 

[Looking Jlernly  at  'em,  they  boiv  again  as  ttfere. 
Prince  take  your  bride, 

Oriana. 
'Twere  impious  now  to  fuffer  him  my  hand. 

[Rcf"fing  htr  band. 
S. 


f.ing. 

How  dar'ft  thou  difobey,  when  I  command  ? 
Mind,  mind  her  n-t,  nor  be  difturb'd  at  tears, 
A  counterfeited  qualm  of  bridal  fears : 
You'd  fee,  could  you  her  inward  motions  watch, 
Feigning  delay,  fhe  wifties  for  difpatch ; 
Into  a  woman's  meaning  would  you  look, 
Then  read  her  backward,  like  a  wizard's  book. 
Prices,  to  your  charge — back  to  your  office  go. 
[Spoken  -with  ajlern,  imperious  air.     Priejlt  retire 
obfequioujly  bo-wing,  as  before. 

Oriana 

Th'  obedience  that  is  due,  and  which  I  owe, 
Dread  Sir,  fhall  ever  be  obferv'd  by  me ; 
It  is  not  to  difpute  your  high  decree 
That  thus  I  kneel,  but  humbly  to  implore 
One  moment's  fhort  fufpence ;  I  own  your  power 
And  I  fubmit.     Grant  but  this  fmall  delay, 
And  as  the  prince  decides,  Oriana  fhall  obey. 

Conjlantius. 

I  have  no  will  but  what  your  eyes  ordain, 
Deiiin'd  to  love,  as  they  are  doom'd  to  reign. 

King.     [Aftde.} 

Into  what  hands,  ye  gods  1  have  ye  refign'd 
Your  world  ?  Are  thcfe  the  mafters  of  mankind  ? 
Thefe  fupple  Romans  teach  our  women  fcorn ; 
I  thank  ye,  gods,  that  I'm  a  Briton  born. 
[To  them.]  Agree  th.efe  trifles  in  a  fhort  debate; 
No  more  delays,  I  am  not  ns'd  to  wait. 

[King  Celius  retires  back  into  tie  Temple. 
Oriana,  Conftantius,  and  Corifanda,  after  ajlort  Paufe. 

Oriana. 

Your  ftars  and  mine  have  chofen  you,  to  prove 
The  nobleft  way  how  generous  men  fhould  love; 
All  boafl  their  flames,  but  yet  no  woman  found 
A  paflinn,  where  felf-love  was  not  the  ground. 
Slaves  we  are  made,  by  falfe  pretences  caught, 
The  Briton  in  my  foul  diidains  the  thought. 

Conftantius. 

So  much,  f<>  tenderly  your  flave  adores, 
He  has  no  thought  of  happiuefs,  but  yours. 

Oriana. 
Vows  may  be  feign'd,  nor  fhall  more  words 

prevail, 

I  muft  have  proofs,  but  proofs  that  cannot  fail. 
By  arms,  by  honour,  and  by  all  that's  dear 
To  heroes,  or  expecting  lovers,  fwcar. 

Conjlantius. 

Needs  there  an  oath  1  and  can  Oriana  fay, 
Thus  I  command,  and  doubt  if  I'll  obey  ? 

Oriana. 

Prepare  then,  prince,  to  hear  a  fccret  told  ~y 
Which  fhame  would  (hun,  and  blufhing  I  unfold.  > 
But  dangers  preffing,  cowards  will  grow  bold  :  J 
Know — then — I  love. 

Conjlantius.     [Eagerly.] 

Can  you  command  dcfpair,  yet  love  confefs  : 
And  curfe  with  the  fame  breath  with  which  yotf 
blefs  ? 

Oriana.      [Difdainfully  putting  him  cjf.\ 
Miftake  me  not — that  I  do  love,  is  true, 
But  flatter  not  yourfelf ;  it  is  not  you. 

Conjlantius.      [Starting^ 
Forbid  it,  gods  !  recall  the  fatal  breath 
Which  ipckc  that  word,  the  found  is  inilun t  death/ 
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Oriana. 

Too  late  to  be  recall'd,  or  to  deny,  ~) 

1  own  the  fatal  truth — if  one  muft  die,  S 

You  are  the  judge ;  fay,  is  it  you — or  I  ?  J 

A  Mejftngerfrom  the  Temple. 

Meffenger. 

The  king  is  much  dilpleas'd  at  this  delay. 
Conjlantius  -walking  about  in  a  PaJJieu. 

Conjlantius. 
And  let  him  wait,  while  'tis  my  will  to  ftay. 

Oriana. 

Bear  back  a  gentler  anfwer  :  we'll  obey. 

[Exit  Mej/fingct 
Cottjiantias. 
Hence  every  found  that's  cither  foft,  or  kind  ; 

0  for  a  war  like  that  within  my  mind ! 

Say,  flatterer,  fay,  ah !  fair  dcluder,  fpeak,  • 
Anfwer  me  this,  ere  yet  my  heart  {hall  break  ; 
Since  this  engag'd,  you  never  could  intend 
Your  love,  why  was  I  flatter'd  with  your  hand  ? 

Oriana. 

To  what  a  father  and  a  king  thinks  fit, 
A  daughter  and  a  fubjeft  muft  fubmit. 
Think  not  from  tyranny  that  love  can  grow ; 

1  am  a  flave,  and  you  have  made  me  fo. 
Thofe  chains  which  duty  hath  put  on,  remove  ; 
Slaves  may  obey,  but  they  can  never  love. 

Conjlantius. 

Cruel  Oriana,  much  you  wrong  my  flame, 
To  think  that  I  could  lay  fo  harfh  a  claim. 
Love  is  a  fubjeft  to  himfelf  alone, 
And  knows  no  other  empire  but  his  own  ; 
No  ties  can  bind,  which  from  conftraint  arife, 
Where  cither's  forc'd.  all  obligation  flies, 

0  fatal  law  !  requiring  to  refign 

The  object  lov'd;  or  bated,  keep  her  mine. 

Oriana.      [Soothingly.] 
Accufe  me  not  of  hate ;  with  equal  eyes 

1  judge  your  merit,  and  your  virtue  prize : 
Friendftiip,  efteem,  be  yours ;  bereft  before 
Of  all  my  love,  what  can  I  offer  more  ? 
Your  rival's  image  in  your  worth  I  view, 
And  what  I  lov'd  in  him,  efteem  in  you ; 

Had  your  complaint  been  firft,  it  might  have  mov'd; 
He  then  had  been  efteem'd,  and  you  belov'd  : 
Then  blame  me  not,  fince  what  decides  your  fate, 
Is  that  you  pleaded  laft,  and  came  too  late, 
Cortfanda. 

Hard  fate  of  merit !  Fortune  holds  the  fcale, 
And  ftill  throws  in  the  weight  that  muft  prevail ! 
Your  rival  is  not  of  more  charms  pofleft, 
A  grain  of  better  luck  has  made  him  bleft. 
Conjiantius.     \_Afide.~\ 

To  love,  and  have  the  power  to  poffefs, 
And  yet  refign,  can  nature  yield  to  this: 
Shall  nature,  erring  from  her  firft  command, 
Self-prefervation,  fall  by  her  own  hand  ? 
By  her  own  act,  the  fprings  of  life  deftroy, 
The  principles,  and  being  of  her  joy  ? 
Tormenting  thought !  Can  nature  then  approve 
Blefiings  obtain'd,  by  curfing  thofe  we  love. 
Poffefiing,  (he  is  loft — renouncing — I —          [die. 
"Where's  then  the  doubt  ? — Die,  die,  Conftantius, 
Honour,  and  love,  ye  tyrants,  I  obey, 
Wxere-e'cr  your  cruel  call  dirc&s  my  way ; 


To  (hame,  to  chains,  or  to  a  certain  grave, 
Lead  on,  unpitying  guides — behold  your  flave. 

Oriana. 

Though  love  be  wanting  to  relieve  your  care, 
Glory  may  make  amends,  with  fame  in  war ; 
Honour's  the  nobleft  chafe,  purfue  that  game, 
And  recompcnfe  the  lofs  of  love  with  fame; 
If  ftill  againit  fuch  aids  your  love  prevails. 
Yet  abfence  is  a  cure  that  feldom  fails. 

Conjlantius. 

Tyrannic  honour !  what  amends  canft  thon 
E'er  make  my  heart,  by  flattering  my  brow  ? 
Vain  race  of  fame,  unlefs  the  conquefk  prove 
In  fearch  of  beauty,  to  conclude  in  love. 
Frail  hope  of  aids !  for  time  or  chance  to  give, 
That  love,  which,  fpite  of  cruelty,  can  live ! 
From  your  difdain,  fince  no  relief  I  find, 
I  muft  love  abfent,  whom  I  love  unkind ; 
Though  feas  divide  us,  and  though  mountains  part, 
That  fatal  form  will  ever  haunt  my  heart. 
O  dire  reverfe  of  hope,  which  I  endure, 
From  fure  pofleffion,  to  defpair  as  fure  ! 
Farewell,  Oriana — yet,  ere  I  remove, 
Can  you  refufe  one  tear  to  bleeding  love  ? 
Ah !  no,  take  heed — turn,  turn  thofe  eyes  away, 
The  charm's  fo  flrong,  I  (hall  for  ever  ftay. 
Princefs,  rejoice — for  your  next  news  lhall  be, 
Conftantius  dies — to  ftt  Oriana  free. 

[  Exeunt  feverallj. 


ACT  II.     SCENE  I. 

The  Scene,  a  thick  -wooded  Foreji,  the  frees  loaded  wilt 
military  Enfigns  and  Trophies.  A  rich  Pa-vilim  mates 
the  Point  of  l/"teiv  at  the  further  End. 

Arcalaut  and  Arcalon, 

Arcalaus. 
ENCHANTRESS,  fay — whence  fuch  replies  a» 

thefe  ? 
Thou  anfwer'ft  love,  I  fpeak  of  Amadis. 

Arcabon. 

Swiftly  he  pafs'd,  and,  as  in  fport  purfu'd 
The  favage  herd,  and  fcower'd  through  the  wood  * 
Tigers  and  wolves  in  vain  his  ftroke  withftand, 
Cut  down,  like  poppies,  by  the  reaper's  hand  ; 
Like  Mars  he  look'd,  as  terrible  and  ftrong  : 
Like  Jove,  majeftic;  like  Apollo,  young; 
With  all  their  attributes  divinely  grac'd, 
And  fure  their  thunder  in  his  arm  was  plac'd.' 

Arcalaus. 

Who  pafs'd  ?  Who  look'd  ? 
Arcabon. 

! Ah  !  there's  the  fatal  wound, 

Which  tears  my  hcart-ftrings — but  he  lhall  be 

found ; 

Yes,  ye  infernals,  if  there's  power  in  art, 
Thefe  arms  fhall  hold  him,  as  he  grafps  my  heart. 
Shall   I,  who  can  draw  down  the   moon,  and 

keep 

The  ftars  confin'd,  enchant  the  boift'rous  deep  J 
Bid  Boreas  hale,  make  hills  and  forefts  move, 
shall  I — 
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Be  made  a  whining  fool  to  love  ? 
Sufpend  thefe  follies,  and  let  rage  furraount, 
A'brother's  death  requires  a  ftri<S  account ; 
To-day,  to-day,  perhaps  this  very  rro::r, 
This  moment,  now,  the  murth'rer's  in  our  pow'r. 
Leave  love  in  cottages  and  cells  to  rtign, 
With  nymphs  obfcure,  and  with  the  lowly  fwain  ; 
Who  wade  their  days  and  ftrength  in  fuch  fliort 

joys, 
Arc  fool*,  who  barter  life  and  fame  for  toys. 

Arcabon. 
They're  fools  who  preach  we  wafie  our  days  and 

ftrength, 

What  is  a  life,  whofe  only  charm  is  length ; 
Give  me  a  life  that's  (hort  and  wing'd  with  joy, 
A  life  of  love,  whofe  minutes  never  cloy  : 
What  is  an  age  in  dull  renown  drudg'do'cr  ? 
Owe  little  fiugle  hoar  of  love  is  more. 

An  Attendant  entert  hajtily,  and  -ivbifors  Arcaltus, 

Arcaiaus. 

See  it  perform'd — and  thcu  {halt  be, 
Black  miiiifter  of  hell — a  god  to  me. 

[Attendant  flies  aivay  through  tfie  Air. 
He  comes,  he  comes,  juft  ready  to  be  caught, 
Here  Ardan  fell,  here,  on  this  fatal  fpot 
Our  brother  dy'd;  here  flow'd  that  precious  gore, 
The,purple  -flood,  which  cries  aloud  for  more  : 
Think  on  that  image,  fee  him  on  the  ground, 
His  life  and  fame  both  bury'd  in  one  wound  : 
Think  on  the  murtherer,  with  infulting  pride 
Tearing  the  weapon  from  his  bleeding  fide  : 
X)h  think— 

Artabon. 

What  need  thefe  bloody  images  to  move  ? 
Revenge  I  will ;  and  would  fecure  my  love  : 
Why  fhould  I  of  a  frailty  ftiameful  be, 
From  which  no  mortal  yet  was  ever  free? 
Not  fierce  Medea,  miftrtfs  of  our  art, 
Nor  Circe,  nor  Calypfo  'fcap'd  the  fmart. 
If  hell  has  power,  both  paffions  I  will  pleafe, 
My  vengeance  and  my  love  fhall  both  have  eafe. 
I^ead  on,  magician,  make  revenge  fecure, 
My  hand's  as  ready,  and  fiiall  ftrike  as  fure. 

[Tttygocf. 

Oriana  ami  Cvrifii*da  entering  from  ike  ipwsr  part  nf 
tt>e  Scene. 
Oriarta. 

Thrice  happy  they,  who  thus  in  filent  groves, 
From  courts  retir'd,  poffefs  their  peaceful  loves. 
Of  royal  maids,  how  wretched  i*  the  fate, 
Born  only  to  be  visflims  of  the  ftate ; 
Our  hopes,  our  wifties  all  our  paffions  ty'd 
For  public  ufe ;  the  flaves  of  others  pride. 
Here  let  us  wait  th"  event,  on  which  alone 
Pepends  my  peace,  1  tremble  till  'tis  known. 

Corifanda. 

So  generous  this  «mperor's  love  does  feem, 
'Twould  juftify  a  change,  to  change  for  him. 

Oriana. 
Alas !  thou  know  'ft  not  men,  their  oaths,  and 

arts 
feigning  truth,  with  treafon  in  their  hearts. 


Who  now's  ador'd,  may  the  next  hour  difplcafe, 
At  firfl  their  cure,  and  after,  their  difeafc. 

[Hourijbof  Mufic  as  in  the  Ftrtjl. 

Corifanda. 

Oft  we  have  heard  fuch  airy  founds  a«  thefe 
Salute  us  as  we  pafs. 

Enter  fiveral  of  Arcataus'  Magicians  ftngiug  and  d*n~ 
ting,  rcprefcnting  Sbepberdi,  Sbcpberde/Jcs,  and  fa'i- 
fant. 

A  Sbepberd.jinging. 

Follow  ye  nymphs  and  fhepherds  all, 
Come  celefcrate  the  feftival, 
And  merrily  fing,  and  fport  and  play, 
For  'th  Oriana's  nuptial  day. 

[  A  Dance  nf  Shepherds  and  Sheptcrdffis.      Then  * 
Sbepbcrdefs  addrejjtng  to  Oriana,  fingsJ\ 

Queen  of  Britain,  and  of  love. 
Be  happy  as  the  bleft  above  ; 
Graces  numberlefs  attend  thre, 
The  gods  as  many  bleflingsfend  thee  : 
Be  happy  as  the  bleft  above, 
Queen  of  Britain,  and  of  love. 

A  rural  JJjnce  r,f  Paifant. 

[  Exeunt  Janciti<r. 
.  "* 

Oriana-, 

Prepoft«rous  naptials  !  that  fill  every  bread 
With  joy,  but  only  hers  who  fhould  be  bleft. 

Corifanda. 

Sure  fome  magician  keeps  his  revels  here  : 
Frincefs  retire,  there  may  be  danger  near. 

[llourifi  of/oft  Mufic  at  a  Diflance. 

Oriana. 

What  danger  in  fuch  gentle  notes  can  be  ? 
Thou  friend  to  love,  thrice  powerful  harmony, 

I'll  follow  thee,  play  on 

Mnfic's  the  balm  of  love,  i:  charms  defpair, 
Sufpends  the  fir.arr,  and  foftens  every  care. 

[  Exeunt  dbtvn  the  Scene,  foll»iving  the  Muf.;. 

Arcalaus  enters,  ivitb  an  Attendant,  ol>f?r*jing  tbem  is 
they  vjaltt  do-wn  intt  the  Fortjl, 

Arcalaus. 

Finifh  the  reft,  and  then  be  free  an  air : 
My  eyes  ne'er  yet  beheld  a  form  fo  fair* 
Happy  beyond  my  wifh,  I  go  to  prove 
At  once,  the  joys  of  fweet  revenge  and  love. 

[Walts  do-wn  tie  Scene  after  than, 

Enter  Amadit  and  florejlan. 

Amadis. 

Miftake  me  not — no — Amadis  fhall  die, 
If  fhe  is  pleas'd  but  not  difturb  her  joy  ; 
Nice  honour  ftill  engages  to  requite 
Falfe  miftrelTes,  and  friends,  with  flight  for  flight ' 
But  if,  like  mine,  the  ftubborn  heart  re-tnia 
A  wilful  tendernefs,  the  brave  muft  feign, 
In  private  grief,  but  with  a  carelefs  Icorn 
In  public,  feem  to  triumph,  not  to  mouru. 
Flarejlan. 

Hard  is  the  fafk,  in  love  or  grief  to  ftign ; 
Whfti  paffion  is  fincere,  it  will  complain  ; 
Doubts  which  from  rumour  rife,  you  mould  fufpcnd 
From  ev;l  tongues  what  virtue  can  defcad  ? 
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In  love,  who  injures  by  a  rafh  diftruft, 
Is  the  aggrtffor,  and  the  firft  unjuft. 

Amadit, 

If  (he  is  true,  why  all  this  nuptial  noifc. 
Still  echoing  as  we  pafs  her  guilty  joys  ? 
Who  to  a  woman  trufts  his  peace  of  mind, 
Trufts  a  frail  bark,  with  a  tcmpeftuous  wind. 
Thus  to  UlyfTes,  on  the  Styg:an  coaft 
His  fate  inquiring,  foake  Atrides'  ghoft ; 
Of  all  the  plagues  with  which  the  world  is  curft, 
Of  every  ill,  a  woman  is  the  woril ; 
Tfuft  not  a  woman. — Well  might  he  advife, 
Who  perifti'd  by  his  wife's  adulteries. 

Florejlan. 

Thus  in  defpair,  what  mod  we  love,  we  wrong, 
Kot  Heaven  efcapes.  the  impious  athieft's  tongue. 

Amadit. 

Enticing  crocodiles,  whofe-  tears  are  death, 
Syrens,  who  murder  with  enchanting  breath: 
Like  Egypt's  temules,  dazzling  to  the  fight, 
Pompoufly  deck'd,  all  gaudy,  gay,  and  bright ; 
With  glittering  gold,  and  iparkling  gems  they 

(bine, 
But  apes  and  monkies  are  the  Gods  within. 

Flareflan. 

My  love  attends  with  pain,  while  you  purfae 
This  angry  theme  ; — I  have  a  miftrels  too  : 
The  faultkfs  form  no  fecret  ftains  difgrace, 
A  beauteous  mind  unblemifti'd  as  her  face ; 
Not  painted  and  adorn'd  to  varnifti  fin, 
Without  all  angel,  all  divine  within ; 
By  truth  maintaining  what  by  love  {he  got ; 
A  heaven  without  a  cloud,  a  fun  without  a  fpot. 

Atnadls.      \Emtrac\ng  him  ] 
Forgive  the  vifionsof  my  frantic  brain, 
Far  from  the  man  I  love  be  all  fuch  pain. : 
By  the  immortal  gods  I  fwear,  my  friend,          ~) 
The  fates  to  me  no  greater  joy  could  fend,          > 
Than  that  your  labours  meet  a  profperous  end.  j 
After  fo  many  glorious  toils,  that  you 
Have  found  a  miftrefs  beautiful  and  true. 
Oriana  and  Cerifanda.       [Without.], 

Help,  help,  oh  !  Heavens,  help • 

Am  idis. 

_—-———— What  cries  arc  thefe  ? 

Florejlan, 

It  fce'm'd  the  call  of  beauty  in  diftrefs. 
Of  favage  beaffs  and  men,  a  monftrous  brood 

Poflefs  this  land • 

Oiiana  and  Corifanda* 

.  .  Help,  help 

Amedls. 

Again  the  cry's  rcnew'd. 

Draw  both  our  fwords,  and  fly  with  fpeed  to  fave ; 
Th1  opprefs'd  have  a  fure  refuge  in  the  brave. 

[Mxeunt,  drawing  their  f-words. 

Or  tana  and  Cwifanda  rrofs  tbe  Stage-,  furfued  ly  *  Par 
ly  of  Arcalaus'  Magicians. 
Oriana  and  Corifanda. 

Help,  help 

Party, 
Purfue,  purfue 

\TlorcJ}an  croffes  tie  Stage,  following  the  Purfuit.      AJF- 
fttau! 'fighting  and  retreating  isfirt 


Arcalaus. 

Thou  run'ft  upon  thy  fate  :  Mortal  forbear, 
A  more  than  mortal  rules  the  regions  here. 

Amadis. 

Think  not  my  fword  (hall  give  the  lead  reprieve, 
'Twere  cruelty  to  let  fuch  mcnfters  live. 

^Fhrejlan    re-enters    retreating  before   another  Part^., 
is  fazed,  difarmed,  and  tarried  oJf-~\ 

Arcalaut. 

Yet  paufe,  and  be  advis'd ;  avoid  thy  fate  ; 
Without  thy  life,  my  vengeance  is  complete  ; 
Behold  thy  friend  borne  to  eternal  chains, 
Remember  Ardan  now,  and  count  thy  gains. 

Amadls. 

Like  Ardan's  be  thy  fate,  unpitied  fall : 
Thus  I'll  at  once  revenge,  and  free  them  all. 

\Figbti  Arcalaus  fill  retreating.  A  fuddcn  Sound  of 
Jnftrnments  txfrejjlng  Terror  and  Horror,  witS 
founder  at  tbefatne  finte.  Monjters  and  Damans 
rife  f ram  under  tie  Starrs,  tv hilt  others  jly  dotvnfrom 
above,  crofting  to  and  fro  in  Confitfion,  during  ivlieb 
tbe  Stage  is  'darkened.  On  afudden  a  Flour IJb  of  con 
trary  Mufic  fitctceds  ;  the  Sty  clears,  and  tbe  -whole 
Scene  changes  to  a  delightful  Valt,  Amadis  appearing 
leaning  en  bis  S-word,  furrounded  by  Shepherds 
Clcpberde/es,  iulo  toitb  Songs,  Mujic  and 
perform  the  folia-wing  Enchantment.} 

To  bafung  in  full  Chorus. 
Love,  creator  Jove,  appear, 

Attend  and  hear ; 
Appear,  appear,  appear. 

jfjingft  Voict. 

Love,  creator  love, 
Parent  of  heaven  and  earth, 

Delight  of  gods  above ; 
To  thee  all  nature  owes  her  birth  j 

Love,  creator  love. 

Another  Jingle  Voice. 
All  that  in  ambient  air  does  move, 

Or  teems  on  fertile  fields  below, 
Or  fparkles  in  the  fldes  above, 

Or  does  in  rolling  waters  flow, 
Spring  from  the  feeds  which  thou  doft  few, 

Love,  creator  love. 

CHORUS. 

Better  in  love  a  flave  to  be, 
Than  with  the  wideft  empire  free. 

Dance. 

ODE  TO  DISCORD. 

A  f ingle  Voice. 

WHEN  love's  away  then  Difcord  rei*gns, 
The  furies  he  unchains, 
Bids  JEo\\i9  unbind 
The  northern  wind, 
That  fetter'd  lay  in  caves, 
And  root  up  trees,  and  plough  the  plains  ' 

Old  Ocean  frets  and  raves  ; 
From  their  deep  roots  the  rocks  he  tears, 
Whole  deluges  lets  fly, 
That  dafc  againll  the  Ikf, 
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And  feem  to  drown  the  ftars ; 
Th'  affaulted  clouds  return  the  ihock, 

Blue  light'nings  finge  the  waves, 

And  thunder  rends  the  rock. 
Then  Jove  ufurps  his  father's  crown, 

Inftrudting  mortals  to  afpire  ; 
The  father  would  deftroy  the  fon, 

The  fon  dethrones  the  fire. 
The  Titans,  to  regain  their  right, 
Prepare  to  try  a  fecond  fight, 
Briareus  arms  his  hundred  hands, 
And  marches  forth  the  bold  gigantic  bands. 

Pelion  upon  Offa  thrown, 
Steep  Olympus  they  invade, 

Gods  and  giants  tumble  down, 
And  Mars  is  foil'd  by  Encelade. 
Horror,  confufion,  dreadful  ire, 
Daggers,  poifon,  fword  and  fire, 
To  execute  the  deftin'd  wrath  confpire. 
The  furies  loofe  their  fnaky  rods, 

And  lafli  both  men  and  gods. 

Clorus  repeat  the  lafl  Stanza, 
then  Symphony  for  Lave, 

AJingtt  Voise. 

But  when  love  bids  difcord  ceafe, 
The  jarring  feeds  unite  in  peace  ; 
O  the  pleafures  paft  expreffing  ! 
O  the  rapture  of  poffeffing ! 
Melting,  dying,  heavenly  bleffing, 
O  the  rapture  of  poffcfling  ! 
Hail  to  love,  and  welcome  joy ! 
Hail  to  the  delicious  boy  ! 

In  Cyprus  firft  the  God  was  known, 

Then  wandering,  wandering  o'er  th»  main, 

He  in  Britannia  fix'd  his  reign, 
And  in  Oriana's  eyes  his  throne,. 
A  full  Chorus. 

Hail  to  love,  and  welcome  joy  ! 

Hail  to  the  delicious  boy ! 

See  the  fun  from  love  returning, 

Love's  th«  flame  in  which  he's  burning. 

Hail  to  love,  the  fofteft  pleafure  ; 

J^ove  and  beauty  reign  for  ever. 
Dance. 

\Tben  to  le  fung  ty  a  Siepherdefs  addrtfling  Itrfelfto 
Amadis. ,] 

Now  mortal  prepare, 

For  thy  fate  is  at  hand; 
Now  mortal  prepare, 
And  furrender. 

For  love  fhall  arife, 

Whom  no  power  can  withftand, 
Who  rules  from  the  fkies 
To  the  centre. 

Now  mortal  prepare, 

For  thy  fate  is  at  hand; 
Now  mortal  prepare, 
And  furrender. 

Chorus  repeat, 
New  mortal  prepare,  &c, 


[During  the  Chorus,  Oriana  appears  rlfing  from  vnt/cr 
tbt  Stage,  rcpofed  upon  a  Machine  reprrpnting  a  Bed 
of  Flo-wers.  The  Chorus  ended,  Jle  rifet,  and  (taei 
forward.] 

Oriana. 

In  what  enchanted  regions  am  I  loft  ? 
Am  I  alive  ?  Or  wander  here  a  ghoft? 
Art  thou  to»  dead  ? — 

[Starting  at  tbcfgbt  »f  Amadltl 
Amadis. 

Where'er  yoa  are,  the  realms  of  blifs  muft  be ; 
I  fee  my  goddefs,  and  'tis  heaven  to  fee. 

[Tbroiving  atvay  bis  f-u'ord,  isfciz:d  and  bound, 

Stand  off,  and  give  me  way 

Oriana. 

— No,  keep  him  there, 

Th'  ungrateful  traitor,  let  him  not  come  near : 
Convey  the  wretch  where  Sifyphus  atones 
For  crimes  enormous,  and  where  Tityus  groans ; 
With  robbers,  and  with  murd'rers  let  him  prove 
Immortal  pains — for  he  has  murder'd  love. 

Amadis. 
Have  I  done  this  ?—— — 

Oriana. 

Safe  and  perfidious  man ! 
Let  me  be  heard,  and  anfwer  if  you  can. 
Was  it  your  love,  when  trembling  by  your  fide 
I  wept,  and  I  implor'd,  and  almoft  ciy'd, 
Urging  your  ftay :  was  it  your  love  that  bore 
Your  faithlefs  vcflel  from  the  Britifli  fliore  ? 
What  faid  I  not,  upon  the  fatal  night, 
When  you  avow'd  your  meditated  flight  ? 
Was  it  your  love  that  prompted  you  to  part. 
To  leave  me  dying,  and  to  break  my  heart  Z 
See  whom  you  fled,  inhuman  and  ingrate, 
Repent  your  folly— but  repent  too  late. 

Amadis. 

Miftakcn  princefs ;  by  the  ftars  above, 
The  powers  below,  and  by  immortal  JOYS 
Unwilling  and  compell'd 

Oriana. 

Unwilling  and  compell'd  !  vain,  vain  pretence 
For  bafe  negledt,  and  cold  indifference. 
Was  it  your  love,  when  by  thofe  ftars  above, 
Thofe  powers  below,  and  that  immortal  Jove, 
You  vow'd,  before  the  fitft  revolving  moon, 
You  would  return  ? — Did  you  return  ? — The  fun 
Thrice  round  the  circled  globe  was  feen  to  move, 
You  neither  came,  nor  fent — was  this  your  love  J 

Amadis. 

Thrice  has  that  fun  beheld  me  on  your  coaft, 
By  tempefts  beaten,  and  in  (hip wrecks  loft. 

Orimna. 

And  yet  you  chofe  thofe  perils  of  the  fea, 
Of  rocks,  and  ftorms — or  any  thing — but  me. 
The  raging  ocean,  and  the  winter  wind, 
Touch'd  at  my  paflion,  with  my  wiflies  join'd, 
No  image,  but  of  certain  fate,  appcar'd, 
Lefs  I  your  abfence,  than  your  danger,  fear'd; 
In  vain  they  threaten'd,  and  1  fucd  in  vain, 
M<  re  deaf  than  ftorms,  more  cruel  than  the  main  ; 
No  prayer,  nor  gentle  mcflage  could  prevail 
To  wait  a  calmer  fky,  or  fofter  gale  ; 
Ynu  brav'd  the  danger,  and  defpis'd  the  love, 
Nor  death  could  terrify,  nor  paflion  mov«. 
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Aatadis. 

Gf  our  pad  lives,  the  pleafure,  and  the  pain, 
Fix'd  in  my  f«ul,  for  ever  flisll  remain ; 
Recall  more  gently  my  unhappy  ftatc, 
And  charge  niy  crime,  not  on  my  choice,  but  fate  : 
In  mortal  breaft,  fure,  honour  never  wag'd 
So  dire  a  war,  nor  love  more  fiercely  rag'd  : 
You  faw  my  torment,  and  you  knew  my  heart, 
'Twas  infamy  to  ftay,  'twas  death  to  part. 
Oriana. 

In  vain  you'd  cover,  with  the  thirft  of  fame, 
And  honour's  call,  an  odious  traitor's  name : 
Could  honour  fuch  vile  perfidy  approve  ? 
Is  it  no  honour  to  be  true  to  love  ? 
O  Venus !   parent  of  the  Trojan  race, 
In  Britain  too,  fome  remnants  found  a  place  ; 
From  Brute  defcending  in  a  line  direct, 
Within  thefe  veins  thy  favourite  blood  refpcct ; 
Mother  of  love,  by  men  and  gods  rever'd, 
Confirm  thefe  vows,  and  let  this  prayer  be  heard. 
The  Briton  to  the  Gaul  henceforth  fliall  bear 
Immortal  hatred,  and  eternal  war ; 
Nor  league,  nor  commerce,  let  the  nations  knovr, 
But  feeds  of  everlafting  difcord  grow ; 
With  fire  and  fword  the  faithlefs  race  purfue, 
This  vengeance  to  my  injur'd  love  is  dtfe  : 
Rife  from  our  aflies  fome  avenging  hand, 
To  curb  their  tyrants,  and  invade  their  land; 
Waves  fight  with  waves,  and  fliores  with  fliores 

engage, 

And  let  our  ions  inherit  the  fame  rage. 
Amadit. 

Might  I  be  heard  a  word  in  my  defence— 

Oriana. 

No,  not  a  word.   What  fpecious  forc'd  pretence 
Would  you  invent,  to  gild  a  weak  defence  ? 
To  falfe  ./Eneas,  when  'twas  given  by  fate 
To  tread  the  paths  of  death,  and  view  the  Stygian 

ftate, 

Forfaken  Dido  was  the  firft  that  ftood 
To  ftrike  his  eye,  her  bofom  bath'd  in  blood 
Freth  from  her  wound  :  pale  horror  and  affright 
Seiz'd  the  falfe  man,  confounded  at  the  fight, 
Trembling  he  gaz'd,  and  fome  faint  words  he 

fpoke, 

Some  tears  he  fhed,  which,  with  difdainful  look, 
Unmov'd  ftie  heard,  and  faw,  nor  heeded  more 
Than  the  firm  rock,  when  faithlefs  tempefts  roar, 
With  one  laft  look,  his  falfenefs  me  upbraids, 
Then  fullenly  retires,  and  feeks  eternal  fhades. 
Lead  me,  O  lead  me  where  the  bleeding  queen, 
With  juft  reproaches  loads  perfidious  men, 
Banifti'd  from  joy,  from  empire,  aud  from  light, 
In  death  involve  me,  and  in  endlcfs  night, 
But  keep— that  odious  object — from  my  fight. 

[Exit 

Enter  Artalaus. 

Artalaui. 

With  her  laft  words,  flic  fign'd  his  dying  breath, 
Convey  him  ftraight  to  tortures,  and  to  death. 

madii. 

Let  me  not  perifli  with  a  traitor's  name, 
Naked,  unarm'd,  and  finglc  as  1  am  • 
JLoofc  this  right  hiUid-— 


Arcalaut. 
Hence  to  his  fate  the  valiant  boafter  bear. 

\Sinlt  under  the  Stage  •witb  him, 
For  him,  let  our  infernal  priefts  prepare 
Their  knives,  their  cords,  and  altars — but  for  her 
Soft  beds,  and  flowery  banks,  and  fragrant  bower*; 
Mufic,  and  fongs,  and  all  thofe  melting  powers 
With  which  love  fteali  on  hearts,  and  tunes  the 

mind 

To  tendernefs  and  yielding 
Superior  charms,  enchant  us  to  be  kind. 

\Exlt. 
The  A£l  conclude*  laitb  dancing. 


ACT  HI.     SCENE  I. 
Arcalaus,  and  A rcabii, 

Arcalaus. 

WELCOME  as  after  darknefs  cheerful  light, 
Or  to  the  weary  wanderer  downy  night : 
Smile,  fmilc  my  Arcabon,  for  ever  fmile, 
And  with  thy  gayeft  looks  reward  my  toil, 
That  fullen  air  but  ill  becomes  thee  now, 
Seeft  thou  not  glorious  conqueft  on  my  brow  2 
Amadis,  Anudis— — 

Arcalon. 
Dead,  or  in  chains  ?  Be  quick  in  thy  reply. 

Arcalaus. 

He  lives,  my  Arcabon,  but  lives  to  die. 
The  gnawing  vulture,  and  the  reftlefs  wheel, 
Shall  be  delight,  to  what  the  wretch  mall  feel. 

Arcabon. 

Goddefs  of  dire  revenge,  Erinny's,  rife, 
With  pleafure  grace  thy  lips,  with  joy  thy  eyes; 
Smile  like  the  queen  of  love,  and  ftrip  the  rocka 
Of  pearls  and  gems,  to  deck  thy  jetty  locks; 
With  cheerful  tunes  difguife  thy  hollow  throat, 
And  emulate  the  lark,  and  linnet's  note ; 
Let  envy's  felf  rejoice,  defpair  be  gay, 
For  rage  and  murder  fliall  triumph  to-day. 

Arcalaus. 

Arife,  O  Ardan,  from  the  hollow  womb 
Of  earth,  arife,  burft  from  thy  brazen  tomb, 
Bear  witnefs  to  the  vengeance  we  prepare, 
Rejoice,  and  reft  for  ever  void  of  care. 

Arcabon. 

Pluto,  arife,  infernal  king,  releafe 
Thy  tortur'd  flaves,  and  let  the  daran'd  have  ( 
peace,  ( 

But  double  all  their  pains  on  Amadis.  ;, 

Arcalaus. 

Mourn  all  ye  heavens,  above  yon  azure  plain, 
Let  grief  abound,  and  lamentation  reign, 
The  thunderer  with  tears  bedew  his  fky, 
For  Amadis,  his  champion's  dooni'd  to  die. 

Arcabon, 

Death  be  my  care ;  for  to  complete  his  woe, 
The  (lave  fliall  perifti  by  a  woman's  blow ; 
Thus  each  by  turns  (ball  his  dire  vow  fulfil, 
'Twas  thine  to  vanquifli,  and  'tis  mine  to  kill. 

Arcalaus. 

So  look'd  Medea,  when  her  rival  bride, 
Upon  her  nuptial  day,  confumjng  dy'd ; 
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O  never  more  let  love  difguife  a  face 

By  rage  adorn'd  with  fuch  triumphant  grace. 

Arfabon* 

In  fweet  revenge  inferior  joys  are  loft, 
And  love  lies  (hipwreck'd  on  the  ftormy  coaft; 
Rape  rules  all  other  paflions  in  my  breaft. 
And  fwelling  like  a  torrent,  drowns  the  reft. 
Should   this  cnrs'd  wretch,  whom  moft  my  foul 

abhors, 

Prove  the  dear  man,  whom  moft  my  foul  adores, 
Love  fhould  in  vain  defend  him  with  his  dart, 
Through  all  his  charms  I'd  ftab  him  to  the  heart. 

\_Exeunt 

SCENE   II. 

Entir    Celiust  ConJlantluS)  Lvclui   a  Roman,  and  a 
•  nvmcroui  Attendance  of  Britons. 

King. 

From  contracts  fign'd,  and  article*  agreed, 
With  Britifti  faith  it  fuits  not  to  recede  : 
How  may  the  world  interpret  fuch  neglecft, 
And  on  her  beauty,  or  her  fame,  reflect  ? 
Roman,  confider  well  what  courfe  you  run, 
Refrtlve  to  be  my  prifoner,  or  my  fon. 
If  this  founds  rude,  then  know,  we  Brirons  flight^ 
Thofe  fupple  arts  which  foreigner*  delight, 
Nor  ftand  on  forms  to  vindicate  our  right.          j 
[Exit  King  and  Attendants. 
Lucius, 

Happy  extremity  !  now,  prince  be  bleft, 
Of  all  you  love,  and  all  you  wifh  pofieft  ; 
No  cenfure  you  incur,  conftrain'd  to  choofc, 
Poflefs'd  at  once  of  pleafure,  and  excufc. 
Conjlantiut. 

If  for  myfelf  alone  1  would  poflefs, 
*Twere  fepfual  joy,  and  brutal  happinefs. 
When  moft  we  love,  embracing  and  embrac'd,  ^ 
The  particle  fublime  of  blifs,  is  plac'd        [taftc.  > 
In  raptures  that  we  feel  the  ravifh'd  charmer  j 
Oriana,  no — though  certain  death  it  be, 
I'll  keep  my  word — I'll  die,  or  fet  thee  free. 
Hafte,  Lucius,  hafie,  found  loud  our  trumpets,  call 
Our  guards  to  arms,  though  few,  they're  Romans 

all. 

Now  tremble,  favage  king,  a  Roman  hand 
Shall  ne'er  be  bound,  that  can  a  fword  command. 

As  tbry  go  off",  re-enter  King  Celius,  attended  as  leftare^ 

King. 

Not  to  be  found  !  fhe  muft,  fiie  (hall  be  found  ; 
JVifperfe  our  parties,  fearch  our  kingdoms  round ; 
Follow  Conftanttus,  feize  him,  torture,  kill ; 
Traitor  !  what  vengeance  I  can  have,  1  will. 
Well  have  thy  god*,  O  Rome  !  fecur'd  thy  peace, 
Planted  behind  fo  many  lands  and  ll-as, 
Or  thou  Ihouldft  feel  me,  city,  in  thy  fall, 
More  dreadful  than  the  Samnite,  or  the  Gaul. 
But  to  fupply  and  recomj^enfe  this  want, 
Hear,  O  ye  guardians  of  our  ifle,and  grant 
That  wrath  may  ri£e,  and  Aife  immortal  come 
Betwixt  the  gods  of  Britain,  and  of  Rome. 

[Exeunt. 


SCENE   III. 

Tie  Scene  cbangtt  tt  a  Scene  of  Tomls  and  Dungtobs) 
Men  and  Women  chained  in  Rows,  oppofttc  to  en: 
another.  In  tht  Front  »f  the  Captives,  Florejian  anJ 
Corifanda.  A  magnifctnt  Monument  crefled  to  tie 
Memory  of  Ardunt  viitb  tbis  Infeription  in  large 
Letters  of  Gold: 

Revenge  is  vorw'd,  reft  quiet,  gentle  made, 
The  living  fhall  be  reftkis  till  'tis  had. 

A  Guard  of  Damons.     Plaintive  Mnfie. 
To  be  fung  by  a  captive  King. 

LOOK  down,  ye  powers,  look  down, 
And  caft  a  pitying  eye 
Upon  a  monarch's  mifery. 

Look  down,  look  down, 
Avenge,  avenge,  avenge 

Affronted  majeity. 

I  who  but  now  on  thrones  of  gold, 
Gave  laws  to  kingdoms  uncontruul'd, 
To  empire  burn, 
From  empire  torn, 
A  wretched  flave, 
A  wretched  flave, 
Am  now  of  flaves  the  fcorn. 
Alas  1  the  fmiles  of  fortune  prove 
As  variable  as  women  s  love. 

By  a  capti-oe  Lover. 

The  happieft  mortals  once  were  wef 
I  lov'd  Myra,  Myra  me  ; 
Each  defirous  of  the  blefling, 
Nothing  wanting  but  pofiefiing  ; 
I  lov'd  Myra,  Myra  me, 
The  happieft  mortals  once  were  we. 

But  finee  cruel  fates  diflever, 
Torn  from  love,  and  torn  for  ever, 
Tortures  end  me, 
Death  befriend  me : 
Of  all  pains,  the  greateft  pain, 
Is  to  love,  and  love  in  vain. 

By  a  captive  Lilt-rtint. 
Plague  us  not  with  idle  Aeries, 
Whining  loves,  and  fenlelefs  glories; 
What  are  lovers,  what  are  kings .' 
What  at  beft  but  flavilh  things. 

Free  I  liv'd,  as  Nature  made  me, 
No  prcud  beauty  dnrft  invade  me, 
No  rebellious  flaves  betray'd  me, 
Free  I  liv'd,  as  Nature  made  me. 

Each  by  turns,  as  fenfe  infpir'd  me, 
Bacchus,  Ceres,  Venus,  fir'd  me  ; 
I  alone  have  loft  true  pleafure  ; 
Freedom  is  the  only  treafure. 

Clarus  of  Dttmons. 

Ceafe,  ye  flaveg,  your  fruitleis  grieving, 
No,  no, 

The  powers  below 

No  pity  know; 
Ceafc,  ye  Haves,  your  fruitlefs  grieving. 

A  Dame  tf  Demons  infulting  tie  Prif»nern 
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Florejlan  to  Corifandj. 
Ta  tafte  of  pain,  and  yet  to  gaze  on  thee, 
*o  meet,  and  yet  to  mourn,  but  ill  agree. 
Well  may  the  brave  contend,  the  wife  contrive, 
n  Vain  againft  their  ilars  the  deflin'd  ftrive. 

Ctrifanda. 

So  to  th'  appointed  grove  the  feather'd  pair 
fly  chirping  on,  unmindful  of  the  fnare, 
urfuing  love,  and  winged  with  amorous  thought, 
The  wanton  couple  in  one  toil  are  caught, 
n  the  fame  cage  in  mournful  notes  complain 
Of  the  fame  fate,  and  curfe  perfidious  man. 

A  Captive. 

O  heavens,  take  pity  of  our  pains, 
>eath  is  a  milder  fate  than  chains. 

A  Flourift  of  lujlrumtnts  of  Horror.  Arcabon  de- 
fcends  In  a  Chariot  drawn  through  tbe  Air  by  Dra 
gons,  guarded  by  infernal  Spirits.  She  alights  and 
comet  forward,  armed  with  a  Dagger  in  her  Hand^\ 

Arcabon. 
Your  vows  have  reach'd  the  gods,  your  chains 

and  breath 
•lave  the  fame  date— — 
Jrepare  for  freedom,  for  I  bring  you  death, 
ie  who  fo  oft  has  'fcap'd  th*  affaults  of  hell, 
•V'hom  yet  no  charms  could  bind,  no  force  could 

quell, 

,y  whom  fo  many  bold  enchanters  fell, 
Amadis,  Amadis,  this  joyful  day, 
four  guardian  Deity's  himfelf  our  'prey. 
?rom  all  their  dungeons  let  our  captives  come, 
die  fpe&ators  of  their  hero's  doom. 

Flourijb  of  loud  Injlrumcnts  of  divers  Sorts.  Othir 
Dungeons  open,  and  difcover  more  Captives.  Ama 
dis  chained  to  an  Altar,  infernal  Priejls  on  each  Side 
of  him  with  Knives  up-lifted  ready  for  the  Sacrifice. 
Arcabon  advancing  hajlily  to  Jlab  him,  Jtarts  and 

/*»•] 

Arcalon. 

Thou  dy'ft — What  ftrange  and  what  refifllefs 

charm, 

With  fecret  force,  arrcfts  my  lifted  arm  ? 
What  art  thou,  who  with  more  than  magic  art, 
Doft  make  my  hand  unfaithful  to  my  heart  ? 
Am  adit. 

One,  who  difdaining  mercy,  fues  to  die ; 
I  aflc  not  life,  for  life  were  cruelty. 
Of  all  the  wretched,  fearch  the  world  around, 
A  more  unhappy  never  can  be  found ; 
Let  loafe  thy  rage,  like  an  avenging  God, 
Fain  would  my  foul  encumber'd  caft  her  loai 
Arcabon.     [Afidi.~\ 

In  every  line  and  feature  of  that  face, 
The  dear  enchanter  of  my  foul  I  trace  : 
IVTy  brother !  had  my  father  too  been  flairt, 
The  blood  of  my  whole  race  fliould  plead  in  vain. 
The  ties  of  nature  do  but  weakly  move, 
The  ftrongeft  tie  of  nature,  is  in  love. 
Amadis. 

O  Floreflan  !  I  fee  thofe  chains  with  fljame, 
Which  I  could  not  prevent — O  ftain  to  fame  '. 
O  honour  loft  for  ever !   Thefeus  fell, 
Rot  Hercules  remain'd  unconquer'd  ftil!. 

Vox.  VII. 


And  freed  his  friend — What  man  could  do— 1  did, 
Nor  was  1  overpcwer'd  but  betray'd. 
O  my  lov'd  friend !  with  better  grace  we  flood 
In  arms  repelling  death,  wading  in  blood 
To  victories ;  the  manly  limb  that  trod 
Firm  and  erect,  beneath  a  treble  load 
Of  ponderous  mail,  thefe  fhameful  bonds  difdains, 
And  finks  beneath  th'  inglorious  weight  of  chains, 
Florejian. 

Where  mail  the  brave  and  good  for  refuge  run^ 
When  to  be  virtuous,  is  to  be  undone  ? 
Arcabon. 

He  fpoke— and  every  accent  to  my  heart 
Gave  a  frcfli  wound,  and  was  another  dart : 
He  weeps !  but  reddening  at  the  tears  that  fall, 
Is  it  for  thefe  ?  Be  quick,  and  free  them  all. 
Let  every  captive  be  releas'd  from  chains : 
How  is  it  that  I  love,  if  he  complains  ? 
Hence  every  grief,  and  every  anxious  care, 
Mix  with  the  feas  and  winds,  breed  tempcfts  theres 
Strike  all  your  firings,  to  joyful  meafures  move, 
And  every  voice  found  liberty  and  love. 

[Flourift  of  all  the  Muftc  ;   tht  Chains  at  once  fall  iff 
from  all  the  Captives.     Arcabon  frets  Amadis  her* 


Clorut  of  all  tbe  Captivet. 
Liberty !  liberty  ! 

Aftngle  Voice. 

Arm,  arm,  the  generous  Britons  cry, 
Let  us  live  free,  or  let  us  die ; 
Trumpets  founding,  banners  flying, 
Braving  tyrants,  chains  defying, 
Arm,  arm,  the  generous  Britons  cry, 
Let  us  live  free,  or  let  us  die; 
Liberty  1  liberty '. 

Cbtrus  repeat^  j 

Liberty !  liberty : 

Another  fingle  Volet* 
Happy  ifle,  all  joys  poffeffingj 

Clime  refembling  heaven  above, 
Freedom  'tis  that  crowns  thy  bleflingj 

Land  of  liberty  and  love  '. 
When  thy  nymphs,  to  cure  complaining, 

Set  themfelves  aad  lovers  free, 
In  the  blenlng  of  obtaining, 

Ah !  how  fweet  is  liberty  ! 
Dance  of  Captives,  exprejjing  Joy  for  Liberty. 

[Arcabon  having  freed  Amadis,  they  come  forward  t»» 
gether  ;  the  rejljianding  in  Raws  on  each  Side  of  the 
Theatre,  brwing  as  they  advance.] 

Arcabon. 
When  rage,  like  mine,  makes  fuch  a  fudden 

paufe, 

Methinks  'twere  eafy  to  divine  the  caufe : 
The  dulled  warrior,  in  a  lady's  face, 
The  fecret  meaning  of  a  blulh  may  trace, 
When  ftiort-breath'd  fighs,  and  catching  glances, 
From  dying  eyes,  reveal  the  kind  intent.        [feat 
Let  glory  ftare,  but  not  poffefs  you  whole, 
Love  is  the  darling  transport  of  the  foul. 

Amadis. 

The  lords  of  fate,  who  all  our  lots  decree. 
Have  deftin'd  fame,  no  other  chance  for  me ; 
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My  fallen  ftars  in  that  rough  circle  move; 
The  happy  only  are  referv'd  for  love. 
Artalon. 

The  ftars  which  you  reproach,  mv  art  can  force, 
I  can  direct  them  to  a  kinder  courfe  • 
Truft  to  my  charms,  the  prefent  time  improve, 
Sele6l  and  precious  are  the  hours  of  love. 
Unguarded  fee  the  virgin  treafure  ftand, 
Glad  of  the  theft,  to  court  the  robber's  hand ; 
Honour,  his  wonted  watch  no  longer  keeps, 
Seize  quickly,  foldier,  while  the  dragon  fleeps. 
Amadis. 

Enchanting  are  your  looks,  lefs  magic  lies 
In  your  myfterious  art,  than  in  your  eyes  ; 
Sucji  melting  language  claims  a  foft  return, 
Pity  the  hopelcfs  flames  in  which  I  burn ; 
Faft  bound  already,  and  not  free  to  cliooie, 
I  prize  the  blefiing  fated  to  refufc. 
Atcabon.     [syiJe-j 

Thofe  formal  lovers  be  for  ever  curft, 
Who  fetter 'd  free-born  love  with  honour  firft, 
Who  through  fantauic  laws  are  virtue's  fools, 
And  againft  nature  will  be  flaves  to  rules. 
[To  t.'im.~\  Your  captive  friends  have  freedom  from 

this  hour, 

Rejoice  for  them,  but  for  thyftlf  much  more  : 
Sublimcr  blefliiigs  are  rtlerv'd  for  thee, 
Whom  love  invites  to  be  pr.ffefs'd  of  me. 
The  (hipwreck'd  Greeks  caft  rn  JErca's  fliore, 
With  trembling  fteps  the  dubious  coart  explore, 
Who  firil  arrive,  in  vain  for  pity  plead, 
Transform'd  to  beads,  a  vile  and  monflrous  breed; 
But  when  Ulyffes  with  fuperior  mien          [queen, 
Approach'd,  the  throne  where  fat  th'  enchantrefs 
Pleas'd  with  a  prefence  that  invades  her  charms, 
She  takes  the  bold  advent'rer  in  her  arms, 
Up  to  her  bed  (he  loads  the  conqu'ror  on, 
Where  he  enjoys  the  daughter  of  the  fun. 

[She  leads  Amadis  cut.  Florejlan  and  Corifana'a,  and 
the  releafed  (Captives  only  remain.  Ylorejlan  and  Co- 
rifanda  run  into  each  otbers  Arlns.~\ 

Flirejlan. 

In  th«  enchanting  drcle  let  me  be, 
For  ever  and' for  ever  bound  wjth  thec. 

Corifa  nda. 

Soul  of  my  foul,  and  charmer  of  my  heart, 
From  thefe  embraces  let  us  never  part. 

Florejlan. 

Never,  O  never — in  fume  fafe  retreat, 
Far  from  the  noife  and  tumults  of  the  great, 
Secure  and  happy  cm  each  other's  breaft, 
Within  each  other's  arms  we'll  ever  reft  ; 
Thofe  eyes  fhall  make  my  days  ferene  and  bright, 
Thefe  arms,  thus  circling  round  me,  blefsthe  ni^ht. 
[Exeunt  Flor.  and  Cor, 

[Tie  remaining  Caf  lives  exfrefs  tlelr  Joy  for  Liberty 
by  Jinglng  and  dancing^ 

Cfioras  rfall  tie  Captives  together. 
To  fortune  give  immortal  praife, 
Fortune  depofes,  and  can  raifc  ; 
Fortune  the  captives  chains  du'es  break, 
And  brings  defpairirg  cxil.i  back  5 


However  low  this  hour  we  fall, 
One  lucky  moment  may  mend  all. 

The  AH  concludet  viitb  Variety  of  Dances. 


ACT  IV.     SCENE  I. 
Arcaboa  and  ilrcaloMl. 

Arcalaus. 

Or  women  tyrants  'tis  the  common  doom, 
Each  haughtily  fets  out  in  beauty's  bloom, 
Till  late  repenting,  to  redeem  the  paft, 
You  turn  abandon'd  profHtutes  at  laft. 

ircaben. 

Who  hate  declares,  is  fure  of  hate  again  ; 
Rage  begets  rage,  difdain  provoke*  difdain  : 
Why,  why,  alas !   fhould  love  lef*  mutual  prove  ? 
Why  is  not  love  return *d  with  equal  love  ? 

Arcalaus. 

Bleflings  when  cheap,  or  certain,  we  defpife ; 
From  fure  pofil-flion  what  defire  can  rife  ? 
Love,  like  ambition,  dies  as  'tis  enjoy'd, 
By  doubt  provok'd,  by  certainty  deftroy'd. 

Arc  ibon. 

To  govern  love,  alas !  what  woman  can  ? 
Yet  'tis  an  eafy  province  for  a  man. 
Why  am  I  then  of  hope  abandon'd  quite  ? 
There  is  a  cure — I'd  aflc  it— if  I  might. 
Forgive  me,  brother,  if  I  pry  too  far, 
I've  learnt  my  rival  is  your  pris'ner  here  ; 

If  that  be  true 

j*rcalaut. 
What  thence  would  you  infer  ?  [Surlily. 

Arcabon. 

What  but  her  death — When  Amadis  is  free 
From  hopes  of  her — there  may  be  hope  for  me. 

Arcalaus. 

Thou  cloud  to  his  bright  Juno — Fool — (hall  he 
Who  has  lov'd  her,  ever  delcend  to  thee  ? 
;-  rcabon. 

Much  vainer  fool  art  thou where  are  thofc 

charms 
That  are  to  tempt  a  princefs  to  thy  arms? 

Thou  vulcan  to  Oriana's  Mars 

.  'rcalaut. 

_ •- But  yet 

This  Vulcan  has  that  Mars  within  his  net. 
Your  counfel  comes  too  late,  for  'tis  decreed, 
To  make  the  woman  fure,  the  man  fhall  bleed. 

[Exit.furlily. 
Arcalon. 

Firfl  perifli  thou  ;  earth,  air,  and  feas,  and  (ky,  ^ 
Confounded  in  one  heap  of  chao*  lie,  £• 

And  every  other  living  creature  die.  J 

I  burn,l  burn;  the  (lorm  that's  in  my  mind 
Kindles  my  heart,  like  fires  provok'd  by  wind  : 
Love  and  refentment,  wiflies  and  difdain, 
Blow  all  at  once   like  wind*  that  plough  the  main. 
Furies  '.    Alcdo  !   aid  my  juft  dcfign  :  T 

But  if,  averfc  to  mercy,  you  decline 
The  pious  talk,  aflift  me,  powers  divine';  > 
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Ju(V  gods,  and  thou  their  king,  imperial  Jove, 
-Strike  whom  you  pleafe,  but  favc  the  man  I  love. 

[Exit. 

SCENE  II. 

[Tie  Scent  changes  to  the  Jtefre/entation  of  a,  fine  Gar 
den  :  Or/<A«.7  fitting  ptnjivelt  in  a  pleafant  Boivtr 
towards  tbc  liiver  End  of  tbz  ^ceng;  Soft  M-ij'ic 
playing,  Arcalaus  enters,  addrejfing  himfelf  refj.eff- 
fully  to  her.  &he  rifes  ;  they  advance  Jloiuly  towards 
the  Front  of  the  Ktage,feeming  in  mute  Difcourfe,  till 
tic  Mujlc  ceafes  ] ' 

•  Arcalaus  and  Oriana, 

Arcalaus^ 

Of  freedom  loft,  unjuftly  you  complain, 
Born  to  command,  where-e'er  you  come  you  reign; 
No  fetters  here  you  wear,  but  others  bind, 
And  not  a  prifbn,  but  an  empire  find. 

0 1  tafia. 

Death  I  expect,  and  I  defire  it  too, 
'Tis  all  the  mercy  to  be  wifh'd  from  you. 
To  die,  is  to.  be  free  :  Oh  let  me  rind 
A  fpeedy  death — that  freedom  would  be  kind. 

Arcalaut. 

Too  cruel  to  fufpedl  fuch  ufage  meant, 
Here  is  no  death,  but  what  your  eyes  prefent : 

0  may  they  reign,  thofe  arbiters  of  fate, 
Immortal,  as  the  loves  which  they  create. 
We  know  the  caufe  of  this  prepofterous  grief, 
And  we  fhould  pity,  were  there  no  relief : 
One  lover  loft,  have  you  not  millions  more  ! 
Can  you  complain  of  want,  whom  all  adore  ? 

All  hearts  are  yours;  even  mine,  that  fierce  and 

free 

Ranging  at  large,  difdain'd  captivit^; 
Caught  by  your  charms,  the  favage  trembling  lies, 
And  proftrate  in  his  chain,  for  mercy  dies. 
Oriana. 

Refpeift  is  limited  to  power  alone, 
Beauty  diftrefs'd,  like  kings  from  empire  thrown, 

Each  infolent  invades [now. 

How  art  thou  chang'd  !   ah,  wretched   princefs ! 
\Vheii  every  Have  that  loves,  dares  tell  thee  fo  ? 
Arcal.ns. 

If  I  do  love,  the  fault  is  in  your  eyes,        [dies  : 
Blame  them  who  wound,  and  not  your  flave  who 
If  we  may  love,  then  fure  we  may  declare  ; 
If  we  may  not,  ah  !  why  are  you  fo  fair  ? 
Who  can  unniov'd  behold  that  heavenly  face, 
Thofe  radiant  eyes,  and  that'refiftlefs  grace  \ 
Otiana, 

Pluck  out  thefe  eyes,  revenge  thee  on  my  face, 
Tear  off  my  cheeks,  and  root  up  every  grace, 
-Disfigure,  kill  me,  kill  me  inftantly, 
Thus  may'ft  thou  free  thyfelf  at  once,  and  me. 
Arcalaus. 

Such  ftrange  commands  'twere  impious  to  obey, 

1  would  revenge  myfelf  a  gentler  way. 

[Offering  to  take  her  hand,  Jbefn atches  it  atvay 
difdainfully. 

Oriana. 

Some  whirlwind  bear  me  from  this  odious  place, 
Earth  open  wide,  and  bury  my  difgracej 


Save  me,  ye  powers,  from  violence  and  fliame, 
Affift  my  virtue,  and  piote<5l  my  fame. 
Arcalaus.      [  /1fideJ\ 

Love,  with  fubmiu*ion,fim  begins  in  courfe, 
But  when  thut  fails,  a  fure  rtfeive  is  force : 
The  niceft  dames  who  our  embraces  fhun, 
Wait  only  a  pretence — and  force  is  one  :» 
She  who  through  frailty  yields,  dishonour  gains, 
But  (lie  that's  forc'd,  her  innocence  retains : 
Debtors  and  flaves  for  favours  they  beftow, 
Invading,  we  are  free,  and  nothing  owe. 
No  ties  of  love  or  gratitude  conftrain, 
But  as  we  like,  we  leave — or  come  again. 

It  fh all  he  fo. [vain, 

[To  her.}   Since  fiffer  arguments  have  prov'd  fo 
Force  is  the  laft,  refill  it  if  you  can. 

[Hefdzes  btr,  foe  breaks  from  Lim. 
OrLi/ia. 

Help — help — ye  gods ! 

Arcalaus. 

Who  with  fuch  courage  can  refift  dcfire, 
With  what  rage  fhe'll  love  when  raptures  fire  ! 
Behold  in  chains  your  vanquilh'd  minion  lies, 
And  if  for  nothing  but  this  i'corn,  he  dies. 

[Antadis  difeo-vered  in  Chains.  Arcalaus  advancing  fa 
Jijb  him,  sircabon  enters  in  the  Injlanl  and  offers  to 
jlab  Oiiana.~\ 

/realm. 

Strike  boldy,  murd'rer,  ftrike  him  to  the  ground, 
While  thus  my  dagger  anfwers  every  wound. 
By  what  new  magic  is  thy  vengeance  .charm'd  ? 
Trembles  thy  hand  before  a  man  unarm'd  ? 

Oriana. 

Strike,  my  deliverer,  'tis  a  friendly  ftroke, 
I  fhun  thee  not,  but  rather  would  provoke  : 
Death  to  the  wretched  is  an  end  of  care, 
But  yet,  methinks,  ye  might  thar  victim  fpare. 

[Pointing  to  simadis, 
Amadis. 
Bur;1,  burft  thefe  chains,  juft  gods  can  you  look 

down, 

On  fuch  diftrefs,  like  idle  lookers-on  ? 
My  foul,  till  now,  no  dangers  could  affright, 
But  trembles  like  a  coward's,  at  thisjight. 
Arcalon. 

So  paffionate  !  but  I'll  revenge  it  here 

S.rcalaus. 
Hold,  fury — or  I  ftrike  as  home — forbear 

\_Arcabtn  offering  to  fab  Oriana,  Jrcaleus  duet  tie  fame 
to  timadis  ;  both  tvith- hold  their  l>laiv.~\ 

[Trumpets,  Kettle-drums,  and  "warlike  Injlruments  of 
all  kinds,  refound  from  all  Parts  of  the  Theatre. 
Urganda  enters  hajlily  ivilb  a  numerous  Train.  Ar- 
calatis  an  I  Arcabott  furprifed,  retire  to  tie  oppofttc 
Side  of  the  Stage.]  > 

Urganda. 

To  arms,  to  arms,  ye  fpirits  of  the  air,  "\ 

Ye  guardians  of  the  brave,  and  ofthe  fair,          / 

Leave  your  bright  iuanfions,  and  in  arms  ap-  ^ 

pear.  J 

[  Warlike  Mufic  founds  a  Charge  ;  Spirits  dcfcend  in 
Cloua'f  ;  fume,  (ontinue  in  the  Air  flaying  uj>tri  In- 

3  Aij 
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Jlruments  of  War,  oilers  remain  ranged  in  Order  of 
Mattle  ;  others  defcend  upon  the  Stage,  rang-ng  tbem 
felves  6y  AmanJis.  -whom  Urganda  frees,  giving  bitn 
a  Sword.  Oriana  lite-wife  is  freed.] 

Ar canon. 

Fly  quick,  ye  daemons,  from  your  black  abodes, 
And  try  another  combat  with  the  gods; 
Blue  fires,  and  peftikiirial  fumes  arife, 
And  flaming  fountains  f'pout.  againft  the  flcies  ; 
From  their  broad  roots  thefe  oaks  and  cedars  tear, 
Burn  like  my  love,  and  rage  like  my  defpair. 

[Trumpets  found  on  Ar  cabanas  Side,  which  are  anftoe  red 
on  Urganda  s.  The  Grove  appears  in  an  injlant  all 
in  a  Flame  ;  Fountains  from  beloto  caft  up  Fire  as 
in.  Spouts  .  a  Rain  of  Fire  from  above ;  tbe  Sty 
darkened ;  Damons  range  tbemfelves  on  tbe  Stage  by 
Jlrcalaus  and  Arcabon  ;  o.ber  Damons  face  Urganda  ; 
Spirits  in  tbe  Air ;  martial  Injlrumcnts  founding 
from  all  parts  if  tbe  Tbeftre  ;  Arcalaus  advances 
before  his  Parly ,  with  his  Sword  drawn,  t»  Ama 
dis.] 

Arcalaus. 
Let  heaven  and  hell  (land  neuter,  while  we  try, 

On  equal  terms,  which  of  us  two  fliall  die. 


[Arcalaus  and  Amadis  engage  tzt  tbe  Head  of  'their 
Parties  ;  a  Fight  at  the  fame  Time  in  tbe  Air,  and 
upon  tbe  Stage ;  all  Sorts  of  loud  Injlrnments  found 
ing  ;  Arcalaus  falls  ;  the  Damons,  fame  JJy  away 
through  tbe  Air,  others  Jink  under  Ground^  -with 
torrille  Cries.] 

Urganda. 

Sound  tunes  of  triumph,  all  ye  winds,  and  bear 
Your  notes  aloft,   that  heaven   and  earth   may 

hear; 

And  thou,  O  fun  !  fhine  out  ferene  and  gay, 
And  bright,  as  when  the  giants  loft  the  day. 
[Tunes  of  Triumph  s   the  Sty  clears;   the    Grovi  re 
turns  to  itsfirjl  Profpcft.      A  large  Ball  of  Fire  re- 
frefenting   the    Figure  of  the  Sun  defeends  gradually 
to  tbe  Stage ;    .'madis   approaching    Oriana    refpcci- 
fully  ;   A  rcabon  Jlands  fallen  gnd  obferving.  ] 

Amadis.          [To  Oriana.] 

While  Amadis  Oriana's  love  pofieft,  "^ 

Secure  of  empire  in  that  beauteous  breaft,  / 

Not  Jove,  the  king  of  gods,  like  Amadis  wasf 

bleft.  3 

Of  rana. 

While  to  Oriana  Amadis  was  true,  "J 

Nor  wandering  flames  to  diftant  climates  drew,  / 

No  heaven,  but  only  love,  the  pleas'd  Oriata  f 

knew.  3 

That  heaven  of  love,  alas !  is  mine  no  more, 
Braving  thofe  powers  by  whom  (ht  faifely  fwore ; 
She  to  Conftantius  would  thofe  charms  refign, 
If  oaths  could  bind,  that  fhould  be  onJy  mine. 
Oriuna. 

With  a  feign'd  falfehoot!  you'd  evade  your  part 
Of  guilt,  and  tax  a  tender  faithful  heart : 
While  by  fuch  ways  you'd  hide  a  confcious  flame, 
The  only  virtue  you  have  left,  is  fhanie. 

[Turning  difJainf ally  from  him.] 


OF    GRANVILLE. 

Amadis.  [Approaching  tcnaerly.] 
But  fliould  this  injur'd  vaflal  you  fufpecr 
Prove  true— Ah !  what  a  turn  might  he  e*pe<ft  ? 

Oriana.     [Returning  to  him  -with  an  air   of  tender" 

ncfs.]    ' 
Though  brave   Conftantius  charms  with  everj 

art, 

That  cah  entice  a  tender  virgin's  heart, 
Whether  he  fliines  for  glory,  or  delight, 
To  tempt  ambition,  or  enchant  the  fight, 
Were  Amadis  reftor'd  to  my  efteem, 
I  would  rejeA  a  deity — for  him. 

Amadis. 
Though  falfe  as  watery 

wind, 

Fix'd  in  my  foul,  and  rooted 
I  love  Oriana,  fairhlefs  and  unki 
O  were  (he  kind,  and  faithful,  as  (he's  fair  1 
For  her  alone  I'd  live — and  die  for  her. 

Urganda. 

Adjourn  thefe  murmurs  of  returning  love, 
And  from  this  fcene  of  rage  and  fats  remove. 

[To  Arcabtn.] 

Thy  empire,  Arcabon,  concludes  this  hour, 
Short  is  the  date  of  all  flagitious  power  : 
Spar'd  be  thy  life,  that  thou  may'ft  living  bear 
The  torments  of  the  damn'd  in  thy  defpair. 

[To  Oriana  and  Amadis,] 
Where  zephyrs  only  breathe  in  myrtle  groves, 
There  will  I  lead  you  to  debate  your  loves. 


bubbles  blown  by"^ 

I  in  my  mind,  C 

unkind.  3 


[The  Machine  reprefenting  tbe  Figure  of  tbe  fun  open* 
and  appears  to  be  a  Chariot  refulgent  -with  Rayst 
magnificently  gilt  and  adorned,  with  convenient  Seatst 
to  which  Urganda  condutls  Oriana  ;  Amadis  fol* 
lowing,  Arcabon  Jlops  him  by  the  Robe.] 

Arcabtn. 

What,  not  one  look  ?  not  one  diflembling  fmile, 
To  thank  me  for  yoar  life  ?  or  to  beguile 
Defpair  ?  cold  and  ungrateful  as  thou  art, 
Hence  from  my  fight  for  ever,  and  my  heart. 

[Letting  go  her  bold  ivith  an  air  of  contempt  $ 
Back,  foldier,  to  the  camp,  thy  proper  fphere, 
Stick  to  thy  trade,  dull  hero,  follow  war ; 
Ufelefs  to  women — thou  mere  image,  meant 
To  raife  dcfire — and  then  to  difappoint. 

[Amadis   takes   his  Place  in  Urganda' s  Cbaritt,  u. 
rifes  gradually  in  the  ,-'.ir,   not  quite  difappearing  till 
tbe  clofe  of  Arcabtn' t  Speech.] 

So  ready  to  be  gone Barbarian,  fay. 

He's  gone,  and  love  returns  a  id  ;  rde  (jives  way, 

0  ftay,  come  back Horror  and  hell '    1  burn  ! 

1  rage  .   I  rave  1  I  die  ! Return,  return  : 

Kternal  racks  my  tortu.  'd  bofum  tear, 
Vultutts  with  encllefs  pangs  are  gnawing  there  ; 

Fury  !  dUlndUoo 1  am  all  df(^air. 

Burning    with  l^ve,    may'ft   thou   ne'er   aim 

blifs. 

But  thunder  drake  thy  limbs,  and  lightening  b 
tbykift; 

While  pule,  aghafl,  a  fpedlre  I  ftand  by, 
Picas' d  at  the  terrors  that  diftrad.  thy  joy  ; 


THE  BRITISH  ENCHANTERS :  OR,  NO  MAGIC  LIKE  LOVE, 


74* 


plague  of  my  life  !  thy  impotence  {hall  be 
A  eurfe  to  her,  worfe  than  thy  fcorn  to  me. 

[£*»'*• 

CHORUS. 

Firjl  r»ice. 
The  batik's  done, 
Our  wars  are  over, 
The  battle's  done, 
Let  laurels  crown 
Whom  rugged  fteel  did  cover, 

Second  yoice. 
Let  myrtles  too 
Bring  peace  for  ever, 
Let  myrtles  too 
Adorn  the  brow, 

That  bent  beneath  the  warlike  beaver. 
4  full  Chorus  tfall  the  Voices  and  Injlruments. 
Let  trumpets  and  tymbals, 
Let  atabals  and  cymbals, 
Let  drums  and  haut1..  y*  give  over; 
B'it  let  flufes, 
\nd  lf-.t  lutes 
Our  pi\ffioi".  excite 
To  gentiet   ieli  ;.nt, 
ArJ  cv.ry  Mars  be  a  lover. 

Dames,  -with  -which  the  A3  concludes. 


ACT  V.     SCENE  I. 
Seene,   Urgando's  enchanted  Palace. 

"¥he  Sceaes  are  adorned  and  diverftfied  -with  thefcveral 
Reprefintations  of  the  ..dventures  and  Exploits  of 
Heroes  and  Heroines :  A  large  Piece  facing  the 
front,  reprefenting  their  Apotkeojii,  or  Reception 
among  the  Gods. 

Amadis  and  Or-iana. 

Qriana. 

IN  my  efteem  he  well  deferves  a  part, 
He  fharea  my  praife,  but  you  have  all  my  heart : 
When  equal  virtues  in  the  fcnles  are  try'd, 
And  ju.licc  againft  neither  can  decide; 
When  judgment,  thus  perpkx'd,    fufpends    the 

choke, 

Fancy  mud  fpeak,  and  give  the  cafting  voice  : 
Much  to  his  love,  much  to  his  merit's  due, 
But  powerful  inclination  was  for  you. 
Amadis. 

Thou  haft  no  equal,  a  fuperior  ray 
UnrivaFd  as  the  light  that  rules  the  day. 
Should  fame  folicit  me  with  all  her  charms, 
^Jot  blooming  laurels  nor  victorious  arms. 
Should  purchafe  but  a  grain  of  the  delight, 
A  moment  from  the  raptures  of  this  night. 
Qriana. 

Wrong  not  my  virtue,  to  fuppofe  that  I 
Can  grant  to  love,  what  duty  muft  deny  ; 
A  father's  will  is  wanting,  and  my  breaft 
Is  rul'd  by  glory,  though  by  love  pofleft  : 
Rattier  than  be  another's,  I  would  die ; 
Jlor  can  be  yours,  till  duty  ihall  comply. 
5 


Amadis. 

Hard  rules,  which  thus  the  nobleft  loves  engage, 
To  wait  the  peevifh  humours  of  old  age  '. 
Think  not  the  lawfulnefs  of  love  confifts 
In  parents  wills,  or  in  the  forms  of  priefts; 
Such  are  but  licens'd  rapes,  which  vengeance  draw 
From  heav'n,  howe'er  approv'd  by  human  law. 
Marriage  the  happieft  bond  of  love  might  be, 
If  hands  were  only  join'd,  when  hearts  agree. 

Enter   Urganda,  Corifanda,  Florcjiant  and  Attendant* 
ta  Urganda.. 

Urganda. 

Here  faithful  lovers  to  fure  joys  remove, 
The  foft  retreat  of  glory  and  of  love, 
By  fate  prepar'd,  to  crown  the  happy  houfs 
Of  mighty  kings,  and  famous  conquerors : 
Here,  gallant  prince,  let  all  your  labours  end ; 
Before,  I  gave  a  miftrefs;  now,  a  friend; 
The  greateft  blcffings  which  the  gods  can  fend. 

\Prefenting  Flonftauf 

O  Floreftan  !  there  was  but  thus  to  meet, 
Thus  to  embrace,  to  make  my  joys  complete  ; 
The  fight  .>f  thee  does  fuch  vaft  tranfports  breed, 
As  fcarce  the  ecftafies  of  love  exceed. 

llorejlan. 

If  beyond  love  or  glory  is  a  tafte 
Of  pleafure,  it  is  fure  in  friendfhip  plac'd. 

Oriana. 

My  Corifanda  too  5  \_Emlracing  for. 

Not  Floreftan  could  fly  with  greater  hafte 
To  take  thee  in  his  arms — O  welcome  to   my 
brcaft, 

As  to  thy  lover's > 

Corifanda. 

—.        •    O  joy  complete  \ 

Bleft  day  : 

Wherein  fo  many  friends  and  lovers  meet. 

Florfflan. 

The  ftortn  blown  over,  fo  the  wanton  doves  "J ' 

Shake  from  their  plumes  the  rain,  and  feek  the  A 

groves,  C 

Pair  their  glad  mates,  and  coo  eternal  loves.      3 

Amadis. 

O  Floreftan  !  bkft  as  thou  doft  deferve, 
To  thee  the  fates  are  kind,  without  referve. 
My  joys  arc  not  fo  full ;  though  love  would  yield, 
Fierce  honour  ftands  his  ground,  and  keeps  the 

field ; 

Nature  within  feduc'd,  in  vain  befriends, 
While  honour,  with  his  guard  of  pride,  defends : 
O  nature !  frail,  and  faulty  in  thy  frame, 
Fomenting  whites,  honour  muft  condemn  ; 
Or  O  !  too  rigid  honour,  thus  to  bind, 
When  nature  prompts,  and  when  defire  is  kind. 

Enter  Arcabon  conducing  Conjlaatius,  her  Garment} 
loofe,  and  Hair  dijbe-uelled,  feeming  frantic.  Con- 
Jiantius  in  deep  Mourning. 

Arcabon. 

This,  Roman,  is  the  place  :  'tis  magic  ground,, 
Hid  by  enchantment,  by  enchantment  found. 
3  A  iij 
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Behold  them  at  our  view  diffolve  in  fear, 
l^wo  armie.?,  are  two  lovers  in  defpair; 
Proceed,  be  bold,  and  fcorning  to  entreat, 
Think  all  her  fl  rugglings  feign'd,  her  cries  deceit  '. 
Kill  him,  and  ravflh  her — for  fo  would  I, 
Wfre  j  a  man — Or  rather  let  both  die. 

The  rape  may  plcafe 

Each  was  difdain'd  ;  to  equal  rage  refign 
Thy  heart,  and  let  it  burn  and  blaze  like  mine. 
'Tis  fweet  to  love,  but  when  with  fcorn  we  meet, 
Revenge  fupplks  the  lol's  with  joys  as  great. 
[A  Clariot  defcends  Jwift/y,  into   which  Jbe  enters  of 
the  folio-wing  Lines .] 

Up  to  th'  etherial  heavens,  where  gods  refide, 
Lo  '.  thus  I  fly,  to  thunder  on  thy  fide. 

[A  Clap  of  Tl&nder.      The  Chariot  mounts  in  the  Air, 
and  "var.ijbes  ivitb  her.} 

Conftantius. 

Fly  where  thou  wilt,  but  not  to  bleft  abpdes, 
tor  fure,  where'er  tbou  art,  there  are  no  gods. 

[/'ddrejfing  bimfdf  to  Oriana.]  ' 
I  come  not  here  an  object  to  affright, 
Or  to  moleil,  but  add  to  your  delight. 
Behold  a  prince  expiring  in  your  view, 
Whofe  life's  a  bmden  to  himfelf,  and  you. 
Fate  and  the  king  all  other  means  deny 
To  fet  you  free,  but  that  Conftantius  die. 
A  Roman' arm  had  play'd  a  Roman  part, 
But  'tis  prevented  by  my  breaking  heart; 
I  thauk  ye, , gods,  nor  think  "my  doom  fevere, 
Refigning  life,  on  any  terms,  for  her. 
Urganda. 

What  cruel  deftiny  on  beauty  waits, 
When  on  one  face  depends  fo  many  fates ! 
Conftantius. 

Make  room,  ye  Decii,  whofe  devoted  breath 
Secur'd  your  country's  happinefsby  death; 
1  come  a  facrifice  no  lefs  renown'd, 
The  caufe  as  glorious,  and  as  fure  the  wound. 
O  love  !  with  all  thy  fweets  let  her  be  blcft, 
Thy  reign  be  gentle  in  that  beauteous  breaft. 
Though  thy  malignant  beams,  with  deadly  force, *\ 
Have  fcorch'd    my  joys,  and  in  their  baneful/ 
courfe  f" 

Wither'deach  plant,  and  dry'd  up  every  fource;  J 
Ah  !   to  Oriann  fliine  lefs  fatal  bright. 
Cherjfh  her  heart,  and  nourifh  her  delight, 
Reftrain  esth  cruel  influence  that  deftroyg, 
Blefs  all  her  days,  and  ripen  all  her  joys. 

\_Criana   iueepst   and  flaws  concern  ;   Amadis  add r  effing 
b'mfdf to  Co ijlantius  ] 

Amadls- 

Were  fortune  us'd  to  fmile  upon  ciefcrt, 
Love  had  been  yours,  to  die  had  been  my  part  : 
Th^ts   fate  divides   the    prize;    though    beauty's 

mine. 
Yet  fame,  our  other  miftrtTs  is  more  thine. 

[CoH/Jut.liui  luting jlci  ,J/y  a  fun,  /-.•',/.'. 

Difdain  not,  gallai.t  piince,  a  rival's  praife,          ") 

Whom  your  high  vvorih  thus,  humbles  to  con-/ 

ftfs  > 

in  evct.y  thing  but  lovt,  he-merits  kfs.  \ 


CwJIantiut. 

Art  thou  that  rival  then  \  O  killing  flume ' 
And  has  he  view'd  me  thus,  fo  weak,  fo  tarue? 
Like  a  fcorn'd  captive  proftrate  at  his  fide, 
To  grace  his  triumph,  and  delight  his  pride  ? 
O  'tis  too  much  !   and  nature  in  difdain 
Turns  back  from  death,  and  firing  cvtry  vein, 
Reddens  with  rage,  and  kindles  life  again. 
Be  firm,  my  foul,  quick  from  this  fcene  remove, 
Or  madnefs  elfe  may  be  too  ftrong  for  love. 
Spent  as  I  am,  and  wearied  with  the  weight 
Of  burdening  life — I -could  reverfe  my  fate. 
Thus  planted — ftand  thy  everlafting  bar 

[Seizes  lim,  holding  a  dagger  at  his  breafl  ;  ^ma- 
dts  does  the  fame,  each  holding  a  dagvtr  ready  to 
Jlrik*. 

But  for  Oriana's  fake  'tis  better  here. 

[Ctais  bimfelf;    Amadls  throws  aivay  his  dagger,  and 
fufptrts  him  i   they  all  help.  ] 

Oriana. 

Live,  generous  prince,  fuch  virtue  ne'er  flioul4 
die. 

Conjlaniius. 

I've  liv'd  enough,  ot  all  I  wifli,  poffeft, 
If  dying — I  may  leave  Oriana  bleit, 
The  lait  warm  drop  forfakes  my  bleeding  heart: 
Oh  love  !  how  fure  a  murderer  thou  art. 

[Dies.-] 

Oriana.     [  Weeping.  ] 

There  breaks  the  nohleft  heart  that  ever  burn'd 
In  flames  of  love,  for  ever  to  be  mourn 'd. 

Amadlt. 

Lavifh  to  him,  you  wrong  an  equal  flame ; 
Had  he  been  lov'd,  my  heart  had  done  the  fame. 

Florejtan. 

Oh  emperor  !  all  ages  muft  agrr e, 
Such,  but  more  happy,  fhould  all  lovers  be. 

Urganda.     [To  Oriana.} 

No  love"r  now  throughout  the  world  remains, 
But  Amadis,  deferving  of  your  chains. 
Remove  that  mournful  objed;  from  the  fight. 

[Carry  off' the  body, 
Ere  yon  bright  beams  are  fhadow'd  o'er  with 

night, 

The  fhihborn  king^fhall  licenfe  your  delight; 
The  torch,  already  bright  with  ^nuptial  fire,- 
Shall  brifig  you  to  the  bridegroom  you  defire; 
And  honour,  which  fo  long  has  krpt  in  doubt, 
Be  better  pleas'd  to  yitld,  than  to  huld  out. 

[Flcurijh  of  all  (be  Mttfic.  The  Stage  flls  ivith 
Singers  and  Dangers,  in  tL.  Haiiiis  »f  Heroes  ami 
Heroines.] 

Urganda    eondiiSls    Amtd'n,   Oriana,     &c.   to  a    Seat 
during  the  following  Entertainment. 

Tirji  Vslce. 

AT  ike  room  for  the  combat,  m;ikc  room  ; 

Sound  the  trumpet  and  <inim  ; 
A  fairer  than  Venus  prepares 
To  encounter  a  greater  than  Mars. 
The  gods  rfdefire  take  part  in  the  fray, 
And  love  fits  lik^  Jove  to  decide  the  great  day. 
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Mate  room  for  the  combat,  make  room; 
Sound  the  trumpet  and  drum. 

Second  Plaice. 

Give  the  word  to  begin, 
Let  the  combatants  in, 
The  challenger  enters  all  glorious; 
But  love  has  decreed 
Though  beauty  may  bleed, 
Yet  beauty  ftjall  ftill  be  victorious. 

CHORUS. 
Make  room  for  the  combat,  make  room  ; 

Sound  the  trumpet  and  drum. 

.Here  t-wo  Parties  enter  from  the  oppojite  Sides  of  tie 
Theatre,  armed  at  all  Points,  marching  in  -warlike 
Older  ;  and  then  dance  feveral  Pyrric  or  Martial 
Dances,  -with  Sioords  and  Bucklers.  Wbtcb  ended, 
ibe  Singers  again  advance.} 

To  befung. 

Eielp  !  help !  th'  unpra6lis'd  conqu'ror  cries  ; 
rle  faints,  he  falls ;  help  !  help  !  Ah  me  !  he  dies  : 
Gently  fhe  tries  to  raife  his  head, 
And  weeps,  alas  !  to  think  him  dead. 
Sound,  found  a  charge — 'tis  war  again ; 
Again  he  fights,  again  is  flain ; 
Again,  again,  help !  help  !  fhe  cries, 
tie  faints,  he  falls :  help  !  help !  Ah  me !  he  dies, 

Dance  of  Heroes  and  Heroines* 
Then  Singers  again  come  far-ward. 

T»  befung. 
Happy  pair, 
Free  from  care, 
"  Enjoy  the  bleffing 
Qf  fwect  poffeffing; 
Free  from  care, 
Happy  pair. 


Love  inviting, 
Souls  uniting ; 

Defiring, 

Expiring; 
Enjoy  the  bleffing 
Of  fweet  poffefling ; 

Free  from  care, 

Happy  pair. 
Another  Danes  of  Heroes  and  Heroines. 

Then  a  full  Chorus  of  all  the  Prices  and  Injlrumentt* 
Be  true,  all  ye  lovers,  whate'cr  you  endure; 
Though  cruel  the   pain   is,  how  fwcet  is  the 

cure ! 

In  the  hour  of  poffefling, 
So  divine  is  the  bleffing, 
That  one  moment's  obtaining, 
Pays  an  age  of  complaining. 
Be  true,  all  ye  lovers,  whate'er  you  endure; 
Though  cruel   the  pain  is,  how  fweet  is  the 
cure  ! 

\Hercfolloivs  Variety  of  Dances,  -with  -which  the  En 
tertainment  concluding,  Aaiadis,  Oriana,  &c.  rife 
and  come  far-ward.} 

Amadis. 

So  Phoebus  mounts  triumphant  in  the  fkies, 
The  clouds  difperfe,  and  gloomy  horror  flies ; 
Darknefs  gives  place  to  the  victorious  light, 
And  all  around  is  gay,  and  all  around  is  bright. 

Oriana. 

Our  prefent  joys  are  fweeter  for  paft  pain ; 
To  love  and  heaven,  by  fuffering  we  attain. 

Urganda.  . 

Whate'cr  the  virtuous  and  the  juft  endure, 
Slow  the  reward  may  be,  but  always  fure. 

[A   triumphant  fourift  of  all  the.  InfirumtntS)  v>if& 
which  the  Play  concludes.} 
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Downward,  my  mufe,  direft  thy  fteepy  flight, 

Where  fmiling  {hades  and  beauteous  realms  invite, 

IJtrfl  of  Britijb  Bards,  invoke  thee  down, 

And  firft  with  wealth  thy  graceful  temples  crown ; 

Through  dark  retreats  purfue  the  winding  ore, 

Search  nature's  depths,  and  view  her  boundlefs  {tore; 

The  fecret  caufe  in  tuneful  numbers  f ing, 

How  metals  firft  are  fram'd,  and  whence  they  fpring. 
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THE  defcent  and  birth-place  of  Thomas  Yaldcn,  have  been  varioufly  afligned  by  his  biographers. 
According  to  Jacob,  on  whofe  authority  Dr.  Johnfon's  "  Life  of  Yalden"  feems  to  have  been  in 
fome  meafure  founded,  he  was  born  in  the  city  of  Exon,  and  the  youngeft  of  fix  fons  of  Mr.  John 
Yalden  of  Suffex.  The  variations  of  Wood  are  of  little  confequence;  but  as  he  is  more  par 
ticular  than  Jacob,  his  account  may  perhaps  be  confidered  as  a  diriofity. 

"  Thomas  TouIJing,  a  younger  fon  of  Joh.  Tuuld.  fometimes  a  Page  of  the  Prefencc  and  Groom  of 
the  Chamber  ta  Prince  Charles,  afterwards  a.  fufferer  for  his  caufe,  and  an  excifeman  in  Oxon  after 
the  Refloration  of  King  Charles  II.,  was  born  in  the  parifh  of  St.  John  Baptift  in  Oxon,  on  the  fe* 
cond  day  of  January  1669,  (in  which  parifh  I  myfelf  received  alfo  my  firft  breath)  educated  in 

Magd.  Coll.  School,  while  he  was  a  Chorifter  of  that  houfe,  was  elecled  Demy,  an.  16 ,  and  in 

the  year  16-  --,  Probationer  Fellow." 

As  he  was  educated  at  the  Grammar  School  belonging  to  Magdalen  College,  Oxford,  it  is  pro 
bable  he  was  born  in  that  city.  The  year  of  his  birth,  according  to  the  beft  accounts,  was  1671. 
two  years  after  the  date  afligned  by  Wood. 

In  1690,  at  the  age  of  nineteen,  he  was  admitted  a  Commoner  of  Magdalen  Hall,  under  the 
care  of  Mr.  Jofiah  Pullen,  ?'  an  excellent  tutor  and  a  great  mafter  of  logic."  - 

The  year  following,  he  became  one  of  the  Scholars  of  Magdalen  College,  where  he  was  diftin-. 
guifhed  by  a  lucky  accident. 

It  was  his  taflc,  one  day,  to  pronounce  a  declamation ;  and  Dr.  Hough,  the  Prefident,  happening 
to  attend,  thought  the  compofuion  too  good  to  be  the  fpeaker's.  Some  time  after,  the  Prefident 
finding  him  a  little  irregularly  bufy  in  the  library,  fet  him  an  exercife  for  punifhment;  and  that  he 
might  not  be  deceived  by  any  artifice,  locked  the  door.  Yalden,  as  it  happened,  had  lately  been 
reading  in  the  fubjedt  given,  and  produced  with  little  difficulty,  a  competition  which  fo  pleafed 
the  Prefident,  that  he  told  him  his  former  fufpicions,  and  promifed  to  favour  him. 

Among  his  contemporaries  in  the  College,  were  Addifon  and  Sacheverell,  who  were  then  friends; 
for  Sacheverell  at  that  time  profeffed  Revolution  principles,  and  who  both  adopted  Yalden  into 
their  intimacy. 

The  trite  obfcrvation  that  perfons  of  fimilar  characters  generally  affociate,  is  far  from  being  unJ- 
verfally  true.  Intimacy  does  not  neceffarily  imply  either  fimilarity  of  talents,  of  difpofkions,  or  of 
habits.  Samenefs  of  fituation,  likenefs  of  circumftances,  accidental  coincidence  of  intereft  and  of 
profpe&s,  will,  on  accurate  examination,  be  found  to  produce  more  intimacies  than  either  CmiJarity 
of  head  or  of  heart. 

Few  characters  could  be  more  different  than  thofe  of  Addifon  and  Sacheverell.  Their  accademi- 
cal  intimacy,  therefore,  was  not  fucceeded  by  a  friendfhip  of  long  duration.  But  Yalden,  whofe 
intellectual  and  moral  qualities  were  truly  eftimable  and  amiable,  did  not  lofe  the  friendfhip  of  Ad 
difon,  even  when  he  efpoufed  a*  very  oppofite  intereft  to  that  of  his  friend,  and  became  a  High- 
churchman  and  a  Tory. 

The  Whig  wits  at  that  time  held  the  Tory  wits  in  great  contempt,  and  thefe  retaliated  in  their 
turn ;  but  Addifon,  with  the  liberality  becoming  a  fcholar,  difclaimed  not  his  private  friends  for  hap- 
pening  to  be  of  a  different  party  in  politics.  He  continued  throughout  hi?  life  his  early  friendfhip 
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for  Yalden,  and  lived  in  the  fame  habits  of  familiar  intercourse  with  him,  when  he  held  the  higfc 
office  of  Secretary  of  State,  as  when  their  fortunes  were  more  on  a  level. 

Yalden,  at  that  time,  appears  to  have  had  no  difinclination  to  the  Whig  party  ;  for,  in  1693,  he 
addreflcd  An  Efijlalary  Gde  to  Mr,  Congreve}  who  was  then  riling  fad  into  reputation  as  a  dramatic 
writer. 

In  1694,  he  was  admitted  to  the  degree  of  Matter  of  Arts. 

The  year  following,  he  fignalized  his  poetical  talents  in  celebrating  the  taking  of  Namur  by  King 
William,  in  a  Pindaric  Ode  humbly  infcribcd  to  bis  laojt  Sacred  and  Vigtorious  Majcjly,  1695. 

Of  this  ode,  mention  is  made  in  an  hnmourous  poem  of  that  time,  called  "  The  Oxford  Laureat ;" 
in  which,  after  many  claims  had  been  made  and  rejected,  Yalden  is  reprefented  as  demanding  the 
laurel,  and  as  being  called  to  his  trial  for  robbing  Congrcve,  initead  of  receiving  a  reward. 

His  crime  was  for  being  a  felon  in  verfe, 

And  prefenting  his  theft  to  the  King ; 

The  firft  was  a  trick  not  uncommon  or  fcarce, 

But  the  laft  was  an  impudent  thing. 

Yet  what  he  had  ftol'n  was  fo  litile  worth  Healing, 

They  forgave  hin.  the  damage  and  coft; 

Had  he  ta'en  the  whole  ede,  as  he  took  it  piece-mealing, 

They  had  fin'd  him  but  tenpence  at  moft. 

In  1700,  he  wrote  The  Temple  of  Fame,  a  poem  on  the  death  of  the  Duke  of  Gloucefter,  which 
has  eluded  the  inquiries  of  Mr.  Nichols,  to  whofe  refearches  the  readers  of  Englifh  poetry  are  in 
debted  for  the  Ode  on  the  Conquefl  of  Namur  ;  J£fop  at  Court,  or  State  Fables,  1702;  /•  'e rfes  to  tie  Me 
mory  of  a  Fair  Young  Lady  ;  to  Myra  ;  Advice  to  a  Lover,  inferred  in  the  edition  «f  "  the  Englifh 
Poets,"  1790. 

The  fame  year,  he  became  Fellow  of  the  College  ;  and  next  year  entering  into  orders,  was  pre- 
fenced  by  the  fociety  with  a  living  in  Warwickfhire,  confiftent  with  the  fellowfliip,  and  chofen 
lecturer  of  Moral  Philofophy,  a  very  honourable  office,  with  a  handfome  ftipend,  and  peculiar 
privileges. 

At  the  acceflion  of  Queen  Anne,  he  wrote  a  poem  on  tie  late  Queen's  acceffien ;  which,  by  the  title 
of  it,  feem?  not  to  have  been  publifhed  till  after  her  death.  This  poem  has  eluded  the  inquiries  of 
Mr.  Nichols,  and  the  compiler  of  this  collection. 

In  1706,  he  was  received  into  the  family  of  the  Duke  of  Beaufort.  In  1708,  he  became  Doctor 
in  Divinity ;  and  foon  after  reflgned  his  fellowfliip  and  lecture  ;  and  as  a  token  of  his  gratitude,  gave 
the  College  a  full  length  picture  of  their  founder,  to  be  placed  in  the  public  hall. 

He  was  afterwards  made  Rector  of  Chalton  and  Cieanville,  two  adjoining  towns  and  benefices  in 
Hertfordftiire,  (Jacob  fays  in  Hafnpfhire)  and  had  the  prebends  or  fiuecures  ni  Deans,  Hains,  and 
Pendles  in  Devonfhire. 

In  1713,  he  was  chofen  preacher  of  Bridewell  Hofpital,  upon  the  refignation  of  Dr.  Atterbury, 
promoted  to  the  Bifhoprick  of  Roehefter. 

In  1723,  he  fell  under  a  fufyicion  of  being  concerned  with  Bifliop  Atterbury,  in  a  plot  in  favour 
cf  the  Pretender,  and  was  taken  into  cuftody. 

Upon  his  examination  he  was  charged  with  a  dangerous  correfpondence  with  Kelly  the  Bifhop's 
fecretary.  The  correfpondence  he  acknowledged,  but  maintained  that  it  had  no  treasonable 
tendency. 

His  papers  were  feized ;  and  in  his  pocket-book  were  found  a  copy  of  verfes  reflecting  on  the 
reigning  family,  and  two  fufpicious  words  thorough-paced  deflrine.  The  verfes  he  aflerted  were  not 
of  his  competition,  or  in  his  hand  writing ;  and  the  words  was  a  memorial  hint  of  a  remarkable 
fentence  of  Dr.  Daniel  Burgefs,  whom  he  had  gratified  his  curiofity  by  hearing  in  the  pulpit,  in  th.fr 
reign  of  Queen  Anne,  by  which  he  warned  his  congregation  to  "  beware  of  thorough-paced  doc 
trine;  that  doctrine  which  coming  in  at  one  ear,  pafles  through  the  head,  and  goes  out  at  the 
other." 

Having  aflerted  his  innocence  in  every  circumiUnce  relating  to  the  plot,  and  ao  evidence  ari&D<j 
Bgainft  him,  he  was  fee  at  liberty. 
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It  will  not  be  fuppofed  that  a  man  who  was  connected  with  the  determined  enemies  of  the  Houfe 
of  Hanover,  attained  high  dignities  in  the  church ;  but  he  was  ftill  favoured  with  the  patronage  of 
the  Duke  of  Beaufort,  and  retained  the  friendfiiip  and  frequented  the  converfation  of  a  very  nume 
rous  and  fplendid  fet  of  acquaintance,  of  every  rank  and  party. 

From  this  time,  he  feems  to  have  led  a  quiet  and  inoffenfive  life ;  unambitious  of  any  acceffion  of 
poetical  fame,  and  unfufprcted  of  any  participation  in  the  defperate  machinations  of  Jacobiti&n. 
He  died  July  10. 1736,  in  the  6;th  year  of  his  age. 

Moft  of  his  occajional  fiems  and  tranjlations  were  firft  printed  in  3d,  4th,  and  5th  volumes  of  Ton- 
fon's  "  Mifcellanies."  As  many  of  them  as  could  be  met  with  were  inferted  by  Mr.  Nichols  in  the 
collection  of  "  The  Englifh  Poets"  17/9,  by  the  recommendation  of  Dr.  Johnfon.  Farther  re- 
fearches  have  difcovered  what  are  here  printed  from  the  edition  of  "  The  Englifli  Poets"  1790; 
but  The  Temple  of  Fame,  and  the  poem  on  the  late  Queen  i  aecejjton,  which  Jacob  calls  "  excellent 
pieces,"  have  eluded  every  inquiry. 

Tbt  Medicine,  a  Tale  for  the  Ladies,  printed  in  the  fecond  number  of  "  The  Tatler,"  and  gene 
rally  afcribcd  to  Yalden,  is  given  by  Mr.  Nichols  (on  the  authority  of  Dr.  Warton,  who  received 
the  information  from  Young)  to  William  Harrifon,  Efq.  "  a  little  pretty  fellow  (as  Swift  exprefles 
it)  with  a  great  deal  of  wit,  good  nature,  and  good  fenfe,"  Secretary  to  the  Congrefs  at  Utrecht, 
the  profcfled  editor  (under  the  patronage  of  Bolingbroke  and  Swift)  of  the  jth  volume  of  "  The 
Tatler,"  and  author  of  "  Woodftock  Park,"  in  Dodfley's  "  Collection,"  and  fome  fmaller  pieces, 
preferred  by  Mr.  Nichols  in  his  "  Select  Collection  of  Poems,"  1781-  He  died  in  Holland,  Feb. 
I4th,  1713.  Swift,  in  the  "  Journal  to  Stella"  laments  his  lofs  with  unaffected  fincerity.  Tickell 
mentions  him  with  refpect  in  his  "  Profpect  of  Peace,"  and  Young  in  the  clofc  of  his  "  Epiftle  t« 
Lord  Lanfdowne." 

The  private  character  of  Yalden  feems  to  have  been  very  refpectable.  His  temper  was  cheerful, 
his  converfation  pleafmg  and  inftructive,  his  learning  extenfive,  and  his  manners  polite.  How 
much  his  company  was  defired,  appears  from  the  extenfivenefs  of  his  connexions,  and  the 
number  of  his  friends ;  among  whom  he  reckoned  Congrevc  and  Addifon,  Hopkins  and  Alter- 
fcury. 

As  a  poet,  he  cannot  be  placed  in  a  high  clafs.  He  is  entitled  to  rank  with  Sprat,  Stepney, 
Walfli,  and  King,  and  perhaps  a  little  higher.  He  imitates  Cowlcy ;  but  he  is  inferior  to  him  ia 
the  grace  of  wit,  and  in  the  vigour  of  nature.  His  two  hymns,  however,  to  tbe  Morning,  and  t» 
Darlnefs,  are  equal  to  the  beft  lyric  pieces  of  that  poet.  The  laft  is  admirable. 

His  State  Fables,  his  longeft  work,  cannot  be  approved  without  thinking  well  of  his  political  opi 
nions.  His  panegyrical  EJfay  on  tie  ClaraQtr  of  Sir  Willoughby  AJlon  has  fome  characteriftical  paf- 
fages,but  is  liable  to  the  fame  objection.  In  his  verfcs  on  tbe  reprinting  Milton's  Proft  Works,  the  loyalty 
and  political  bigotry  are  more  confpicuous  than  the  poetry  or  the  liberality  of  fentiment.  His  Efiftle. 
•to  Sir  Humphry  Machtvortb  on  tie  Mines  late  of  Sir  Carliery  Price,  is  a  very  commendable  attempt  t» 
unite  poetry  and  fcience,  which  have  been  fince  more  fuccefsfully  united  in  the  "  Mine"  of  Mr. 
Sargent,  "  and  the  "  Botanic  Garden"  of  Dr.  Darwia.  His  vcrfes  Againjl  Enjoyment,  have  fome 
vigorous  and  fome  hapjiy  lines.  The  thoughts  are  borrowed  from  Suckling's  verfes  "  Againft 
Fruition."  His  tranjlations  are  fometimes  fpirited  and  clallical,  and  fometimes  feeble  and  para- 
phraftical. 

"  Of  his  poems,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  many  are  of  that  irregular  kind,  which,  when  he  formed 
his  poetical  character,  was  fuppofed  to  be  Pindaric.  Having  fixed  his  attention  on  Cowley  as  a 
model,  he  has  attempted,  in  fome  fort,  to  rival  him>  and  has  written  a  Hymn  to  Darinefs,  evidently 
as  a  counter  part  to  Cowley's  "  Hymn  to  Light." 

"  This  Hymn  feems  to  be  his  beft  performance,  and  is,  for  the  moft  part,  imagined  with  great 
vigour,  and  expreffed  with  great  propriety.  The  feven  firft  ftanzas  are  good  ;  but  the  3d,  4th, 
and  7th  are  the  beft  ;  the  8th  feems  to  involve  a  contradiction  ;  the  loth  is  exqu;fitely  beautiful; 
the  i.^th,  I4th,  and  Ijth  are  partly  mythological,  and  partly  religious,  and  therefore  not  fuita- 
ble  to  each  other;  he  might  better  have  made  the  whole  merely  philosophical. 
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There  are  two  ftanzas  in  this  poem,  where  Yalden  may  be  fufpedted,  though  hardly  convl&ed, 
of  having  confulted  the  Hymnu$  ad  Umlram  of  Wowerus,  in  the  6th  ftanza,  which  anfwers,  iu 
fome  fort,  to  thefe  lines : 

Ilia  fuo  praeeft  no<$hirnis  numine  facri? — 
Perque  vias  errare  novis  dat  fpe&ra  figum, 
Manefque  excitos  medios  ululare  per  agros 
Sub  nodlem,  et  queftu  notos  complere  penate*. 

And  again,  at  the  conclufion : 

Ilia  fuo  fentum  fecludit  corpore  toto, 
Haud  numerans  jugi  fugientia  fecula  lapfa ; 
Ergo  ubi  poftremum  mundi  compage  foluta, 
Hanc  rerum  molem  fuprema  abfumpferit  hora. 
Ipfa  leves  cineres  nube  ampledtetur  opaca, 
Et  prifco  impcrio,  rurfus  dorainabitur  UMBRA. 

His  ffymn  to  Light  is  not  equal  to  the  other.  He  feems  to  think  there  is  an  Eaft  abfolutc  an J 
pofitive  where  the  morning  rifes. 

In  the  laft  ftanza,  having  mentioned  the  fudden  eruption  of  new  created  light,  he  fays, 

Awhile  th*  Almighty  wondering  flood. 

He  ought  to  have  remembered,  that  Infinite  Knowledge  can  never  wonder.  All  wonder  is  the 
effeA  of  novelty  upon  ignorance. 

"  Of  his  other  poems,  it  is  fufficient  to  fay,  that  they  deferve  perufal,  though  they  are  not  al 
ways  exactly  polifhed ;  though  the  rhymes  are  fometimes  very  ill  forted ;  and  though  his  faults  feem 
rather  the  onuffions  of  idknefs,  than  the  negligences  of  cnthufiafm. 


AGAINST  IMMODERATE  GRIEF. 

To  a  Young  Lady  Weeping  — An  Ode  in  Imitation  of 
Cajlmirc. 

COULD  mournful  fighs,  or  floods  of  tears,  prevent 
The  ills  unhappy  men  lament : 
Could  all  the  anguifti  of  my  mind 

Remove  hiy  cares,  or  make  but  fortune  kind ; 
Soon  I'd  the  grateful  tribute  pay, 
And  weep  my  troubled  thoughts  away  : 

To  wealth  and  pleafure  every  figh  prefer, 

And  more  than  gems  efteem  each  falling  tear. 

But,  fmce  infulting  cares  are  moft  inclin'd 
To  triumph  o'er  th'  afflicted  mind ; 
Since  fighs  can  yield  us  no  relief, 

And   tears,  like  fuitful  fhowers,  but  nourifli  grief; 
Then  ceafe,fair  mourner,  to  complain, 
Nor  lavith  fuch  bright  ftreams  in  vain  :     . 

But  ftill  with  cheerful  thoughts  thy  cares  beguile, 

And  tempt  thy  better  fortunes  with  a  fmile. 

The  generous  mind  is  by  its  fufferings  known, 
Which  no  affli&ion  tramples  down; 
But  when  opprefs'd  will  upward  move, 

Spurn  down  its  clog  of  cares,  and  foar  above* 
Thus  the  young  royal  eagle  tries 
On  the  fun-beams  his  tender  eyes, 

And,  if  he  fhrinks  not  at  th1  ofTenfive  light, 

He's  then  for  empire  fit,  and  takes  his  foaring 
flight. 

Though  cares  affault  thy  breaft  on  every  fide, 
Yet  bravely  ftem  th'  impetuous  tide  : 
No  tributary  tears  to  fortune  pay, 

Nor  add  to  any  lofs  a  nobler  day ; 

Bat  with  kind  hopes  fupport  thy  mind, 
And  think  thy  better  lot  behind: 

Amidft  afflictions  let  thy  foul  be  great, 

And  fhow  thou  dar'ft  deferve  a  better  ftate. 

Then,  lovely  mourner,  wipe  thofe  tears,  away, 
And  cares  that  urge  thee  to  decay ; 
Like  ravenous  age  thy.  charms  they  wafte, 

Wrinkle  thy  youthful  brow,  and  blooming  beau 
ties  blaft. 

But  keep  thy  looks  and  mind  ferene, 
All  gay  without,  all  calm  within ; 

For  fate  is  aw'd,  and  adverfe  fortunes  fly 

A  cheerful  look,  and  an  unconquer'd  eye. 


HYMN  TO  THE  MORNING. 

IN   PRAISE  OF  LIGHT. 

PARENT  of  day  !  whofe  beauteous  beams  of  Ugh  t 
Spring  from  the  darkfome  womb  of  night, 
And  'midft  their  native  horrors  (how, 

Like  gems  adorning  of  the  Negro's  brow : 
Not  heav'n's  fair  bow  can  equal  thec, 
In  all  its  gaudy  drapery; 

Thou  fit  ft  effay  of  light,  and  pledge  of  day  ! 

That  uflier'ft  in  the  fun,  and  ftill  prepar'ft  its  way. 

Rival  of  fliade,  eternal  fpring  of  light ! 
Thou  art  the  genuine  fource  of  it : 
From  thy  bright  unexhaufted  womb, 

The  beauteous  race  of  days  and  feafons  come. 
Thy  beauty  ages  cannot  wrong, 
But,  fpight  of  time,  thou'rt  ever  young : 

Thou  art  alone  heaven's  modeft  virgin  light, 

Whofe  face  a  veil  of  blufhes  hides  from  human 
fight. 

Like  fome  fair  bride  thou  rifeft  from  thy  bed, 
And  doft  around  thy  luftre  fpread ; 
Around  the  univerfe  difpenfe 

New  life  to  all,  and  quickening  influence. 
With  gloomy  fmiles  thy  rival  night 
Beholds  thy  glorious  dawn  of  light ; 

Not  all  the  wealth  (he  views  in  mines  below 

Can  match  thy  brighter  beams,  or  equal  luftre 
fhow. 

At  thy  approach,  nature  erects  her  head, 

The  fmiling  univerfe  is  glad  ; 

The  drowfy  earth  and  fcas  awake, 
And,  from  thy  beams,  new  life  and  vigour  take : 

When  thy  more  cheerful  rays  appear, 

Ev'n  guilt  and  women  ceafe  to  fear  : 
Horror,  defpair,  and  all  the  fons  of  night 
Retire  before  thy  beams,  and  take  their  hafty  flight. 

To  thee,  the  grateful  eaft  their  altars  raife, 
And  fmg  with  early  hymns  thy  praife; 
Thou  doft  their  happy  foil  beftow, 

Enrich  the  heavens  above,  and  earth  below  : 
Thou  rifeft  in  the  fragrant  caft, 
Like  the  fair  Phoenix  from  her  balmy  ncft : 

No  altar  of  the  gods  can  equal  thine,          [{hrine  [ 

The  air';,  thy  richeft  incenfe,  the  whole  land  thy 
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But  yet  thy  fading  glories  foon  decay. 

Thine's  but  a  momentary  ftay ; 

Too  foon  thou'rt  ravifiYd  from  our  fight, 
Borne  down  the  ftream  of  day,  and  ovcrwhelm'd 
with  light. 

Thy  beams  to  their  own  ruin  hafte, 

They're  fram'd  too  exquifite  to  laft  : 
Thine  is  a  glorious,  but  a  fhort-liv'd  (late. 
Pity  fo  fair  a  birth  fhould  yield  fo  foon  to  fate '. 

Icfore  th'  Almighty  Artift  fram'd  the  fky, 
Or  gave  the  earth  its  harmony, 
His  firft  command  was  for  thy  light ; 

He  view'd  the  lovely  birth,  and  blefled  it : 

In  purple  fwaddling-bands  it  ftruggling  lay, 
Not  yet  maturely  bright  for  day  : 

Old  Chaos  then  a  checrfu.1  fmile  put  on, 

And,  from  thy  beauteous  form,   did  firft  prefage 
its  own. 

•  Jc  Let  there  be  light '"  the  great  Creator  faid, 
His  word  the  active  child  obey'd  : 
Night  did  her  teeming  womb  difelofe ; 
(A.nd  then  the  blufhing  morn,  its  brighteft  off- 

fpring  rofe. 

A  while  the  Almighty  wondering  view'd, 
And  then  himfelf  pronounc'd  it  good : 
!t  With   night,"  faid  he,    "  divide  th'  imperial 

"  fway ; 

JJ  Thou  my  firft  labour  art,  and  thou  (halt  blefs 
J*  the  day." 


HYMN  TO  DARKNESS. 

DARKNESS,  thou  firft  great  parent  of  us  all, 

Thou  art  our  great  original : 

Since  from  thy  univerfal  womb 
Does  all  thou  fhad'ft  below,  thy  numerous  off- 
fpring  come. 

Thy  wondrous  birth  is  ev'n  to  time  unknown, 

Or,  like  eternity,  thou'dft  none  ; 

Whilft  light  did  its  firft  being  owe 
Unto  that  awful  fliadc  it  dares  to  rival  now. 

Say,  in  what  diftant  region  doft  thou  dwell, 

To  reafon  inaccefiible  ? 

From  form  and  duller  matter  free, 
Thou  foar'ft  above  the  reach  of  man's  philofophy, 

Involv'd  in  thee,  we  firft  receive  our  breath, 
Thou  art  our  refuge  too  in  death  : 
Great  monarch  of  the  grave  and  womb, 

Where'er  our  fouls  (hall  go,  to  thee  our  bodies 
come. 

The  filent  globe  is  ftrucl:  with  awful  fear, 
When  thy  majeftic  {hades  appear  : 
Thou  doft  compofc  the  air  and  fea, 

And  earth  a  fabbath  keeps,  facred  to  reft  and  thee. 

In  thy  fertner  fliades  our  ghofts  delight, 
And  court  the  umbrage  of  the  night ; 
fr.  v  ults  and  gloomy  caves  fheyftray, 

But  fly  (;ic  morning's  beams,  and  ficken  at  fhe 
day. 


Though  folid  bodies  dare  exclude  the  light, 
Nor  will  the  brighteft  ray  admit  •, 
No  fubftance  can  thy  force  repel, 

Thou  reign'ft  in  depths  below,  doft  in  the  centre 
dwell. 

The  fparkling  gems,  and  ore  in  mines  below, 
To  thee  their  beauteous  luftre  owe ; 
Though  form'd  within  the  womb  of  night, 

Bright  as  their  fire  they  fhine  with  native  ray»  of 
light. 

When  thou  doft  raife  thy  venerable  head, 
And  art  in  genuine  night  array'd, 
Thy  Negro  beauties  then  delight ; 

Beauties,  like  poliih'd  jet,  with  their  own  darkncR 
bright. 

Thou  doft  thy  fmiles  impartially  beftow, 

And  know'ft  no  difference  here  below  : 
All  things  appear  the  fame  by  thee, 

Though    light    diftindion    makes,    thou    giv'ft 
equality. 

Thou,  darknefs,  art  the  lover's  kind  retreat, 
And  doft  the  nuptial  joys  complete; 
Thou  doft  infpire  them  with  thy  made, 

Giv'ft  vigour  to  the  youth,  and  warm'ft  the  yield' 
ing  maid. 

Calm  as  the  blefs'd  above  the  Anchorites  dwell, 
Within  their  peaceful  gloomy  cell. 
Their  minds  with  heavenly  joys  are  fill'd  ; 

The  pleafures  light  deny,  thy  (hades  for  ever  yield. 

In  caves  of  night,  the  oracles  of  old 

Did  all  their  myfteries  unfold  : 

Darknefs  did  firft  religion  grace, 
Gave  terrors  to  the  god,  and  reverence  to  the 
place. 

When  the  Almighty  did  on  Horeb  ftand, 
Thy  fliades  enclos'd  the  hallow'd  land ; 
In  clouds  of  night  he  was  array'd, 

And  venerable  darknefs  his  pavilion  made. 

When  he  appear'd  arm'd  in  his  power  and  mightj 

He  veil'd  the  beatific  light ; 

When  terrible  with  majefty, 
In  tempefts  he  gave  laws,  and  clad  himfelf  in 
thee. 

Ere  the  foundation  of  the  earth  was  laid, 
Or  brighter  firmament  was  made ; 
Ere  matter,  time,  or  place,  was  known, 

Thou,  monarch   darknefs,  fway'dft  thefc  fpacious 
realms  alone. 

But,  now  the  moon  (though  gay  with  borrow'd 

light) 

Invades  thy  fcanty  lot  of  night  : 
By  rebel  fubjeds  thou'rt  betray'd, 

The  anarchy  of  ftars  depofe  their  monarch  {hide, 

Yet  fading  light  its  empire  muft  refign, 
And  nature's  power  fubmit  to  thine  : 
An  univerfal  ruin  (hall  eredl  thy  throne, 

And  fate   confirp  thy   kingdom    evermore  thy 
own. 


HUMAN  LIFE. 


TO   BE   SPOKEN   BY  AN  EPICURE. 


In  Imitatitn  of  tie  Second   Chapter  ef  the  W'ifdom   of 
Solomon. 

TO  THE  LORD   HUNSDOK. 
A  PINDARIC  ODE. 

THEN  will  penurious  heaven  no  more  allow  ? 
'  No  more  on  its  own  darling  man  beftow  ? 
Is  it  for  this  he  lord  of  all  appears, 

And  his  great  Maker's  image  bears  I 
To  toil  beneath  a  wretched  ftate, 
Opprefs'd  with  mileries  and  face  ; 
Beneath  his  painful  burden  groan, 
And  in  tins  beaten  road  of  life  drudge  on  ! 
Arr.idft  our  labours.,  we  pofivf* 
No  kind  allays  of  happinefs  : 
No  fiifteriing  joys  can  call  our  own, 
To  make  this  bitter  drug  go  down  ; 
Whilft  death  an  eafy  conqueft  gains, 
And  the  infatiate  grave  in  endlefs  triumph  reigns. 
With  throes  and  pangs  into  the  world  we  come, 
The  curfe  and  burden  of  the  womb  : 
Nc,'  wretched  to  ourfelves  alone, 
Our  mother's  labours  introduce  our  own, 
Ip  cries  and  tears  our  infancy  we  vvafte, 
Thofe  fad  prophetic  tears,  that  flow 
By  inftind  of  our  future  woe  : 
And  ev'n  our  dawn  of  life  with  furrows  overcafi. 
Thus  we  toil  out  a  reftlefs  age, 
Each  his  laborious  part  muft  have, 
Down  from  the  monarch  to  the  fiave, 
A61  o'er  this  farce  of  life,   then  drop  beneath.the 
flage. 

From  our  firft  drawing  vital  breath, 
From  our  firft  ftarting  from  the  womb, 
Until  we  reach  the  deftin'd  tomb, 
We  all  are  porting  on  to  the  dark  g^al  of  death, 
Life,  like  a  cloud  that  fleet*  before  the  wind, 
No  mark,  no  kind  impixffion,  leaves  behind, 

'Tis  fcatter'd  like  the  winds  that  blow, 
Boifterous  as  them,  full  as  inconftant  too, 
That  know  not  whence  they  come,  nor  where 

they  go. 

Here  we're  detain'd  a  while,  and  then 
Become  originals  again  : 
Time  fhall  a  man  to  his  firft  felf  reftore, 
And  make  him  intire  nothing,  all  he  was  before. 
No  part  of  us,  no  remnant,  fhall  furvive  ! 
And  yet  we  impudently  fay,  we  live  ! 
No  1  we  but  ebb  into  ourfelves  again, 
And  only  come  to  be,  as  we.  had.  never  been. 

Say,  learned  fage,  thou  that  art  mighty  wife  ! 

Unriddle  me  thefe  myfteries  : 

What  is  the  loul,  the  vital  heat, 

That  our  mean  frame  does  animate  ? 

What  is  our  breath,  the  breath  of  man, 
That  buoys  his  nature  up,  and  d'jc»  ev'n  life  fuf- 
tain  ? 
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Is  it  not  air,  an  empty  fume, 
A  fire  that  does  itlelf  confume  ; 
A  warmth  that  in  a  heart  is  bred, 
A  lambent  flame  with  heat  and  motion  fed  ? 
Extinguifh  that  the  whole  is  gone, 
This  boafted  fcene  of  life  ;*  done  : 
Away  the  phantom  takes  its  flight, 
Damn'd  to  a  loathfome  grave,  and  an  eternal  nightg 
The  foul  th'  immortal  part  we  bpaft^ 
In  one  confuming  minute's  loft  ; 
To  its  firft  fource  it  muft  repair, 
Scatter  with  winds,  and  flow  wi:h  common  air. 
Whilft  the  fall'ii  body,  by  a  fwift  decay, 

Refolvts  into  its  native  clay  : 
For  duft  and  afhes  are  its  fecond  birth, 
And  that  incorporates  too  with  its  great  parent 
earth. 


Nor  {hall  our  namesvour  memories  furvive, 
Alas,  no  part  of  man  can  live  ! 
The  empty  blafts  of  fame  fhall  die, 
And  even  thofe  nothings  tafte  mortality. 
In  vain  to  future  ages- we  tranfmit 
Heroic  adts,  and  monuments  of  wit  : 

In  vain  we  dear  bought  honours  leave, 
To  make  our  afhes  gay,  and  furnifh  out  a  gravc4 
Ah,  treacherous  immortality  I 
For  thee  our  ftock  of  youth  we  wafte, 
And  urge  on  life;,  that  ebbs  too  faft  : 
To  purchaie  thte  with  blood,  the  valiant  fly ; 
And,  t,o  furvive  in  fame,  the  great  and  glotiuui 

die. 
Laviih  of  life,  they  fquander  this  eftatc, 

And  for  a  poor  reverfion  wait : 
Bankrupts  and  mifers  to  themfelves  they  grow, 
Embitter  wretched  life  with  toils  and  woe, 
To  hoard  up  endlefs  fame,  thly  know  not  wher« 
or  how. 

Ah,  think,  my  friends,  how  fwift  the  minute* 

hafte ! 

The  prefent  day  entirely  is  our  own, 
Then  feize  the  blefilng  ere  'tis  gone  : 
To-morrow,  fatal  found  !  fince  thi.s  may  be  our  laH. 
Why  do  we  boaft  of  years,  and  fum  up  days  1 

'  fis  all  imaginary  fpace  : 
To-day,  to-day,  is  our  inheritance, 
'Tis  all  penurious  fate  will  give 
Pofterjty  '11  to-morrow  live, 
Our5   ions  crowd  on  behind,  our  children   drive 

us  hence. 

With  garlands  then  your  temples  crown, 
And  lie  on  beds  of  roies  down  : 
Eeds  of  rofes.  we'll  prepare, 
Rofes  that  our  emblems  are; 
A  while  they  flourifh  on  the  bough, 
And  drink  large  draughts  of  heavenly  dew  I 
lyike  us  they  fmile,  are  young  and  gay, 
And,  like  us  too,  are  tenants  for  a  day, 
Since   with   night's  Waiting   breath    they  vanife, 
fvvift  away. 

Bring  cheerful  wine,  and  coftly  fweets  prepare  J 
'Tis  more  than  frer.zy  now  to  {pare  : 
Let  cares  and  hufinefs  wait  a  while; 

Old  age  aflords  a  thinking  interval ; 
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Or,  if  they  muft  a  longer  hearing  hare, 
Bid  them  attend  below,  adjourn  into  the  grave. 
Then  gay  and  fprightly  wine  produce, 
Wines  that  wit  and  mirth  infufe  : 
That  feed,  like  oil,  th'  expiring  flame, 
tlevive  our  drooping  fouls,  and  prop  this  tottering 

frame. 

That,  when  the  grave  our  bodies  has  ingrofs'd,, 
When  virtues  (hall  forgotten  lie, 
With  all  their  boafted  piety, 
Honours  and  titles,  like  ourfelves,  be  loft ; 
Then  our  recorded  vice  fhall  flourilh  on, 
•And  our  immortal  riots  be  for  ever  known. 

This,  this,  is  what  we  ought  to  do, 
The  great  defign,  the  grand  affair  below! 
Since  bounteous  nature's  plac'd  oiir  fteward  here, 
Then  man  his  grandeur  fhould  maintain, 
And  in  excefs  of  pleafure  reign, 
K>  cp  up  his  character,  and  lord  of  all  appear. 


AGAINST  ENJOYMENT. 

We  love  and  hate,  as  reftlefs  mnnarchs  fight, 

Who  boldly  dare  invade  another's  right : 

Yet,  when  through  all  the  dangerous  toils  they've 

run, 

Ignobly  quit  the  conquefts  they  have  won ; 
Thole  charming  hopes,  that  made  them  valiant 

grow, 
fall'd  with  enjoyment,  make  them  cowards  now. 

Our  pafljons  only  form  our  happihefs, 
Hopes  ftill  enlarge,  as  fears  contract  it  lefs : 
IfJope  with  a  gaudy  profpecl  feeds  the  eye, 
Sooths   every  fenfe,  does  with  each  wifU  com- 

ply; 

But  fslfe  enjoyment  the  kind  guide  deflroys, 
"We  lofe  the  paffion  in  the  treacherous  joys. 
JJke  the  gay  filk-worm,  when  it  pleafesrhoft, 
In  that  ungrateful  web  it  fpun,  'tis  loft. 

Fruition  only  cloys  the  appetite : 
3Vtore  does  the  'conqueft,  than  the  prize  delight : 
t>ne  victory  gain'd,  another  fills  the  mind, 
Our  reftlefs  wifhes  cannot  be  confin'd, 
JLike   hoifterous   waves,    110  fettled  bounds  they 

know, 
Tix'd  at  no  point,  but  always  ebb  or  flow. 

Who  moft  expects,  enjoys  the  pleafure  moft, 
*Tis  rats'cl  by  wifhes,  by  fruition  loft  : 
We're  charm'd  with  diftant  views  of  happinefs, 
But  •near  approaches  make  the  profpect  lefs. 
XVifhes,  like  painted  landscapes',  beft  delight, 
Whilft  diftance  recommends  them  to  the  light : 
Plac'd  afar  off,  they  beautiful  appear; 
But  fhoW  their  courfe  and  naufeous  colours  near. 
•  Thus  the  fam'd  Midas,   when  he  found  his 

ftore 

Jncreafing  ftill,  and  would  admit  of  more, 
"With  eager  arms  his  fwellinjj  ba^s  he  prils'd  ; 
And  expectation  only  made  hirn  blek'd  : 
jBut,  when  a  boundlefs  treafure  he  enjoy'd, 
And  every  wilh  was  with  fruition  c'dy'd  : 
Then,  damn'd  to  heaps,  r.nd  lurfcited  with  Of e, 
He  tura'il  (hat  gold  he  deated  on  before. 


THE  CU.RSE  OF  BABYLON. 
ISAIAH,  Chap.  xiii.  Parapbrafed, 

A  PIN0ARIC  ODE. 

Now  let  the  fatal  banner  be  difplay'd  ? 

Upon  Ibme  lofty  mountain's  top 
Go  fet  the  dreadful  ftandard  up  ! 
And  all  around  the  hills  the  bloody  fignals  fpread^ 
For,  lo,  the  numerous  hofts  of  heaven  appear ! 

Th"  embattled  'legions  of  the  flcy, 

With  all  their  dread  artillery, 
Draw  forth  in  bright  array,  and  mufter  in  the  air. 
Why  do  the  mountains  tremble  with  the  noife, 

And  vallies  echo  back  their  voice  ? 

The  hills  tumultuous  grow  and  loud, 
The  hills  that  groan  beneath  the  gathering  mul« 

r  titude. 

Wide  as  the  poles  of  heaven's  extent, 

So  far's  the  dreadful  fummons  fent  : 
Kingdoms  and  nations  at  his  call  appear, 
For  ev'n  the  Lord  of  hofts  commands  in  perforj 

there. 

Start  from  thy  lethargy,  thou  drowfy  land, 
Awake,  and  hear  his  dread  command  ! 
Thy  black  tempeftuous  day  comes  lowering  onk 
O  fatal  light !  O  inaufpicious  hour  ? 

Was  ever  fuch  a  day  before  ! 
So  ftain'd  with  blood,  by  marks  of  vengeance 

known. ' 

Nature  fhall  from  her  fteady  courfe  remove, 
The  well-fix'd  earth  be  from  his  bafis  rent, 

Convutfion*  {hake  the  firmament ; 
Horror  feize  all  below,  confufion  reign  above. 
'The  ftars  of. heaven  ftiall  ficken  at  the  fight, 
Nor  fhall  the  planets  yield  their  light : 
But  from  the  wretched  object  fly, 
And,  1'ke  extinguifti'd  tapers,  quit  the  darken'd  fky, 
The  rifing  fun,  as  he  was  confcious  too, 
As  he  the  fatal  bufinefs  knew, 
A  deep,  a  bloody  red  fh'all  (lain 
And  at  his  early  dawn  fhall  fet  in  night  again. 

To  the  deftroying  fword  I've  faid,  go  forth, 

Go  fully  execute  my  wrath  ! 
Command  my  hofts,  my  willing  armies  lead; 
For  this  rebellious  land  arid  all  therein  ihall  bleei!. 
They  fhall  not  grieve  me  more,  no  more  tranf- 

grcfs; 

I  will  confume  the  ftubborn  race  : 
Yet  brutes  and  favages  I  juftly  fpare  ; 

Ufelefs  is  all  my  vengeance  there ; 
Ungrateful  man's  the  greater  monfterfar. 
On  guiitlels  beads  I  will  the  land  beftow, 

To  them  th'  inheritance  fhall  go ; 
Thofe  elder  brothers  now  fhall  lord  it  here  below  ; 
And,  if  fome  •poor  remains  efcape  behind, 

Some  relics  left  of  loft  mankind  ; 

Th'  aftonifh'd  herds  fhall  in  their  cities  cry, 

When  they  behold  a  man,  lo,  there's  a  prodigy  ' 

The  Medes  I  call  to  my  affiftance  here, 
A  people  that  df  light  in  \v»r  j 
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A  generous  race  of  men,  a  nation  free 
From  vicious  cafe  and  Perfian  luxury. 
Silver  is  defpicable  in  their  eyes, 
Contemn'd  the  ufelefs  metal  lies : 
Their  conquering  iron  they  prefer  before 
Thp  fineft  gold,  ev'n  Ophir's  tempting  ore. 
By  thefe  the  land  (hall  be  fubdued, 
Abroad  their  bows  fhall  overcome,, 
Their  f words  and  flames  deftroy  at  home ; 
Ppr  neither  fex  nor  age  fhall  be  exempt  from  blood. 
-The  noble$  and  princes  of  thy  ftate 

Shall  on  the  victor's  triumphs  wait : 
And  thofe  that  from  the  battle  fled 
Shall  be,  with  chains  opprefs'd,  in  cruel  bondage 
led. 

I'll  vifit  their  diftrefs  with  plagues  and  mifefies, 
The  throes  that  women's  labours  wait, 
Convulfive  pangs,  and  bloody  fweat, 
Their  beauty  fhallconfume,  and  vital  fpifits  feizc, 
The  ravifh'd  virgins  fhall  be  borne  away, 
And  their  difhonour'd  wives  be  led 
To  the  infulting  victor's  bed, 
To  brutal  lufts  expos'd,  to  fury  left  a  prey. 
Nor  fhall  the  teeming  womb  afford 
Its  forming  births  a  refuge  from  the  fword ; 

The  fword,  that  fhall  their  pangs  increafe, 
And  all  the  throes  of  travail  curfc  with  barren- 

nefs, 
The  infants  fhall  expire  with  their  firft  breath. 

And  only  live  in  pangs  of  c-~ath  ; 

Live  but  with  early  cries  to  curfe  the  light, 

And,  at  the  dawn  of  life,  fet  in  eternal  night. 

Ev'n  Babylon,  adorn'd  with  every  grace, 

The  beauty  of  the  univerfe  : 
Glory  of  nations !  the  Chaldean's  pride, 
And  joy  of  all  th'  admiring  world  befide  : 
Thou,  Babylon  !  before  whofe  throne 
The  empires  of  the  earth  fall  down ; 
The  proftrate  nations  homage  pay, 
And  vaflal  princes  of  the  world  obey : 
Shalt  in  the  duft  be  trampled  low  : 
Abject  and  low  upon  the  earth  be  laid, 
And  deep  in  ruins  hide  thy  ignominious  head. 
Thy  ftrong  amazing  walls,  whofe  impious  height 

The  clouds  conceal  from  human  fight ; 
That  proudly  now  their  polifh'd  turrets  rear, 

Which  bright  as  neighbouring  ftars  appear, 
Diffufmg  glories  round  th'  enlighten'd  air, 
In  flames  fhall  downwards  to  their  centre  fly, 
And  deep  within  the  earth,  as  their  foundations, 
lie. 

Thy  beauteous  palaces  (though  now  thy  pride  I) 
Shall  be  in  heaps  of  allies  hid  : 
In  vaft  furprifing  heaps  fhall  lie, 
And  ev'n  their  ruins  bear  the  pomp  of  majcfty. 
No  bold  inhabitant  fhall  dare 
Thy  raz'd  foundations  to  repair  : 
No  pitying  hand  exalt  thy  abjeA  ftate ; 
No !  to  fucceeding  times  thou  muft  remain 

An  horrid  exemplary  fcene, 
And  lie  from  age  to  age  ruin'd  and  defolate. 
Thy  fall's  decreed  (amazing  turn  of  fate !) 
as  G9morrah's  wretched  ftate  ; 


Thou,  Babylon,  fhalt  fce  like  Sodom  ctirft, 
Deftroy'd  by  flames  from  heaven,  and  thy  more 
burning  Inft. 

The  day's  at  hand,  when  in  thy  fruitful  foil 
No  labourer  fhall  reap,  no  mower  toil : 
His  tent  the  wandering  Arab  fhall  not  fpread, 
Nor  make  thy  curfed  ground  his  bed ; 
Though  faint  with  travel,  though  opprefs'd  with 

thirft, 
He  to  his  drooping  herds  fhall  cry  aloud, 

Tafte  not  of  that  emb.itter'd  flood, 
Tafte  not  Euphrates*  ftreams  they're  poifonous  all, 

and  curfs'd, 
The  fhepherd  to  his  wandering  flocks  fhall  fay, 

When  o'er  thy  battlements  they  ftray, 
When  in  thy  palaces  they  ^jraze, 
Ah,    fly,    unhappy    flocks!    fly    this    infeAioiis 

place. 
Whilft  the  fad  traveller,  that  paffcs  on, 

Shall  afk,  lo,  where  is  Babylon  ? 
And  when  he  has  thy  fmall  remainder  found, 
Shall  fay,   I'll  fly  from  hence,  'tis  fure  accurfed 
ground. 

Then  fhall  the  fayages  and  heads  of  prey 
From  their  deferted  mountains  hafte  away; 
Every  obfcene  and  vulgar  beaft 
Shall  be  to  Babylon  a  gueft  : 
Her  marble  roofs,  and  every  cedar  room, 
Shall  dens  and  caves  of  ftate  to  nobler  brutes  he* 

come. 
Thy  cowts  of  juftice,  and  tribunals  too, 

(O  irony  to  call  them  fo !) 
There,  where  the  tyrant  and  oppreflbr  bore 
The  fpoils  of  innocence  and  blood  before ; 
There  fhall  the  wolf  and  favage  tiger  meet, 
And  griping  vulture  fhall  appear  in  ftate, 
There  birds  of  prey  fhall  rule,  and  ravenous  beafts 

be  great. 

Thofe  uncorrupted  fhall  remain, 
Thofe  fhall  alone  their  genuine  ufe  retain, 
There  violence  fhall  thrive,  rapine  and  fraud  fifth 
reign. 

Then  (hall  the  melancholy  fatyrs  groan, 
O'er  their  lamented  Babylon  ; 
And  ghofts  that  glide  with  horror  by, 
To  view  where  their  nnbury'd  bodies  lie, 

With  doleful  cries  fhali  fill  the  air, 
And  with  amazement  .ftrike  th'  affrighted  tra 
veller. 

There  the  obfcener  birds  of  night, 
Birds  that  in  gloomy  fhades  delight, 
Shall  folitude  enjoy,  live  undifturb'd  by  light. 

All  the  ill  omens  of  the  air 
Shall-fcream  their  loud  prefages  there. 
But  let  them  all  their  dire  predictions  tell, 
Secure  in  ills,  and  fortify %d  with  woe, 

Heaven  fhall  in  vain  its  future  vengeance 

fhow  : 
For  thou  art  happily  infenfible, 

Beneath  the  reach  of  miferics  fell, 
Thou  need'ft    no   defoja^p   drea'd,    no  great*? 
curfss  fear. 
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wits  and  beauties  (hare  this  common  fate, 
To  ftand  compos'd  to  public  love  and  hate, 
In  every  breaft  they  different  paffions  raife, 
At  once  our  envy,  and  our  praife. 
For  when,  like  you,  fnme  noble  youth  appears, 
For  wit  and  humour  fam'd  above  his  years; 
Each  emulous  mufe,  that  views  the  laurel  won, 
Muft  praife  the  worth  fo  much  tranfcends  their 

own, 
And,  while  his  fame  they  envy,  add  to  his  renown. 

But  fure,  like  you,  no  youth  cou'd  pleafe, 
Nor  at  his  nrft  attempt  boaft  fuch  fucctfs  : 
Where  all  mankind  have  fail'd,  ypu  glories  won  ; 

Triumphant  ars-  in  this  alone, 
In  this,  have  all  the  bards  of  old  out-done. 
Then  may'ft  thou  rule  our  ftage  in  triumph 

long! 

May'ft  thou  its  injur'd  fame  revive, 
And  matchlefs  pn.ofs  of  wit  and  humour  give, 
Reforming  with  thy  fcenes,  and  charming  with 

thy  fong  ! 

And  though  a  curfe  ill-fated  wit  purfues, 
And  waits  the  fatal  dowry  of  a  mufe; 

Vet  may  thy  riflng  fortunes  be 
Secure  from  all  the  blafts  of  poetry  ; 
A*  thy  own  laurels  flourifhing  appear, 
Vnfully'd  ftill  with  cares,  nor  clogg'd  with  hope 

and  fear '. 
As  from  its  wants  be  from  its  vices  free, 

From  naufeous  fervile  flattery ; 
Nor  to  a  patron  proftitute  thy  mind, 
Though  like  Auguftus  great     —  f — '' 

kind. 
Though  great  in  fame !    believe  me,  generou 

youth, 

Believe  this  oft-experienc'd  truth, 
From  him  that  knows  thy  virtues,  and  admire 

their  worth. 
Though  thou'rt  above  what  vulgar  poets  fear, 

Truft  not  th'  ungrateful  world  too  far; 
Truft  not  the  fmiles  of  the  inconllant  town ; 
Tiuft  not  the  plaudits  of  a  theatre 
(Which  Durfey  fliall  with    thce  and  Dry  den 

(hare)  ; 

Nor  to  a  ftagv's  intereft  facrifice  thy  own, 
Thy  genius,  that's  for  nobler  things  defign'd, 

May  at  loofe  hours  oblige  mankind  : 
Then,  great  as  is  thy  fame,  thy  fortunes  raife. 
Join  thriving  iutereft  to  thy  barien  bays, 
And  teach   the  world  to  envy,  as  thou  doft  to 
praUe.  [brace, 

The  world,  that  dnes  like  common  wholes  eai- 
Injuriou*  ftill  to  thofe  it  does  carcf*  :    ' 
Injurious  as  the  tainted  breitth  of  fame , 
That  blafts  a  poet's  fortunes,  while   it  lounds  bis 

name. 

When  Gift  a  mufe  uJLr.ies  fome  youthful  breaft, 
idtis' J  virgin,  ftill  flio  kind ; 


as  fam'd  Mxcena 


Adorn'd  with  graces  then,  and  beauties  blcft, 
She  charn.s  the  ear  with  fame,  with  raptures  fills 

the  mind. 
Then  from  all  cares  the  happy  youth  is  free, 

But  thofe  of  love  and  poetry  : 
Cares,  ftill  allay'd  with  pleafing  charms, 
That  crown  the  head  with  bays,  with  beauty  fill 

the  arms. 

But  all  a  woman's  frailties  foon  ftie  (hows, 
Too  foon  a  ftale  domeftic  creature  grows  : 
Then,  wedded  to  a  mufe  that's  naufeous  grown 
We  loath  what  we  enjoy,  drudge  when  the  plea- 

fure's  gone. 

For,  tempted  with  imaginary  bays, 
Fed  with  immortal  hopes  and  empty  praife, 
He  fame  purfues,  that  fair  and  treacherous  bait. 
Grows  wife  when  he's  undone,  repents  when  'tis 

too  late. 

Small  are  the  trophies  x>f  his  boafted  bay*, 
The  great  man's  promife  for  his  flattering  toil, 
Fame  in  reverfion,  and  the  public  fmile, 
AH  vainer  than  his  hopes,  uncertain  as  his  praife. 
'Twas  thus  in  m<nirnful  numbers  heretofore, 
Neglected  Spenfer  did  his  fate  deplnre  : 
Long  did  his  injur'd  mufe  complain, 
Admir'd  in  midft  of  wanu,  and  charming  ftill 

in  vain. 

Long  did  the  generous  Cowley  mourn, 
And  long  oblig'd  the  age  without  return. 
Deny'd  what,  every  wretch  obtains  of  fate, 

An  humble  roof  and  an  obfcure  retreat, 
Condcmn'd  to   needy  fame,  and  to  be  miftrabl/ 

great. 
Thus  did  the  world  thy  great  fore  fathers  ufe; 

Thus  all  th'  infpir'd  bards  before 
Did  their  hereditary  ills  deplore; 
F.-om  tuneful  Chaucer's  down  to  thy  own  Dry- 
den's  mufe. 

Yet,  plcas'd  with  gaudy  ruin,  youth  wrll  on, 
As  proud  by  public  fame  to  be  undone  ; 
Pleas'd,   though  he  docs  the  woril  of  labours 
choofe,  [mufe; 

To   ferve   a   barbarous    age,   and   an  ungrateful 
Since  Dryden's  felf,  to  wit's  great  empire  born,' 

Whofe  genius  and  exalted  name 
Triumph  with  all  the  fpoils  of  wit  and  fame, 
Muft,  'midft  the  loud  applaule,  his  barren  laurels 
mourn.  [mirts, 

Ev'n  that  fam'd  man,  whom  all  th'e  world  ad- 
Whom  every  grace  adorns,  and  mufe  infpires, 
'  Like  the  great  injur'd  TaiTb,  fhow» 

Triumphant  in  the  midft  of  woes; 
In  all  his  wants,  majeuic  ftill  appears, 
Charming  the  age  to  which  he  ow»  s  hi*  cares, 
And  cK-riftiing  that  mufe  whole  fatal  curfe  h^ 
bears. 


THE    INSECT. 

AGAINST  BULK. 

"  Ineft  fua  gratia  parvis." 
WIIERI  greaMiefs  is  to  nature's  works  deny'J, 
lu  \v<.>nh  aud  ber.uty  it  is  "A'ttl  fvirplj'J  : 
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In  a  fmall  fpace  fhs  more  perfection's  fhown, 
And  what  isexquifite  in  little's  done. 
Thus  beams,  contracted  in  a  narrow  glafs, 
To  flames  convert  their  larger  ufelefs  rays. 

'Tis  nature's  Imalkft  products  pleafe  the  eye, 
Whilft  greater  births  pafs  unregarded  by; 
Her  monftcrs  feem  a  violence  to  fight ; 
They're  form'd  for  terror,  infects  to  delight. 
Thus,  when  fte  nicely  frames  a  piece  of  art, 
Fine  are  her  ftroke*,  and  ftnall  in  .every  part; 
No  labour  can  (he  boaft  more  Wonderful 
Than  to  inform  an  atom  with  a  foul ; 
To  animate  her  litrle  beauteous  fly, 
And  clothe  it  in  her  gaudieft  drapery. 

Thus  does  the  little  epigram  delight, 
And  charm  t:s  with  its  miniature  of  wit ; 
Whilft  tedious  authors  give  the  reader  pairij 
Weary  his  thoughts,  and  make  him  toil  in  vairi ; 
When  in  lefs  volumes  we  more  pleafure  find, 
And  what  diverts,  ftill  beft  informs -the  mind.' 

'  Fis  the  fmall  infect  looks  correct  and  fair, 
And  feems  the  product  of  her  niceft  care. 
"When,  weary'd  out  with  the  ftupendous  weight 
Of  forming  prodigies  and  brutes  of  ftate ; 
Then  (he  the  infect  frames,  her  mafler-piece, 
Made  for  dive.rfion,  and  defign'd  to  pleafe. 

Thus  Archimedes,  in  his  cryftal  fphere, 
Seeni'd  to  correct  the  world's  Artificer : 
Whilil  the  large  globe  moves  round  with  long 

delay, 

His  beauteous  orbs  in  nimbler  circles  play  : 
This  feem'd  the  nobler  labour  of  the  two, 
Great  was  the  fphere  above,  but  fine  below. 

Thus  fmalleft  things  have  a  peculiar  grace, 
The  great  w'  ?dn;ire,  but  'tis  the  little  pleafe  ; 
Then,  fince  the  leaft  fo  beautifully  fhow,  ""> 

B'  advis'd  in  time,  my  mufe,  and  learn  to  know  > 
A  poet's  lines  fhould  be  correct  and  few.  j 


TO    HIS  FRIEND 

CAPTAIN  CHAMBERLAIN, 

In  Love  'with   a   Lady   be  bad  taken  from  an  Algcrint 
Prize  at  Sea. 

IN  ALLUSION  TO    HORACE  BOOK  !!.  CD.  IV. 

'Tis  no  difgrace,  brave  youth,  to  own 

By  a  fair  flave  you  are  undone  : 
Why  doft  thou  blufh  to  hear  that  name, 

And  ftifle  thus  a  generous  flame  ? 
Did  not  the  fair  Briftis  heretofore 

With  powerful  charms  fubdue  ? 

What  though  a  captive,  ftill  fhe  bore, 

Thofe  eyes  that  freedom  could  reftore, 

And  make  her  haughty  lord,  the  proud  Achilles, 

bow.  , 

Stern  Ajax,  though  renown'd  in  arms, 
Did  yield  to  bright  Tecmeffa's  charms  : 
And  all  the  laurels  he  had  won 
As  trophies  at  her  feet  were  thrown. 
When,  beautiful  in  tears,  he  view'd  the  mourning 
fair, 


The  hero  ft-.lt  her  powef  r 
*        Though  great  in  camps,  and  fierce  in  war, 

Her  f'ofter  looks  he  could  not  bear, 
Proud  to  become  her  flave,  though  late  her  coil* 
queror.  \. 

When  beauty  In  diftrefs  appears, 
An  irrefiftlefs  charm  it  bears  : 
In  every  breaft  does  pity  move, 
Pity,  the  tendered  part  of  love. 
Amidlt  his  triumphs  great  Attides  fued, 

Unto  a  weeping  maid  : 
Though  Troy  was  by  his  arms  fubdued, 
And  Greece  the  bloody  trophies  view'd, 
Yet  at  a. captive's  feet  th"  imploring  victor  laid. 

Think  not  thy  charming  maid  can  be 
Of  a  bafe  (lock,  and  mean  degree ; 
Her  fhape,  her  air,  her  every  grace, 
A  more  than  vulgar  birth'confef*  • 

Yes,  yes,  my  friend,  with  royal  blood  fhe'f  great, 
Sprung  from  fome  monarch's  bed  ; 
Now  mourns  her  family's  hard  fate, 
Her  mighty  fall  and  abject  ftate, 
And  her  iliuftrious  race  conceals  with  noble  pride. 

Ah,  think  not  an  ignoble  houfe 
Could  fuch  a  heroine  produce  ; 
Nor  think  fuch  generous  fprightly  blood 
Could  flow  from  the  corrupted  crowd  ; 
But  view  her  courage,  her  undaunted  mind, 
And  foul  with  virtues  crown'd  ; 
Where  dazzling  intereft  cannot  blind, 
Nor  youth  nor  gold  admittance  find, 
But  {till  her  honour's  fix.'d,  and  virtue  keeps  its 
ground. 

View  well  her  great  majefHc  air, 

And  modeft  looks  divinely  fair ; 

Too  bright  for  fancy  to  improve, 

And  worthy  of  thy  nobleft  love. 
But  yet  fufpect  not  thy  officious  friend, 

All  jealous  thoughts  remove  ; 

Though  I  with  youthful  heat  commend, 

For  thee  I  all  my  wifh.es"  fend, 
And  if  (he  makes  thee  bleft,  'tis  all  lafk  of  lore! 


TO  MR.  WATSON, 

On  b!t  Epbcmcrit  of  the  CelcJUal  Motions,  frefenttJ  fo 
Her  Maje/ly. 

ART,  when  in  full  perfection,  is  defign'd 
To  pleafe  the  eye,  or  to  inform  the  mind  : 
This  nobler  piece  performs  the  double  part, 
With  graceful  beauty  and  inftructive  art. 
Since  the  great  Archimedes'  fphere  was  loft, 
The  nob'.eit  labour  finifh'd  it  could  boaft ; 
No  generous  hand  durft  that  fam'd  model  trace, 
Which    Greece  admir'd,   and  Rome  could  only 

praifc. 

This  you,  with  greater  luftre,  have  reftor'd, 
And  taught  thoie  arts  we  ignorantly  ador'd  : 
Motion  in  full  perfection  here  you've  fhown, 
And  what  aiarJsind  defpair'd  to  reach,  have  done 
3Biij 
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In  artful  frames  your  heavenly  bodies  move, 
Scarce  brighter  iti  their  beauteous  orbs  above  j 
And  flats,  depriv'd  of  all  malignant  flames, 
Here  court  the  eye  with  more  aufpicioua  beams : 
In  graceful  order  the  juft  planets  rife, 
And  here  complete  their  circles  in  the  flcies ; 
Here's  the  full  concert  of  revolving  fpheres, 
And  heaven  in  bright  epitome  appears. 

With  charms  the  ancients  did  invade  the  moon, 
And  from  her  orb  compell'd  her  ftruggling down; 
But  here  flic's  taught  a"  nobler  change  by  you, 
And  moves  with' pride  in  this  bright  fphere  below: 
While  your  ctlcfti.il  bodies  thus  I  view, 
They  give  me  bright  ideas  of  the  true ; 
Infpir'd  by  them,  my  thoughts  dare  Upward  move, 
And  vifit  regions  of  the  bleft  above.  [('mail, 

Thus  from  your  hand  w'  admire  the  globe  in 
A  copy  fair  as  its  original : 
This  labour's  to  the  whole  creation  juft, 
Second  to  none,  and  rival  to  the  firft. 
The  artful  fpring,  like  the  diffufive  foul, 
Informs  the  machine,  and  directs  the  whole  : 
Like  Nature's  felf,it  fills  the  fpacious  thronej 
And  unconfm'd  fways  the  fair  orbs  alone ; 
Th'  linactive  parts  with  awful  filence  wait, 
And  from  its  nod  their  birth  of  motion  date  : 
Like  Ghaos,  they  obey  the  powerful  call, 
Julove  to  its  found,  and  into  meai'ures  fall. 


THE  RAPE  OF  THEUTILLA. 
Imitated  from  He  Latin  of  Famianus  Stradct. 

THE  INTRODUCTORY  ARGUMENT. 

Theutilla,  a  fair  young  virgin,  who,  to  avoid  the 
addrefiesof  thofe  many  admirers  her  beauty  drew 
about  her,  aflumed  the  habit  of  a  religious  order, 
and  wholly  withdrew  herfelf  from  the  eye  and 
converfc  of  the  world  :  but  the  common  report 
of  her  beauty  had  fo  inflamed  Amalis  (a  young 
perfon  of  quality)  with  love,  that  one  night,  in 
a  debauch  of  wine,  he  commands  his  fef  vants  to 
force  her  dormitory,  and  bear  off.  though  by 
violence,  the  lovely  votarefs;  which  having  fuc- 
i  cefsfully  perfermed,  thty  bring  Theutilla  to  their 
expecting  lord's  apartment,  the  fcene  of  the  en- 
iuiug  poem. 

SOON  as  the  tyrant  her  bright  form  furvey'd, 
He  grew  inflam'd  with  the  fair  captive  maid  : 
A  graceful  forrow  in  her  looks  fhe  bears, 
Lovely  with  gticf,  and'beautiful  in  tears  ; 
Her  mien  and  ait  refiftlefs  cbarms  impart, 
forcing  an  eafy  paflage  to  his  heart : 
Long  he  devours  her  beauties  with  his  eyeSj 
"While  through  hi?  g)owing:veinsth'  infrctjpn  flies; 
Swifutr  than  lightning  to  his  breafl  it  came, 
Like  that,  a  fair,  but  a  deftructive  flamr. 
Yet  fhe,  though  in  her  young  and  blooming  ftate, 
lYffeft  a  foul,  beyond  a  virgin's,  great ; 
No  charms  of  youth  her  colder  bolbm  move,       «• 
Chafle  Tver*  bar  thoughts,  and  luofi,  avcrfc  to  love: 


,  w.  /ll , 


And  as  fome  timorous  hind  in 

Thus  in  his  arms  ftrove  the  refitting  maid  ; 

Thus  did  fhe  combat  with  his  ftri&  embrace, 

And  fpurn'd  the  guilty  caufe  of  her  difgrace. 

Revenge  fhe  courted,  but  defpair'd  to  find 

A  ftrength  and  vigour  equal  to  her  mind  ; 

While  checks  of  fhame  her  willing  hands 

Since  all  a  virgin's  force  is  her  difdain  : 

Yet  her  refolves  are  nobly  fix'd  to  die 

Rather  than  violate  her  chaftity, 

Than  break  her  vows  to  heaven,  than  blot  her 

fame, 
Or  foil  her  beauties  with  a  luftful  flame. 

The  night  from  its  meridian  did  decline, 
An  hour  propitious  to  the  black  defign : 
When  fleep  and  reft  their  peaceful  laws  maintain. 
And  o'er  the  globe  b'  infectious  filence  reign  ; 
While  death-like  {lumbers  every  bofom  fcizc, 
Unbond  our  minds,  and  weary'd  bodies  eafe  : 
Now  fond  Amalis  finds  his  drooping  breafl 
Heavy  with  wine,  with  amorous  cares  oppreft; 
Not  all  the  joys  expecting  lovers  feel 
Can  from  his  brealt  the  drowfy  charm  repel ; 
In  vain  from  wine  his  pafiion  feeks  redrefs, 
Whofe  treacherous  force  the  flame  it  rais'd  betrays : 
Weak  and  unnerv'd  his  ufelefs  limbs  became, 
Bending  beneath  their  ill-fupported  frame  ; 
Vanquifh'd  by  that  repofe  from  which  he  flies, 
Now  {lumbers  clofc  his  unconfenting  eyes. 
But  fad  Theutilla's  cares  admit  no  reft, 
Repofe  is  banifh'd  from  her  mournful  breaft  j 
A  faithful  guard  does  injur'd  virtue  keep, 
And  from  her  weary  limbs  repulfes  fleep. 
Oft  fhe  reflects  with  horror  on  the  rape, 
©ft  tries  each  avenue  for  her  efcape  ; 
Though  ftill  repulfe  upon  repulfe  fhe  bears, 
And  finds  no  pafTage  but  for  fighs  and  tears  : 
Then,  with  the  wildnefs  of  her  foul  let  loofe, 
And  all  the  fury  that  her  wrongs  infufe ; 
She  weeps,  fhe  raves,  fhe  rends  her  flowing  hair, 
Wild  in  her  grief,  and  raging  with  defpair, 
At  length  her  reftlefs  thoughts  an  utterance  find; 
And  vent  the  anguifh  of  her  labouring  mind  : 
Whilft  all  diflblv'd  in  calmer  tears  fhe  faid, 
"  Shall  I  again  be.  to  his  arms  betray 'i  ! 
"  Again  the  toil  of  loath'd  embraces  bear, 
"  And  for  fome  blacker  fcene  of  luft  prepare ! 
"  Firft  may  his  bed  my  guiltlefs  grave  become, 
"  His  marble  roof  my  unpolluted  tomb ; 
"  Then,  juft  fo  honour,  and  unftain'd  in  fame, 

The  urn  that  hides  my  duft  conceals  my  fhame. 
l€  Heaven  gave  me  virtue,  woman's  frail  defence, 
"  And  beauty  to  moleft  that  innocence  : 
"  In  vain  I  call  my  virtue  to  my  aid, 
"  When  thus  by  treacherous  beauty  I'm  betray'^, 
"  Yet   to  this  hour  my  breafl  no   crime  has"\ 
"  known,  [fhone,  / 

"  But,   coldly  chafte,   with   virgin    brightnefsQ 
"  As  now  unfuily'd  by  a  winter's  fun.  J 

"  Not  arts,  nor  ruder  force  of  men  prevail'd, 
"  My  ttars  found  pty,  when  my"  language  fail'd*. 
"  Ol't  have  thtft  violated  loc,ks  been  torn, 
"   And  injur'd  face  their  favage  fury  borne  ; 
"  Oft  have  my  bloody  robes  their  crimes  confcft, 
l<  And  pointed  daggers  glitter'd  at  a:y  breaft  j 
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tf  Yet,  free  from  {?uilt,  I  found  fome  happier  charm 
«  To  vanquUh  luft,  arid  wildeft  rage  difarm. 
w  But  ah  :  the  greateft  labour's  yet  behind  ; 
««  No  tears  can  (often  this  obdurate  mind ; 
«  No  prayers  inexorable  pity  move, 
««  Or  guard  me  from  the  worft  of  ruins,  love  : 
»«  Though  fleep  and  wine  allow  this  kind  reprieve^ 
«*  Yet  to  the  youth  they'll  ftrength  and  Curygive; 
«<  Then,  wretched  maid  !  then  think  what  artifice, 
«*  What  charm,  mall  refcue  from  his  nerv'd  em- 

".. brace!.  ;      .  ...          .     ,, 

"  When  with  fupplies  of  vigour  next  hd  ftorms, 
"  And  every  diclate  of  his  luft  performs. 

"  But  you,  bleft  power,  that  own  a  virgin's' 

"  name, 

*'  Protect  my  virtue,  and  defend  my  fame, 
"  From   powerful  luft,    and   the   reproach 

"  fhame; 
«'  If  I  a  ftridt  religious  life  have  .led, 
*'  t>runk  the  cold  ftream,  arrd  made  the  earth  my 

«  bed! 

"  If  from  the  world  a  cha{te  reclufe  1  live, 
"  Redrefsmy  wrongs,  and  generous  fuccourgive ; 
V  Allay  this  raging  tempeft  of  my  mind, 
"  A  virgin  fhould  be  to  a  virgin  kind ! 
11  Proftrate  with  tears  from  you  I  Ueg  defence, 
"  Or  take  my  life,  or  guard  my  innocence." 

While  thus  the  afflicted  beauty  pray'd,  fhe  fpy'd 
A  fatal  dagger  by  Amalis'  fide  ? 
<{  This  weapon's  mine !"  flie  cries,  "  then  grafp'd 

"  it  faft) 

"  Ariel  now  the  luftful  tyrant  fleeps  his  laft." 
With  eager  hand  the  pointed  fteel  flie  draws, 
Ev'n  murder  pleafes  in  fo  juft  a  caufe  ; 
Nor  fears,  nor  dangers,  now  refiftance  make, 
Since  honour,  life,  and  dearer  fame,  's  at  ftake. 

Yet  in  her  breaft  does  kind  companion  plead, 
And  fills  her  foul  with  horror  of  the  deed ; 
Her  fex's  tendernefs  refumes  its  place, 
And  fpreads  in  confciousblufhes  o'er  her  face. 
Now,  (lung  with,  the  f emorfe  of  guilt,  fhe  cries, 
"  Ah,  frantic  girl,  what  wild  attempt  is  this ! 
"  Think,  think,  Th'eutilla,  on   the    murderer's 

"  doom, 

"  And  tremble  at  a  punifhment  to  come  : 
"  Stain  not  tliy  virgin  hands  with  guilty  blood, 
"  And  dread  to  be  fo  criminally  good. 
"  Lay  both  thy  courage  and  thy  weapon  down, 
"  Nor  fly  to  aids  a  maid  muft  bluih  to  own  ; 
"  Nor  arms,  nor  valour,  with  thy  fez  agre*, 
"  They  wound  thy  fame,  and  taint  thy  modefty." 

Thus  different  paffions  combat  in  her  mind, 
Oft  fhe's  to  pity,  oft  to  rage  inclin'd  : 
Now  from  her  hand  the  hated  weapon's  caft, 
Then  feiz'd  again  with  more  impetuous  hafte : 
Unfix'd  her  wifhes,  her  refolves  are  vain, 
What  fhe  attempts,  fhe  ftraight  rejects  again; 
Her  looks,  the  emblems  of  her  thoughts,  appear 
Vary'd  with  rage,  with  pity,  and  defpair  : 
Alone  her  fears  incline  to  no  extreme, 
Equally  pois'd  betwixt  revenge  and  fliame. 
At  length,  with  more  prevailing  rage  poffeft, 
Her  jealous  honout  fteels  her  daring  breaft: 
The  thoughts  of  injur'd  fame  new  courage  gatfs, 
And  nicer  virtue  now  coaSnusher  brave. 


Then  the  fam'd  Judith  Her  wliole  mind  employs, 
Urges  her  hand,  and  fooths  the  fatal  choice  : 
This  great  example  pleas'd,  inflarn'd  by  this, 
With  wild  diforder  to  the  youth  flie  flies; 
One  hand  fhe  wreaths  within  his  flowing  hair,    ' 
The  ether  does  ,the  ready  weapon  .bear  :      [down» 
"  Now  guide  me  (cries)  fair  Hebrew,  now  look: 
"  And  pity  labours  thou  haft  undergone. 
"  l)ireCt  the  hand  that  takes  thy  path  to  fame,  -y 
"  And  be  propitious  to  a  virgin's  name,  C 

"  Whofe  glory's  but  a  refuge  from  her  fhame  !"  ) 
Thus  rais'd  by  hopes,  and  drm'd  with  courage  now, 
She  with  undaunted  looks  directs  the  blow  : 
Deep  in  his  breaft  the  fpacious  v^ound  fhe  made, 
And  to  his  heart  difpatch'd  th'  unerring  blade. 
-.    When  their  expiring  lord  the  fervants  heard, 
Whofe  dying  groans  the  fatal  acl:  dcclar'd, 
Like  a  fierce  torrent,  with  no  bounds  they  're  ftay'cfy 
But  vent  their  rage  on  the  defencelefs  maid  ; 
Not  virtue,  youth,  nor  beauty  in  dfilrefs, 
Can  move  their  favage  breafts  to, tendernefs : 
But  death  with  horrid  torments  they  prepare,' 
And  to  her  fate  th'  undaunted  virgin  bear. 
Tortures  and  death  feerh  lovely,  in  her  eyesj 
Since  Oie  to  hopour  falls  a  facrifice  : 
Amidft  her  fufferings,  ftill  her  mind  is  great, 
And,  free  from,  guilt,  fhe  triumphs  o'er  her  fate. 

But  heaven,  that's  fuffering  virtue's  fure  reward^ 
Exerts  its  power,  and  is  itfelf  her  guard  : 
Amalis,  confcious  of  his  black  offence, 
Now  feels  remorfe  for  her  wrong'd  innocence  ; 
Though  now  he's  ftruggling  in  the  pangs  ofdeatti| 
And  all  life's  f  urple  ftream  is  ebbing  forth  : 
Yet,  raifing  up  his  pale  and  drooping  head, 
He  recollects  his  fpirits  as  they  fled, 
And,  with  his  laft  remains  of  voice,  he  faid, 
"  Spare  the  chafte  maid,  your  impious  hands  ret 

"  ftrain, 

"  Nor  beauty  with  fuch  infolence  prophane  : 
"  Learn  by  my  fate  wrong'd  innocence  to  fpare, 
"  Since  irfjur'd  virtae's  heaven's  peculiar  care." 

But  you,  brave  virgin,  now  fliall  ft  and  enrol'd 
Amongft  the  nobleft  heroines  of  old  : 
Thy  fafrn'd  attempt,  and  celebrated  hand, 
Shall  lafting  trophies  of  thy  glory  ftand  ; 
And,  if  my  verfe  the  juft  reward  can  give, 
Theutiila's  name  fhali  to  new  ages  live. 
For  to  thy  fex  thou  haft  new  honours  won, 
And  France  new  boafts  a  Judith  of  its  OWQ« 


AN  ODE 

FOR  ST.  CECILIA'S  DAT,  1692* 

BEGIN,  and  flrike  th'  harmonious  lyre  ', 
Let  the  loud  inftrumerjts  prepare 
To  raife  our  fouls,  and  charm  the  ear', 

With  joya  which  mufic  only  can  infpire : 
Hark  ho*/  the  willing  firing*  obey  1 
To  confederate  this  happy  day,  . 

Sacred  to  mufic,  love,  and  bieft  Cecilia* 
In  lofty  numbers,  tuneful  lays, 

We'll  celebrate  the  virgin's  praife  t 
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Hcrikilful  hand  firft  taught  our  firings  to  move, 
To  her  this  facred  art  we  owe, 
Who  firft  anticipated  heaven  below, 

And  play'd  the  hymns  on  earth,  that  fhe  now  fing* 
above. 

What  moving  charms  each  tuneful  voice  contains, 
Charms,  that  through  the  willing  ear 
A  tide  <>f  pleafing  raptures  bear,  [veins. 

And,  with  diffufive  joys,  run  thrilling  through  our 
The  liftening  foul  does  fympathize, 
And  with  each  vary'dnote  complies  : 
While  gay  and  fprightly  airs  delight, 
Then  free  from  carts,  and  unconfin'd, 

It  takes,  in  plenfing  ccftafies,  its  flight. 

With  mournful  founds,  a  fadder  garb  it  wears, 
Indulges  grief,  and  gives  a  loofe  to  tears. 

Mufic's  the  language  of  the  bleft  above, 

No  voice  but  mufic's  can  exprefs 

The  joys  that  harpy  fouls  poffefs,  [love. 

Nor  in  juft  raptures  tell  the  wondrous  power  of 

'Tis  nature's  dialedt,  defign'd 

To  charm,  and  to  infirutSl  the  mind. 
Mufic's  an  univerfal  good  ! 

That  does  difpenfe  its  joys  around, 

In  all  the  elegance  of  found, 
To  he  by  men  admit'd,by  angels  underftood. 

Let  every  reftlefs  paJIion  ceafe  to  move  ! 

And  each  tt.multuous  thought  obey 

The  happy  influence  of  this  day, 

Formufic's  unity  and  love.  - 
Mufic's  the  foft  indulger  of  the  nrind, 

The  kind  divetter  of  our  care, 
The  fureft  refuge  mournful  grief  can  find ; 
A  cordial  to  the  breafl,  and  charm  to  every  ear. 
v  Thus,  when  the  prophet  ftruck  his  tunefullyre, 

Saul's  evil  genius  did  retire  : 

In  vain  were  remedies  apply'd, 

In  vain  all  other  arts  were  try'd  : 
His  hand  and  voice  alone  the  charm  could  find, 
Ta  heal  his  body,  and  compofe  his  mind. 

Now  let  the  trumpet's  louder  voice  proclaim 

A  folcmn  jubilee  : 
For  evtr  facred  let  it  be, 
To  flcilful  JubaVs,  and  Cecila's  name. 

(irt  at  Juhal,  author  of  our  l?.ys, 
Who  firft  the  hidden  charms  of  mufic  found  ; 

And  through  their  airy  paths  did  trace 

The  ftcret  (prings  of  found. 

When  from  his  hollow  chorded  fliell 

The  foft  melodious  accents  fell, 

With  wonder  and  delight  he  play'd,    [bey'd 
While  the  harmonious  firings  his  Ikiiful  hand  o 

But  fair  Cecilia  to  a  pitch  divine 
In.prov'd  her  artful  lays  : 

When  u>  the  organ  fhe  her  voice  did  join, 
In  the  Almighty's  praife  ; 

Then  choirs  of  liftenin-j  argels  flood  around, 

d  her  art,  and  hleft  the  heavenly  found. 
Her  praife  alone  no  tongue  can  reach, 
But  in  the  drains  herfclf  did  teach  : 
Then  let  the  .voice  and  lyre  combine, 
And  in  u  tuneful  concert  join ; 


For  mufic's  her  reward  and  csr£, 
Above  fli "enjoys  it,  and  protects  it  heri. 

GRAND   CHORUS. 

Then  kindly  treat  this  happy  day, 
And  grateful  honour?  to  Cecilia  pay : 
To  her  thefe  lov'd  harmonious  rites  belong1, 
To  her  that  tunes  our  firings,  and  full  infpirc 
our  fong. 


THE  FORCE  OF  JEALOUSY. 

To  a  Lady  ajking  if  her  Sex   was  at  fenjtble  of  i 

PaJJioa  as  Man. 
AN   ALLUSION   TO 

O  !  rjuam  cruentus  Fceminas  flimulat  Dolor  !" 
SENECA,  Hercules  Oetaeus. 

WHAT   raging  thoughts  tranfport  the  woman' 

breaft, 

That  is  with  love  and  jealoufy  poffeft  ! 
More  with  revenge,  than  foft  defires  fhe  burn?, 
Whofe  flighted  paflion  meets  no  kind  returns ; 
That   courts    the    youth    with    long    neglect 

charms, 
And  finds  her  rival  happy  in  his  arms! 

Dread  Scylia's  recks  'tis  fafer  to  engage, 
And  truft  a  ftorm,  than  her  deftruAive  rage : 
Not  waves,  contending  with  a  boifterous  wind, 
Threaten  fo  loud,  as  her  tempeftuous  mind: 
For  feas  grow  calm,  and  raging  licrms  abate, 
But  moft  implacable's  a  woman's  hate  : 
Tigers  and  favages  lefs  wild  appear, 
Than  that  fond  wretch  ahandon'd  to  defpair. 

Such  were  the  tranfports  Dejanira  felt, 
Stung  with  a  rival's  charms,  and  hufband's  guilt  : 
With  fuch  defpair  fhe  view'd  the  captive  maid, 
Whofe  fatal  love  her  Hercules  betray 'd  ; 
Th*  unchafte  lole,  but  divinely  fair  '. 
In  Ipve  triumphant,  though  a  flave  in  war; 
By  nature  lewd,  and  form'd  for  foft  delight, 
Gay  as  the  fpring,  and  fair  as  beams  of  light ; 
Whofe  blooming  youth  would  wildeft  rage  difarni| 
And  every  eye,  but  a  fierce  rival's,  charm. 

Fix'd  with  her  grief  the  royal  matron  flood, 
When  the  fair  captive  in  his  arms  fhe  view'd  : 
With  what  regret  her  beauties  flie  furvcy'd, 
And  curft  the  power  of  the  too  lovely  maid, 
That  reap'd  the  joys  of  her  abandon'*!  bed  ! 
Her  furious  looks  with  wild  difcrder  glow, 
Looks  that  her  envy  and  rcfentment  fhow  ! 
To  blaft  that  fair  deteftcd  form  fhe  tries, 
And  lightning  darts  from  her  diftorted  eyes. 

Then  o'er  the  palace  of  falfe  Hercules, 
With  clamour  and  impetuous  rage  fhe  flies; 
Late  a  dear  witnefs  of  their  mutual  flame. 
But  now  th'  imhappy  object  of  her  fliame  ; 
Wl.ofc  confcious  roof  can  yield  her  no  relief, 
But  with  polluted  joys  upbraids  her  grief. 

Nor  can  the  fpacious  court  contain  her  now  , 
It  grows  a  fcene  too  narrow  for  her  woe. 
Loofe  and  undreft  all  day  fhe  ftrays  alone, 
Does  her  abode  and  lov'd  companions  ftiun. 
In  woods  complains,  and  fighs  in  every^ 
The  mournful  tale  of  her  foifaken  love. 
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Mer  thought*  to  all  th'  extremes  of  frenzy  fly, 
Vary,  but  cannot  cafe  her  mifery  : 
Whilft  in  her  looks  the  lively  forms  appear, 
Of  envy,  fondnefs,  fury,  and  defpair. 

Her  rage  no  conftant  face  of  forrow  wear?, 
'Oft  fcornful  fmiles  fucceed  loud  fighs  and  tears  ; 
Oft  o'er  her  face  the  rifing  blufhes  fpread, 
Her  glowing  eye-balls  turn  with  fury,  red  : 
Then  pale  and  wan  her  alter'd  looks  appear, 
Paler  than  guilt,  and  drooping  with  defpair. 
A  tide  of  paflinns  ebb  and  flow  within, 
And  oft  ftie  (hif's  the  melancholy  fcehe  : 
Does  all  th'  excels  of  woman's  fury  fhow, 
And  yields  a  large  variety  of  woe. 

Now  calm  as  infants  at  the  mother's  breaft, 
Her  grief  in  fofteft  murmurs  is  expreft : 
She  fpeaks  the  tendered  things  that  pity  move, 
Kind  are  her  looks,  and  languifhing  with  love. 
Then  loud  as  ftorms,  and  raging  as  the  wind, 
She  gives  a  loofe  to  her  diftcmper'd  mind  : 
With  fhricks  and  grnans  ftie  fills  the  air  around, 
And  makes  the  palace  her  loud  griefs  refourM. 

Wild  with  her  wrongs,  flie  like  a  fury  ftrays, 
A  Jury,  more  than  wife  of  Hercules  : 
Her  motion,  looks,  and  voice,  proclaim  her  woes ; 
While    fighs,    and    broken    words,    her   wilder 
thoughts  difclofe. 


TO  HIS  PERJURED  MISTRESS. 
*  Nox  erat,  ct  ccelo  fulgebat  luna  fereno,"  &e< 

IT  was  one  evening,  when  the  rifing  moon 
Ami'dft  her  train  of  ftars  diftindbly  fhone  ; 
Serene  and  calm  was  the  inviting  night, 
And  heaven  appear'd  in  all  its  luftre  bright; 
When  you,  Nesera,  you,  my  perjur'd  fair, 
Did,  to  abufe  the  gods  and  me,  prepare. 
'  Fwas  then  you  fwore — remember,  faithlefs  maid, 
With  what  endearing  arts  you  then  betray'd  : 
Remember  all  the  tender  things  that  paft, 
When  round  my  neck  your  willing  arms  were  caft. 
The  circling  ivys,  when  the  oaks  they  join, 
Seem  Foofe,  and  coy,  to  thofe  fond  arms  of  thine. 

Believe,  you  cry'd,  this  fokmn  vow  believe, 
The  nobleft  pledge  that  love  and  I  can  give ; 
Or,  if  there's  ought  more  facred  here  below, 
Let  that  confirm  my  oath  to  heaven  and  you  : 
If  e'er  my  breaft  a  guilty  flame  receives, 
Or  covets  joys  but  what  thy  prefence  gives ; 
May  every  injur'd  power  affert  thy  caul'e, 
And  love  avenge  his  violated  laws : 
While  trael  beafts  of  prey  infeft  the  plain, 
And  tempefts  rage  upon  the  faithlefs  main ; 
While  fighs  and  tears  fhall  likening  virgins  move; 
So  long,  ye  powers,  will  fond  Nesera  love. 

Ah,  faithlefs  chaimer,  lovely  perjur'd  maid  ! 
Are  thus  my  vows  and  generous  flame  repaid  ? 
Repeated  flights  I  have  too  tamely  bore, 
Still  doated  on,  and  ftill  been  wrong'd  the  more. 
Why  do  I  liften  to  that  fyren's  voice, 
Love  ev'n  thy  crimes,  and  fly  to  guilty  joys  ? 
Thy  fatal  eyes  my  beft  refolves  betray, 
My  i'ury  melts  in  foft  dcfires  away  : 


Each  look,  each  glance,  For  all  thy  crimes  atone, 
Elude  my  rage,  and  I'm  again  undone. 

But  if  my  injur'd  foul  dares  yet  be  brave, 
Unlefs  I'm  fond  of  fhame,  confirm'd  a  flave, 
I  will  be  deaf  to  that  enchanting  tongue, 
Nor  on  thy  beauties  gaze  away  my  wrong1. 
At  length  I'll  loath  each  proftituted  grace, 
Nor  court  the  leavings  of  a  cloy'd  embrace  ; 
But  fhow,  with  manly  rage,  my  foul's  above 
The  cold  returns  of  thy  exhaufted  love. 
Then  thou  {halt  juftly  mourn  at  my  difdain, 
Find  all  thy  arts  and  all  thy  charms  in  vain  : 
Shalt  mourn,  whilft  I,  with  nobler  flames,  purfue 
Some  nymph  as  fair,  though  not  unjuft,  as  you  ; 
Whofe  wit  and  beauty  fhall  like  thine  excel, 
But  far  furpafs  in  truth,  and  loving  well. 

But  wretched  thou,  whoe'er  my  rival  art, 
That  fondly  boafts  an  empire  o'er  her  heart ; 
Thou  that  tnjoy'ft  the  fair  inconftant  prize, 
And  vainly  triumph'ft  with  my  victories ; 
Unenvy'd  now,  o'er  all  her  beauties  rove, 
Enjoy  thy  ruin,  and  Nejera's  love  : 
Though    wealth  and  honours  grace   thy  noblef 

birth, 

To  bribe  her  love,  and  fix  a  wandering  faith ; 
Though  every  grace  and  every  virtue  join, 
T"  enrich  thy  mind,  and  make  thy  form  divine  t 
Yet  bleft,  with  endlefs  charms,  too  foon  you'll 

prove 

Tke  treacheries  of  falfe  Nesera's  lore. 
Loft  and  abandon'd  by  th'  ungrateful  fair, 
Like  me  you'll  love,  be  injur'd  and  defpair. 
When  left  th'  unhappy  objecT:  of  her  fcorn, 
Then  fhall  I  fmile  to  fee  the  victor  mourn, 
Laugh  at  thy  fate,  and  triumph  in  my  tura. 


IMITATION  OF  HORACE. 

BOOK   I.    ODE  XXII. 

"  Integer  vitse,"  &c. 

THE  man  that's  uncorrupt,  and  free  from          , 

That  the  remorfe  of  fecret  crimes  ne'er  felt  # 

Whofe  breaft  was  ne'er  debauch'd  with  fin. 
But  finds  all  calm,  and  all  at  peace  within  : 

In  his  integrity  fecure, 

He  fears  no  danger,  dreads  no  power ; 

Ufetefs  are  arms  for  his  defence, 
That  keeps  a  faithful  guard  of  innocence. 
Secure  the  happy  innocent  may  rove, 

The  care  of  every  power  above  ; 

Although  unarm'd  he  wanders  o'ef 
The  treacherous  Liby's  fands,  and  faithlefs  fhore  r 

Though  o'er  th'  inhofpitable  brows 

Of  favagc  Caucafus  he  goes ; 

Through  Afric's  flames,   through  Scythia's 

fnows, 

Or  where  Hydafpes,  fam'd  formonfters,  flows. 
For  as,  within  an  unfrequented  grove, 

I  tun'd  my  willing  lyre  to  love, 

With  pleafing  amorous  thoughts  betray'd, 
Beyond  my  bounds  infenfibly  I  ftray'd  ; 

A  wolf  that  view'd  me  fled  away, 

He  fled  from  his  dsfencelefs  prey  J 
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When  I  invok'd  Maria's  aid, 
Although  unarm'd,  the  trembling  monficr  fled. 

Not  Daunia's  teeming  fands,  nor  barbarous  Ihore, 
E'er  fuch  a  dreadful  native  bore, 
Nor  Afric's  nurfing  caves  brought  forth 

So  fierce  a  beaft,  of  fuch  amazing  growth  : 
Yet  vain  did  all  his  fury  prove 
Againft  a  breaft  that's  arm'd  with  love; 

Though  abfent,  fair  Maria's  name 

Subdues  the  fierce,  and  makes  the  favage  tame. 

Commit  me  now  to  that  abandon'd  place 

Where  cheerful  light  withdraws  its  rays; 
No  beams  on  barren  nature  fmile, 

Nor  fruitful  winds  refrefh  th"  intemperate  foil ; 
But  tempefts,  with  eternal  froils, 
Still  rage  around  the  gloomy  coaft  : 
Whilft  angry  Jove  infefts  the  air,  - 

And,  black  with  clouds,  deforms  the  fullen  year. 

®r  place  me  now  beneath  the  torrid  zone, 
To  live  a  borderer  on  the  fun : 
Send  me  to  fcorching  fands,  whofe  heat 

Guards  the  definitive  foil  from  human  feet : 
Yet  there  I'll  (ing  Maria's  name, 
And  fport,  uninjur'd,  'midft  the  flame  : 

Maria's  name !  that  will  create,  ev'n  there, 

A  milder  climate,  and  more  temperate  air ! 


FATROCLUS'S  REQUEST  TO  ACHILLES 

FOR  HIS  ARMS. 

Imitated  from  tit  beginning  of  the  Sixteenth  Iliad  of 
Homer. 

BIVINE  Achilles,  with  companion  mov'd, 
Thus  to  Patroclus  fpake,  his  bed  belov'd. 

Why  like  a  tender  girl  doft  thou  complain  ! 
That  ftrives  to  reach  the  mother's  breaft  in  vain  ; 
Mourns  by  her  fide,  her  knees  embraces  fail, 
Hangs  on  her  robes,  and  interrupts  her  hafte  ; 
Yet,  when  with  fondnefg  to  her  arms  fhe's  rais'd, 
Still  mourns  and  weeps,  and  will  not  be  appeas'd ! 
Thus  my  Patroclus  in  his  grief  appears, 
Thus  like  a  frowaf  d  girl  profufe  of  tears. 

From  Phthia  doft  thou  mournful  tidings  hear, 
And  to  thy  friend  fome  fatal  mefiage  bear  ? 
Thy  valiant  father  (if  we  fame  believe) 
The  good  Meiiietiiis,  he  is  yet  alive  : 
And  Peleus,  though  in  his  declining  days, 
Reigns  o'er  his  Myrmidons  in  health  and  peace  ; 
Yet,  as  their  lateft  obfequies  we  paid, 
Thou  mourn'ft  them  living,  as  already  dead. 

Or  thus  with  tears  the  Grecian  hoft  deplore, 
That  with  their  navy  perifh  on  the  fhore ; 
And  with  companion  their  misfortunes  view, 
The  juft  reward  to  guilt  and  falfehood  due  ? 
Impartial  heaven  avenges  thus  my  wrong, 
Xor  fuffers  crimeb  to  go  unpunifh'd  long. 
Reveal  the  caufe  fo  much  afflidb  thy  mind, 
J»for  thus  conceal  thy  forrows  from  thy  friend. 

When,  gently  railing  up  his  drooping  head, 
Thus,  with  a  figh,  the  lad  Patroclus  faid. 
Godlike  Achilles,  Peleus'  valiant  fon  : 
•i"  all  our  «Jjie.J»,  the  greauft  in  renown ; 


Upbraid  not  thus  th'  afflicted  with  t"ieir  v 
Nor  triumph-now  the  Greeks  fuftain  fuch  loft  '. 
To  pity  let  thy  generous  breaft  incline, 
And  fhow  thy  mind  is  like  thy  birth,  divine. 
For  all  the  valiant  leaders  of  their  hoft, 
Or  wounded  lie,  or  are  in  battle  loft. 
Ulyffcs  great  in  arms,  and  Diomede, 
Languifh  with  wounds,  and  in  the  navy  bleed  : 
This  common  fate  great  Agamemnon  (hares, 
And  ftern  Eurypylus,  renown'd  in  wars* 
Whilft  powerful  drugs  th'  ejperienc'd  artifts  trf  j 
And  to  their  wounds  apt  remedies  apply :' 
Eafing  th'  afflicted  heroes  with  their  (kill, 
Thy  breaft  alone  remains  implacable  1 

What,  will  thy  fury  thus  for  ever  laft ! 
Let  prefent  woes  atone  for  injuries  paft  : 
How  can  thy  foul  retain  fuch  lafting  hate! 
Thy  virtues  are  as  ufelefs  as  they're  great. 
What  injur'd  friend  from  thee  fhall  hope  redrefj. 
That  will  not  aid  the  Greeks  in  fuch  diftrefs  ? 
Ufelefs  is  all  the  valour  that  you  boaft, 
Deform'd  with  rage,  with  fullen  fury  loft. 

Could  cruelty  like  thine  from  Peleus  come, 
Or  be  the  offspring  of  fair  Thetis'  womb  ! 
Thee  raging  feas,  thee  boiftcrous  waves  brought 

forth, 

And  to  obdurate  rocks  thou  pw'ft  thy  birth  1 
Thy  ftubborn  nature  ftill  retains  their  kind, 
So  hard  thy  heart,  fc  favage  is  thy  mind. 

But,  if  thy  boding  breatt  admits  of  fear, 
(Dr  dreads  what  facrcd  oracles  declare  '. 
What  awful  Thetis  in  the  courts  above 
Received  from  the  unerring  mouth  of  Jove '. 
If  fo — let  me  the  threatening  dangers  face, 
And  head  the  warlike  fquadrons  in  thy  place  S 
Whilft  me  thy  valiant  Myrmidons  obey, 
We  yet  may  turn  the  fortune  of  the  day. 
Let  me  in  thy  dift inguifh'd  arms  appear, 
With  all  thy  dreadful  equipage  of  war  ; 
That  when  the  Trojans  our  approaches  view, 
Deceiv'd,  they  ihall  retreat,  and  think  'tis  you. 

Thus,  from  the  rage  of  an  infulting  hoft, 
We  may  retrieve  that  fame  the  Greeks  have  loft  ; 
Vigorous  and  frefti,  th'  unequal  fight  renew, 
And  from  our  navy  force  the  drooping  foe ; 
O'er  harafs'd  men  an  cafy  conqueft  gain, 
And  drive  the  Trojans  to  their  walls  again. 


REPRINTING  MILTON'S  PROSE  WORK?, 
Will  bis  Poems.     Written  in  bis  Paradife  Lof. 

THESE  facred  lines  with  wonder  we  pcrufe, 
And  praife  the  flights  of  a  feraphic  mufe, 
Till  thy  Icditious  profc  provokes  our  rage, 
And  foils  the  beauties  of  thy  brighteft  page. 
Thus,  here  we  fee  trafifporting  fcenes  anfe, 
Heaven's  radiant  hoft,  and  opening  paradife  ; 
Then  trembling  view  the  dr«ad  abyl's  beneath. 
Hell's  horrid  manfions,  and  the  realms  of  death, 

Whilft  here  thy  bold  majeftic  numbers  rife, 
And  range  th'  embattled  legions  of  the  Ikies, 
With  armies  fill  the  azure  plains  of  light, 
And  paint  the  lively  terrors  of  the  fight, 
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own  the  f  oet  worthy  to  rehearfe 
jHeaven's  lafting  triumphs  in  immortal  verfe  : 
JBut  when  thy  impious  mercenary  pen 
jlnfults  the  beft  of  princes,  heft  of  men, 
iOur  admiration  turns  to  juft  difdain, 
jAnd  we  revoke  the  fond  applaufe  again. 
'<     Like  the  fall'n  angels  in  their  happy  flats, 
jThou  fhar'dft  their  nature,  infolence,  and  fate : 
To  harps  divine,  immortal  hymns  they  fung, 
As  fweet  thy  voice,  asfweet  thy  lyre  was  fining. 
lAs  they  did  rebels  to  th'  Almighty  grow, 
ISo  thou  profan'ft  his  image  here  below. 
(Apoftatc  bard  !  may  not  thy  guilty  ghoft, 
Difcover  to  its  own  eternal  coft, 
IThat  as  they  heaven,  thou  paradife  haft  loft ! 


SIR  HUMPHRY  MACKWORTH, 

Ott  T1IE   MINES,  LATE  OF   SIR  CARBERY   PRICE. 

WHAT  fpacious  veins  enrich  the  Britifh  foil ; 
The  various  ores,  and  fkilful  miner's  toil ; 
How  ripening  metals  lie  conceal'd  in  earth, 
And  teeming  nature  forms  the  wondrous  birth  ; 

y  ufeful  verfe,  the  firft,  tranfmits  to  fame, 
In  numbers  tun'd,  and  no  unhallow'd  flame. 

O  generous  Mackworth  !  could  the  mufe  impart 
A  labour  worthy  thy  aufpicious  art ; 
like  thee  fucceed  in  paths  untrod  before, 
And  fecret  treafures  of  the  land  explore ; 
Apollo's  felf  fhould  on  the  labour  fmile, 
And  Delphos  quit  for  Britain's  fruitful  ifle. 

Where  fair  Sabrina  flows  around  the  coaft, 
And  aged  Dovey  in  the  ocean's  loft, 
Her  lofty  brows  unconquer'd  Britain  rears, 
And  fenc'd  with  rocks  impregnable  appears : 
Which  like  the  well-fix' d  bars  of  nature  fhow, 
To  guard  the  treafures  foe  conceals  below. 
For  earth,  diftorted  with  her  pregnant  womb, 
Heaves  up  to  give  the  forming  embryo  room : 
Hence  vail  excrefcences  of  hills  arife, 
And  mountains  fwell  to  a  portentous  fize. 
Louring  and  black  the  rugged  coaft  appears, 
The  fullen  earth  a  gloomy  furface  wears ; 
Yet  all  beneath,  deep  as  the  centre,  fhines 
With  native  wealth,  and  more  than  India's  mines. 
Thus  erring  nature  her  defects  fupplies, 
Indulgent  oft  to  what  her  fons  defpiie  : 
Oft  in  a  rude,  unfinifli'd  form,  we  find 
The  nobleft  treafure  of  a  generous  mind. 

Thrice  happy  land!  from  whofe  indulgent  womb, 
Such  unexhaufted  (lores  of  riches  come  ! 
By  heaven  belov'd !  form'd  by  aufpicious  fate, 
TO  be  above  thy  neighbouring  nations  great  1 
Its  golden  fands  no  more  fhall  Tagus  boaft, 
IniJovey's  flood  his  rival'd  empire's  loft  ; 
Whole  wattrs  now  a  nobler  fund  maintain, 
To  humble  France,  and  check  the  pride  of  Spain. 
Like  Egypt's  Nile  the  bounteous  current  fliows, 
t>ifperfing  blefllngs  wherefoe'er  it  flows; 
Whole  native  treafure's  able  to  repair 
The  long  expences  of.  our  Galjic  war. 


The  ancient  firitons  are  a  hardy  race, 
Averfe  to  luxury  and  ilothful  eafe ; 
Their  necks  beneath  a  foreign  yoke  ne'er  bow'd, 
[n  war  unconquer'd,  and  of  freedom  proud; 
With  minds  refolv'd  they  lafting  toils  endure-, 
tJnmix'd  their  language,  and  their  manners  pure* 
Wifely  does  nature  fuch  an  offspring  ehoofe, 
Brave  to  defend  her  wealth,  and  flow  to  ufe. 
Where  thirft  of  empire  ne'er  inflames  their  veins, 
Nor  avarice,  nor  wild  ambition  reigns : 
But,  low  in  mines,  they  conftant  toils  renew, 
And   through   the   earth   their   branching  vein* 

purfue. 

As  when  fome  navy  on  th'  Iberian  coaft, 
Chas'd  by  the  winds,  is  in  the  ocean  loft; 
To  Neptune's  reajms  a  new  fupply  it  brings, 
The  ftrength  defign'd  of  European  kings : 
Contending  divers  would  the  wreck  regain, 
And  make  reprifals  on  the  grafping  main  : 
Wild  in  purfuit  they  are  endanger'd  more, 
Than  when  they  combated  the  ftorms  before. 
The  miner  thus  through  perils  digs  his  way, 
Equal  to  theirs,  and  deeper  than  the  fca; 
Drawing,  in  pcftilential  fteams,  his  breath, 
Refolv'd  to  conquer,  though  he  combats  death. 
Night's  gloomy  realms  his  pointed  fteel  invades, 
The  courts  of  Pluto,  and  infernal  fhades  : 
He  cuts  through  mountains,  fubterraneous  lakes,^] 
Plying  his  work,  each  nervous  ftrokc  he  takes   y 
Loofcns  the  earth,  and  the  whole  cavern  fhakes.  jij 
Thus,  with  his  brawny  arms,  the  Cyclops  ftand^ 
To  form  Jove's  lightning  with  uplifted  hands; 
The  ponderous  hammer  with  a  force  defcends, 
Loud  as  the  thunder  which  his  art  intends; 
And  as  he  ftrikcs,  with  each  refiftlcfs  blow 
The  anvil  yields,  and  JEtna  groans  below. 

Thy  fam'd  inventions,  Mackworth,  mod  adoraf 
The  miner's  art,  and  make  the  beft  return  : 
Thy  fpeedy  fails,  and  ufeful  engines,  fhow 
A  genius  richer  than  the  mines  below. 
Thoufands  of  flaves  unflcill'd  Peru  maintains; 
The  hands  that  labour  ftill  exhauft  the  gains : 
The  winds,  thy  flaves,  their  ufeful  fuccour  join, 
Convey  thy  ore,  and  labour  at  thy  mine ; 
Inftrudted  by  thy  arts,  a  power  they  find 
To  vanquifh.  realms,  where  once  they  lay  confin'A, 

Downward,  my  mufe,  dirc£  thy  fteepy  flight, 
Where  fmiling  fhades  and  beauteous  realms  invite; 
I  firft  of  Britifh  bards  invoke  thee  down, 
And  firft  with  wealth  thy  graceful  temples  crown, 
Through  dark  retreats  purfue  the  winding  ore, 
Search  nature's  depths,  and  view  t^r  bouadkli 

ftore; 

The  fecret  caufe  in  tuneful  meafures  fing, 
Howmetals  firft  are  fram'd, and  whence  theyfpring. 
Whether  the  active  fun,  with  chemic  flames, 
Through  porous  earth  tranfmits  his  genial  beams; 
With  heat  impregnating  the  womb  of  night,     •• 
The  offspring  fhines  with  its  paternal  light ; 
On  Britain's  ifle  propitioufly  he  fhines, 
With  joy  defcends,  and  labours  in  her  mines. 
Or  whether,  urg'd  by  fubterraneous  flames, 
The  earth  ferments,  and  flows  in  liquid  ftreams  ; 
Purg'd  from  their  drofs,  the  nobler  parts  refine, 
Receive  new  forms,  and  with  frefh  beauties  fhinc* 


THE   WOR'KS  OF   YAI.DEN. 


Thus  fluid  parts,  unknowing  how  to  burn, 
Wjth  cold  congeal'd,  to  ("olid  metals  turn  : 
Far  metals  only  from  devouring  flame 
Preferve  their  beauty,  and  return  the  fame  ; 
Jioth  art  and  force  the  well- wrought,  mafs  difdains, 
And  "midft  the  fire  its  native  form  retains. 
Or  whether  by  creation  firft  thty  fprung, 
"When  yet  unpois'd  the  world's  jm-at  fabric  hung: 
Mefals  the  bafis  of  the  earth  were  made, 
The  bars  on  which  its  fix'd  foundation's  laid  : 
All  fecond  caufes  they  difdain  to  own, 
And  from  th'  Almighty's  fiat  fpru'ng  alone. 

Nature  in  fpecious  beds  preferves  her  (lore, 
And  keeps  unmix'd  the  well-compacled  ore  ; 
The  fpreading  root  a  numerous  race  maintains 
Of  branching  limbs,  and  far-extended  veins? 
Thus,  froni  its  watery  (lore,  a  firing  fupplieg 
The  leffer  ftreams  that  round  its  fountain  rife ; 
Which  bounding  out  in  fair  meanders  play, 
And  o'er  the  meads  in  different  currents  ftrajr. 

Methinks  I  fee  the  rounded  metal  fpread, 
To  be  ennobled  with  our  monarch's  head  : 
Abou.t  the  globe  th'  admired  coin  (hall  run; 
And  make  the  circle  of  its  parent  fun. 

How  are  thy  realms,  triumphant  Britain,  bleft  ! 
Tinrich'd  with  more  than  all  the  diftant  weft ! 
Thy  fons,  no  more  betray'd  with  hopes  of  gain, 
Sball  tempt  the  dangers  of  a  faithlefs  main, 
Traffic  ho  more  abroad  for  foreign  fpoil, 
Supplied  with  richer  from  their  native  foil. 
To  Dovey's  flood  (hall  numerous  traders  corrte^ 
tmploy'd  to  fetch  the  Britim  bullion  home. 
To  pay  their  tributes  to  its  bounteous  fhore, 
Returning  laden  with  the  Cambrian  ore. 
Her  abfent  fleet  Potofi's  race  fhall  mourn, 
And  wifh  in  vain  to  fee  our  fails  return  ; 
t,ike  mifers  heaping  up  their  ufelefs  {lore, 
Starv'd  with  their  wealth,  amidft  their  riches  poor. 
Where-e'er  the  Britim  banners  are  difplay'd, 
The  fupliant  nations  (hall  implore  our  aid  : 
Till,  thus  compell'd,  the  greater  worlds  confefs 
Themfelves  oblig'd,  and  fuccour'd  by  the  lefs. 

How  Cambria's  mines  were  to  her  offsfpring 

known, 

Trun  facred  verfe  tranfmits  the  (lory  down  : 
Merlin,  a  bard  of  the  infpired  train, 
With  myftic  numbers  charm'd  the  Britifh  plain ; 
Belov'd  by  Phoebus,  and  the  tuneful  nine, 
Jiis  fong  was  facred,  and  his  art  divine  : 
As  on  Sabrina's  fruitful  banks  he  flood, 
His  wondrous  verfe  reftrain'd  the  liftem'ng  flood; 
The  flream's*bright  goddefs  rais'd  her  awful  head, 
And  to  her  cave  the  artful  fliepherd  led. 
'    Her  fwift-defcending  fteps  the  youth  purfues, 
And  rich  in  ore  the  fpacious  mountain  views. 
In  beds  diftinct  die  well  rang'd  metals  hy, 
Difperfing  rays,  and  counterfeiting  day. 
The  filver,  fhedding  beams  of  orient  light, 
Struck  with  too  fierce  a  glare  his  akiug  fight ; 
JLikfc  rifmg  flames  the  ruddy  copper  fliov/'d, 
And  fpread  its  blufhes  o'er  the  dark  abode  : 
Profufe  of  rays,  and  with  unrival'd  beams, 
The  liquid  filver  flow'd  in  refllcfs  ftreams  : 
Nor  India's  fparklipg  gems  are  half  fo  bright, 
£kr  wave*  above,  that  ihinc  with  heavenly  l;v>ht; 


When  thus  the  godJefs  fpake  ?  Harmonious  yott 
Rever'd  for  numbers  fraught  with  facred  truth ! 
Belov'd  byJieaven!  attend  while  I  relate 
The  fix'd  decree,  and  dark  events  of  fate. 
Conceal'd  thefe  treafures  lie  in  nature's  womb, 
For  future  times,  and  ages  yet  to  come. 
When  many  long  revolving  years  are  run, 
A  hero  (hall  afcend  the  Britifh  throne, 
Whofe  numerous  triumphs  fhall  Augufta  grace, 
In  arms  renown'd,  ador'd  for  plenteou*  peace. 
Beneath  his  fway  a  generous  youth  fhall  rife, 
With  virtues  bleft,  in  happy  councils  wife  ; 
Rich  with  the  fpoils  of  learning's  various  ftore^ 
Commanding  arts,  yet  ftill  acquiring  more. 
He,  with  fuccefs,  (hall  enter  this  abode, 
And  nature  trace  in  paths  before  untrod; 
The  fmiling  offspring  from  her  womb  remove, 
And  with  her  entrails  glad  the  realms  above. 

O  youth  referv'd  hy  more  aufpicious  fate, 
With  fam'd  improvements  to  oblige  the  (late  ! 
By  wars  impoverifh'd,  Albion  mourns  no  morej 
Thy  well-wrought  mines  forbid  her  to  be  poor  : 
The  earth,  thy  great  exchequer,  ready  lies, 
Which  all  defecT:  of  failing  funds  fupplies  ; 
Tho-  (halt  a  nation's  prefling  wants  relieve, 
Not  war  can-lavifh  more  than  thou  canft  give. 

This,  Mackworth,  fixes  thy  immortal  name, 
The  mufe's  darling,  and  the  boaft  of  fame  ; 
No  greater  virtues  on  record  fhall  (land, 
Than  thus  with  arts  to  grace,  with  wealth  enric 
the  land. 


OVID'S  ART  OF  LOVE. 


Now  To  Pjcan  Cng !  now  wreaths  prepare? 
And  with  repeated  los  fill  the  air  :    , 
The  prey  is  fall'n  in  my  fuccefsful  toils, 
My  aitful  nets  enclofe  the  lovely  fpoils: 
My  numbers  now,  ye  fmiling  lovers,  crown, 
And 'make  your  poet  deathlrfs  in  renown  : 
With  lading  fame  my  verfe  (hall  be  inrolPd, 
And  I  preferr'd  to  all  the  bards  of  old. 
Thus  Paris  from  the  warlike  Spartans  bore 
Their  ravifh'd  bride;   to  Ida's  diftant  fhore 
ViAorious  Pelops  thus  in  triun.i.h  drove 
1  he  vanquifh'd  maid,  a:id  thus  eiijoy'd  his  love. 
Stay,  eager  youth  !  your  bark's  but  under  fail! 
The  diftant  port  requires  a  profperous  gale. 
'  Pis  not  enough  the  yielding  beauty's  found, 
Arid  with  my  aid  your  artful  paffion  cr.  wn'd; 
'1  he  conqueits  our  fucccf-ful  o,nU.  d  gain'd, 
With  art  n.uft  be  fecm'd,  by  arts  mamtain'd. 
Tht  glory's  more  to  guard,  than  win  the  prize; 
There  all  the  toil  and  threatcmrg  i'  ngtr  lies. 
If  ever,  Cupid,  now  indulgent  prove, 
O  Venus '.   aid;   thou  chant. in^  queen  of  love ? 
Kind  Erat'i,  let  thy  auip;c:«u-  n^.tic 
Inlpire  the  work,  and  railc  my  generous  flame. 
The  labour's  great  !  a  method  I  utliyn 
For  love;  and  will  the  fttur  U  ^od  confine: 
The  god  that  roves  the  fpacious  wo.-id  arouud, 
In  every  clime,  and  diftaju  region  found  ; 


o  e 


AAJve  and  light,  Ms  wings  elude  our  guard, 
And  to  confine  a  deity  is  hard  : 
His  gueft  from  flight  Minos  enclos'd  around, 
Yet  he  w  ith  wings  a  daring  paffage  found. 
Thus  Daedalus  her  off-pring  firft  confin'd  : 
Who  with  a  bull  in  lewd  embraces  join'd  : 
Her  teeming  womb  the  horrid  crime  confcfs'd ; 
EitT  with  a  human  bull,  half  man,  half  beaft. 
Said  he,  juft  Minns,  heft  of  human-kind, 
Thy  mercy  let  a  »Toftrate  exile  find. 
Bv  fates  comp^ll'd  my  native  fhores  to  fly, 
Permit  me,  where  I  durft  not  live,  to  die. 
Enlarge  my  fon,  if  you  neglect  my  tears, 
And  (how  companion  to  his  blooming  years  : 
I,et  not  the  youth  a  long  confinement  mourn, 
Oh  free  the  fon,  or  let  his  fire  return  ! 
Thus  he  irnpWd,  but  ftill  implor'd  in  vain, 
Nor  could  the  freedom  that  he  fought,  obtain. 
£onvinc'd  at  length  :   Now,  Daedalus,  he  cvy'd, 
Here's  fubjecT:  for  thy  art  that's  yet  untry'd, 
Minos  the  earth  commands,  and  guards  the  fea, 
No  pafs  the  land  affords,  the  deep  no  way: 
Heaven's  only   free,    we'll  heaven's  aufpicious"J 
height  / 

Attempt  to  pafs,  where  kinder  fates  invite  !       f 
Favour,  ye  powers  above,  my  dariug  flight ;       J 
Misfortunes  oft  prove  to  invention  kind, 
Inftrudt  our  wit,  and  aid  the  labouring  mind  : 
For  who  can  credit  men,  in  wild  defpair, 
Should  f«rce  a  paffage  through  the  yielding  air! 
Feathers  for  wings  defign'd  the-artift  chofe, 
And  bound  with  thread  his  forming  pinions  clofe  : 
With  temper'd  wax  the  pointed  ends  he  wrought, 
And  to  perfection  his  new  labours  brought. 
The  finifh'd  wings  his  fmiling  offspring  views, 
Admires  the  work,  not  confti<ius  of  their  ufc  : 
To  whom  the  father  laid,  obferve  aright, 
Obferve,  my  fon,  thefe  instruments  of  flight. 
|n  vain  the  tyrant  our  cfcape  retards, 
The  heavens  he  cannot,  all  but  heaven  he  guards  ; 
Though  earth  and  leas  elude  thy  father's  care, 
Thefe  wings  {hall  waft  us  through  the  fyacious 

air. 

Nor  fhall  my  fon  celeftial  Cgns  furvey, 
Far  from  the  radiant  virgin  take  your  way : 
Or  where  Bootes  the  chiil'd  n«rth  commands, 
And  with  his  fauchion  dread  Orion  itands ; 
I'll  go  before,  me  ftill  retain  in  fight, 
Where-e'er  I  lead,  fecurdy  make  your  flight. 
For  Ihould  we  upward  foar  too  near  the  iun, 
t)iffolv'd  with  heat,  the  liquid  wax  will  run  : 
Or  near  the  feas  an  humbler  flight  maintain, 
Our  plumes  will  fuffer  by  the  {learning  main, 
A  medium  keep,  the  winds  obferve  aright  : 
The  winds  will  aid  your  advantageous  flight. 
He  caution'd  thus,  and  thus  inform'd  him  long, 
As  careful  birds  inftru£  their  tender  young : 
Thefpreading  wings  then  to  his  {boulders  bound, 
His  body  poia'd,  and  rais'd  him  from  the  ground. 
Prepar'd  for  flight,  his  aged  arms  embrace 
The  tender  youth,  whilft.  tears  o'erflow  his  face. 
A  hill  there  was,  from  whence  the  anxious  pair 
liflay'd  their  wings,  and  forth  they  launch'd  in  air : 
Now  his  expanded  plumes  the  artift  plies, 
Regards  his  ion,  and  leads  along  the  ikies; 
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flies!  J 


Pleas'd  with  the  novelty  of  flight,  the  boy 
Bounds  in  the  air,  atid  upwards  fprings  with  joy. 
The  angler  views  them  from  the  diftant  ftrand, 
And  quits  the  labours  of  his  trembling  hand. 
Samos  they  pafs,  and  Naxos  in  their  flight, 
And  Delos,  with  Apollo's  prefence  bright. 
Now  on  their  right  Lebinthos'  fhores  they  founds 
For  fruitful  lakes  and  fhady  groyes  renown'd.  ' 
When  the  afpiring  boy  forgot  his  fears, 
Rafli  with  hot  youth  and  inexperienced  year*:. 
Upward*  hefoar'd,  maintain'd  a  lofty  Uroke, 
And  his  directing  father's  way  forfo«3c. 
The  wax,  of  heat  impatient,  melted  run, 
Nor  could  his  wings  fuftain  that  blaze  of  fun. 
From  heaven  he  views  the  fatal  depths  below, 
Whilft  killing  fears  prevent  the  diftant  blow*  " 
His  ftruggling  arms  now  no  afllftance  find, 
Nor  poife  the  body,  nor  receive  the  wind. 
Falling,  his  father  he  implore-  in  vain, 
To  aid  his  flight,  and  finking  limbs  fuftainj 
His  name  invokes,  till  the  expiring  found 
Far  in  the  floods  with  Icarus  was  drown'd. 
The  parent  mourns,  a  parent  now  no  more, 
And  t'eeks  the  abfent  youth  on  every  ftiore  ; 
Where's  my  lov'd  fon,  my  Icarus!  he  cries; 
Say  in  what  diftant  region  of  the  fides, 
Or  faithlefs  clime,  the  youthful  wanderer  flies  ! 
Then  view'd  his  pinions  fcatter'd  o'er  the  ftream. 
The    fliore   his    bones    receiv'd,    the   waves  hi* 

name. 

Minos  with  walls  attempted  to  detain 
His  flying  guefts,  but  did  attempt  in  vain  : 
Yet  the  wing'd  god  fhall  to  our  rales  fubmit, 
•And  Cupid  yield  to  more  prevailing  wit. 
Theffalian  arts  in  vain  rafh  lovers  ufe, 
In  vain  with  drugs  the  fcornful  maid  abufc : 
The  flcilful'ft  potions  ineffectual  prove, 
Ufelefs  are  magic  remedies  in  love  : 
Could  charms  prevail.  Circe  had  prov'd  her  art, 
And  found  Medea  fix'd  her  Jafon's  heart. 
Nor  tempt  with  philters  the  difdainful  dame; 
They  rage  infpire,  create  a  frantic  flame: 
Abftain  from  guilt,  all  vicious  arts  remove, 
And  make  your  paffion  worthy  of  her  love. 
Diftruft  your  empty  form  and  boafted  face ; 
"The  nymph  engage  a  thoufand  nobler  ways  : 
To  fix  her  vanquiiVd  heart  entirely  thine, 
Accomplifh'd  graces  to  your  native  join. 
Beauty's  but  frail,  a  charm  that  foon  decays,       '"t 
Its  luftre  fades  as  rolling  years  increafe, 
And  age  ftill  triumphs  o'er  the  ruin'd  face.          j 
This  truth  the  fair  but  ftiort-liv'd  lily  {hows, 
Arid  prickles  that  furvive  the  faded  rofe. 
I -earn,  lovely  boy,  be  with  inftru&ion  wife  I 
Beauty  and  youth  mif-fpent  are  paft  advice. 
Then  cultivate  thy  mind  with  wit  and  fame, 
Thofe  lafting  charms  furvive  the  funeral  flame. 
Wirii  arts  and  fcitnces  your  breaft  improve, 
Of  high  import  are  languages  in  love  : 
The  fam'd  UlyfT-s  was  not  fair  nor  young1, 
But  eloquent  and  charming  with  his  tongue  : 
And  yet  for  him  contending  beauties  ftrove, 
And.  every  fea-nymph  fought  the  hero's  love, 
Calypfo  mourn'd  when  he  forfo^k  her  {here?, 
And  with  fond  waves  dctaia'd  bis  hafty  oars. 
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Oft  flic  inqmr'd  of  ruin'd  Ilium's  fate, 
Making  him  oft  the  wondrous  tale  relate ; 
Which  with  fuch  grace  his  florid  tongue  coulc 

frame, 

The  ftory  ftill  was  new,  though  flill  the  fame. 
Now  ftanding  on  the  fliores,  again  declare, 
Calypfo  cry'd,  your  fam'd  exploits  in  war. 
He  with  a  wand,  a  flender  wand  he  bore, 
Delineates  every  action  on  the  fhore. 
Here's  Troy,  fays  he,  then  draws  the  walls  in  fand 
There  Simois  flows,  here  my  battalions  ftand. 
A  field  there  was,  (and  then  defcribes  the  field) 
"Where  Colon,  with  rewards  deceiv'd,  we  kilTd. 
Juft  thuscntrcnch'd  imagine  Rhefus  lies, 
And  here  we  make  his  warlike  fteeds  our  prize. 
Much  he  defcrib'd,  when  a  deftructive  wave 
Wafh'd  off  the  flender  Troy,  and  rolling  gave 
To  Rhefus  and  his  tents  one  common  grave. 
I^ong  with  delight  his  charming  tongue  fhe  heard, 
The  well-rais'd  pafiion  in  her  looks  appear'd : 
The  goddefs  weeps  to  view  his  fpreading  failj, 
So  much  a  foldier  with  the  fex  prevails. 
Piftruft  thy  form,  fond  youth,  and  learn  to  know, 
There's  more  requir'd  in  love  than  empty  fhow. 
With  juft  difdain  fhe  treats  the  haughty  mind, 
'Tis  comphifance  that  makes  a  beauty  kind. 
The  hawk  we  hate  that  always  lives  in  arms. 
The  raging  wolf  that  every  flock  alarms  : 
Hat  the  mild  fwallow  none  with  toils  infefts, 
And  none  the  foft  Chaonian  bird  molefts. 
Debates  avoid,  and  radc  contention  fhun ; 
A  woman's  with  fubmiflive  language  won. 
JLet  the  wife  rail,  and  injur'd  hufband  fwear, 
Such  freedoms  are  allow'd  the  marry'd  pair  : 
Difcord  and  ftrife  to  nuptial  beds  belong, 
The  portion  juftifies  a  clamorous  tongue. 

"With  tender  vows  the  yielding  maid  endear, 
And  let  her  only  fighs  and  wifhes  hear. 
Contrive  with  words  and  actions  to  delight, 
Still  charm  her  ear,  and  ftill  oblige  her  fight. 
I  no  inftructions  to  the  rich  impart, 

He  needs  not,  that  prefents,  my  ufelefs  art : 

The  giving  lover's  handfome,  valiant,  wife, 

His  happy  fortune  is  above  advice. 

I  to  the  needy  fing ;  though  poor,  I  love, 

And,  wanting   wealth,  with   melting  language 
move. 

H5s  honour  ftorms  a  flubborn  damfel's  door  ; 

I'm  cautious  to  affront,  becaufe  I'm  poor. 

With  pleafmg  arts  I  court,  with  arts  poflefs ; 

<^r  if  I'm  bounteous,  'tis  in  promifes, 

Enrag'd,  I  ruffled  once  Corinna's  hair, 

i,ong  was  I  banifh'd  by  the  injur'd  fair  ; 

.Long  mournful  nights  for  this  confum'd  alone, 

Nor  could  my  tears  the  furious  maid  atone. 

Weeping,  me  vow'd,  a  fuit  of  point  I  tore ; 

Talfely  fhe  vow'd,  but  I  muft  purchafe  more. 

3Vlake  not  your  guilty  mafter's  crime  your  own, 

But  by  my  punifhmcnt  my  enor  fhun ; 

Indecent  fury  from  her  fight  remove, 

.No  paflion  let  your  miftrefs  know,  but  love. 
Yet  if  the  haughty  nymph's  unkind  arid  coy, 

Or  fhuns  your  fight ;  have  patience,  and  enjoy. 

By  flow  degrees  we  bend  the  ftubborn  bow ; 

What  force  refills,  with  art  will  pliant  grow. 


In  vain  we  ftem  a  torrent's  rapid  force, 

But  fwim  with  eafe,  complying  with  its  courfc. 

By  gentler  arts  we  favage  beafb  reclaim, 

And  lions,  bulls,  and  furious  timers  tame. 

Fiercely  Atlanta  o'er  the  foreft  rov'd, 

Cruel  and  wild,  and  yet  at  laft  flie  lov'd. 

Melanion  long  deplor'd  his  hopelefs  flame, 

And,  weeping  in  the  woods,  purfued  the  fcornfui 

dame  : 

On  his  fubmiflive  neck  her  toils  he  -wore, 
And  with  his  miftrefs  chas'd  the  dreadful  boar. 
Arm'd  to  the  woods  I  bid  you  not  repair, 
Nor  follow  over  hills  the  favage  fair : 
My  foft  injunctions  lefs  fevere  you'll  find, 
Eafy  te  learn,  and  fram'd  to  every  mind. 
Her  wiflies  never,  nor  her  will  withftand ; 
Submit,  you  conquer ;  ferve,  and  you'll  command. 
Her  words  approve,  deny  what  fhe  denies ;  [pife  ; 
Like,  where  fhe  likes;  and  where  flie  fcorns,  def- 
Laugh  when  fhe  imiles :  when  fad,  difTolve  ia 

tears ; 

Let  every  gefture  fympathize  with  hers. 
If  (he  delights,  as  women  will,  in  play, 
Her  flakes  return,  your  ready  lofings  pay. 
When  fhe's  at  cards,  or  rattling  dice  fhe  throws, 
Connive  at  cheats,  and  gcneroufly  lofe. 
A  fmiling  winner  let  the  nymph  remain, 
Let  your  pleas'd  miftrefs  every  conqueft  gain. 
In  heat,  with  an  umbrello  ready  ftand; 
When  walking,  offer  your  officious  hand. 
Her  trembling  hands,  though  you  fuftain  the  cc 
Cherifh,  and  to  your  warmer  bofom  hold. 
Think  no  inferior  office  a  difgracc ; 
No  action,  that  a  miftrefs  gains,  is  bafe. 
The  hero  that  eluded  Juno's  fpite, 
And  every  monfter  overcame  in  fight ; 
That  paft  fo  many  bloody  labours  o'er,         [bore : 
And  well  deferv'd  that  heav'n  whofe  weight 
Amidft  Ionian  datnfels  carding  ftands, 
And  grafpsthe  diftaff  with  obedient  hands; 
In  all  commands  the  haughty  dame  obeys ; 
And  who  difdains  to  act  like  Hercules  ? 
If  fhe's  at  law,  be  fure  commend  the  laws, 
Solicit  with  the  judge,  or  plead  her  caufe. 
With  patience  at  the  afllgnation  wait, 
Early  appear,  attend  her  coming  late. 
Whene'er  fhe  want*  a  meffenger,  away, 
And  her  commands  with  flying  feet_obey. 
When  late  from  fupper  fhe's  returning  home, 
And  calls  herfervant,  as  a  fervant  come. 
She  for  the  country  air  retires  from  town, 
You  want  a  coach,  or  horfe,  why,  foot  it  dowa* 
Let  not  the  fultry  feafon  of  the  year, 
The  falling  fnows,  or  conftant  rain  deter. 
Love  is  a  warfare ;  an  ignoble  Until 
Seems  equally  contemptible  in  both  : 
n  both  are  watchings,  duels,  anxious  cares,       ' 
The  foldier  thus,  and  thus  the  lover  fares; 
With  rain  he's  drench'd,  with  piercing  temped^ 

fhakes, 
Aad  on  the  colder  earth  his  lodging  takes. 

ame  fays  that  Phoebus  kept  Admetus'  herd; 
And  coarfely  in  an  humble  cottage  far'd ; 
»Jo  fervile  offices  the  god  deny'd  ; 
earn  tbjs  yc  lovers,  and  renounce  your  pr;d^ 
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When  all  excefs  ii  tp  your  mifh-'fs  hard, 
When  every  door  fecur'd,  and  window  barr'd  ; 
The  roof  untile,  fome  defperate  paffage  find  : 
You  cannot  be  too  bold  to  make  her  kind  : 
Oh,  how  (he'll  clafp  you  when  the  danger's  o'er, 
And  value  yourdeferving  pafilon  more  ! 
TJius  through  the  hoifterous  feas  Leander  mov'd, 
Not  to  poffefs,but  fliow  how  much  he  lov'd. 

Nor  blufhing  think  how  low  you  condefcend 
To  court  her  maids,  and  make  each  flave  your 

friend :     ^ 

Each  by  their' names  familiarly  falute, 
And  beg  them  to  promote  your  amorous  fuit. 
Perhaps  a  bribe's  requir'd ;  your  bounty  fhow, 
And  from  your  flender  fortune  part  beftow. 
A  double  bribe  the  chamber-maid  fecures; 
And  when  the  favourite's gain'd,  the  fair  is  your's. 
She'll  add,  to  every  thing  you  do,  a  grace, 
And  watch  the  wanton  hours,  and  time  her  praife. 
When  fervants  merry  make,  and  feaft  and  play, 
Then  give  her  fomething  to  keep  holiday. 
Retain  them  every  one,  the  porter  moft, 
And  her  who  nightly  guards  the  happy  coafc. 

I  no  profufc  nor  coftly  gifts  commend, 
But  choofe  and  time  it  well,  whate'er  you  fend. 
Provide  the  product  of  the  early  year, 
And  let  your  boy  the  rural  prefent  bear  ; 
Tell  her  'twas  frefh,  and  from  your  manor  brought, 
Though  flale,  and  in  the  fuburb  market  bought; 
The  firft  ripe  clufter  let  your  miftrefs  eat, 
With  chefnuts,  melons,  and  fair  peaches  treat ; 
Some  larger  fifh,  or  choicer  fowl  prefent, 
They  recommend  your  paffion,  where  they're  »"en(. 
"Tis  with  thefe  irts  the  childlefs  mifer's  caught, 
Thus  future  legacies  are  bafely  bought : 
But  may  his  name  with  infamy  be  curft, 
That  practis'd  them  on  love,  and  woman  firft  ! 

In  tender  fonnets  moft  your  flame  rehearfe, 
But  who,  alas  !  of  late  arc  mov'd  by  verfe  ? 
Women  a  wealthy-treating  fool  admire, 
Applaud  your  wit,  but  coftly  gifts  require. 
This  is  the  golden  age,  all  worfhip  gold, 
Honours  are  purchas'd,  love  and  beauty  fold  J    • 
Should  Homer  come  with  his  harmonious  train, 
And  not  prefent,  Homer's  turn'd  out  again. 
Some  of  the  fex  have  fenfe,  their  number's  fmall ; 
TVIoft  ignorant,  yet  vain  pretenders  all : 
Flatter  aright,  ftnooth  empty  ftanzas  fend  ; 
They  feldom  fenfe,  but  found  and  rhyme  commend. 
Should  you  with  art  compofe  each  polifh'd  line, 
And  make  her,  like  your  numbers,  all  divine  : 
Yet  fhe'll  a  treat,  or,  worthlefo  toy  prefer 
To  all  th'  immortal  poet's  boafted  care. 

But  he  that  covets  to  retain  her  heart, 
^Let  him  apply  his  flattery  with  art ; 
With  lafling  raptures  on  her  beauty  gaze, 
And  make  her  form  the  fubjcct  of  his  praife. 
Purple  commend,  when  (he's  in  purple  drefs'd ; 
In  fcarlet,  fwear  flic  looks  in  fcarlet  beft : 
Array'd  in  gold,  her  graceful  mien  adore, 
Vowing  thofe  eyes  tranfcend  the  fparkling  «re. 
With  prudenee  place  each  compliment  aright, 
Though  clad  in  crape,  let  homely  crape  delight. 
In  forted  colours,  praife  a  vary'd  drcf*; 
Jn  night-clothes,  or  commode,  let  either  pleafe. 


Or  when  fhe  combs,  or  when  me  curls  her  hair, 
Commend  her  curious  art  and  gallant  air. 
Singing,  her  voice,  d-mcing,  her  ftep  admire, 
Applaud  when  fhe  defiits,  and  ftill  defire  r 
Let  all  her  words  and  actions  wonder  raife, 
View  her  with  raptures,  and  with  raptures  praife. 
Fierce  as  Medufa  though  your  miftrefs  prove, 
Thcfe  arts  will  teach  the  ftubborn  beauty  love. 

Be  cautious  left  you  over-act  your  part, 
^.nd  temper  your  hypocrify  with  art : 
Let  no  falfe  action  give  your  words  the  lie, 
For,  undeceiv'd  fhe's  ever  after  fliy. 
In  autumn  oft,  when  the  luxurious  year 
Purples  the  grape,  and  fhows  the  vintage  near; 
When  fultry  heats,  when  colder  blafts  arife, 
And  bodies  languifh  with  inconftant  fides : 
If  vitious  heaven  infects  her  tender  veins, 
And  in  her  tainted  blood  fome  fever  reigns; 
Then  your  kind  vows,  your  pious  care  beftow^ 
The  bleffings  you  expect  to  reap,  then  fow  : 
Think  nothing  naufeous  in  her  loath'd  difeafe, 
But  with  your  ready  hand  contrive  to  pleafe  : 
Weep  in  her  fight,  then  fonder  kiftes  give, 
And  let  her  burning  lips  your  tears  receive. 
Much  for  her  fafety  vow,  but  louder  fpeak, 
Let  the  nymph  hear  the  lavifli  vows  you  make. 
As  health  returns,  fo  let  your  joys  appear, 
Oft  fmile  with  hope,  and  oft  confefs-  your  fear. 
This  in  her  breaft  remains,  thefe  pleafing  charms 
Secure  a  paffage  to  her  grateful  arms. 
Reach  nothing  naufeous  to  her  tafte  or  fight, 
Officious  only  when  you  moft  delight: 
Nor  bitter  draughts,  nor  hated  medicines  give : 
Let  her  from  rivals  what  fhe  loaths  receive. 
Thofe  profperous  winds  that  launch'd  our  barfc 

from  fhore, 

When  out  at  fea  afiift  its  courfe  no  more  : 
Time  will  your  knowledge  in  our  art  improve, 
Give  ftrength  and  vigour  to  your  forming  love* 
The  dreadful  bull  was  bu*  a  calf,  when  young ; 
The,  lofty  oak  but  from  an  acorn  fprung : 
From  narrow  fprings  the  nobleft  currents  flow, 
But  fwell  their  floods,  and  fpread  them  as  th«y  g& 
Be  coHverfant  with  love,  no  toils  refufe, 
And  conquer  all  fatigues  with  frequent  ufe. 
Still  let  her  hear  your  fighs,  your  paffion  view, 
/^nd  night  and  day  the  flying  maid  purfue. 
Then  paufe  a  while ;  by  fallow  fields  we  gain  ; 
A  thirfty  foil  receives  the  welcome  rain. 
Phyllis  was  calm  while  with  Dcmophoon  blefs'd, 
His  abfence  wounded  moft  her  raging  breaft  : 
Thus  his  chafte  confort  for  Ulyffes  burn'd, 
And  Laodamia  thus  her  abfent  hufband  mourn'd ; 
lyith  fpeed  return,  you're  ruin'd  by  delays, 
Some  happy  youth  may  foon  fupply  your  place. 
When  Sparta's  prince  was  from  his  Helen  gone., 
Could  Helen  be  content  to  lie  alone  ? 
She  in  his  bed  receiv'd  her  amorous  gueft, 
And  nightly  clafp'd  him  to  her  panting  bread, 
Unthinking  cuckold,  to  a  proverb  blind  '. 
What,  truft  a  beau  and  a  fair  wife  behind ! 
Let  furious  hawks  thy  trembling  turtles  keep, 
And  to  the  mountain  wolves  commit  thy  iheejp  i 
Helen  is  guiltlcfs,  and  her  lover's  crime 
But 'what  yourfelf  would  a&  another  time  5 
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The  youth  was  prefling,  the  dull  hufband  gone, 
LH  every  woman  make  the  cafe  her  own  : 
Who  could  a  prince,  by  Venus  fent,  refufe  ? 
The  cuckold's  negligence  is  her  excufe. 

But  not  the  foaming  boar  whom  fpears  fur- 
round, 

Revenging  on  the  dogs  his  mortal  wound, 
Nor  lionefs,  whofe  young  receive  the  breaft,       ~) 
Nor  viper  by  unwary  footP.eps  prcft ;  > 

Nor  drunkard  by  th'  Aonian  god  pofleft,  j 

Tranfcend  the  woman's  rage,  by  fury  led, 
To  find  a  rival  in  her  injur'd  bed. 
With  fire  and  fword  fhc  flies,  the  frantic  dame 
Pifdains  the  thoughts  of  tendernefs  or  ftiame. 
Her  offspring's  blood  enrag'd  Medf  a  fpilt, 
A  cruel  mother,  for  the  father's  guilt. 
And  Progne's  unrelenting  fury  proves, 
That  dire  revenge  purfues  neglected  loves. 
Where  facred  ties  of  honour  are  deftroy'd, 
€uch  errors  cautious  lovers  muft  avoid. 
Think  not  my  precepts  conftancy  enjoin, 
Venus  avert!  far  nobler'smy  defign. 
At  large  enjoy, conceal  your  paffion  well, 
Nor  ufe  the  modifti  vanity  to  tell : 
Avoid  prefenting  of  fufpccted  toys, 
Nor  to  an  hour  confine  your  varied  joys  : 
Defert  the  fliades  you  did  frequent  before, 
Nor  make  them  confcious  to  a  new  amour. 
The  nymph,  when  (he  betrays,  difdains  your  guilt, 
And,  by  fuch  falfehood  taught,  (he  learns  to  jiit. 
While  with  a  wife  Atrides  liv'd  content, 
Their  loves  were  mutual,  and  (he  innocent : 
But  when  inflam'd  with  every  charming  face, 
Her  lewdnefs  ftill  maintain'd  an  equal  pace. 
Chryfes,  as  fame  had  told  her,  pray'd  in  vain, 
Nor  could  by  gifts  his  captive  girl  obtain ; 
Mournful  Brifeis,  thy  complaints  (he  heard, 
And  how  his  luft  the  tedious  war  deferr'd. 
This  tamely  heard,  but  with  rtfentment  view'd 
The  victor  by  his  beauteous  flave  fubdued  : 
With  rage  (lie  faw  her  own  neglected  charms, 
And  took  ^Egifthus  to  feer  injur'd  arms. 
To  luft  and  (name  by  his  example  led, 
Who  durft  fo  openly  profane  her  bed. 

What  you  conceal,  her  more  obferving  eye 
Perhaps  betrays  :  with  oaths  the  fact  deny ; 
And  boldly  give  her  jealoufy  the  lie  ; 
Not  too  fubmiffive  feem,  nor  over-kind ; 
Thefe  are  the  fymptoms  of  a  guilty  mind  : 
But  no  carefics,  no  endearment*  fpare, 
Enjoyment  pacifies  the  angry  fair. 
There  are,  that  ftrong  provoking  potions  praife, 
And  nature  with  pernicious  medicines  raife  : 
Nor  drugs,  nor  herbs,  will  what  you  fancy  prove, 
And  I  pronounce  them  poifonous  all  in  love. 
Some  pepper  bruis'd  with  fetds  of  nettles  join. 
And  clary  fteep  in  bowls  of  mellow  wine  : 
Venus  is  moft  averfe  to'forc'd  delights, 
Extorted  flames  pollute  her  genial  rites  ; 
With  fifties  fpawn  thy  feeble  nerves  recruit, 
And  with  eringo's  hot  falacious  root  : 
The  goddefs  worihip'd  by  th'  Erycian  fwains 
Megara's  white  (hallot,  fo  faint,  difdains. 
New  eggs  they  take,  and  honey's  liquid,  juice, 
And  leaves  and  apples  of  the  pine  infufc. 


>ft,-> 


?refcribe  no  more,  my  mufe,  nor  me<iicines  give,  f 
Seauty  and  youth  need  no  provocative. 

You  that  conceal'd  your  fecret  crimes  before, 
Proclaim  them  now,  now  publifh  each  amour. 
Nor  tax  me  with  inconftar.cy  .  we  find 
The  driving  bark  requires  a  veering  wind  : 
Mow  northern  blafts  we  court,  now  fouthern  galcfc 
And  every  point  befriends  our  fhifted  fails. 
Thus  chariot-drivers  with  a  flowing  rein 
Direct  their  fteeds,  then  curb  them  in  again, 
tndulgence  oft  corrupts  the  faithlefs  dame, 
Secure  from  rival*  fhe  neglects  your  flame : 
The  mind  without  variety  is  cloy'd, 
And  naufeate*  pleafure'S  it  has  long  enjoy'd. 
But  as  a  fire,  whofe  wafted  ftrength  declines, 
Converts  to  afhes,  and  but  faintly  (hines ; 
When   fulphur's   brought,    the   fpreading   flannel, 

return, 

And  glowing  embers  with  frefli  fury  burn  : 
A  rival  thus  th'  ungrateful  maid  reclaims, 
Revives  defire,  and  feeds  her  dying  flames: 
Oft  make  her  jealous,  give  your  fundnefs  o'er, 
And  teaze  her  often  with  fome  new  amour. 
Happy,  thrice  happy  youth,  with  pleafuresbleft, 
Too  great,  too  exquifite  to  be  expreft, 
That  view'ft  the  anguifli  of  hsr  jealous  breaft 
Whene'er  thy  guilt  the  flighted  beauty  knows, 
She  fwoons  ;  her  voice,  and  then  her  colour  goe»v 
Oft  would  my  furious  nymph,  in  burning  rage, 
AiTault  my  locks,  and  with  her  nails  engage  ; 
Then  how  (he'd  weep,  what  piercing  glances  cad  ! 
Arid  vow  to  hate  the  perjur'd  wretch  at  lair. 
Let  not  your  miltref.  long  your  falfehood  moura  ; 
Neglected  fondnefs  will  to  fury  turn. 
But  kindly  clafp  her  in  your  arms  again, 
And  on  your  breaft  her  drooping  head  fuftain  : 
Whilft  weeping  kifs,  amidfl  her  tears  enjoy, 
And  with  excefs  of  blifs  her  rage  dellroy. 
Let  her  awhile  lament,  awhile  complain, 
Then  die  with  pleafuie,  as  (he  dy'd  with  pain. 
Enjoymant  cures  her  with  its  powerful  charms, 
She'll  fign  a  pardon  in  your  active  arm*. 

Firft  nature  lay  an  undigefted  mafs, 
Heaven,  earth,  and  ocean,  wore  one  common  face  :. 
Then  vaulted  heaven  was  fram'd,  waves  earth  in-. 

clos'd  ; 

And  chaos  was  in  beauteous  form  difpos'd  ; 
The  beads  inhabit  woods,  the  birds  the  air, 
And  to  the  floods  the  fcaly  fry  repair. 
Mankind  alone  enjoy'd  no  certain  place, 
On  rapine  liv'd,  a  rude  unpolifli'd  race  : 
Gaves  were  their  houfes,  herbs  their  food  and  bed 
Whilft  each  a  favage  from  the  other  fled. 
Love  firft  difarm'd  the  fiercenefs  of  their  mind, 
And  in  one  bed  the  men  and  women  join'd. 
The  youth  was  eager,  but  unflcill'd  in  joy, 
Nor  was  the  unexperienc'd  virgin  coy  ! 
They  knew  no  courtfliip,  no  inftructor  found, 
Yet  they  enjoy'd,  and  blefs'd  the  pleafing  wound. 
The  birds  with  conforts  propagate  their  kind, 
And  fporting  fifh  their  finny  beauties  find  : 
hi  amorous  folds  the  wanton  ferpent!»  twine, 
And  dogs  with  their  falacious  females  join. 
The  luily  bull  delights  his  friiking  darnel, 
Aod  mtre  Ufciv iou»  goat  her  male  inflames. 
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Mare*  furioai  grow  with  love,  their  boundaries 
force,  [horfe. 

Wunging  through  waves   to  meet   the  neighing 
Go  on,  brave  youth,  thy  generous  vigour  try, 
To  the  refenting  maid  this  charm  apply  : 
JLovc's  foftening  pleafures  every  grief  remove, 
There's  nothing  that  can  make  your  peace  like  love. 
From  drugs  and  philtres  no  redrefs  you'll  find, 
But  nature  wirh  your  miftrefi  will  be  kind. 
The  love  that's  unconftrain'd  will  long  endure, 
Kfachaon's  art  was  falfe,  but  mine  is  fure. 

Whilft  thus  I  fung,  inflam'd  with  nobler  fire, 
I  heard  the  great  Apollo's  tuneful  lyre ;         i 
His  hand  a  branch   >f  fpreading  laurel  bore, 
And  <>n  hia  head  a  laurel  wreath  he  wore; 
Around  he  caft  diffufive  rays  of  light, 
Confeffing  all  the  gnd  to  human  fight, 
Thou  mafter  of  lafcivious  arts,  he  faidi 
To  rriy  frequented  fane  thy  pupils  lead  : 
And  there  infcribe  in  characters  of  gold, 
This  celebrated  fentence  you'll  behold. 
]Firft  know  yourfelf  ;  who  to  himfelf  is  known, 
Shall  love  with  conduct,  and  his  wifhes  crown. 
Where  nature  has  a  handfome  face  beftow'd, 
Or  graceful  fhape,  let  both  be  often  ihuw'd  : 
.Let  men  of  wit  and  humour  filence  fhon, 
The  artift  fing,  and  foldier  blufter  on  : 
Of  long  harangues,  ye  eloquent,  take  heed, 
Nor  thy  damn'd  works,  thou  teazing  poet,  read. 
Thus  Phoebus  fpake  :  A  juft  obedience  give, 
And  thefe  injunctions  from  a  god  receive. 

I  myfteries  unfold  ;  to  my  advice 
Attend,  ye  vulgar  lovers,  and  grow  wife. 
The  thriving  grain  in  harveft  often  fails : 
Oft  profp'rous  winds  turn  adverfe  to  our  fails : 
Few  are  the  pleafures,  though  the  toils  are  great : 
With  patience  muft  fubmiffive  lovers  wait. 
What  hares  on  Athos,  bees  on  Hybla  feed, 
Or  berries  on  the  circling  ivy  breed  ; 
As  (hells  on  fandy  fhores,  as  Oars  above, 
So  numerous  are  the  fure  fatigues  of  love. 
The  lady's  gone  abroad,  you're  told  ;  though  feen, 
Diirrufl  your  eyes,  believe  her  not  within. 
Her  lodgings  on  the  promis'd  night  are  clofe ; 
Refent  it  not,  but  OH  the  earth  repofe. 
Her  maid  will  cry,  with  an  infulting  tone, 
What  makes  you  faunter  here  ?  you  lot,  be  gone. 
With  moving  words  the  cruel  nymph  entreat, 
Anc4  place  your  garland  on  the  bolted  gate. 
Why  do  I  light  and  vulgar  precepts  ufe  ? 
A  nobler  fubjedl  now  infpires  my  mufe  : 
Approaching  joys  I  fing;  ye  youths  draw  near, 
Liften  ye  happy  lover's  and  give  ear  : 
The  labour's  great,  and  daring  is  my  fong, 
Labours  and  great  attempts  to  love  belong. 
As  from  the  facred  oracles  of  Jove 
Receive  thcfe  grand  my^erious  truths  in  love. 
Loi  k  down  when  (he  the  ogling  fpark  invites, 
Nor  touch  the  confcious  tablets,  when  fhe  writes. 
Appear  not  jealr.us,  though  {he's  much  from  home, 
Let  her  at  pleafure  go,  unqueftion'd  come. 
This  crafty  hufban ds  to  their  wives  permit, 
And  learn,  when  (he's  engag'd,  to  wink  at  it. 
I  my  own  tratitics  tnodefHy  confefs; 
And,  blulhing,  give  thofe  precepts  1  tranfgref* ; 
Vox.  VII. 


Shall  I,  with  patience,  the  known  fignal  hear, 
Retire,  and  leave  a  happy  rival  there  ! 
What !  tamely  fuffer  the  provoking  wrong, 
And  be  afraid  to  ufe  my  hands  or  tongue  ! 
Corinna's  hufband  kifs'd  her  in  my  fight ; 
I  beat  the  faucy  fool,  and  feiz'd  my  right. 
I  like  a  fury  for  my  nymph  engage, 
And  like  a  madman,  when  I  mifs  her,  rage. 
My  pafilon  ftill  prevails,  convinc'd  I  yield ! 
He  that  fubmits  to  this  is  better  flcill'd. 

Expofe  not,  though  you  find  her  guilty  flam 
Left  file  abandon  modelly  and  (name  : 
Conceal  her  faults,  no  fecret  crimes  upbraid; 
Nothing's  fo  fond  as  a  fufpected  maid, 
Difcovei'd  love  increafes  with  defpair, 
When  both  alike  the  guilt  and  fcandal  mare : 
All  fenfe  of  modefty  they  lofe  in  time, 
Whilft  each  encourages  the  other's  crime. 

In  heaven  this  ftory's  fam'd  above  the  reft, 
Amongft  th'  immortal  drolls  a  ftanding  jeft  t 
How  Vulcan  two  tranfgrcfling  lovers  caught, 
And  every  god  a  pleas'd  fpeftator  brought. 
Great  Mars  for  Venus  felt  a  guilty  flame, 
Negle&ed  war,  and  own'd  a  lover's  name ; 
To  his  defires  the  Queen  of  Love  inclin'd ; 
No  nymph  in  heaven's  fo  willing,  none*  fo  kind. 
Oft  the  lafcivious  fair,  with  fcornful  pride, 
Would  Vulcan's  foot  and  footy  hands  deride, 
Yet  both  with  decency  their  pafiion  bore, 
And  modeftly  conceal'd  the  clofe  amour. 
But  by  the  fun  betray'd  in  their  embrace, 
(For  what  efcapes  the  fun's  obferving  rays?) 
He  told  th'  affronted  god  of  his  difgrace. 
Ah  foolifh  fun  !  and  much  unfkill'd  in  lov* 
Thou  haft  an  ill  example  fet  above  ! 
Never  a  fair  offending  nymph  betray, 
She'll  gratefully  oblige  you  every  way  : 
The  craftyfpoufe  around  his  bed  prepares 
Nets  that  deceive  the  eye,  and  fecret  fnares  J 
A  journey  feigns,  th'  impatient  lovers  met, 
And  naked  were  expos'd  in  Vulcan's  net. 
The  gods  deride  the  criminals  in  chains, 
And  fcarce  from  tears  the  Queen  of  Lore  rt- 

frains : 

Nor  could  her  hands  conceal  her  guilty  face. 
She  wants  that  cover  for  another  place. 
To  furly  Mars  a  gay  fpecftator  laid, 
Why  fo  uneafy  in  that  envy'd  bed  ? 
On  me  transfer  your  chains ;  I'll  freely  come 
For  your  releafe,  and  fuffer  in  your  room. 
At  length,  kind  Neptune,  freed  by  thy  defires, 
Mars  goes  for  Crete,  to  Paphos  (ht  retire*, 
Their  loves  augmented  with  revengeful  fires 
Now  converfant  with  infamy  and  flume, 
They  fet  no  bounds  to  their  licentious  flume. 
But  honeft  Vulcan,  what  was  thy  pretence, 
To  aci  fo  much  unlike  a  god  of  fenfe  ? 
They  fin  in  public,  you  the  flume  repent, 
ConVinc'd  that  lovts  increafe  with  punifhment. 
Though  in  your  p:>wer,  a  rival  ne'er  expofe, 
Never  his  intercepted  joys  difclofe  : 
This  I  command,  Venus  commands  the  fame, 
Who  hates  the  fnares  fhe  once  fuftain'd  with  fham«. 

What  impious  wretch  will  Ceres'  ri 
Or  Juno'i  folemn  myfteries  diJUofe 
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His  witty  torments  Tantalus  deferves 

That  tbirfts  in  waves, and  viewing  banquets  ftarves. 

But  Venus  moft  in  fecrecy  delights ; 

Away,  ye  bablers,  from  her  filent  rites  ! 

No  pomp;her  myfteries  attends,  no  noife  ! 

No  founding  brafs  proclaims  the  latent  joys! 

"With  folded  arms  the  happy  pair  poffcfs, 

Nor  fhould  the  fond  betraying  tongue  confefs 

Thofe  raptures,  which  no  language  can  exprefs. 

When  naked  Venus  caft  her  robes  afide, 

The  parts  obfcene  her  hands  extended  hide: 

No  girl  on  propagating  beafts  will  gaze, 

But  hangs  her  head,  and  turns  away  her  face. 

We  darken'd  beds  and  doors  for  love  provide ; 

What  nature  cannot,  decent  habits  hide. 

Love  darknefs  courts,  at  moft  a  glimmering  light, 

TO  raife  our  joys,  and  juft  oblige  the  fight. 

Ere  happy  men  beneath  a  roof  were  laid, 

When  oaks  provided  them  with  food  and  (hade ; 

Some  gloomy  cave  receiv'd  the  wanton  pair ; 

For  light  too  modeft,  and  unfhaded  air  ! 

From  public  view  they  decently  retir'd, 

And  fecretly  perform'd  what  love  infpir'd. 

Now  fcarce  a  modifh  fop  about  the  town, 

But  boafts  with  whom,  how  oft,  and  where  'twas 

done ; 

They  tafle  DO  pleafure,  relifh  no  delight, 
Till  they  recount  what  pafc'd  the  hapyy  night. 
But  men  of  honour  always  th  ught  it  bafe, 
To  proftitute  each  kinder  nymph's  embrace: 
To  Waft  her  fame,  and  vainly  hurt  his  own, 
And  furnifh  fcandal  for  a  lewd  lampoon. 
And  here  I  muft  fome  guilty  arts  accufe,  ~) 

And"  difingenuous  fhifts  that  lovers  ufe,  > 

To  wrong  the  chafte,  and  innocent  abufe.  j 

When  long  repuls'd,  they  find  their  courtfhip  vain, 
Her  character  with  infamy  they  ftain  : 
Deny'd  her  perion,  they  debauch  her  fame, 
And  brand  her  innocence  with  public  flume. 
Co,  jealous  fool,  the  injur'd  beauty  guard, 
.Let  every  t'.oor  be  lock'd,  and  window  barr'd  ! 
The  fufferiiig  nymph  remains  expos' d  to  wrong ; 
Her  name's  a  proftitute  to  every  tongue: 
For  malice  will  with  joy  the  lie  receive, 
Report,  and  what  it  wifhes  true,  believe. 

With  care  conceal  whate'er  defects  you  find, 
To  all  her  faults  feem  like  a  lover  blind. 
Naked  Andromeda  when  Perfeus  view'd, 
He  faw  her  faults,  but  yet  pronounc'd  them  good. 
Andromache  was  tall,  yet  Come  report 
Her  Hector  was  fn  blind,  he  thought  her  fhort. 
At  firi*  what's  naufeous,  leflens  by  degrees, 
Young  loves  are  nice,  and  difficult  to  pleafe. 
The  infant  plant,  that  bears  a  tender  rind, 
Reels  to  and  fro  wjth  every  breath  of  wind : 
But  {hooting  upward  to  a  tree  at  laft, 
It  ft  ins  the  ftorm.  and  braves  the  ftrongeft  blaft. 
Time  will  defects  andl^emifhcs  endear, 
And  make  them  lovely  to  your  eyes  appear  : 
TJnufual  1'cents  at  firft  may  give  offence ; 
Time  reconciles  them  to  the  vanquifh'd  fenfe  : 
Her  vices  foften  with  fome  kinder  phrafe ;         ~) 
If  (he  is  fwarthy  33  the  negro's  face,  / 

Call  it  a  .graceful  br«wn,  and  that  complexion  f 
praife,  "  J 


The  ruddy  lafs  muft  be  like  Venus  fair, 

Or  like  Minerva  that  ha-  yellow  hair. 

If  pale  and  meagre,  praife  her  fhape  and  youth, 

Ac-hive  when  fmall,  when  grofs  (he's  plump  and 

fmooth. 

Every  excefs  by  foftening  terms  difguife, 
And  in  fome  neighbouring  virtue  hide  each  vice. 

Nor  aflc  her  a^c,  c<  nfult  no  regifter, 
Under  whofe  reign  (he's  born,  or  what's  the  year! 
If  fading  youth  checkers  her  hair  with  white, 
Experience  makes  her  perfect  in  delight; 
In  her  embrace  fublimer  joys  are  found, 
A  fruitful  foil,  and  cultivated  ground  ! 
The  hours  enjoy  whilft  youth  and  pleafures  laft, 
Age  hurries  on,  and  death  purfues  too  fail. 
Or  plough  the  feas,  or  cultivate  the  land, 
Or  weild  the  fword  in  thy  adventurous  hand  : 
Or  much  in  love  thy  nervous  ftrength  employ, 
Embrace  the  fair,  the  grateful  maid  enjoy ; 
Pleafure  and  wealth  reward  thy  pleafing  pains, 
The  labour's  great,  but  greater  far  the  gain*. 
Add  their  experience  in  affairs  of  love, 
For  years  and  practice  do  alike  improve  \ 
Their  arts  repair  the  injuries  of  time, 
And  ftill  preferve  them  in  their  charming  prime : 
In  vary'd  ways  they  act  the  pleafure  o'er, 
N«  t  pictur'd  poftures  can  inftruct  you  more. 
Thty  want  no  courtfhip  to  provoke  delight, 
But  meet  your  warmth  with  eager  appetite  : 
Give  me  enjoyment,  when  the  willing  dame 
Glows  with  ikfires,  and  burns  with  equal  flame, 
1  love  to  hear  the  foft  transporting  joys, 
The  frequent  fighs,  the  tender  murmuring  voice  : 
To  fee  her  eyes  with  vary'd  pleafure  move, 
And  all  the  nymph  confefs  the  power  of  love. 
Nature's  not  thus  indulgent  to  the  young, 
Thefe  joys  alone  to  riper  years  belong  : 
Who  youth  enjoyg,  drinks  crude  unready  wine,  T 
Let  age  your  girl  and  fprightly  juice  refine,         > 
Mellow  their  fweets,  and  make  the  talte  divine,  j 
To  Helen  who'd  Hermione  prefer, 
Or  Gorge  think  beyond  her  mother  fair  : 
But  he  that  covet-  th*.experienc'd  dame, 
Shall  crown  his  joys,  and  triumph  in  his  flame. 

One  confcious  bed  receives  the  happy  pair  : 
Retire  my  mufe;  the  door  demands  thy  care, 
What  charming  words,  what  tender  things  are  faidl 
What  language  flows  without  thy  ufelefs  aid  1 
There  (hall  the  roving  hand  employment  find, 
Inl'pire  new  flemes,  and  make  ev'n  virgins  kind* 
Thus  Hector  did  Andromache  delight, 
Hector  in  love  victorious,  as  in  fight. 
When  weary  from  the  field  Achilks  came, 
Thus  \vith  delays  he  rais'd  Brifefe"  flame. 
Ah,  could  thofe  arms,  thole  fatal  hands  delight, 
lufpire  kind  thoughts,  and  raife  thy  appetite! 
Couldft  thou,  fond  maid,  be  charm' d  with  hit  em* 

brace, 
Stain'd  with  the  blood  of  half  thy  royal  race  ? 

Nor  yet  with  fpced  the  fleeting  pleafures  waftef 
Still  moderate  your  love's  impetuous  hafte  : 
The  bafhful  virgin,  though  appearing  coy, 
Detains  your  hand,  and  hugs  the  proffer'd  joy. 
Then  view  her  eyes  with  hu   .idluftre  bright, 
Sparkling  with  ra^e,  and  trembling  with  delight : 


I 
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Her  kind  complaints,  her  melting  accents  hear, 
The  eye  file  charms,  and  wounds  the  liftening  ear. 
Pefert  not  then  the  clafping  nymph's  embrace, 
But  with  her  love  maintain  an  equal  pace  : 
Raife  to  her  heights  the  tranfports  of  your  foul, 
And  fly  united  to  the  happy  goal. 
Obfcrve  thefe  precepts  when  with  leifure  bleft, 
No  threatening  fears  your  private  hours  moleft ; 
When  danger's  near,  your  a&ive  force  employ, 
And  urge  with  eager  fpeed  the  hafty  joy  : 
Then  ply  your  oars,  then  pradtife  this  advice, 
And  ftrain  with  whip  and  fpur,  to  gain  the  prize. 

The  work's  complete  5  triumphant  palms  pre 
pare, 

With  flowery  wreaths  adorn  my  flowing  hair. 
As  to  the  Greeks  was  Podalirius'  art, 
To  heal  with  medicines  the  afHi&ed  part : 
Neftor's  advice,  Achilles'  arms  in  field, 
Automedon  for  chariot-driving  fkill'd  ; 
As  Chalchas  could  explain  the  myftic  bird, 
And  Telemon  could  wield  the  brandifh'd  fword  : 
Such  to  the  town  my  fam'd  inftru&ions  prove, 
So  much  am  I  renown'd  for  arts  of  love  : 
Me  every  youth  fhall  praife,  extol  my  name, 
And  o'er  the  globe  diffufe  my  lading  fame. 
I  arms  provide  againft  the  fcornful  fair; 
Thus  Vulcan  arm'd  Achilles  for  the  war. 
Whatever  youth  fhall  with  my  aid  o'ercome, 
And  lead  his  Amazon  in  triumph  home ; 
Let  him  that  conquers,  and  enjoys  the  dame, 
In  gratitude  for  his  inftrucled  flame, 
Infcribe  the  fpoils  with  my  aufpicious  n,ame. 

The  tender  girls  my  precepts  next  demand  : 
Them  I  commit  to  a  more  fkilful  hand. 
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MADAM',' 

As  when  the  eagle,  with  a  parent's  love, 
Prepares  her  young  to  vifit  realms  above  : 
With  heaven's  full  luftre  me  allures  him  oh, 
Tirft  to  admire,  and  then  approach  the  fun ; 
XJnweary'd  he'  furveys  the  orb  of  light, 
Charm'd  by  the  object  to  maintain  his  flight. 

To  you  the  afpiring  mufe  her  labour  brings, 
Thus  tries  its  fate,  and  thus  expands  her  wings : 
Tempted  to  gaze  on  your  aufpicious  light, 
This  hafty  birth  to  you  directs  its  flight ; 
The  beauties  of  your  mind  tranfported  views, 
Admiring  fmgs,  and  pleas'd  her  flight  purfucs. 

Permit  thcfe  loofe,  unfuiifh'd  lines  to  claim 
The  kind  protection  of  your  parent's  name  : 
Though  void  of  ornaments,  and  every  grace, 
Accept  the  piece,  as  facred  to  your  race. 
Where  you  behold  your  great  forefathers  fame, 
And  trace  the  fprings  from  whence  your  virtues 

came  : 

Survey  the  triumphs,  and  the  honours  view, 
That  by  a  long  defcent  devolve  on  ygu. 
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•.  In  vain  the  mufe  her  vanquifh'd  pencil  tries, 
Where  unexhauftcd  ftores  of  beauty  rife  : 
Languid  and  faint  her  labours  mufl  appear, 
Whilft  you  tranfcend  her  faireft  character. 
So  bright  in  you  your  father's  graces  fhine, 
And  all  the  virtues  of  your  ancient  line ; 
That  none  with  pleafure  can  the  copy  view, 
Whilli  the  original  furvivcs  in  you. 

WHAT   man   renown'd!    what  Britifh  worthy'* 

praifa 

Infpires  the  raufe!  and  confecrates  her  lays! 
Record  thy  Afton's  Celebrated  name, 
Difplay  his  virtues,  and  tranfmit  his  fame. 
Illuftrious  actions  to  thy  care  belong, 
And  form  the  beauties  of  heroic  fong  : 
None  e'er  appear'd  with  fo  immenfc  a  ftore, 
Nor  ever  grac'd  harmonious  numbers  more. 

Nor  ftain,  my  mufe,  with  thy  officious  tears, 
The  bright  example  for  fucceeding  years : 
Whilft  others  in  dejedted  notes  complain, 
Sublime  thy  fong,  attempt  a  nobler  flrain. 
With  verfe  affuage  his  pious  offspring's  care, 
And  calm  the  furrows  of  the  weeping  fair  : 
Difpel  the  (hades  that  fate  untimely  fpread, 
And  ceafe  to  mourn  for  the  immortal  dead. 

Where  outftretch'd  Britain  in  the  ocean's  loft. 
And  Dee  a,nd  rapid  Mercy  bound  the  coaft; 
There  hills  arife  with  fylvan  honours  crown'd, 
There  fruitful  vales  and  fhady  ftreams  abound, 
Not  Median  groves,  nor  Tcmpe's  boafted  plain, 
Nor  where  Pa&olus'  fancls  inrich  the  main, 
Gan  yield  a  profpedt  fairer  to  the  fight, 
Nor  charm,  with  fcenes  of  more  august  delighV. 

Here  Lupus  and  his  warlike  chiefs  obtain'd 
Imperial  fway,  and  great  in  honours  reign'd  ; 
Deriving  titles  from  their  fwords  alone, 
Their  laws  preferv'd,  and  liberties  their  own. 

As  when  two  fwelling  floods  their  waves  op- 

pofe, 
Nor  would  confound  the  urns  from  whence  they 

rofe : 

But  by  degrees,  uniting  in  a  ftream, 
Forget  their  fountains,  and  become, the  fame. 
Thus  ftrove  the  Britains  with  the  Norman  race, 
Fierce  with  their  wrongs,  and  confcious  of  dif- 

gcace: 

But  when  the  fury  of  their  arms  was  o'er, 
Whom  thirft  of  empire  had  engag'd 
Now  friendfhip   binds,    and    love 

more. 

From  whom,  a  long  defcent  of  worthies  flnne, 
Juft  to  the  glories  of  their  martial  line  : 
Admiring  fame  their  m*tch'.efs  force  records, 
Their  bounteous  minds,  and  hofpitable  boards. 
Where  Weever  haitens  to  receive  the  Dane, 
Refre  fliing  with  united  ftre§ms  the  plain  ; 
A  rifing  fabric,  with  majeftic  grace,   , 
Demands  the  tribute  of  thy  lofty  praifc, 
There  Afton  ftands  confpicuous  to  the  fight  j 
To  A'fton,  mufe,  direct  thy  pleafing  flight '. 
From  far  the  pompous  edifice  behold, 
Juft  the  proportions,  and  the  ftru<5lure  bold. 
Beauty  is  there  with  elegance  exprefs'd, 
Improv'd  with  art,  with  native  grandeur  blefs'd, 
3  0  ij 
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What  nobler  ebjeft  could  the  worthy  find, 
To  fignalize  the  greatncfs  of  his  mind  : 
Than  to  adorn,  with  fo  auguft  a  frame, 
The  place  that  gave  his  anceftors  a  name  ? 

Delightful  fcene  !  thy  patron's  early  care, 
Who  rais'd  thee  up  magnificently  fair  : 
He  form'd  thy  beauties,  and  increas'd  thy  ftore, 
Great  in  thyfelf,  but  in  thy  founder  more. 

From    generous     Hudard,     whofe     victorious 

fword 

Made  Afton  ftoop  beneath  a  foreign  lord, 
Twenty  fucceflive  chiefs  defcended  down ; 
llluftrinus  all,  and  matchlefs  in  renown. 
When  injur'd  barons  durft  by  arms  reftrain 
Their  fovereign'i  pride,  on  the  embattled  plain  ; 
And  rival  rofes,  with  impetuous  rage, 
Involv'd  in  blood  the  next  defcending  age  : 
Or  when  abroad  we  nobler  conquefts  fought, 
For  empire  {trove,  for  fame  and  beauty  fought ; 
Their  great  exploits  our  Britiih  annals  grace, 
And  ancient  bards  immortalize  the  race. 
No  lineage  can  a  nobler  fubjeA  yield, 
Nor  oftener  fhar'd  the  triumphs  of  the  field : 
Renown'd  in  war,  by  arts  endear'd  to  fame, 
Worthy  their  high  defcent,  and  glorious  name. 

But  though  fo  many  pious  worthies  join, 
To  form  the  luftre  of  a  noble  line  : 
Pafs  not,  ungrateful  nymph,  neglected  by 
A  fhade  renown'd  !  a  name  that  cannot  die  I 
His  father's  fame  with  awful  fteps  purfue, 
And  raife  thy  flight  with  the  tranfporting  view. 
When  load  fedition  call'd  him  early  forth, 
To  merit  wreaths,  and  fignalize  his  worth; 
H's  bounteous  mind  fupply'd  the  royal  part 
With  flowing  fortunes,  and  a  faithful  heart. 
His  fword  and  pen  were  drawn  in  juft  defence 
Of  fuffering  prelates,  and  an  injur'd  prince  : 
And  as  fome  midnight  wolf,  by  hunger  prefs'd, 
With  boundlefs  fury  would  the  plains  infeft ; 
But  if  he  hears  the  lion's  awful  voice, 
His  head  he  couches,  and  contracts  his  paws  : 
Thus  raging  faction  murmur'd  in  its  den, 
Reftrain'd  and  aw'd  by  his  fublimer  pen  : 
And  when  rebellion  rear'd  its  guilty  head, 
Before  his  arms  the  Vanquifh'd  monfter  fled. 

Immortal  fhade  !  to  endlefs  ages  reft  ! 
With  joys,  that  never  rebel  tafted,  blefs'd  : 
As  champion  for  the  facred'ft  race  of  men, 
Accept  this  tribute  from  a  grateful  pen  ; 
Firm  to  the  church,  and  loyal  to  the  crown 
Is  more  than  fame,  and  fanclifits  renown. 

Nor  wonder,  then,  fo  many  graces  join'd, 
To  form  the  perfect  beauties  of  his  mind  : 
He  from  his  anceftors  deriv'd  them  down, 
Improving  virtues  by  defcent  his  own. 

And  firft  thy  Afton's  matchlefs  form  furvey, 
Trom  early  youth  to  nature's  laft  decay  : 
The  lively  features  of  his  beauty  trace, 
And  give  each  lineament  its  native  grace. 

Grandeur  and  fweetnefs  in  his  perfon  join'd, 
Auguft  his  prefence,  and  his  afpc6t  kind  ; 
His  lofty  ftature,  and  diftinguifh'd  mien, 
Confeis'd  the  grcatnefs  of  a  foul  within ; 
For  generous  natures  purify  their  clay, 
And  o'er  the  body  fpread  a  lucid  ray  : 


Through  every  part  informing  fpirits  Hy^f 
Difdain  reftraint,  and  fparkle  at  the  eye. 
Such  general  luftre,  fuch  refiftlef*  grace, 
Hi«  limbs  adorn'd,  and  trium(  h'd  in  his  face. 

But  as  the  earth  in  her  capacious  veins, 
The  fplendid  treafure  of  her  mines  contains  : 
With  fading  flowers  fhe  paints  the  furface  o'ery 
But  inward  {nines  with  unexhaufted  ftore; 
So  lovely  forms  are  on  mankind  beftow'd, 
Only  to  dignify  the  foul's  abode : 
Within  the  beams  of  fpaikling  wit  we  find, 
The  charms  of  fenfe,  and  treafures  of  the  mind. 
Indulgent  nature  thus  her  bounty  {how'd, 
Thus  every  {billing  faculty  beftow'd  : 
With  ftores  enrich'd  his  intellectual  feat, 
And  form'd  the  luftre  of  his  mind  complete. 

Where  aged  Cham  in  fam'd  meanders  flow*, 
His  early  youth  a  foft  retirement  chofc  : 
To  reft  beneath  the  venerable  fhade, 
Where  Spenfer  fung,  and  Cowley's  mufc  was  laid* 
Propitious  nature  had  prepar'd  before, 
A  mind  tenacious  of  the  learned  ftore  : 
The  flowing  firings  of  knowledge  to  receive, 
And  take  imprefllons  faft  as  art  could  give. 

Aufpicious  Cham  !  not  all  thy  bnafted  race 
Of  tuneful  youths,  that  celebrate  thy  praife; 
That  in  the  various  fpheres  of  learning  fhine, 
Belov'd  by  Phcebus  and  the  facred  Nine  ; 
With  nobler  wreaths  did  e'er  thy  temples  crown, 
Or  add,  L'kc  him,  to  thy  diffus'd  renown, 

And  next  the  flowing  robe  employ 'd  his  care, 
And  bulky  volumes  of  the  painful  bar  : 
Though  wealth  and  fame  the  toilfome  fearch  at« 

tend, 

Yet  he  purfued  it  for  a  nobler  end. 
Obfcure  and  intricate  our  laws  appear,         [clear : 
Perplex'd  with  comments  that  fhould  make  them 
His  juftice  through  the  gloomy  mifts  furvey'd, 
And  reafon  found  by  fubtleties  betray'd; 
With  eloquence  he  fmooth'd  the  rugged  way, 
And  fcatter'd  {hades  with  judgment's  piercing  ray. 

He  nature  in  her  dark  receflies  fought, 
And  with  philofophy  fublim'd  his  thought. 
In  all  the  various  parts  of  learning  ikill'd, 
That  Grecian  fages,  or  the  Roman,  yield  : 
He  from  the  ancients  drain'd  their  richeft  ftore, 
Refining  ftill  with  wit  the  fparkling  ore. 
Nor  did  he  want  the  lyre's  harmonious  found, 
Whofe  pleafing  accents  all  his  labours  crown'd : 
The  tuneful  Jyre,  that  charms  us  with  delight, 
Repels  our  cares,  and  glads  the  tedious  night ; 
Reftrains  our  pafllons,  calms  our  furious  rage, 
The  joy  of  youth,  and  the  relief  of  age. 

His  piercing  faculties,  ferenely  bright, 
Let  inward  to  the  foul  diftin&er  light : 
His  fenfes  exquifite,  and  reafon  found,  ~\ 

Surmounted  all  the  obftacles  they  found,  / 

In  knowledge  vers'd,  in  learning's  depths  pro-  f" 
found.  j 

Nor  were  his  hours  to  books  alone  confin'd, 
His  perfon  was  accomplifh'd  as  his  mind  : 
He  us'd  his  weapons  with  admir'd  fuccefs, 
Excell'd  in  courtihip,  and  a  kind  addrefs. 
Whether  he  urgV.  the  courfer  to  his  fpeed, 
Or  tempo. 'vl  with  his  Ikili,  the  fiery  fixed; 
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When  foaming  *t  the  ring  he  fpurn*  the  fands, 
Repeats  his  ftrokcs,  and  launches  as  he  ftands : 
With  grateful  gefture  he  did  each  command, 
And  ply'd  his  reins  with  an  inftru&ive  hand. 
Or'whether,  to  the  fportive  dance  inclin'd, 
In  lively  meafureshe  the  concert  join'd: 
None  ever  niov'd  with  more  majcftic  pace, 
Show'd  greater  art,  or  more  becoming  grace. 

His- flowing  wit,  with  folid  judgment  join'd, 
Talents  united  rarely  in  a  mind, 
Had  all  the  graces  and  engaging  art, 
That  charm  the  car  and  captivate  the  heart. 
No  pointed  fatire,  nor  inorofe  difdain, 
Allay'd  the  pleafure  of  his  words  with  pain : 
His  inoffenfive  tongue,  from  flander  free, 
From  flattery's  vice,  or  blafted  calumny  ; 
Knew  all  the  firings  that  fecret  pafiiens  move, 
Rai'e  admiration,  or  infpire  with  love. 

Sententious  and  inftruclive  his  difcourfe, 
He  urg'd  his  reafons  with  refiftlefs  force. 
A  lively  eloquence  adorn'd  his  thought, 
And  happy  turns  of  wit  occurr'd  unfought: 
Exprcffivc.  words  his  flowing  fenfe  convey'd, 
Juft  were  his  thoughts,  and  powerful  to  perfuade. 

But,  goddefs,  now  a  nobler  fcene  furvey, 
Expand  thy  wings,  thy  brighteft  charms  difplay  I 
What  various  beauties  here  diftra<ft  thy  fight ! 
What  virtues  that  furmount  thy  towering  flight ! 
As  namelefs  ftars,  that  form  the  galaxy, 
With  undiftinguiih'd  lullre  gild  the  fky  ; 
So  {hone  the  graces  that  adorn'd  his  mind, 
And  with  concenter'd  rays  their  beauties  join'd : 
Whofe  lucid  numbers  but  repel  thy  fight, 
And,  thus  united,  form  one  glorious  orb  of  light. 

His  riper  years  to  wifdom  he  apply'd, 
Each  path  purfued,  and  every  conqueft  try'd  : 
Wifdom,  the  darling  attribute  alone, 
By  which  th"  Almighty's  more  diftinftly  known  : 
And,  when  contracted  to  a  narrow  fpan, 
Becomes  the  noblcft  faculty  of  man. 

Through  books  he  trac'd  her  in  the  plcafing 

chafe, 

Ranfack'd  their  {lores,  and  ftill  maintain "d  his  pace. 
With  crowds,  and  bufy  men,  he  flrove  to  find 
The  flying  fair,  the  object  of  his  mind  :       [guife, 
Through  fpecious  arts,  through  all  their  vain  dif- 
He  faw,  diftinguilh'd,  and  obtain'd  the  prize. 

His  mind,  with  each  fuperior  talent  fraught, 
For  councils  form'd  his  enterprifing  thought : 
Quick  of  difpatch,  dilcreet  in  every  truir, 
Rigidly  honeft,  and  fevere!y  juft. 
Though  kindnefs  in  his  generous  bofom  reign'd, 
The  dignity  of  pow'r  he  ftill  maintain'd  : 
None  e'er  difcharg'd  affairs  with  more  addrefs, 
lerv'd  better  public  [tofts,  or  fought  them  ieia. 

His  conftancy  appear'd  in  every  ftate, 
Fix'd  and  unmov'd  as  the  decrees  of  fate  : 
No  fluctuating  doubts  his  mind  diftrefs'd, 
Nor  {hook  the  ftrong  foundations  of  nib  brcaft. 
His  refolution  bore  him  ftill  above 
The  rafh  effects  of  enmity  or  love  : 
Firm  en  the  bafts  of  himfelf  he  ftood, 
Of  right  tenacious,  permanent  in  good. 

Hence  flow'da  courage  unallny'd  with  fear, 
A  wicd  undaunted,  and  »  coofoiuicc  cic»r  ; 


With  innocence  and  virtue  for  a  guide, 
Succef-iu'.ly  he  ftem'd  th'  impetuous  tide. 
Intrepid  thus  he  revolutions  bore. 
Nor  deviated  from  paths  he  trod  before  : 
The  power  of  fortune  ftill  difdain'd  to  own, 
Nor  courted  fmiles,  nor  funk  beneath  her  frown, 

He  ferv'd  his  country,  with  regards  above 
The  common  views  of  mercenary  love  : 
His  paflion  fuch,  if  not  extended  more, 
As  pious  Romans  to  their  Latium  bore. 
No  fpecious  kindnefs  popularly  feign'd, 
By  intereft  rais'd,  or  with  ambition  ftain'd: 
The  tender  piety  his  actions  fliow'd, 
From  duty  fpmng,  from  fond  affection  flow'd. 

Untainted  with  the  ftain  of  either  vice, 
Of  lavilh  wafte,  or  grafping  avarice  : 
Nor  fquandcr'd  wealth,  nor  with  a  fordid  brea{^ 
Condemn'd  to  hoards  the  treafures  he  poffefs'd. 
His  hofpitable  roof,  with  plenty  ftor'd, 
Enjoy'd  the  bleflings  of  a  fmiling  board  : 
Heav'n,  that  had  blefs'd  him  with  a  large  increaC:, 
Gave  him  afoul  deferving  to  pofiefs. 

The  father's  loyalty  defcended  down, 
Endear'd  by  fufferings,  to  his  eldeft  fon. 
As  Hannibal  purfued  the  Roman  Hate, 
With  double  portions  of  his  father's  hate  : 
Such  fix'd  avcrfion  in  his  bofom  fprung, 
And  arm'd  his  foul  againft  our  fa<5ti  ns,  youn£ : 
A  murder'd  prince,  and  flaughter'd  parent's  fate, 
On  the  rebellious  race  entail'd  hi-  hate  : 
Firm  to  the  crown  his  duty  he  reraiti'd, 
And  o'er  his  heart  his  rightful  monarch  reign'd. 

View  beauties  yet  of  a  fublimer  kind, 
The  heavenly  offspring  of  a  pious  mind  : 
Charms  that  from  innocence  and  virtue  flow, 
That  to  religion  all  thtir  fplendoisr  owe  ; 
Where  no  obfcuring  fpots  their  luftre  hide, 
By  crimes  untainted,  undeforni'd  with  pride. 

Blefs'd  charity,  the  pure  etherial  ray, 
That  heaven  itfelf  does  ^o  our  breads  con»«y  ; 
In  larger  portions  to  his  bofom  came. 
And  o'er;  his  foul  diffus'd  a  ftronger  flame. 
In  him  the  wretched  always  found  relief, 
Patron  of  want,  redrefier  of  their  grief : 
To  him  th'  afflidled  never  fued  in  vain, 
He  felt  their  miferies,  and  eas'd  their  pain. 
In  midft  of  pKnty  free  from  fenfual  vice. 
Nor  more  indulg'd  than  nature  would  fuffice  t 
The  calm  and  equal  temper  of  his  foul 
Did  every  guilty  appetite  .controul; 
Within  their  womb  the  vicious  feeds  fupprefs'i, 
And  ftrangled  forming  paffions  in  his  breaft. 

The  church  in  him  enjoy 'd  a  faithful  fon, 
Whofe  duty  with  his  early  years  begun  : 
A  virtuous  life  his  juft  obedience  fliow'd, 
And  from  religion  his  affcdion  flowld ; 
Long  application  fix'd  his  heart  fecure, 
He  fearch'd   her  doctrines,   and  he  found  them 
pure. 

The  liturgy  employ'd  his  daily  care, 
His  public  worfhip,  and  his  private  prayer  : 
To  all  its  rites  conformity  he  paid, 
The  fervice  lov'd,  and  difcipline  obey'd. 
Such  ftroncr  devotion,  fuch  celeftial  fire, 
Inflam'd  hi*  heart,  and  did  his  breaft  infpir«  : 
3C  iij 
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As  if  religion  had  engrofs'd  the  whole, 
And  heaven  remain'd  the  object  of  his  foul. 

Defcend,  my  mufe  ;  here  ftop  thy  pleafing  flight, 
For  mournful  profpccts,  gloomy  fhades  of  night. 
Attend  the  laft  expiring  fcdne  of  life, 
A  painful  conflict,  and  unequal  ftrife  : 
Where  nature  languifhes  beneath  the  weight 
Of  racking  torments,  and  approaching  fate. 
With  matchlefs  patience,  and  undaunted  mind, 
He  bore  his  ar.guifh,  and  his  foul  refign'd  : 
As  he  the  glorious  profpect  kept  in  view, 
And  our  old  world  rejected  for  the  new; 

The  bounteous  heavens  their  fruitful  blcffings 

(hed, 

And  chafte  Lucina  crown'd  his  nuptial  bed  : 
From  whence  a  fair  and  numerous  offspring  came, 
The  happy  pledges  of  a  mutual  flame. 
From  warlike  Hudard,  founder  of  his  race, 
Twenty  renown'd  defcents  hi*  lineage  grace  : 
And  from  his  loins  complete  the  number  fprung, 
For  every  anceftor  a  fmiling  young.'   • 

The  happy  hufband  of  a  matchlefs  dame, 
Endear'd  by  virtues,  and  unblemifti'd  fame : 
No  guilty  paffion  ever  claim'd  a  part, 
The  confort  of  his  bed  engrofs'd  his  heart. 
As  two  fair  tapers  burn  with  equal  flame, 
Their  heat  proportion 'd,  and  their  light  the  fame : 
And  though  by  flow  degrees  they  both  decline, 
Both  to  the  laft  with  the  fame  luftre  fhine  : 
Such  equal  flames  infpir'd  the  happy  pair, 
Mutual  their  paffions,  and  the  fame  their  care  : 
TJiough  years  expir'd,  and  youth  confum'd  away, 
"Jheir  fond  affections  never  felt  decay. 

As  when  the  fun  our  hemifphere  refigns, 
He  leaves  us  light,  and  by  reflection  fhines : 
And  when  the  gloomy  interval  is  o'etj 
He  rifes  bright  and  glorious  as  before. 
Such  likenefs  in  his  Tucccffor  we  find, 
Left  as  the  image  of  himfelf  behind ; 
With  all  the  virtues  of  his  race  endued ; 
The  happy  father's  in  the  fon  renew'd. 

Methinks  I  fee  a  pompous  tomb  arife, 
Beautequs  the  form,  magnificent  the  fize  : 
Enchas'd  with  ore,  with   well-wrought  marble 

made, 
Worthy  the  artift,  and  the  glorious  fhade. 

Crowds  of  officious  angels  weep  around, 
With  lamps  extinguifh'd,  and  their  robes  unbound  ! 
With  heads  reclin'd,   and  drooping  wings  they 

mourn, 
form'd  to  fuftain,  and  grace  the  ponderous  urn. 

In  abject  poftures,  and  a  flowing  drefs, 
Foftures  that  love  and  tendernefs  exprefs  : 
The  facred  Nine  furround  the  fpacious  tomb, 
And  fpread  infectious  forrows  o'er  the  dome ; 
Their  lyres  unllrung  are  thrown  neglected  by,    , 
And  fcatter'd  wreaths  in  juft  diforder  lie. 

High  in  the  miuft  is  his  effigies  plac'd, 
The  boaft  of  art,  with  every  beauty  grac'd. 
Advancing  age  in  every  line  appears, 
And  fliackb  his  brow  with  honourable  years: 
Juft  to  his  form,  his  looks  diffcmbled  right, 
With  joy  detain  the  fond  fpectator's  fight. 
Defcending  Phoebus  crowns  the  upper  fcene, 
Hia  vni  t> tended  with  triumphant  green ; 


The  facred  wreath  around  his  brows  to  p'ace, 
And  fhedding  «n  him  the  paternal  rays. 

In  vain,  alas !  we  maufoleums  raife, 
Statues  erect,  and  pyramids  of  praifc  : 
A  nobler  monument  remains  behind, 
The  lively  image  of  his  generous  mind, 
The  facred  pile  rais'd  by  his  pious  care, 
Magnificent  with  coft,  with  order  fair ; 
Adarn'd  with  all  that  lavifh  art  could  give, 
To  late  pofterity  fhall  make  him  live. 
This  fhall  diffufe  his  celebrated  name, 
More 'than  the  hundred  tongues  of  bufy  fame  : 
His  memory  from  dark  oblividn  favc, 
Elude  his  fate,  and  triumph  o'er  the  grave. 


TO  THE   MEMORY 

Of  A  FAIR  YOUNG  LADY,  1697. 

WHEN  black  with  fhades  this  mourning  vault  ap 
pears, 

And  the  relenting  marble  flowi  with  tears ; 
Think  then  what  griefs  a  parent's  bofom  wound, 
Whofe  fatal  lofs  enrich'd  this  hallow'd  ground. 

Strew  lilies  here,  and  myrtle  wreaths  prepare, 
To-crown  the  fading  triumphs  of  the  fair : 
Here  blooming  youth  and  charming  beauties  lie, 
Till  earth  refigns  them  to  their  native  fcy ; 
Like  china  laid  for  ages  to  refine, 
And  make  her  body,  like  the  foul,  divine. 

Unmingled  may  the  fragrant  duft  remain, 
No  common  earth  the  facred  fweets  profane; 
But  let  her  urn  preferve  its  virgin  (lore, 
Chafte  and  unfully'd  as  (be  liv'd  before  ! 


TO    MYRA; 

WRITTEN  IN   HER  CLEOPATRA. 

HERE,  lovely  Myra,  you  behold 
The  wonders  beauty  wrought  of  old, 
In  every  mournful  page  appears 
The  nymph's  difdain,  and  lover's  tears. 
Whilft  thefc  feign'd  tragic  tales  you  view, 
Fondly  you  weep,  and  think  them  true  j 
Lament  the  hero's  flighted  flame, 
Yet  praife  the  fair  ungrateful  dame. 

For  youths  unknown  no  longer  grieve, 
But  rather  heal  the  wounds  you  give;' 
The  flaves  your  eyes  have  ruin'd,  mourn, 
And  pity  flames  with  which  your  lovers  burn.- 
1   Oh,  hadft  thou  liv'd  in  former  days, 
Thus  fame  had  fung  lov'd  Myra's  praife : 
The  triumphs  of  thy  haughty  reign, 
Thy  matchlefs  form  and  cold  difdain  : 
Thy  beauties  had  remain'd  as  long 
The  theme  of  every  poet's  fong  : 
Then  Myra's  conquefts  had  been  wrote, 
And  Cleopatra  died  forgot.    : 


ADVICE  TO  A  LOVER. 


Fqi  many  unfuccefsful  years, 
At  Cynthia's  feet  I  lay ; 


POEMS. 


Battering  them  often  with  my  tears, 
(  figh'd,  but  durft  not  pray. 

No  proftrate  wretch,  before  the  flirine 
Of  fome  lov'd  faint  above, 

E'er  thought  his  goddefu  more  divine, 
Or  paid  more  awful  love. 

Still  the  difdainful  nymph  look'd  down 

With  coy  infulcing  pride ; 
Receiv'd  my  paffion  with  a  frown, 

Or  turn'd  her  head  afide. 
Then  Cupid  whifper'd  in  my  ear, 

M  Ufe  more  prevailing  charms ; 
You  modeft  whining  fool,  draw  near, 

And  clafp  her  in  your  arms. 
With  eager  kiffes  tempt  the  maid, 

From  Cynthia's  feet  depart ; 
The  lips  he  brifkly  muft  invade, 

That  would  poffefs  the  heart." 
With  that  I  fhook  off  all  the  flave, 

My  better  fortunes  tried ; 
When  Cynthia  in  a  moment  gave 

What  flie  for  years  denied. 


ON  THE 
CONQUEST  OF  NAMUR. 

A  PINDARIC  ODE. 

HurJbly  infcribed  to  bit    mojl    Sacred  and  fi&srjous 
Majifly.     1695. 

QWCE  more,  my  mufe,  refume  thy  lyre  ! 
Of  heroes,  arms,  and  lofty  triumphs  fing : 
Strike,  boldly  ftrike  th'  unpra&is'd  firing; 
*Tis  William'*  adts  my  foaring  thoughts  infpire, 

And  animate  my  breaft  with  nobler  fire. 
My  daring  hand  the  willing  lyre  obeys, 

Untaught  it  founds  the  hero's  praife: 
Each  tuneful  firing  repeats  the  victor's  name, 
And  echoes  back  the  loud  applaufe  of  fame. 
No  longer,  mufe,  the  bleft  Maria  mourn, 
With  trophies  aow  her  brighter  fhrinc  adorn  t 
Now  fing  her  hero's  fame  in  lofty  ftrains, 
Worthy  the  captive  Mafe,  and  Namur'b  vanquifh'd 

plains. 
Nature  ne'er  brought  a  fierce  deftroyer  forth, 

Of  that  portentous  fize  and  growth  : 
But  ftill,  to  poize  the  balance  of  the  age, 
She  iutroduc'd  a  hero  on  the  (lag;. 
Injurious  Lewis  like  a  torrent  grows, 
A  rapid  torrent  that  the  bank  o'erflows, 
And  robs  our  weftern  world  of  its  repoje ; 
In  vain  th'  imperial  eagle  (lops  his  courfe, 

In  vain  confederate  arms  oppofe  : 
On  you  (great  prince  !)  th'  infefted  nations  wait, 
And  from  your  fword  attend  a  milder  fate.    . 

The  injur'd  Belgians  William's  aid  implore, 

A  numerous  army  waftes  their  fhore : 
Embark,  my  mufe,  upon  the  Britiflv  fleet, 

And  on  the  ready  hero  wait. 
He  flies,  like  Jove,  to  meet  the  Theban  dame, 

When  arm'd  wi'.h  lightning's  pointed  flame, 
And  in  his  hand  th'  avenging  thunder  bore : 
T^ie  terror  of  his  enfigns  ftill  coiifefs  his  power. 
I 


Quick  of  difpatch,  preventing  fear, 
As  cowards  cautious,  bolder  than  defpair  : 
Silent,  yet  fwift  as  light,  his  a&ive  foul 
Reaches  at  once  the  barriers  and  the  diflant  goal. 
What  labour  will  the  hero  choofe ! 
What  action  worthy  of  a  mufe  ! 
T'  employ  the  hundred  bufy  tongues  of  fame, 
And  make  her  hundred  mouths  too  few  to  found 

his  same. 

Namur's  the  goal  in  honour's  race, 
Tempting  the  prize,  but  fatal  is  the  chafe  : 
At  once  a  lovely  and  amazing  fight, 
Striking  the  eye  with  terror  and  delight. 
Founded  on  rocks  th'  imperial  fortrefs  (lands, 
And  all  around  the  diilant  plain  commands : 
Beauty  and  ftrength  their  utmott  force  impart, 
"Tia  wrought  by  nature,  and  improv'd  with  art ; 
An  awful  pile  1  immoveable  as  fate, 
Fix'd  like  the  folid  rock  that  proudly  bears  its 

weight. 

A  thoufand  brazen  mouths  the  walls  furround, 
That  vomit  flames,  with  fatal  fury  wound  : 
Death  fhincs  with  terror  through  each  fmoking 

cloud, 

Like  lightning  fwift,  and  as  the  thunder  loud. 
Not  the  fam'd  Cokhean  fleece  could  boaft 
So  dread  a  guard,  fo  terrible  an  hoft : 
Naffau  attempts  a  nobler  enterprife, 
The  danger's  more,  and  richer  is  the  prize ; 
Alone  his  arms  can  fuch  a  power  engage, 
Dciiroy  with  fiercer  flames,    and  thunder   back 
their  rage. 

Why  are  the  rapid  Sambrc's  ftreams  fo  flow ! 

The  tardy  Mafe  forgets  to  flow 
Their  lagging  waves  upon  the  turrets  gaze, 
Proud  to  refledl  their  Namur's  awful  face; 

Whilft  to  th'  aftonifh'd  fhores  they  tell, 
Thofe  wondrous  walls  are  inacctffible. 

The  lofty  Ilion  towers  for  beauty  fam'd, 
An4  facred  walls,  though  rais'd  by  hands  divine, 

Though  mercenary  gods  her  turrets  fram'd, 
In  ftrength  and  form  inferior  were  to  thine ; 
Walls,  that  nor  Grecian  arms,  nor  arts  could 

gain, 

And  the  divine  Achilles  ftorm'd  in  vain. 
Your  greater  arms,  Naffau  were  then  unknown, 

Where'er  your  bellowing  engines  (hake, 
Where'er  your  more  deftruclivc    bombs    are 

thrown, 

Nature  and  art  in  vain  refinance  make, 
Nor  durft  the   powers  that  built  defend    their 
fhatter'd  town. 

Two  rival  armies  now  poffefs  the  field, 

In  all  the  horrid  pomp  of  war  : 
With  fhining  arms  and  brighter  heroes  far, 
Though  both  with  different  look*,  and  different 

paffions  fill'd. 

Betwixt  both  hofts  the  flake  of  honour  lies, 
The  o'»je6l  that  employs  their  arms  and  eyes, 
How  to  defend,  or  how  te  gain  the  prize. 

The  Britons  are  a  warlike  race, 
In  arms  expert,  and  fam'd  for  arts  in  peace  : 
Your  matchlefs  deeds,  Naffau,  they  imitate, 
Like  you  they  death  purfue,and  rum  on  certain 
3  C  »'J 
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Not  all  the  Bellowing1  engines  of  the  war, 
Amidft  the  ftorm  can  BritHh  mind*  affright : 

K'or  ful|)hur*t  blafting  flames  deter, 
That  glare  through  clouds  of  fmoke  with  horrid 

light; 

Though  bullets  there  defcend  in  fcalding  fliowers, 
And  thofe  the  cannon  {pare,  the  arr.buih'd  flame 
devours. 

In  fatal  caverns  now  the  teeming  earth 

Labours  with  a  deftru&ive  birth  : 
The  loud  volcano*  ftretch  their  flamirg  jaws, 
And  every  dreadful  blaft  a  huft  deftroys; 
This  wreck  of  war  the  upper  regions  (hare, 
\VhiHl  arms,  and  men?  and  rocks  lie  fcatter'd  in 

the  air. 
Yet  death  in  every  form  the  Britons  face, 

And  march  with  an  undaunted  pace  : 
Their  faithlefs  fteps  to  various  ruins  lead, 
They  walk  in  fepulchres,  on  graves  they  tread  ; 
Whilft   rocks  and  mountains  rooted  from  the 

ground,  [wound, 

later  the  hofts  they  flay,  are  tombs  to  thofe  they 

With  horrid  groans  diftorted  nature's  rent, 
Loud  as  the  peals  that  {hake  the  firmament : 
Whilft  roaring  ordnance  confirm  the  found, 
And  mimic  thpnder  bellows  under  ground. 
Thus  OH  Trinacria's  mournful  fliores, 
With  ruin  big  the  raging  JE'na  roars  : 
The  rifing  fmoke  obfcures  the  darken'd  fky, 
Whilft  high  as  heaven  its  flaming  entrails  fly ; 
Mountains  and  rocks  its  fury  hurls  around, 
Spreading  with  ruins  o'er  the  defolate  ground. 

Whence  fpring  thofe  flowing  rays  of  light ! 
That  pierce  through  war's  obfcurer  night  ? 
Or  doe*  the  fuppliant  flag  difplay 
Its  cheerful  beams  of  white  ? 
See  !  like  the  phofphorus  of  peace, 
The  fliades  retire  before  thofe  facrcd  rays, 
Which  introduce  the  bright  victorious  day. 
The  trumpet's  interceding  voice  I  hear, 
.Now  loft  and  tun'd  unto  the  ear  : 
The  drums  in  gentler  parlees  beat, 
The  drums  and  trumpets  both  entreat; 
Whilft  war's  alarms  are  charm'd  with  mufic's 

voice, 
And  all  the  bloody  fcene  of  death  withdraws. 

Fatn'd  Boufflcrs'  felf  confents  to  fear, 
Even  Boufflers  dreads  the  Britifh  thunderer  : 
He  fucs  for  mercy  whilft  he  feels  his  power, 
And  with  a  trembling  hand  fubfcribe*  him  con 
queror. 

And  here  your  worthies  {hall  your  triumphs 

grace, 

In  war  you  guard,  your  ornaments  in  peace : 
Heroes  are  William's  and  the  mufe's  care, 
fartakc  their  labours,  and  their  laurels  fture. 

Let  willing  fame  her  trumpet  found, 
Great  Qrmond's  name  {hall  all  her  breath  em 
ploy. 

And  fill  the  echoing  {bores  with  joy  : 
Whilft  each  officious  wind  conveys  the  found, 
Au4  wa(t)  it  all  tU'  attentive  world  arouud. 


OF   YALDBN. 

In  bloody  camps  he  early  pain'd 
Early  the  diftant  goal  of  honour  won  : 
What  toils,  what  labours  has  the  hero  bore? 
Not  the  fam'd  Offory  encounter'd  more  : 
Qf  whom  the  Bflgic  plains  fuch  wonders  tell, 
Who  liv'd  fo  lov'd,  and  fo  lamented  fell. 

Triumphant  prince !    thou  patron  of  the 
mufe,  [views ; 

Unweary'd  thee  ihe  fings,  thy  afts  with  wonder 
Renown'd  in  war  '   thy  Rhf  dedna's  pride  ! 
Thou  doft  o'er  wit,  and  glorious  camps  prtfide  ; 
To  thee  the  care  of  arms  and  arts  belong, 

Whofe  fame  {hall  live  to  ages  in  heroic  fong. 

For  all  thy  victories  in  war, 
You,  valiant  Cutts,  th'  officious  mufes  crowfl, 

For  you  triumphant  wreaths  prepare, 
Immortal  as  your  fame,  and  fair  as  your  renown* 
Well  did  you  execute  your  great  command, 
And  fcatter  deaths  with  a  dcftrufiive  hand  : 
What  wonders  did  your  fw«rd  perform, 
When  urging  on  the  fatal  florin, 

Undaunted,  undif  nay'd ! 
Up  to  the  walls  enclo&'d  with  flames  you  led, 
And  overlook'd  the  works  on  mighty  heaps  of 

dead. 

If  you  the  hero  and  the  poet  meet, 
Your  fword  is  fatal,  but  your  numbers  fweet. 
When  in  Maria's  praife  your  lyre  was  ftrung, 
You  charm'd  the  heavenly  nymph  to  whom  yog 

fung. 

Oh  honour  !  more  than  all  thy  bays, 
Than  all  the  trophies  fame  andconq-ieft  raife, 
To  Ve  charm'd  Maria's  breaft,  and  gain'd  Maria'i 
praife. 

Indulge  one  grateful  labour  more,  my  mufe, 

A  fuhjecl  frientiftiip  bids  thee  choofe  : 
Let  Codrington's lov'd  name  ini'pire  thy  thought. 
With  fuch  a  warmth  and  vigour  as  he  fought : 
In  vain  thou  doft  of  arms  and  triumphs  ling, 

Unlefs  he  crown  thy  verfe,  and  tune  thy  founding 

firing. 

Vidorious  youth!  your  Charwell'*  greateft  pride, 
Whom  glorious  arms,  and  learned  arts  divide  ; 
Whilft  imitating  great  Naffau  you  fight, 
Hisperfon  guard,  and  conquer  in  his  fight  : 
Too  fwift  for  fame  your  early  triumphs  grow, 
And  groves  of  laurel  {hade  your  youthful  brow. 
In  you  the  mufes  and  the  graces  join, 
The  glorious  palm,  and  deathltfs  laurels  thine  : 
Like   Phcebus*   felf  your  charming  mufe  hath 
fiing,  [ftrung. 

Like  his  your  warlike  bow  and  tuneful  lyre  15 

But  who,  fam'd  William's  valour  dares  exprefs, 
No  mufe  can  foar  fo  high,  nor  fancy  paint, 

Each  image  will  appear  too  faint : 
Too  weak  's  the  pencil's  art,  and  all  the  pow'fi 
of  verfe. 

How  calm  he  look'd,  and  how  ferene  ! 
Amidft  the  bloody  labours  of  the  field  : 
Unmov'd  he  views  the  bullets  round  h5m  fly, 

And  dangers  move  v.'ith  horror  by ; 
Whilft  judgment  fway'd  his  nobler  rage  within, 
And  his  prefaging  blow  with  hope*  of  COEQucly 

foul'tL 
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His  cheerful  looks  a  gayer  drefs  put  on, 
His  eyes  with  decent  fury  fhone  : 
Dangers  but  ferv'd  to  heighten  every  grace, 
And  add  an  awful  terror  to  the  hero's  face. 

Where'er  in  arms  the  great  Naffau  appears, 

Th'  extreme  of  action's  there : 
Himfelf  the  thickeft  danger  fhares, 
Himfelf  th'  informing  foul  that  animates  the  war. 
Heroes  of  old  in  wondrous  armour  fought, 

By  fome  immortal  artift  wrought : 
Achilles?  arms,  and  Ajax'  feven-fold  fhield, 
Were  proof  againft  the  dangers  of  the  field. 
But  greater  William  dares  his  breaft  expofe 

Unarm'd,  unguarded  to  his  foes  : 
A  thoufand  deaths  and  ruins  round  him  fled, 
But  durft  not  violate  his  facred  head  ; 
For  angel-  guard  the  prince's  life  and  throne, 
Who  for  his  empire's  fafety  thus  neglects  his  own. 
Had  he  in  ages  paft  the  fceptre  fway'd, 
When  facred  rites  were  unto  heroes  paid; 
His  ftatue  had  on  every  altar  flood, 
His  court  a  temple  been,  his  greater  felf  -a  god. 

Now  tune  thy  lyre,  my  mufe,  now  raife  thy 
voice, 

Let  Albion  hear,  her  diftant  fhores  rejoice  : 
Thy  foiemn  P^ians  now  prepare, 
Sweet  as  the  hymns  that  fill'd  the  air, 


When  Phcebus'  felf  return'd  the  Python's  coa- 

queror. 

When  every  grove,  with  a  triumphant  fong, 
Confefs'd  the  victor  as  he  pafs'd  along : 
Whilft  with  the  trophies  every  hill  wascrown*d. 
And  every  echoing  vale  difpers'd  hi*  fame  around. 

As  loud  the  Britifh  fnores  their  voices  raife, 
And  thus  united  fing  the  godlike  William's  praifa 
What  the  fam'd  Merlin's  facred  verfe  of  old, 
And  Noftradam's  prophetic  lines  foretold; 
To  thee,  oh  happy  Albion,  *s  fhown, 
And,  in  Naffau,  the  promife  is  out-done. 
Behold  a  prince  indulgent  heaven  has  fent. 

Thy  boundlefs  wiib.es  to  content : 
A  prophet  great 'indeed,  whofe  powerful  hantJ 
Shall  vanquifh   hofts  of  plagues,    and  heal  the 
groaning  land. 

The  great  Naffau  now  leads  thy  armies  forth. 
And  fhows  the  world  the  Britifh  worth  : 
Beneath  his  conduct  they  fecurely  fight, 
Their  cloud  by  day,  their  guardian  flame  by  nighfe 
Hi^  bounty  too  fhall  every  bard  infpire, 
Reward  their  labours,  and  protedl  their  lyre; 
For  poets  are  to  warlike  princes  dear, 

And  they  are  valiant  William's  care  I 
His  victories  inftruA  them  how  to  write, 
William's  the  glorious  theme  and  patron  of  the* 
wit. 


AT  COURT;  OR,  SELECT  FABLES,  1703. 


"  Vendidit  hie  auro  patriam  •  . 

"  — — fixit  leges  pretio  atque  refixit." 


VIRO.  Ma. 


JESOP  TO  THE  KINO. 

VICTORIOUS  prince!  form'd  for  fuprcme  com 
mand, 

Worthy  the  empire  of  the  feas  and  land  ! 
Whilft  impious  faction  fwells  with  native  pride, 
Parties  diftracl.  the  ftate,  and  church  divide ! 
And  fenfelefs  libels,  with  audacious  ftyle, 
Infult  thy  fenate,  and  thy  power  revile  ! 
Vouchfafe  to  hear  th'  admired  truths  of  old, 
Which  birds  and  beads  in  fportive  tales  unfold ; 
To  curb  the  uif>.<lent,  advance  the  good, 
And  quell  the  ragings  of  the  multitude. 
O  fam'd  for  arms,  and  matchlefs  in  renown I 
Permit  old  JEhf  to  approach  thy  throne  : 
To  y<-u  the  labours  of  his  mujTe  belong  ; 
Accept  the  humble,  but  inftrucUve  fong. 

FABLE  I. 


A  RIVER,  infolent  with  pride, 
The  fountain  and  its  fprings  defied j 


That  fountain,  from  whofe  watery  he4 
Th'  ungrateful  flood  was  daily  fed. 

And  thus  the  rabble  waves  began  s 
"  We're  the  delight  of  gods  and  man  f 
How  charming  do  our  banks  app.ear ! 
How  fwift  the  ftream,  the  flood  how  clear 4 

"  See  how,  by  nature's  bounty  ftrong. 
We  whirl  our  legion  waves  along : 
In  foft  meanders  winding  play, 
And  glitter  in  the  face  of  day. 

"  But  thou,  poor  fountain,  filly  foul !" 
Thy  head  abfconding  in  a  hole, 
Run'ft  meddling  on  from  place  to  place, 
Afham'd  to  fhow  thy  dirty  face  ; 
In  rocks  and  gloomy  caverns  found, 
Thou  creep'ft  inglorious  under  ground  : 
D'  you  hear  ?  henceforth  your  lords  cbcy  i 
We  the  grand  waves  affume  the  fway." 

"  Well,  angry  firs,  the  fountain  cry'd, 
And  how's  your  ftreamsto  be  fupply'd  ? 
Ye  fenfelefs  fooh,  that  would  command^ 
Should  I  vritbdrav,'  my  bounteous  hand,, 
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Ot  backward  turn  my  watery  dore, 
That  hour  you'd  ceafe,  and  be  no  more. 
Go  aflc  that  bluftering  fop  the  wind, 
That  puts  this  whimfy  in  your  mind, 
And  makes  your  fadious  (urges  rife, 
If  he'll  recruit  you  with  fuppliea. 

«*  And  when  to  native  mud  yon  furn, 
iSuch  as  a  common-fewer  would  fcorn, 
Too  late  you'll  curfe  this  frantic  whim, 
When  carriers'  deeds  fhall  piis  a  nobler  dream. 

THE  MORAL. 

Unhappy  Britain  !  I  deplore  thy  fate, 
When  juries  pack'd,  and  brib'd,  infult  thy  date  : 
Like  waves  tumultuous,  infolently  wife, 
They  tutor  kings,  and  (enators  advife; 
XVhilil  old  republicans  <Hre&  the  dream, 
£<ot   France   and   Rome,    but    monarch's    their 

aim  : 

Fooli  rode  by  knaves  !  and  paid  as  they  deferve, 
pefpis'd  whilft  us'd !  then  left  to  haog  or  darve. 

FABLE  II. 

THE  LION'S  TREATT  OF  PARTJTI&K. 

'     A  MIOHTT  lion  heretofore, 

Of  monftrons  paws  and  dreadful  roar, 

Was  bent  upon  a  chafe  : 
Inviting  friends  and  near  allies 
I rankly  to  Sure  the  fport  and  prize, 

During  the  hunting  fpace. 

The  lynx  and  royal  panther  came, 
The  boar  and  wolf  of  Wolfingham, 

The  articles  were  thefe  : 
Share  and  {hare  like,  whatever  they  got* 
The  dividend  npon  the  fpot, 

And  fo  depart  in  peace. 

A  royal  hart,  delicious  meat  ! 
De   in'd  by  inaufpiciou*  fate, 

Was  darted  for  the  game  : 
The  hunters  run  him  one  and  all, 
The  chafe  was  long,  and,  at  the  fall, 

Each,  enter'd  with  his  claim. 

One  lov'd  a  haunch,  and  one  a  fide, 
This  ate  it  powder'd,  t'  other  dried, 

Each  for  his  dta<  e  alone  : 
Old  grey  beard  then  began  to  roar, 
The  whifkers  twirl'd  bully'd,  and  fwore, 

The  hart  was  all  his  own. 

**  And  thus  I  prove  my  title  good ; 

My  friend  dcceas'd  fprung  from  our  blood, 

Half's  mine  as  we're  ally'd  : 
My  valour  claims  the  other  part ; 
In  ftiort  1  love  a  hunted  hart : 

And  who  dares  now  divide  .'". 

The  bilk'd  confederates  they  dare, 
And  cry'd,  "  old  gentleman,  deal  fair, 

For  once  be  jud  and  true." 
i  Vioth  he,  and,  looking  wondrous  grum, 
*•  Behold  my  paws,  the  word  is  mum  j 

And  fo,  meffieurs,  adieu!" 


THE  MORAL. 

Tyrants  can  only  be  rcdrain'd  by  might, 
Power's  their  confcience,  and  the  fword  their  right : 
Allies  they  court,  to  compafs  private  ends, 
But  at  the  dividend  difclaim  their  friends. 
Yet  boaft  not,  France,  of  thy  fuccefsful  fraud, 
Maintain'd  by"  blood,  a  torment  whilft  enjoy'd  I 
Imperial  Cafar  drives  the  frorm  along, 
And  Naffau's  arms  avenge  the  public  wrong. 

FABLJ  HI. 


A  WEALTHY  matron,  now  grown  eld, 

Was  weak  in  every  part : 
Afflicted  fore  with  rheums  and  cold, 

Yet  pretty  found  at  heart. 

But  mod  her  eyes  began  to  fail, 

Depriv'd  of  needful  light : 
Nor  could  her  fpe&acles  avail, 

To  reftify  their  fight. 

Receipts  die  try'd,  fee  doctors  fee'i, 

And  fpar'd  for  no  advice 
Of  men  of  flail,  or  quacks  for  need 

That  pra&ife  on  fore  eyes. 

Salves  they  daub'd  OB,  and  plaiders  botfc. 

And  this,  and  that  was  done  : 
Then  flannels,  and  a  forehead-cloth, 

To  bind  and  keep  them  on. 

Her  houfe,  though  fmall,  was  furnifti'd  neat. 

And  every  room  did  fliine 
With  pictures,  tapeftry,  and  plate, 

All  rich,  and  wondrous  fine. 

Whilft  they  kept  blind  the  filly  foul, 
Their  hands  found  work  enough  ? 

They  pilfer'd  plate,  and  goods  they  ftole^ 
Till  all  was  carry'd  off. 

When  they  undam'd  their  patient's  eye»» 
And  now  pray  how's  your  fight: 

Cries  t*  other,  this  was  my  advice, 
I  knew  't  would  fet  you  right. 

Like  a  duck  pig  the  woman  dar'd, 

And  up  and  down  die  run  • 
With  naked  houfe  and  walls  quite  fcar'd^ 

She  found  herfelf  undone. 

"  Doctors,  quoth  foe,  your  cure's  my  pain, 

For  what  are  eyes  to  me  : 
Bring  falves  and  forehead- cloths  again, 

I've  nothing  left  to  fee." 

THE  MORAL. 

See,  injur'd  Britain,  thy  unhappy  cafe  , 
Thou  patici.t  with  di  icmper'd  eyes  : 

State-quack-  but  nouriih  the  difeafc, 
And  thrive  by  treacherous  advice. 

If  fond  of  the  expenfi  ve  paip, 

When  eighteen  millions  run  on  fcore  ! 
Let  them  clap  mufflers  -  n  again, 

And  phyfic  thee  of  eighteen  more. 


FABLE  IV. 

THE  SATYR'S  ADDRESS. 

Fiv«  fatyrs  of  the  woodland  fort, 

Though  politicians  then : 
Their  ears  prick'd  up,  their  nofes  {hort, 

And  brows  adorn'd  like  aldermen ; 
With  affes  hoofs,  great  gogle  eyes, 
And  ample  chins  of  Be — m's  fize  : 

To  Jove  tript  up  with  an  addrefc, 

In  favour  of  the  plains  : 
That  it  would  pleafe  him  to  fupprefs 

All  heats  and  colds,  his  winds  and  rains ; 
The  fun"  that  he'd  extinguifh  too, 
And  in  the  flcies  hang  femething  new. 

"  My  wife  reforming  friends,  quoth  Jove, 

Our  elements  are  good ! 
We  manage  for  the  beft  above, 

Though  not  fo  rightly  underftood ; 
But  fince  fuch  profound  fquires  are  fent, 
We'll  treat  you  like  the  cream  of  Kent." 

Then  Jove  brought  out  aetherial  fire 

In  a  gilt  chafing-difli  : 
The  fparkling  flame  they  all  admire, 

'Twas  fine,  they  vow'd,  as  heart  could  wifli : 
They  gap'd,  they  grinn'd,  they  jump'd  about '. 
Jove,  give  us  that,  the  fun  put  out ! 

The  charming  flames  they  all  embrace, 

Which,  urg'd  by  Nature's  laws, 
Their  fhaggy  hides  fet  in  a  blaze, 

And  foundly  fing'd  their  paws  ; 
In  corners  then  they  fneak'd  with  terror  dumb, 
And  o'er  th*  immortal  pavements  feud  it  home. 

rue  MORAL. 

How  fenfelefs  are  cur  modern  Whiggifti  tools, 
Beneath  the  dignity  of  Britifh  fools ! 
With  beef  refolv'd,  and  fortify'd  with  ale, 
They  cenfure  monarchs,  and  at  fenates  rail ; 
So  eagerly  to  public  mifchief  run, 
That  they  prevent  the  hands,  which  loo  them  on. 
O  true  machines  !  and  heads  devoid  of  brains  ! 
Affront  that  fenate  which  your  rights  maintains ! 
Thus  ideots  fport  with  power,  and  flames  embrace, 
Till  fmarting  folly  glares  them  in  the  face. 

FABLE  V. 

THE  FARMER  AND   HIS  D06. 

THERE  dwelt  a  farmer  in  the  weft, 

As  we're  in  ftory  told ; 
Whofe  herds  were  large  and  flocks  the  beft 

That  ever  lin'd  a  fold. 

Arm'd  with  a  ftaff,  his  ruflet  coat, 

And  Towfer  by  his  fide, 
Early  and  late  he  tun'd  his  throat 

And  every  wolf  defy'd. 

Lov*d  Towfer  was  bis  heart's  delight, 

In  cringe  and  fawning  ikill'd, 
Intruded  with  the  flocks  by  night, 

And  guardian  of  the  field.  r 
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"  Towfer,  quoth  he,  I'm  for  a  fair  ; 

Be  regent  in  my  room  : 
Pray  of  my  tender  flocks  take  care. 

And  keep  all  fafe  at  home. 

i  know  thee  watchful,  juft,  and  brave, 

Right  worthy  fuch  a  place  : 
No  wily  fox  fhall  thee  deceive, 

Nor  wolf  dare  (how  his  face.** 

But  ne'er  did  wolves  a  fold  infcft, 

At  regent  Towfer's  rate  : 
He  din'd  and  fupp'd  upon  the  befl, 

And  frequent  breakfafts  ate* 

The  farmer  oft  receiv'd  advice, 

And  laugh'd  at  the  report :  -» 

But,  coming  on  him  by  furprife, 

Juft  found  him  at  the  fport. 

"  Ingrateful  beaft,  quoth  he,  what  mean^ 

That  bloody  mouth  and  paws  ? 
I  know  the  bafe,  the  treacherous  ftains, 

Thy  breach  of  truft  and  laws. 

The  fruit*  of  my  paft  love  I  fee ; 

Roger,  the  halter  bring  ; 
E'en  trufs  him  on  that  pippin  tree, 

And  let  friend  Towfer  fwing. 

I'll  fpare  the  famifh'd  wolf  and  for, 

That  ne'er  my  bounty  knew  : 
But,  as  the  guardian  of  my  flocks. 

This  neckcloth  is  your  due." 

THE   MORAL. 

When  minifters  their  prince  abufe. 

And  on  the  fubjecls  prey : 
With  ancient  monarchs  'twas  in  ufc, 

To  fend  them  Towfer's  way. 

FABLE  VI. 

THE  FOX  ANB  BRAMBIC. 

REN,  an  old  poacher  after  game. 

Saw  grapes  look  tempting  fine  r 
But,  now  grown  impotent  and  lame. 

Could  not  command  the  vine ; 
His  lips  he  lick'd,  ftood  ogleing  with  his  eye*, 
.Strain'd  at  a  running  jump,  but  mifs'd  the  prize 9 

Quoth  he,  that  honeft  bufli  hard-by 

Might  give  a  friend  a  lift : 
In  troth,  its  curtefy  I'll  try, 

And  venture  for  a  ihift. 
Without  more  words  he  bounces  to  the  top, 
But  gor'd  and  wounded  is  compell'd  to  drop. 

Down  Reynard  came,  batter'd  and  tore. 

He  blow'd  and  lick'd  his  paws : 
Then  mutter'd  to  himfelf  and  fwore, 

Curfing  the  fatal  caufe;  [fcorn,, 

Damn'd  rafcal  ihrub,  quoth  he,  whom  hedge-ftakca 
Beneath  a  furs  bufli,  or  the  fcoundrel  thorn  ' 

"  Good  words,  friend  Ren,  the  bulb,  reply'dj 

Here  ne  encroacher  'fcapes  : 
Thofc  foxes  that  on  brambles  ride 

JLove  thorns,  as  well  as  grapes; 
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But  better  language  would  your  mouth  become  : 
If  you  muft  curfe,  go  curie  the  fool  at  home." 

THE  MORAL. 

Who  firft  offend,  then  in  difputes  engage, 
Should  check  their  paffions  and  indecent  rage  : 
But  pcevifh  age,  of  weak  refentment*  proud, 
.Like  woman's  ftubborn,  impotent,  and  loud. 

Ill-manners  never  found  a  juft  pretence, 
And  rude  expreffions  fhow  a  barren  fenfe  : 
But,  when  high  birth  defcends  to  mean  abufe, 
The  crime  runs  foulcft,  and  finds  no  excufe. 

FABLE  VII. 

THE  »OX  AND  WEAZLE. 

f«  tit  fait  Honturatle  the  CommiJJionert  of  tit  frfae. 
Offia. 

A  NEEDT  weazle  heretofore, 
Very  rapacious,  lank,  and  poor ; 
That  had  no  place,  fmall  comings-in, 
And  liv'd  in  terror  of  the  gin ; 
Nor  got  a  tnorfel  to  his  hole, 
But  what  he  either  begg'd  or  ftole  ; 
One  night  a  foraging  for  prey, 
He  found  a  ftore-houfe  in  his  way  : 
Each  cranny  then  he  nimbly  paft; 
With  lantern  jaws  and  flender  waift; 
And  made  long  time  his  quarters  good, 
On  flaughter'd  mice  and  wheaten  food. 

But,  growing  corpulent  and  round, 
Too  fmall  the  wideit  chink  was  found  : 
And  now  he  fqucez'd  and  thruft  in  vain, 
JPor  liberty  and  home  again. 

A  fox  that  chanc'd  to  ftroll  that  way, 
For  meditation's  fake, or  prey, 
Stood  grinning  at  him  for  a  while, 
With  rogueifh  looks  and  fneering  fmile ; 
And  though  he  fhrewdly  gave  a  guefs, 
Yet  aflc'd  him  how  and  what's  the  cafe  j 
And  why  his  weazlefhip  would  keep 
In  durance  vile,  and  play  bo-peep. 

Quoth  he,  "  Alack,  Sir,  I  was  lean, 
Haggard  and  poor,  when  I  came  in  : 
A  Skeleton,  mere  fkin  and  bone  ! 
Though  now  fo  grofs  and  bulky  grown, 
That,  with  good  cheer  and  dainties  fed, 
My  rump  is  bigger  than  my  head. 
But  if  a  helping  paw  you'll  lend, 
To  force  a  board,  and  ferve  a  friend ; 
So  fain  I  would  my  bacon  fave, 
I'll  kifs  your  foot,  and  live  your  Have." 

Quoth  Ren,  "  We  doctors  hold  it  beft, 
After  a  long  debauch,  to  faft : 
Then  as  for  difcipline,  'tis  fit,    ' 
You  take  a  quantum  ft/fficit. 
Slacken  with  abftinence  your  fkin, 
And  you'll  return  as  you  got  in  : 
For,  till  each  collop  you  refund, 
You're  like  to  quarter  in  Lob's-pound." 

THE  MORAL. 

Casfar,  no  more  in  foreign  camps  expofe 
Tour  facvc4  life*  to  Britain';  geaeroue  ice*: 


Thy  dread  tribunal  now  ere  A  at  home, 
And,  arm'd  with  vengeance,  to  her  refcue  coma 
In  power  her  bafeft  enemies  remain, 
Opprefsthy  fubjects,  and  rhy  treafures  drain  : 
With  fums  immenfe  they  raife  their  fortunes  high. 
Though  armies  f>arve,  and  fleets  neglected  lie. 

Bane  of  the  war !  curfe  of  thy  martial  reign  \ 
You  fhare  the  toil  and  dangers,  they  the  gain  : 
To  juftice  then  the  known  offenders  bring, 
Avenge  thy  people,  and  affert  the  king. 

FABLE  VIII. 

AN  OWL  AND  THE  «UH. 

A  SAUCT  buffle-headed  owl 
One  morning  on  the  fun  fell  foul, 

Becaufe  it  made  him  blind  : 
But  by  his  fophiftry  you'll  gueft 
Him  not  of  the  Athenian  race, 

But  a  more  modern  kind. 

The  morn  was  fragrant,  cool,  and  bright, 
The  fun  illuftrious  with  his  light, 

Difpenfing  warmth  to  all : 
Madge  on  a  pinnacle  was  got, 
Sputtering  and  hooting  like  a  fot, 

And  thus  began  the  brawl. 

"  D'ye  hear,  you  prince  of  red-fac'd  fools! 
Hot-headed  puppy  !  foe  to  owls! 

Why  this  offenfive  blaze  ? 
Behind  fome  cloud  go  fneak  afidc, 
Your  carbuncles  and  rubies  hide, 

And  quench  that  flaming  face. 

"  When  I'm  a  taking  the  frefh  air, 
Whip  in  my  eyes  you  come  full  glare, 

And  fo  much  rudenefs  fhow  ! 
I  wonder  when  the  modeft  moon 
Would  ferve  an  owl  as  you  have  done, 

Or  tan  and  burn  one  fo ! 

Bright  Phoebus  fmiPd  at  what  was  faid, 
And  cry'd,  "  '1  is  well,  Sir  Logger-head, 

You're  neither  fenfe  nor  fhame  ! 
Becaufe  a  blinking  fool  can't  bear 
An  object  fo  tranfcending  fair, 

The  fun  muft  take  the  blame. 
Shall  I  the  univerfe  benight, 
And  rob  the  injur'd  world  of  light, 

Becaufe  you  rail  and  fcoul ; 
When  birds  of  the  moil  abject  fort 
Deride  and  grin  you  for  their  fport, 

And  treat  you  like  an  owl  ?" 

THE  MORAL. 

Who  libel  fenates,  and  traduce  the  great, 
Meafure  the  public  good  by  private  hate  : 
Intereft's  their  rule  of  love  ;  fierce  to  oppofe 
All  whom  fuperior  virtue  makes  their  foes. 

Thy  merits,  Rocheftcr  *,  thus  give  offence  ; 
The  guilty  fa&ion  hates  difcerning  fenfe : 

*  Laurence  Hyde,  Earl  of  Rochcfter,  was  then  Lord 

Lieutenant  of  Ireland.    Sec  »n  acco»»t  »t  liitn  in  Ike 

Supplement  to 
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^*hi»  Harleyf,  Seymour  J,  Howe§,  and  Mack- 
worth  find, 

Great  eye  fores  to  the  loud  rapacious  kind  ; 
But,  whilft  in  holes  addrefling  owls  repine, 
Bright  as  the  fun  their  patriot  names  will  (bine. 

FABLE  IX. 

THE   SEA  AND   THE  BANKS. 

As  out  at  fea  a  ruffling  gale  it  blew, 

And  clouds  o'ercaft  the  gloomy  ikies  : 

The  furges  they  began  to  rife, 
And  terrify  the  fatlors,  jocund  crew. 
This  to  the  wanton  billows  was  but  fport, 

They  roar'd  and  gambol' d  it  along, 

This  was  the  burden  of  their  fong, 
They'd  have  a  ftorm,  and  (how  good  reafon  for'c. 

Then  a  frefh  maggot  takes  them  in  the  head, 
To  have  one  merry  jaunt  on  more  : 
They'd  not  be  fetter'd  up,  they  fwore, 

But  thus  to  the  infulted  margin  laid  : 

"  Hey,  {lugs !  d'ye  hear,  ye  lazy  hounds ! 

Open  to  right  and  left !  make  way, 

And  give  free  paflage  to  the  fea, 
Down  with  your  ramparts  and  obftrucling  mounds. 
"  See  how  they  ftir  !  awake,  ye  brutes  \ 

And  let  us  have  one  friik  at  land ; 

Or,  'zbud,  we'll  wafii  you  into  fand, 
Without  the  tedious  form  of  long  difputes." 

*  Hold  i  foft  and  fair !  the  banks  reply'd  ;  we're 

bound, 

In  honour,  to  make  good  our  poft : 
And  will,  for  all  your  windy  boaft, 

As  barriers  to  the  fea,  maintain  our  ground. 

Go,  lord  it  in  your  watery  realms,  the  main  I 
There  rage  and  blufter  as  you  pleafe, 
Licentious  in  your  native  feas, 

tut  not  an  inch  as  trefpaffcrs  you'll  gain. 

80,  my  fierce  mutineers,  be  jfgging  home  I 
For  if  you  dare  invade  our  coaft, 
You'll  run  your  heads  againft  a  poft, 

And  ftiamefuily  retire  in  empty  foam." 

THE   MORAL. 

Though  difcord  forms  the  elements  for  war, 
Their  well-pois'd  ftrength  prevents  the  fatal  jar  : 
Harmonious  nature  fets  the  balance  right, 
And  each  compels  the  other  to  unite. 

In  empire  thus  true  union  is  maintain'd, 
lach  power's  by  a  fubordinate  reftrain'd : 
But,  when  like  raging  waves  they  overflow 
Their  ftated  bounds,  and  on  the  weaker  grow; 
Thrice  happy  realms  1  where  there  arc  patriots 

found, 
To  check  invaders,  and  maintain  their  ground. 

FABLE  X. 

THE  NIGHTINGALE  AND  CUCKOW. 

A  TUNEFUL  nightingale,  whofe  warbling  throat 
Was  form'd  for  lofty  fowg, 

•f-  Afterward!  Earl  of  Oxford. 

•  CU»iles  Seymour,  Duke  of  Somerfet. 

fjuluu  H»we,  Efq- 


With  every  fweet  hartnenioas  note 

He  charm'd  the  liftening  throng  { 
The  hooting  cuckow  was  difpleas'd  alone, 
Condemn'd  his  manner,  and  extoll'd  her  ow». 
"  This  fcreaming  fop,  quoth  (he,  that  fcare* 

All  creatures  with  his  din  ; 
When  folks  are  liftening  to  my  airs, 

Forfooth  he's  putting  in. 

Here's  fuch  a  chattering  kept,  and  odious  nolfc, 
My  fong's   quite    fpoil'd  with    his   confounded 

voice." 
The  injur'd  fongfter  modeftly  reply'd  j 

"  Since  you  perform  fo  fine, 
The  conteft  let  fome  judge  decide, 

And  try  your  {kill  with  mine  ; 
Vanquifh'd,  I'll  your  fuperior  genius  own.** 
The  cuckow  fllook  her  head,  and  cry'd  'twas  doM» 

A  folemn  plodding  afs  that  graz'd  the  plain 

Was  for  an  umpire  chofe  : 
The  nightingale  advanc'd  his  ftrain, 

And  charm'd  with  every  clofe. 
The  cuckow's  note  was  one  unvary'd  tone, 
Exceeding  hoarfe,  yet  pleas'd,  (he  roar'd  it  on. 
Appeal  was  made  ;  the  judge  this  fentence  gare, 

"  You,  Crrah,  nightingale ! 
Of  mufic  you  fome  fmatterings  have, 

And  may  in  time  do  well ; 
But  for  fubftantial  fong,  I  needs  muft  fay, 
My  friend,  the  cuckow,  bears  the  bell  away." 

THE  MORAL. 

Mackworth  *,  who  reads  thy  well-dfweflied  lines, 
Where  eloquence  with  nervous  reafon  mines, 
Sees  art  and  judgment  flow  through  every  page, 
The  patriot's  zeal  free  from  indecent  rage ; 
So  pure  thy  ftyle,  thy  manners  fo  refin'd, 
Your  pen  tranfmits  the  candour  of  your  mind. 

Yet  happier  he  that  has  the  anfwer  wrote, 
In  penury  of  fenfe,  and  dearth  of  thought : 
Whilft  afifcs  judge,  and  faction  claims  a  vote, 
Abufive  nonfcnfe  is  th'  admired  note; 
Where  want  of  art  and  manners  merit  praifc, 
He  robs  the  cuckow  of  her  ancient  bays. 

FABLE  XI. 

THE   Sim  AND  THE  WJN», 

THE  fun  and  wind  one  day  fell  out 
In  matters  they  difcours'd  about. 

Old  Boreas,  in  a  rage, 
Call'd  the  fun  fool,  and  fwore  he  ly'd, 
Spit  in  his  face,  his  power  defy'd, 

And  dar'd  him  to  engage. 
Quoth  he,  "  Yon  goes  a  traveller, 
With  formal  cloak  and  looks  demure, 

The  Whiggilh  figns  of  grace  : 
Who  fairly  off  the  cloak  can  force, 
From  one  fo  ftifl7,  proud,  and  morofe, 

Defer ves  the  upper  place." 

*  Sir  Humphry  Mackworth,  to  whom  Yalden  addreCe* 
an  excellent  poetical  epilile  «•  On  the  mine*  late  of  5* 
"  Carbery  Price."  Sir  Humphry  wrote  tows  politic*! 
ju  about  thU time. 
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"With  that  the  wind  began  to  rife, 
Blnfter'd  and  ftorm'd  it  through  the  flcies, 

Making  a  uifmal  roar  : 
The  non-con,  wrapp'd  his  cloak  about, 
Trudg'd  on,  refolv'd  to  wcather'c  out, 

And  fee  the  tempeft  o'er. 
The  ftorm  beingfpent,  with  piercing  rays, 
lull  on  his  moulders  Phoebus  plays, 

Which  foon  the  zealot  felt ; 
Afide  the  cumberous  cloak  was  thrown, 
Ranting  and  faint,  he  laid  him  down, 

More  decently  to  melt. 
The  fnn  then  afk'd  his  bluftering  friend, 
If  farther  yet  he  durft  contend, 

.  And  try  feme  other  way  : 
Jut,  confcious  of  fo  plain  a  truth, 
He  put  his  finger  in  his  mouth. 

Without  a  word  to  fay. 

THE  MORAL. 

Tour  Whigs  difgrac'd,  like  bullies  of  the  town, 
label  and  rail,  the  tnort  they're  tumbled  down  : 
Superior  merit  ftill  prevails  at  laft, 
The  fury  of  their  feeble  ftorm  is  paft. 
Jut  when  the  fenate  darts  its  piercing  rays, 
Jfcclion  unbuttons,  and  rebates  its  pace : 
The  hypocritic  cloak  is  tirefome  found, 
And  the  faint  zealot  pants  upon  the  ground. 

FABLE  XII. 

TBE  BOAR  AND  FOREST. 

A  WON,  generous  and  brave, 
Ptor  wars  renown'd,  belov'd  in  peace ; 
His  lands  in  royal  bounties  gave, 
.And  treafures  much  impair'd  by  afts  of  grace. 

His  msnifters  whole  realms  obtain'd  ; 
And  tourtiers,  much  inclin'd  to  want, 
His  manors  begg'd,  and  forfeits  gain'd, 
With  patents  to  confirm  the  royal  grant. 

The  boar,  to  (how  a  fubje&'s  love, 
Crav'd  for  the  public  good  a  boon, 
His  ancient  foreft  to  improve, 
Jy  felling  trees,  and  cutting  timber  down. 

"  Alcoves  and  fhady  walks,  quoth  he, 

Are  laid  afide,  become  a  jdt ; 

Your  viftos  lofty,  wide,  and  free, 
Are  a  la  mode,  and  only  in  requeft." 

The  grant  being  pafs'd,  the  ravenous  boar, 

A  defert  of  the  foreft  made : 

Up  by  the  roots  vaft  oaks  he  tore, 
And  low  on  earth  the  princely  cedars  laid. 

This  aft  of  violence  and  wrong 

.Alarum'd  all  the  favage  race; 

With  loud  complaints  to  court  they  throng, 
Stripp'd  of  their  fliades,  and  ancient  refting-placc. 

With  generous  rage  the  lion  {book, 

And  vow'd  the  boar  (hould  dearly  pay; 

**  I  hate,  quoth  he,  a  down-carl  look, 
That  robs  the  public  in  a  friendly  way. 

"  Unhappy  groves,  my  empires  pride  fr 
j,  ye  fliaijts  divine  i 


The  rage  of  tampefts-ye  defy'd, 
Condemn'd  to  perifh  by  a  fordid  fwine. 

"  Ye  rural  deities,  and  powers  unknown, 

What  can  fo  great  a  lofs  fufHce  I 

If  a  hung  brawner  will  atone, 
Accept  friend  chucky  for  a  facrifice." 

THE  MORAL. 

The  Britifh  oak's  our  nation's  ftrength  and  pride, 
With  which  triumphant  o'er  the  main  we  ride; 
lofulting  foes  are  by  our  navies  aw'd, 
A  guard  at  home,  our  dreaded  power  abroad1. 

Like  Druids  then  your  forefti  facred  keep, 
Preferve  with  them  your  empire  of  the  deep. 
Subjects  their  prince's  bounty  oft  abufe, 
And  fpoil  the  public  for  their  private  ufe  ; 
But  no  rapacious  hand  fhould  dare  deface, 
The  royal  ftores  of  a  well  timber'd  chafe. 

FABLE  XIII. 

THE  FOX  AND   FLIE9. 

As  crafty  Reynard  ftrove  to  fwim 
The  torrent  of  a  rapid  ftream, 

To  gain  the  farther  fide ; 
Before  the  middle  fpace  was  paft, 
A  whirling  eddy  caught  him  faft, 

And  drove  him  with  the  tide. 
With  vain  efforts  and  ftniggling  fpent, 
Half  drown'd,  yet  forc'd  to  be  content, 

Poor  ren  a  foaking  lay ; 
Till  feme  kind  ebb  fhould  fe(  him  free, 
Or  chance  reftorc  that  liberty 

The  waves  had  took  away. 

A  fwarm  of  half-ftarv'd  haggard  flies, 
With  fury  feiz'd  the  floating  prize, 

By  raging  hunger  led  ; 
With  many  a  curie  and  bitter  grean, 
He  (hook  his  fides,  and  wifh'd  them  gone, 

Whilft  plenteoufly  they  fed. 

A  Hedge-hog  faw  his  evil  plight ; 
Touch'd  with  companion  at  the  fight, 

Quoth  he,  "  To  (how  I'm  civil, 
I'll  brufh  thofe  fwigging  dogs  away, 
That  on  thy  blood  remorfelefs  prey, 

And  fend  them  to  the  devil." 

"  No,  courteous  Sir,  the  Fox  reply'd, 
Let  them  infeft  and  gore  my  hide, 

With  their  infatiate  thirft  ; 
Since  I  iuch  fatal  wounds  fuftain, 
'Twill  yield  fome  pleafure  'midft  the  pain, 

To  fee  the  blood-hounds  burft." 

THE  MORAL;  FROM  NOSTRADAMUS; 

"  Le  fang  du  Jufte  a  Londres  fcra  faute 
"  Bruffcr  par  feu,  &c." 

Thus  guilty  Britain  to  her  Thames  complain*, 
"  With  royal  blood  defil'd,  O  cleanfe  my  ftains! 
Whence  plagues  arifc  !  whence  dire  contagions 

come ! 
And  flames  that  my  Augufta's  pride  confume  1" 

«'  In  vain,  faith  Thames ;  the  Regicidal  breeds 
Will  fwaim  again,  by  them  thy  land  (hall  bleed :  > 
Bxwcmeit  curie  I  but  fo  juft  Hsavcu  deuced  J 
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Republicans  {hall  Britain's  treafures  drain, 
Betray  her  monarch,  and  her  church  profane  ! 
Till,  gorg'd  with  fpolls,  with  blood  the  leeches 

burft, 
Or  Tyburn  add  the  fecond  to  the  firft." 

FABLE  XIV. 

THE  BEAR  AND  MOUNTEBANK. 

THERE  liv'd  a  quack  in  high  repute, 
By  virtue  of  a  velvet  fuit, 

And  celebrated  bill : 
As  for  his  knowledge,  'tis  allow'd, 
He  had  enough  to  cheat  the  crowd, 

And  that's  good  modern  fkiil. 

Once  as  this  orator  held  forth 
On  topics  of  his  medicines'  worth, 

And  wondrous  cures  they  wrought; 
Though  not  a  word  they  underftood, 
His  eloquence  fo  charm'd  the  crowd, 

That  ftill  they  gap'd  and  bought. 
*Midft  his  harangue,  one  day  it  chanc'd, 
Tom  Dove  *  the  bear  that  way  advanc'd, 

In  procefiion  to  his  (lake ; 
The  rabble  quit  their  doctor  ftraight, 
And  with  huzzas  on  Bruin  wait, 

Who  thus  the  chief  befpake  : 

*  D*  ye  bear,  ye  pack  of  bawling  louts, 
Compos'd  of  vermin,  ftink,  and  clouts, 

Why  all  this  noife  and  do  ? 
Though  through  my  nofe  a  ring  is  got, 
And  here  I'm  baited  like  a  fot, 

Still  I  referable  you. 
"  Obferve  that  mountebanking  fool, 
Perch'd  yonder  on  his  three-legg'd  {tool, 

With  poifonous  drugs  to  fell ; 
See  o'er  his  (boulder  how  he  fneers, 
Three  hours  to  lug  you  by  the  ears, 

Yet  pleafes  wondrous  well. 
*•  With  fulfomc  lies  and  ftupid  fluff, 
He  cheat*  and  banters  you  enough, 

Yet  there  ye  flock  by  (boats ; 
But  if  by  chance  a  bear's  brought  out, 
At  him  ye  hollow,  laugh,  and  (bout, 

And  who's  the  greater  fools  ? 

*  So,  brother  monfters,  face  about, 
The  quack  your  keeper,  wants  his  rout; 

For,  underneath  the  rofe, 
Another  fort  of  brutes  there  are, 
Befu'cs  a  ftupid  Ruffian  bear, 

That's  mifled  by  the  nofe." 

THE  MORAL. 

Ill  minifters,  like  quacks,  the  crowd  deceive, 
Defraud  them  for  their  good ;  and  they  believe : 
At  France  and  Rome  they  rail  with  fpecious  arts, 
And,  whilft   they  cheat  the  vulgar,  gain  their 
hearts. 

But  if  fagaciou?  Bruin  fmells  them  out, 
Their  frauds  espofing  to  the  injur'd  rout ; 
To  mifchief  prcne,  implacable,  and  ftrong, 
Ten  thoufand   tongues  and  hands  revenge   tke 
wrong. 

*  Tom  Dove  lias  been  celebrated  by  Drydcn  and  King, 


FABLE  XV. 


THE  PEACOCK  PROCLAIMED  KING. 

A  VOLT»RE,  old  and  feeble  grown, 
Took  up  and  much  reform'd  his  life ; 
His  beak  decay'd,  and  talons  gone. 
Yet  ftill  he  relhVd  noife  and  ftrife. 
Once  a  young  peacock  to  the  bird>  brought  forth 
On   his   high    birth   harangued,    and   blooming 

worth. 

"  The  ifles  and  watery  realm,  faid  he, 
This  hopeful  monarch  (hall  command ! 
His  fceptre  to  depend  on  me, 
And  rule  the  tributary  land ; 
Referving  only  for  our  royal  ufe, 
Whate'er  the  feas  and  fertile  coafts  produce." 
The  peacock,  a  pert  dapper  fpark, 
Made  the  fagacious  vulture's  choice ; 
His  title  and  defcent,  though  dark, 
Soon  gain'd  the  whole  afiembly's  voict, 
The  pyc  except,  a  member  of  the  board, 
Who,  'midft  their  acclamations,  crav'd  a  word. 

"  His  highnefs*  merits  and  defert, 
Quoth  he,  'tis  needlefs  to  difpute  ; 
In  giving  empires  we're  too  pert, 
With  neither  right  nor  power  to  do't ; 

You've  made  a  peacock  king :    pray,  now  'tit 
done, 

What  champion  here  conducts  him  to  his  throne. 
"  Where  the  imperial  eagle  reigns, 
Renown'd  for  arms,  and  warlike  might, 
Who  fnch  a  feeble  youth  difdains, 
And  vultures  dares  engage  in  fight  ? 

Therefore,  meflieurs,  it  is  my  private  voice, 

That  the  pofieffor  firft  approve  our  choice." 

THE  MORAL. 

Caefar,  that  prince  betrays  his  fears, 
Who  ftyles  thee  monarch  in  the  field, 
But,  when  thy  army  difappears, 
To  weak  pretenders  will  thy  titles  yield. 

But  wifer  politicians  fay, 
True  conduct  is  not  fo  much  (hown, 
In  giving  others'  realms  away, 
As  in  defending  well  their  own. 

FABLE  XVL 

A    LACONIC    CONDEMNED. 

A  SAGE  laconic,  truly  wife, 

Whofe  coiivcrfation  was  concife, 

Train'd  up  in  rigid  fchools; 
Once,  when  a  (ingle  word  would  da, 
Had  iaviflily  made  ufe  of  two, 

In  high  contempt  of  rules. 

A  bill  againft  him  was  preferr'd. 
The  charge  by  evidence  averr'd. 

That  fully  prov'd  the  fact : 
The  judges  aggravate  the  crime, 
In  words  as  few,  and  little  time, 

As  anfwcr'd  men  compact. 


*** 
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Quoth  one,  "The  being  too  vcrbofe 
A  mifdemeanor  is  fo  grofs, 

Of  that  pernicious  kind ! 
The  punifhmcnt  muft  reach  your  fcnfe, 
And  reafon  fmart  for  this  offence, 

By  torturing  your  mind. 

•*  Read  Jura  Populi  o'er  twice, 
ffittis  and  Bunyan,  books  of  price  ! 

And  Oats's  modeft  vein  : 
Reau  Baxter's  volumes,  Tindal's  works, 
TTork-ftiire  Pctifh  with  that  of  Bucks, 

True  cant,  and  libel  drain. 

*  For  folid  nonfenfe,  thoughtlefs  words, 
The  vindication  of  the  Lords, 

That  anfwcrt  "  Mackworth's  State :" 


Read  firll  and  fecond  paragraph, 
If  poffible  drudge  on  through  half, 
Your  crime  you'll  expiate." 

The  wretch  with  ftrong  convulfiong  (hook, 
Defpair  and  anguifh  in  hi*  look, 

To  heaven  for  mercy  cry'd  : 
Quoth  he,  "  Send  gibbets,  racks,  or  wheel* 
Algiers  and  gallics  pleafe  me  well, 

Such  torments  I'll  abida. 

"  But  damn  me  not  for  one  offence, 
To  volumes  urally'd  to  fenle, 

Vainly  to  wafke  my  breath  : 
That  anfwer  to  the  Commons'  right! 
With  labour'd  dul'nefs  fo  affrights, 

The  thoughts  are  worie  than  dtfttb." 
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